*INDIA*

Rabindranath Tagore (1861-1941) became the first non-European to win the Nobel Prize in Literature
(1913) and (so W) is generally to be regarded as the single most outstanding creative artist of the modern
Indian subcontinent. In recognition of his accomplishments the King-Emperor, George V, bestowed a
knighthood on him in 1915; but Tagore renounced this dignity later, in response to the Jallianwala Bagh
massacre of 1919. He wrote, in his repudiation letter to Lord Chelmsford, then British Viceroy of India:
*
“The time has come when badges of honour make our shame glaring in the incongruous context of
humiliation, and I for my part, wish to stand, shorn, of all special distinctions, by the side of those of my
countrymen who, for their so called insignificance, are liable to suffer degradation
not fit for human beings.”
*
He is the author of the following poem:
Forgive me my weariness O Lord, | Should I ever lag behind. | For this heart that this day trembles so, |
And for this pain, forgive me, forgive me, O Lord. | For this weakness, forgive me O Lord. | If perchance I
cast a look behind | And in the day's heat and under the burning sun | The garland on the platter of offering
wilts, | For its dull pallor, forgive me, forgive me O Lord.
LITERATURE COMPOSED BY AUTHORS WHOSE BIRTH YEAR MAY BE CONFIDENTLY PLACED IN A DEFINITE TIME
FRAME (1712-1869)
1650-1750

(Page 12)—260.207 1. bhajare yadu nAdham 2. bruhi mukundEti 3. chintAnAsti 4. bhajarE gOpAlam 5.
chEtah Srir Amam 6. gAyati vana mAli 7. pibarE rAma rasam 8. mAnasa sanchara rE 9. tadavat jeevatvam 10.
khElati mama: Ten Songs\fn{by Sadasva Brahmendra (1650-1750) } Thruvisanallur Village, Thanjavur District,
Tamil Nadu State, India (M) 3
1712

(15)—India 13 1. Excerpt from Bharatacandra-Granthabali\fn{by Bharatacandra Raya (1712-1760)} Bhurshut
Village, Haora District, West Bengal State, India (M) 60
1723

(74)—242.1 Excerpt from Zikr-i Mir: The Autobiography Of The Eighteenth Century Mughal Poet, Mir
Muhammad Taqi “Mir”\fn{by Muhammad Taqi aka Mir (1723-1810)} Agra, Agra District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 21
1725

1

(96)—264.45 Quotations of Ahiolyabai Holkar\fn{by Ahilyabai Holkar, Rani of Indore (1725-1795)} Chowndi Village,
Aurangabad District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 2
c.1730

(98)—262.20 Excerpts from Radhika Santwanam\fn{by Muddupoalani (c.1730-1790)} Thanjavur?, Thanjavur
District, Tamil Nadu State, India (F) 2
1737

(100)—237.53 Excerpt from The Diary Of Rangappa Thiruvengadam Pillai (1761-1768)\fn{by Rangappa
Thiruvengadam Pillai (1737-1791)} Pondicherry, Pondicherry Union Territory, India (M) 20
1744

(120)—262.163 Excerpt from The Journal To Eliza And Various Letters: “Letters Of Elizabeth Stern”\fn{by
Elizabeth Draper (1744-1778)} Anjengo, Thiruvananthapuram District, Kerala State, India (F) 3
1751

(124)—264.129 Quotations of Farzana Zebunisa aka Joanna Nobilis Sombre aka Begum Samru of
Sardhana\fn{by Joanna Nobilis Sombre (1751-1836)} Kotana, Meerut District, Uttar Pradesh, India (F) 2
1752

(126)—270.38 Excerpt from Travels Of Mirza Abu Taleb Khan In Asia, Africa, And Europe\fn{by Mirza Abu
Taleb Khan (1752-1805)} Lucknow, Lucknow District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M)
1759

(155)—231.43 Excerpt from The Travels Of Dean Mahomet\fn{by Sake Dean Mahomet (1759-1851)} Patna, Patna
District, Bihar State, India (M) 5
1760

(159)—263.174 Excerpt from Padmabati Abhilash\fn{by Nisanka Raya Rani (c.1760?- )} Ganjam District, Orissa
State, India (F) -1
1762

(159)—238.119 An Apology For The Present System Of Hindu Worship\fn{by Mrtyunjaya Bidyalankara (17621819)} Calcutta?, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 18
1763

(178)—238.138 Excerpt from The Prem Sagur\fn{by Lallu Lal (1763-1825)} Delhi?, National Capital Territory,
India (M) 11
1767

(189)—262.22 Hoping To Blossom (One Day) Into A Flower\fn{by Mahlaqa Bai Chanda (1767-1824)} Aurangabad,
Aurangabad District, Maharashtra State, India (F) -1
1772

(190)—241.80 & 269.134 1. Letter to Lord Minto (1809) 2. Letter to Lord Amherst (1823) 3. Letter to an
American (1828) 4. Remarks on the Settlement in India by Europeans (1832) 5. Autobiographical Sketch
(1833)\fn{by Raja Rammohun Roy (1772-1833)} Radhanagore, Hooghly District, West Bengal State, India (M) 7
1778

(197)—264.47 Quotations of Chennamma\fn{by Chennamma, Rani of Kittur (1778-1829)} Kakati, nr. Belgaum,
Belgaum District, Karnataka State, India (F) 2
2

1780

(199)—252.1 Excerpt from Ènugula Veeraswamy’s Journal: “18th May 1830-18th June 1830”\fn{by Ènugula
Veeraswamy (c.1780-1836)} Madras?, Tamil Nadu State, India (M) 10
1793

(208)—264.35 Quotations of Rani Rasmani\fn{by Rani Rasmani (1793-1861)} Kona Village, nr. Nibra, Howrah
District, West Bengal State, India (F) ½
1794

(209)—240.201 Excerpt from The History Of India: From The Earliest Period To The Close of Lord Dalhousie’s
Administration: “Early History To The Ghuzni Invasion”\fn{by John Clark Marshman (1794-1877)} Bristol, Bristol
Unitary Authority, England, United Kingdom (M) 9fn{He was taken at the age of 5 by his parents to Serampore, Hooghly
District, West Bengal State, India (M), where he became fluent in Bengali, returning to England permanently only in 1855. W says of him:
“On his death it is said that he had known as much about Indian affairs as if he had been the personal assistant to four successive Viceroys.
… Marshman was a student of Indian history and he wrote what was for many years the only history of Bengal. He was also long engaged
on the writing of the history of India; his reading was very wide and he was a distinguished Oriental scholar. He studied Chinese (like his
father) and knew the major Sanskrit poems. He also gave much attention to Persian.” [This text was first transcribed into sub-file 240,
which had until then been devoted exclusively to Gandhi’s autobiography (the entirety of which is part of this collection); but I thought at
the time that I should keep one of the 301 sub-files more or less open to accommodate end-of-project overflow; and this is one of those:H] }
1797

(219)—244.111 Excerpt from Dastanbuy: A Diary Of The Indian Revolt Of 1857\fn{by Mirza Asadullah Khan
Ghalib (1797-1869)} Agra, Agra District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 14
(233)—239.139 From Sepoy To Subedar: Being The Life And Adventures Of Subedar Sita Ram, A Native
Officer Of The Bengal Army, Written And Related By Himself\fn{by Sita Ram Pandey (1797-c.1875)} Tilowee
Village, Lucknow District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 50
c.1800

(285)—262.22 Excerpt from Vishnuparijatamu\fn{by Tarigonda Venkamamba (c.1800-1866)} Tarigonda, Chittoor
District, Andhra Pradesh State, India (F) 1
1807

(286)—301.29 1. The Harp Of India 2. Song Of The Hindustanee Minstrel 3. A Walk By Moonlight 4. Going
Into Darkness 5. To My Native Land 6. The Poet’s Grave 7. Excerpt from Fakeer of Jungheera: “Hymn To
The Sun”\fn{by Henry Louis Vivian Derozio (1807-1831)} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 5
1809

(292)—265.9 & 265.35a 1. Dasahara 2. To A Young Hindu Widow 3. Storm And Rain 4. To A Dead Crow 5. The
Boatman’s Song To Ganga 6. The Moon In September: Six Poems\fn{by Kasiprasad Ghose (1809-1873)} Kidderpore
Village (now a neighborhood of Calcutta), Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 4
c.1810

(297)—263.124 1. Less Inequality Than Men Deem 2. How The Sun, The Moon, And The Wind Went Out To
Dinner 3. Tit For Tat 4. The Selfish Sparrow And The Houseless Crows 5. Singh Rajah And The Cunning Little
Jackals 6. The Brahman, The Tiger, And The Six Judges 7. The Alligator And The Jackal 8. A Funny Story 9. The
Valiant Chattee-maker: Nine Folktales\fn{by Anna Liberata de Souza (c.1810-1887)} Goa State, India (F) 12
1812

(309)—244.1 Excerpt from Travel In The Punjab, Afghanistan And Turkistan To Balk, Bokhara And Herat
And A Visit To Great Britain And Germany\fn{by Mohan Lal (1812-1977)} Delhi, National Capital Territory, India
(M) 80
1813
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(390)—276.13 Reform, Civil And Social\fn{by Krishna Mohun Banerjea (1813-1885)} Calcutta, Calcutta District,
West Bengal State, India (M) 6
1814

(396)—276.19 On Native Female Education\fn{by Peary Chand Mittra (1814-1883)} Calcutta, Calcutta District,
West Bengal State, India (M) 11
1815

(407)—239.86 Excerpt from Govind Narayan’s Mumbai: An Urban Biography From 1863\fn{by Govind
Narayan (1815-1865)} Margão, South Goa District, Goa State, India (M) 25
1816

(433)—251.134 Excerpt from A Pilgrimage To Mecca\fn{by Nawab Sikandar Begum (1816-1868)} Bhopal City,
Bhopal District, Madhya Pradesh State, India (F) 7
1817

(439)—248.92 Excerpt from Writings And Speeches Of Sir Syed Ahmad Khan: 1. “Speech At The Laying Of
The Foundation Stone Of Victoria College, Ghazipur” (1864) 2. “Speech At The Founding Of The AngloOriental College” (January 8, 1877) 3. “On Hindu-Muslim Relations” (January 27, 1883) 4. “On The Indian
National Congress” (March 16, 1888)\fn{by Sir Sayyid Ahmad (1817-1898)} Delhi, National Capital Territory, India
(M) 10
1818

(449)—244.174 Excerpt from The Sar Bachan\fn{by Soamiji Maharaj (1818-1878)} Panni Gali, Agra District, Uttar
Pradesh, India (M) 17
1819

(466)—237.50 Excerpt from Mohammad Ali Khan: An Autobiographical Discourse\fn{by Mohammad Ali Khan
(1819-1858)} a village near Rampur, Rampur District, Uttar Pradesh State, India 3
(470)—262.53 Excerpts from Myra: or, The Rose Of The East, A Tale Of The Afghan War: “Canto IV”\fn{by Ella
Doveton aka Ella Haggard (1819-1889)} Bombay, Maharashtra State, India (F) 5
(476)—262.185 Excerpt from The Skeleton In The Cupboard\fn{by Harriet Anne Shank Scott (1819-1894)} Bombay,
Maharashtra State, India (F) 7
1820

(483)—262.144 Excerpt from Respectable Sinners\fn{by Mary Isabella Irwin Brotherton (1820-1910)} Calcutta,
Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) 3
1822

(486)—246.91 Excerpt from The Travels Of A Hindoo To Various Parts Of Bengal And Upper India\fn{by
Baboo Bholanauth Chunder (1822- )} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 7
(493)—264.29 Quotations of Aghoremani Devi aka Gopaler-ma\fn{by Gopaler-ma (1822-1906)} Kamarhati, North
Calcutta, West Bengal State, India (F) 1
1823

(495)—71.48 A Letter to The Spectator and The Times of India: “The Mental Seclusion Of India”\fn{by Anapurna
Turkhad (1823-1891)} India (F) 2
1824
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(497)—245.30 Excerpt from Autobiography Of Dayanand Saraswati\fn{by Dayanand Saraswati (1824-1883)}
Tankara, Moryi District, Gujarat State, India (M) 9
1825

(506)—246.109 Excerpts from The Grand Little Man Of India: Dadabhai Naoroji; Speeches & Writings I;
Addresses in England: 1. “To The Electors Of Holborn” (Holborn, June 27, 1886) 2. “India And The Opium
Question” (Westminster, October 15, 1886) 3. “Maiden Speech In The House Of Commons” (August 9, 1892)
4. “Indian Famine Relief” (Walthamstow, July 1, 1900) 5. “The Condition Of India” (Whitechapel, January
31, 1901) 6. “The Causes And Cure Of Famine In India” (Croydon, April 31, 1901) 7. “British Democracy In
India” (Lambeth, July 4, 1901) 8. “India Under British Rule” (London Indian Society, March 22, 1902) 9. “In
Honour of Sir Henry Cotton” (Westminster, November, 1904) 10. “The Legacy Of Lord Curzon’s Regime”
(Westminster, May, 1905): Ten Speeches\fn{by Dadabhai Naoroji (1825-1917)} Bombay, Maharashtra State, India (M)
25
1826

(531)—33.6 Excerpts from The Story Of Phulmani And Karuna\fn{by Hannah Catherine Mullins (1826-1861)}
Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) 3
(534)—241.41 Excerpt from The Story Of Prataba Mudaliar\fn{by Mayuram Vethanayagam Pillai (1826-1889)}
Mayuram, Nagapattinam District, Tamil Nadu State, India (M) 3
(538)—237.1 Excerpt from Recollections Of My School-Days\fn{by Lal Behari Day (1826-1894)} “in the house of
my maternal uncle”, Talpur Village, Hooghly District, West Bengal State, India 50
1827

(587)—242.49 Excerpt from Slavery\fn{by Jotirao Govindrao Phule (1827-1890)} Katgun, Satara District, Maharashtra
State, India (M) 5
(592)—242.74 Excerpt from My Travels\fn{by Vishnubhat Godse (1827-1904)} Vasrsai Village, nr. Pen, Raigad
District, Maharashtra State, India (M) 12\fn{This is a shortened version of an Internet text, indicated as having been serialized by
one “Kapil”, an otherwise unknown online blogger, located in Bombay }
1828

(606)—250.93 1. “Lakshmibai to Dalhousie” (December 3, 1853) 2. “Lakshmibai to Dalhousie” (February 16,
1854) 3. “Lakshmibai to Dalhousie” (April 22, 1854) 4. “Lakshmibai to Major Erskine” (June 12, 1857) 5.
“Lakshmibai to Major Erskine” (June 14, 1857; not available here, but including the following chronology of
events “in her original Persian”) 6. “Lakshmibai to Sir Robert Hamilton” (January 1, 1858) 7. “Proclamation
of February 14, 1858” 8. “Lakshmibai to the Raja of Banpur and others” (early 1858) 9. “Lakshmibai to the
Raja of Banpur and others” (early April 1858): Nine Letters\fn{by Manikarnika aka Lakshmibai, Rani of Jhansi (18281858)} Kashi (also Varanasi, Benares), Varanasi District, Uttar Pradesh, India (F) 6
1829

(612)—262.43 1. Parrot Of The Far Land 2. Bridal Song 3. The Ivied Harp 4. To Clarence In His Grave 5.
Political Letter To Mrs. V. 6. To Annie 7. Lines To A Withered Shamrock: Seven Poems\fn{by Mary Seyers Carshore
(1829-1857)} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) 5
(617)—262.167 Excerpt from Not While She Lives: A Novel\fn{by Caroline Rosetta Small aka Mrs. Alexander Fraser
(1829-1908)} India (F) 7
1830

(626)—278.68b Excerpt from An Essay\fn{by Kailasbasini Debi (1830-1895)} West Bengal State?, India (F)
-1\fn{“India’s first woman author to publish a book of essays” [so Internet: (1) Jewels of Authority: Women and Textual Tradition in
Hindu India; (2) editors Sherry B. Ortner, Nicholas B. Dirks, Geoff Eley THE NATION … ]
1831

5

(626)—262.24 Letter To Jotiba Phule\fn{by Savithribai Phule (1831-1897)} Naigaon, Satara District, Maharashtra
State, India (F) 1
(628)—241.49 Excerpt from Nasuh’s Repentance\fn{by Nazir Ahmad (1831-1912)}Bijnor, Bijnor District, Uttar
Pradesh, India (M) 3
(630)—262.174 & 293.22 A. Excerpt from Life And Travel In India: Being Recollections Of A Journey
Before The Days of Railroads B. Excerpt from The English Governess At The Siamese Court: Recollections Of
Six Years In The Royal Palace At Bangkok: 1. “On The Threshold 2. “A Siamese Premier At Home” 3. “The
King And The Governess”\fn{by Anna Harriette Leonowens (1831-1915)} Ahmednegar, Ahmednegar District,
Maharashtra State, India (F) 22
1832

(655)—71.37 Excerpt from The Story Of My Life: “The First Empress Of India”\fn{by Dosebai Cowasjee Jessawalla
(1832-1911)} Bombay, Bombay Suburban District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 5
1834

(660)—248.102 Excerpt from Rupjalal\fn{by Nawab Faizunnesa Choudhurani (1834-1903)} Tripura State, India (F) 14
(674)—262.48 1. Excerpts from Sorrows, Aspirations, And Legends 2. Excerpts from Heart Echoes\fn{by Mary
Eliza Leslie (1834-1907)} Monghyr, Monghyr District, Bihar State, India (F) 4
1836

(677)—237.86 Excerpt from Tales And Parables\fn{by Sri Ramakrishna (1836-1886)} Kamarpukur, Hooghly District,
West Bengal State, India (M) 10
(687)—238.100 Excerpt from The Bride’s Mirror: A Tale Of Life In Delhi A Hundred Years Ago\fn{by
Mayuram Vethanayagam Pillai (1836-1912)} Rehar Village, Bijnor District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 10
1837

(697)—242.163 Excerpt from Sachitra Guljarnagar\fn{by Kedar Nath Dutta aka Bhaanr (1837-1911)} “at his ancestral
house” Manik Basu Ghat Street, Hatkhola, Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 9
(706)—231.1 The Woeful Plight Of Hindu Women\fn{by Kailashbasini Devi (1837-after 1926)} Calcutta?, Calcutta
District, West Bengal State, India (F) 12
1838

(717)—237.172 Excerpt from Keshub Chunder Sen In England: “Diary In England, Including The
Voyage”\fn{by Keshub Chunder Sen (1838-1884)} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 19
(736)—32.2 & 237.115 & 241.59 & 241.60 1. Excerpt from Rajani 2. Excerpt from Krishnakanta’s Will 3.
Excerpt from Kapalkundala 4. Excerpt from Anandamath\fn{by Bankim Chandra Chatterjee (1838-1894)} Nahati,
North 24 Parganas District, West Bengal State, India (M) 13
(749)—263.172 Transcription Of A Dialogue With Sir Lepel Griffin, British Resident (January 21,
1888)\fn{by Begum Nawab Shahjehan (1838-1901)} Islamnagar, Bhopal District, Madhya Pradesh State, India (F)
2\fn{The meeting begins with the following statement from the Resident: You seem to be annoyed with me.}
(757)—244.161 Excerpt from The Life Of Shriman-Maharaj Balananda Brahmachari\fn{by Shri Hamchandra
Bandyopadhyay (1838-1903)} near Pandua, Hoogly District, West Bengal State, India (M) 13
1839

(764)—246.186 The Mutinies And The People, or Statements Of Native Fidelity\fn{by Sambhu Chandra Mookerjee
(1839-1894)} Baranagar, North 24 Parganas District, West Bengal State, India (M) 55
1841

(819)—262.25 Mang Maharachya Dukhavisayi\fn{by Muktabai (1841- )} Pune?, Pune District, Maharashtra State,
India (F) 1
1843
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(820)—262.147 Excerpt from Every Inch A Soldier: A Novel\fn{by Margaret Julia Scott (1843-1913)} Calcutta,
Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) 3
(823)—32.96 Excerpt from Story Of My Life\fn{by Fakir Mohan Senapati (1843-1918)} Mallikashpur, Balasore
District, Orissa State, India (M) 12
1844

(834)—238.68 Excerpt from The Life And Work Of J. N. Tata\fn{by Sir Dinsha Edulji Wacha (1844-1936)} Bombay,
Mahrashtra State, India (M) 9
1845

(843)—247.103 Excerpts from Speeches And Writings, An Exhaustive And Comprehensive Collection: 1. “Reply
To Lord Curzon’s Convocation Speech” (Calcutta, 1905) 2. “Seditions Meetings Bill” (Simla, 1907) 3. “The
Royal Visit” (Calcutta, 1912) 4. “On The Death Of Sister Nivedita” (Calcutta, 1912): Four Speeches\fn{by Dr.
Sir Rash Behari Ghose (1845-1921)} Khandaghosh, Burdwan District, West Bengal State, India (M) 10
(854)—240.224. Which of the Two: A Question of Duty or Incliniation\fn{by Agnes Giberne (1845-1939)}
Belgaum, Belagavi District, Karnataka State, India (F) 10
1846

(861)—241.52 Excerpt from Azad Goes To A Railway Hotel\fn{by Ratan Nath Sarshar (1846-1902)} Lucknow,
Lucknow District, Uttar Pradesh State, India (M) 2
1847

(863)—241.5 Excerpt from Indulekha\fn{by Oyyarathu Chandu Menon (1847-1899)} Kerala State, [another source says
he was born in Vadakarai, Thanjavur District, Tamil Nadu State] India (M) 8
(871)—India 14 Excerpt from Pitrsmrti O Anyanya Racana\fn{by Saudamini Debi (1847-1920)} Jorosanko?, Calcutta
District, West Bengal State, India (F) 24
(894)—262.192 Excerpt from The Awakening Of Women, or, Women’s Part In Evolution\fn{by Rosa Frances
Emily Swiney (1847-1922)} Pune, Pune District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 3
1848

(897)—262.26 Excerpt from Bangalir Babu\fn{by Mokshodayani Mukhopadhyay (c.1848- )} Calcutta, Calcutta
District, West Bengal State, India (F) 1
(898)—242.152 & 265.20a 1. Excerpt from Open Letters To Lord Curzon & Speeches And Papers: “New
Imperialism In India” 2. “The Legend Of Balaki”\fn{by Romesh Chunder Dutt (1848-1909)} Rambagan, Calcutta
District, West Bengal State, India (M) 4
(903)—239.10 Excerpt from An Autobiography\fn{by Kandukuri Veeresalingam Pantulu (1848-1919)} “in my own
ancestral house”, Rajahmundry, East Godavari District, Andhra Pradesh State, India (M) 13
(915)—242.154 Excerpt from A Nation In Making: Being The Reminiscences Of Fifty Years Of Public
Life\fn{by Sir Surendranath Banerjea aka Rashtraguru (1848-1925)} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India
(M) 9
(924)—263.106 & 264.163 A. 1. The Home On The River 2. Renan’s Jesus 3. The Evil 4. The Children’s Hour 5.
The Key Of Heaven 6. A Day In June 7. For Tired Workers 8. Our Village 9. A Blameless Life 10. At Eventide
11. A Word For The Plains 12. Amiens Cathedral 13. The Music Of Faith: Thirteen Sonnets B. Excerpt from
Margaret\fn{by Christina Catherine Fraser-Tytler (1848-1927)} Bombay, Maharashtra State, India (F) 14
(937)—247.1 Excerpts from Madhusudan Das, The Legislator (His Speeches): 1. “On The Protection Of
Muhammadan Pilgrims Bill” (April 11, 1896) 2. “On The Assassination Of Sir William Curzon Wyllie”
(July 13, 1909) 3. “Regarding The Loss Of Opium Revenue” (March 17, 1913) 4. “On The Resolution To
Express Loyalty To The British Government And Agreement With Great Britain In The European War”
(January 19, 1915) 5. “On The Resolution Regarding India’s Gratitude, Devotion And Loyalty To His
Majesty The King” (February 24, 1915) 6. “On The Defence Of India (Criminal Law Amendment) Bill”
(March 18, 1915) 7. “On Measures Against Non-Co-operators” (March 19, 1921) 8. “On The Franchise For
Women” (November 23, 1921) 9. “On The Treatment Of Political Prisoners” (November 24, 1921) 10. “On
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Representation Of The Depressed Class” (January 31, 1922): Ten Speeches\fn{by Madhusudan Das (1848-1934)}
Satyabhamapur, nr. Cuttack, Cuttack District, Orissa State, India (M) 14
1850

(952)—262.27 Excerpt from Stri Purush Tulana\fn{by Tarabai Shinde (1850-1910)} Buldhana, Buldhana District,
Maharashtra State, India (F) 6
(957)—241.90 An Assembly Of Trees\fn{by Hrishikesha Bhattacharya (1850-1914)} Jaipur? Rajasthan State?, India 1
1851

(958)—264.32 Quotations of Yogindra Mohini Biswas aka Yogin-ma\fn{by Yogindra Mohini Biswas (1851-1924)}
Baghbazar, North Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) 1
1852

(960)—262.141 Excerpt from Vignette From Finland; or, Twelve Months In Strawberryland\fn{by Annie
Margaret Clive-Bayley (1852-1924)} Nagpur, Nagpur District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 3
(963)—245.133 Excerpt from The Rajarshi Of Cochin: Autobiography And Biography Of Maharaja Sir Sri
Rama Varma\fn{by H. H. Sir Sri Rama Varma (1852-1932)} Thrisivaperoor (now Thrissur), Thrissur District, Kerala
State, India (M) 8
1853

(971)—237.133 Excerpt from Mother & Daughter, or A True Picture Of Hindu Life Of Bengal\fn{by Damodar
Mukherji (1853-1907)} Calcutta?, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 7
(977)—262.151 Excerpt from The Compte de St. Germain\fn{by Isabel Cooper-Oakley (1853/54-1914)} Amritsar,
Amritsar District, Punjab State, India (F) 12
(990)—263.74 Excerpts from The Gospel Of The Holy Mother Sri Sarada Devi: “Sayings Of Sri Sarada
Devi”\fn{by Sri Sarada Devi aka Saradamani Mukhopadhyaya (1853-1920)} Jayrambati, Bankura District, West Bengal
State, India (F) 6
1854

(997)—109.14 Convicted Out Of His Own Mouth\fn{My title:H}: A Folktale\fn{by Dahima (1854- )} Chandarva,
Ahmedabad District, Gujarat State, India (F) -1
(997)—262.52 & 265.20 1. The Mother’s Birthday 2. Morning Seranade\fn{by Aru Dutt (1854-1874)} Calcutta,
Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) -1
1855

(998)—231.12 A Letter To The Editor of Somprakash, Dated December 26, 1872\fn{by an otherwise unknown
Hindu kulin girl (c.1855?- )} Calcutta?, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) 1
(999)—241.1 Excerpt from Saraswatichandra\fn{by Govardhanram Madhavram Tripathi (1855-1907)} Nadiad, Kheda
District, Gujarat State, India (M) 4
(1004)—33.9 & 231.30 & 244.209 & 262.33 1. Excerpts from To Whom? 2. Words From Times Past 3.
Excerpt from The Uprooted Vine 4. Excerpt from Khake\fn{by Swarnakumari Devi (1855-1932)} Jorasanko, Calcutta
District, West Bengal State, India (F) 17
(1019)—239.23 Excerpt from The Story Of My Life\fn{by Utthamadhanapuraam Venkatasubramanian Swaminathan (18551942)} “in the house of his maternal grandfather”, Suriaymoolai Village, nr. Kumbakonam, Thanjavur District,
Tamil Nadu State, India (M) 24
1856

(1044)—71.42 Excerpt from Life And letters Of Toru Dutt: “Letters To Miss Martin”\fn{by Toru Dutt (1856-1877)}
Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) 6
(1050)—242.54 Excerpt from Letters Of Lokamanya Tilak\fn{by Lokamanya B. G. Tilak aka Keshav Bal Gangadhar
Tilak (1856-1920)} Ratnagari, Ratnagari District, Maharashtra State, India (M) 10
1857

8

(1062)—234.150 & 241.78 1. Excerpt from The Courtesan Of Lucknow 2. Excerpt from Umrao Jan Ada\fn{by
Mirza Mohammad Hadi Ruswa (1857-1931)} Lucknow, Lucknow District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 9
(1073)—239.111 Excerpt from Autobiography Of Chettur Sankaran Nair\fn{by Chettur Sankaran Nair (1857-1934)}
Malabar, Malabar District, Kerala State, India (M) 19
(1091)—264.30 Quotations of Mridani aka Gauri-ma\fn{by Mridani (1857-1948)} Kalighat, South Calcutta,
Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) 1
1858

(1093)—33.12 Excerpt from The High Caste Hindu Woman\fn{by Pandita Ramabai Saraswati (1858-1922)}
Gangamoola, Karkala District, Karnataka State, India (F) 3
(1096)—241.13 Excerpt from Ramaraja Bahadur\fn{by Cannankara Velayudhan Raman Pillai aka CV (1858-1922)}
Thiruvananthapuram, Thiruvananthapuram District, Kerala State, India (M) 5
(1101)—231.13 A Terrible Problem\fn{by Girindramohini Dasi (1858-1924)} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal
State, India (F) 3
(1103)—254.68 Excerpt from The Story Of A Pilgrimage To Hejaz\fn{by Sultan Kaikhusrau Jahan (1858-1930)}
Bhopal, Bhopal District, Madhya Pradesh State, India (F) 8
1859

(1111)—241.33 Excerpt from The Triumph Of Shivaji\fn{by Ambikadatta Vyas (1859-1900)} Nanihall, nr. Jaipur,
Jaipur District, Rajasthan State, India (M) 1
(1112)—237.96 1. The Good Husband And The Bad Wife 2. The Monkey With The Tom-tom 3. The Three Deaf
Men 4. Pride Goeth Before A Fall 5. Why Brahmans Cannot Eat In The Dark 6. The Mother-in-law Becomes An
Ass 7. The Beggar And The Five Muffins 8. The Brahman Priest Who Became An Amildar: Eight
Folktales\fn{by S. M. Natesa Sastri (1859-1906)} Tamil Nadu State?, India (M) 9
(1121)—245.25 Excerpt from Voyage Of Komagata Maru, or India’s Slavery Abroad\fn{by Baba Gurdit Singh
(1859-1954)} Sarhali, Amritsar District, Punjab State, India (M) 5
1860

(1126)—264.228 Quotations of the Mother of Shudha Mazumdar\fn{by Giri Bala (c.1860?- )} “Taki Saidpore
by the broad Ichamati river”, North 24 Parganas District, West Bengal State, India (F) 1
(1127)—242.64 Excerpt from The Diary Of C. Raja Raja Varma\fn{by C. Raja Raja Varma (1860-1905)} Kilikanur,
Thiruvananthapuram District, Kerala Stzte, India (M) 10
(1137)—84.29 Dwaraka\fn{by Vengayil Kunhiraman Nayanar (1860-1914)} Chirackal Thaluk, North Malabar District,
Madras State, India (M) 3
(1140)—245.114 1. “The Duty Of Zamindars” (February 1918) 2. “The Duty Of Landholders” (June 1918) 3.
“The Reform Scheme” (August 1918) 4. “Call To Zamindars” (March 1919) 5. “The Duty Of Enlightening
The People” (April 1919): Five Speeches To Landholder’s Associations\fn{by H.R.H. Maharajadhiraja Rameshwara
Singh of Darbhanga (1860-1929)} Raj Nagar, Madhubani District, Bihar State, India (M) 10
1861

(1150)—61.91 Kamilini\fn{by Gurazada Apparao aka Gurazada Venkata Apparao (1861-1915)} Rayavaram, nr.
Yelamanchili, Visakhapatnam District, Andhra Pradesh, India (M) 2
(1152)—33.17 Excerpt from Beloved, Or Unloved?\fn{by Sarat Kumari Chaudhurani (1861-1920)} Calcutta, Calcutta
District, West Bengal State, India (F) 6
(1158)—245.164 Excerpt from The Fall Of The Pala Empire\fn{by Akshay Kumar Maitreya (1861-1930)} Nadia
District, West Bengal State, India (M) 8
(1166)—247.28 Excerpts from Selected Works Of Motilal Nehru I: 1899-1918: 1. “Motilal Nehru’s Diary”
(May 1905) 2. “Short History Of The Nehru Family” (1910) 3. “Resolution Expressing Loyalty And
Devotion To The British Throne” (1914) 4. “Resolution Regarding Amendment In Education Code”
(1914)\fn{by Motilal Nehru (1861-1931)} Agra, Agra District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 8
(1174)—263.105 Opinions\fn{by Bhikaiji Rustomji Cama (1861-1936)} Bombay, Maharashtra State, India (F) 1
9

(1176)—234.110 Excerpt from The Cochin Tribes & Castes II: “The Syrian Christians”\fn{by L. K. Anantha
Lakshminarayanapuram, nr. Palghat (now Palakkad), Palakkad District, Kerala State, India
(M) 14
(1192)—78.138, 237.148 & 265.44 1. The Man From Kabul 2. The Broken Nest: Two Short Stories 3. Leave
This Chanting 4. Where The Mind Is Without Fear 5. Deliverance: Three Poems\fn{by Rabindranath Tagore aka
Gurudev (1861-1941)} “in the Jorasanko mansion”, Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 28
(1221)—33.15 Excerpt from The Silk Tassel In The Palanquin\fn{by Kashibai Kanitkar (1861-1948)} Ashte, Sangli
District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 2

Krishna Iyer (1861-1937)}

1862

(1223)—26.58 Excerpt from Saguna\fn{by Krupabai Satthianadhan (1862-1894)} Ahmadnagar, Ahmadnagar District,
Maharashtra State, India (F) 22
(1246)—33.23 Excerpts from Memoirs Of Our Life Together\fn{by Ramabai Ranade (1862-1924)} Devarashtre,
Satara District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 4
(1250)—242.95 Excerpt from Reflections And Reminiscences\fn{by Nagendra Nath Gupta (1862-1940)} Motihari,
East Champaran District, Bihar State, India (M) 13
1863

(1264)—237.124 Excerpt from Memoirs Of European Travel\fn{by Swami Vivekananda (1863-1902)} Calcutta,
Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 9
(1274)—248.109 Presidential Address To The Indian National Congress: “The Future Of India”\fn{by The Right
Honorable, Sir Satyendra Prasanno Sinha, 1st Baron Sinha of Raipur, KCSI, PC, KC (1863-1928)} Raipur, Raipur District,
Chhattisgarh State, India (M) 10
(1283)—33.27 Excerpt from My Story: “The Story Of The Star Theater”\fb{by Binodini Dasi (1863-1941)}
Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) 2
(1285)—231.128 Excerpt from My First Hundred Years\fn{by Margaret Alice Murray (1863-1963)} Calcutta, Calcutta
District, West Bengal State, India (F) 32
1864

(1318)—234.9 Excerpts from Speeches And Writings Of Virchand R. Gandhi: 1. “India’s Message To America”
2. “Impressions Of America”\fn{by Virchand Raghavji Gandhi (1864-1901)} Mahuva, Bhavnagar District, Gujarat
State, India (M) 4
(1323)—231.16 & 263.201 1. Excerpt from A Bengal Lady In England 2. Farewell 3. A poem from the text of
“A Bengal Lady In England” 4. Fragment of a poem from the same text\fn{by Krishnabhabini Das (1864-1919)}
Choa Village, Murshidabad District (some say in Nadia District), West Bengal State, India (F) 3
(1326)—241.22 Excerpt from But Who Cares!\fn{by Hari Narayan Apte aka Haribhau (1864-1919)} Pune, Pune District,
Maharashtra State, India (M) 3
(1329)—264.33 Quotations of Lakshmi Devi\fn{by Lakshmi Devi (1864-1924)} Kamarpukur, Hooghly District, West
Bengal State, India (F) 2
(1331)—71.51 Excerpt from The Autobiography Of An Indian Princess: “My Romance”\fn{by Maharani Sunityi
Devi of Cooch Behar (1864-1932)} Sens House, Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) 3
(1325)—88.1 & 231.195 1. The Hookah 2. The Stork And The Brahman 3. The Orange Princess 4. The Son-inLaw 5. The Night-Blind Son-in-Law 6. The Story Of A Sanyasi 7. The King And The Barber 8. The Giant
Astrologer 9. The Three Wise Men 10. The Hunchback And The Blind man 11. The Spirit And The Broomstick
12. The Story Of An Elephant And An Owl 13. Kon And Mon 14. The Witch And The Wizard 15. The Big Thief
16. The Cloth Fit For The Gods 17. The Giant Teacher 18. The Plum Tree: Eighteen Folktales\fn{by Sahitya Rathi
Lakshminath Bezbaroa (1864-1938)} Ahatguri, Morigaon District, Assam State, India (M) 19
(1355)—301.55 1. Quotations 2. On Swami Vivekenanda 3. An Ancient Hymn 4. Nature Unveiled 5. Excerpt
from The Rime Of The Wizard Knight 6. Fragments of Quest Eternal 7. Excerpt from The Positive Sciences of
the Ancient Hindus: “Foreward”\fn{by Sir Brajendra Nath Seal (1864-1938)} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal
State, India (M) 5½
(1361)—71.59 & 250.72 1. Enslaved Daughters 2. Purdah—The Need For Its Abolition\fn{by Dr. Rukhmabai
(1864-1955)} Rajkot, Rajkot District, Gujarat District, India (F) 4
10

(1365)—262.135 Excerpt from Belgrade, The White City Of Death\fn{by Flora Matilda Hayter Ames (1864-1959)}
Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) 6
1865

(1371)—250.91 Clinical Report Of Case At Leith Hospital: Case Of Intrathoracic Tumor \fn{by A. W.
Jagannadham (c.1865?- )} India (F) 2

(1373)—250.79 & 263.105 Letters By Anandibai Joshi\fn{by Anandi Gopal Joshi aka Anandibai Joshi (1865-1887)}
Pune, Pune District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 12
(1389)—245.183 Excerpt from Autobiographical Writings\fn{by Lajpat Rai (1865-1928)} Dhudike, Moga District,
Punjab State, India (M) 9
(1402)—71.50 & 250.44 1. Excerpt from Ratanbai: A Sketch Of A Bombay High Caste Hindu Wife 2.
Pandita Ramabai And The Problem Of India’s Married Women & Widows\fn{by Shevantibai M. Nikambe (1865after 1934)} Pune, Pune District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 5
(1409)—78.141 Regulus\fn{by Joseph Rudyard Kipling (1865-1936)} Bombay, Bombay Suburban District?,
Maharashtra State, India (M) 11
(1420)—241.93 Women’s Liberation\fn{by Panuganti Lakshmi Narasimha Rao (1865-1940)} Seetha Nagaram, East
Godavari District, Andhra Pradesh, India (M) 1
(1422)—245.143 Excerpt from Ramananda Chatterjee: Selected Writings & Tributes\fn{by Ramananda Chatterjee
(1865-1943)} Bankura, Bankura District, West Bengal State, India (M) 8
1866

(1429)—246.36 Excerpts from Speeches And Writings Of Gopal Krishna Gokhale: 1. “On The Indian
Problem” (November 14, 1905) 2. “Constitutional Reforms In India” (March 1909) 3. “East And West In
India” (July 1911)\fn{by Gopal Krishna Gokhale (1866-1919)} Kothluk, Ratnagiri District, Maharastra State, India (M)
13
(1442)—22.21 Love And Death\fn{by Cornelia Sorabji (1866-1954)} Nashik, Nashik District, Maharashtra State,
India (F) 4
1867

(1445)—22.34 The Rise Of Ram Din\fn{by Alice Perrin (1867-1934)} Calcutta?, Calcutta District, West Bengal
State, India (F) 3
(1448)—237.191 Excerpt from Miri Jiyori—A Love Story\fn{by Rajanikanta Borodoloi (1867-1940)} Guwahati?,
Guwahati District, Assam State, India (M) 9
1868

(1458)—54.119 Excerpt from Sprite: The Story Of A Red Fox: “What We Found In A Fox Den”\fn{by Ernest
Harold Baynes (1868-1925)} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 2
(1459)—63.7 The Shrew And The Spirit\fn{by Madhira Subbanna Dikshitulu (1868-1928)} Andhra Pradesh, India (M)
2
(1462)—71.54 Excerpt from Women In Modern India: “Shrimati Ramabai Ranade”\fn{by Susie Sorabji (18681931)} Solapur, Solapur District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 5
(1466)—33. 29 & 46.132 & 238.77 1. Excerpts from Memory Sketches 2. Excerpts from I Follow After: An
Autobiography\fn{by Lakshmibai Tilak (1868-1936)} Nashik, Nashik District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 16
(1484)—238.87 Excerpt from A Marathi Saga: The Story Of Sir Moropant And Lady Yashodabi Joshi\fn{by
Yashodabi Joshi (1868-1948)} Satara, Satara District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 13
(1497)—262.59 1. Mine Enemy 2. In Camp 3. The Strength Of The Hills 4. When He Left Simla 5. Where Hugli
Flows: Five Poems\fn{by Alice Macdonald Felming (1868-1948)} Bombay, Maharashtra State, India (F) 2
1869

(1500)—265.22 & 265.37 1. A Song Of Britannia 2. London 3. Baby 4. Poplar, Beech, and Weeping Willow
5. Myvanwy 6. The Garden Passion 7. Elegy 8. April: Eight Poems\fn{by Manmohan Ghose (1869-1924)}
Bhagalpur, Bhagalpur District, Bihar State, India (M) 8
11

(1510)—263.137 Excerpt from Mysticism In English Literature: “Devotional And Religious Mystics”\fn{by
Caroline Frances Eleanor Spurgeon (1869-1942)} India (F) 16
(1525)—239.130 Excerpt from Letters Of The Right Honourable V. S. Srinivasa Sastri PC CH L.lD
D.LITT\fn{by V. S. Srinivasa Sastri (1869-1946)} Valangsiman, Tanjore District, Tamil Nadu State, India (M) 9
(1536)—240.1 An Autobiography, or The Story Of My Experiments With Truth\fn{by Mohandus Karamchand
Gandhi aka Bahi, Bapu, Gandhiji, Mahatma Gandhi (1869-1948)} Porbandar, Porbandar District, Gujarat State, India (M)
199
1650-1750

260.207 1. bhajare yadu nAdham 2. bruhi mukundEti 3. chintAnAsti 4. bhajarE gOpAlam 5. chEtah Srir
Amam 6. gAyati vana mAli 7. pibarE rAma rasam 8. mAnasa sanchara rE 9. tadavat jeevatvam 10. khElati
mama: Ten Songs\fn{by Sadasva Brahmendra (1650-1750) } Thruvisanallur Village, Thanjavur District, Tamil Nadu
State, India (M) 3
1
O mind, chant the name of Krishna the lord of Yadavas.
He is delightful in the company of Gopikas.
He exhibited many leelas\fn{Divine sports} astoundingly to the cowherd boys.
He appeared in the disguise of an ordinary human.
His inumerable acts in various forms are dramatic.
He is the embodiment of the true nature of the hearts of supreme Yogis.
He is the embodiment of Omkara.
He is Pranava himself like water-bearing cloud.
2
O my tongue, chant the name of Mukunda.
Chant the names of Kesava, Madhava, Govinda and Krishna the names that bestow eternal happiness.
He is the lord of Radha.
He is Hari who delights all.
He is lotus-eyed with the complexion of dark cloud.
He moves on Garuda bird.
He wields a weapon called Nandaka in his hand.
As Rama he destroyed the ten-headed Ravana.
He is dear to Akrura.
He holds the discus.
He is serene yogi.
He annihilated the demon Kamsa.
3
Those who have the following qualities have no worries.
They are perfect with tranquility, fortitude and compassion.
They are in the company of saints.
They conquer the influence of the cupid at all times.
They annihilate the pride of all sensory organs.
They are supreme ascetics who keep their Guru’s feet in their conscience.
They are intoxicated with supreme nectarine bliss.
4
Sing the praise of Gopala heartily.
12

Worship Gopala who is worshipped by Kuchela.
He is the primordial of the universe.
He destroyed the demon progeny of Diti.
He is the essence of the Vedas.
Yogis engross in his name.
He lived in all splendor.
He is the fulcrum of the universe.
He took severe steps to dispel evil.
He is young and beautiful.
He destroyed demon Madhu.
He is like the divine Mandara flower for devotees.
He is the darling child of Nanda.
He destroyed demon Chanura.
He dwells in the hearts of pious Yogis.
5
O intelligent man, contemplate on Sri Rama whose complexion is like a blue cloud.
He enjoyed the divine music of Tumburu, Hanuman and other celestial singers.
His crown is studded with nine gems.
He is adorned with fresh Tulasi garlands.
He is the light in the sacred hearts of the supreme Gurus.
Pious woman Ahalya who was cursed by the sage Gautama was redeemed by the touch of his sacred feet.
6
Sri Krishna the lord of the Brundavana sings sweetly.
Fragrant breeze from flowers is enchanting.
Many sages on the bank of Yamuna are at his service.
Many birds and coels are cooing melodiously in bowers.
His curly locks are like a cluster of water bearing clouds.
He is adorned with Tulasi garlands.
The lotus borne Brahma worships Sri Krishna, the repository of virtues.
He delights the hearts of supreme Yogis.
He enthrals the world singing on flute.
7
O tongue, drink the essence of Rama.
It dispels fear and grief from the cycle of birth and death.
It is the quintessence of all the Vedas and other scriptures.
It is the sacred song sung in the hermitages of the holy and enlightened Yogis.
Great sages Suka, Saunaka and Kousika enjoyed that essence.
8
O Brahman\fn{Supreme cosmic spirit}, ramble in my mind freely.
O Krishna, your looks roam about the fort like bosom of beautiful Gopikas.
You are the celestial Mandara tree for the devotees serving you.
Your wavy hair is beautifully decorated with wild peacock feathers.
Your excellent cheeks reflect like mirror.
Supreme yogis crave to see your moon like face like chakora birds crave to enjoy moon’s rays.
You are the Supreme Yogi.
You play the most enchanting music on your flute.
13

9
Individual Soul is just like the reflection of Supreme Soul.
It is like the reflection of moon in water.
It is just like a reflected image in the mirror.
It is like the human form carved from basic wood which is akin to Lord Siva.
It is like water casused by the Sun’s rays.
It is like pure pearl reflecting both bright and dark objects.
It is like a rope mistaken to be a snake.
Supreme Guru exponded Advata philosophy dispelling delusion and ignorance
10
Lord Rama plays in my heart always.
He enables us to cross the ocean-like world full of delusion.
He is the destroyer of demons like Mukhasura
Sita the daughter of the Videha kingdom is his consort.
He lived happily in Ayodhya city.
He is like the magnificent kingdom for Supreme Yogis.
Sri Rama is the embodiement of Truth, Knowledge and Bliss
W has collected the following legends about him:
† Sadasiva left his home in search of Truth. After taking sannyasa, he is said to have wandered around,
naked or semi-naked, and often in a trance-like state. He was reclusive and often meditated, and was
described as being in a "supremely intoxicated state". He is said to have performed many miracles
*
On the river banks of Cauvery in Mahadhanapuram, he was asked by some children to be taken to
Madurai, more than 100 miles away, for an annual festival. The saint asked them to close their eyes, and a
few seconds later they reopened their eyes and found they were in Madurai. The next day, another youth,
incredulous at hearing this story, asked Sadasiva to take him also to this festival. It is said that the youth
immediately found himself in the distant city. When it was time to return, Sadasiva was nowhere to be
found. The youth had to make his way back on foot.
*
Whilst relaxing near a heap of grains, he began meditating. The farmer who owned the land mistook
Sadasiva for a thief, and confronted him. The farmer raised his stick to hit the saint, but became a statue.
He remained in this state until the morning, when Sadasiva finished meditating and smiled at the farmer.
The farmer was restored to his normal state, and asked the saint for forgiveness.
At another time, while meditating on the banks of the Cauvery river, he was carried away by a sudden
flood. Weeks later, when some villagers were digging near a mound of earth, their shovels struck his body.
He woke up and walked away.
*
Once the naked sannyasi was seen walking right through a Muslim harem of a Nawab. As a brahma-jnani
who sees nothing but brahman everywhere, he would not distinguish between the different human figures
which cross his path nor would he be distracted by the sights or noises that his environment may present to
him. He was in this state of trance when he entered the harem.
*
The news reached the Nawab. He had his men chase him. They cut off both his hands as he was walking
along—the hands fell off but still he was walking along silently as if nothing had happened. The Nawab
became frightened, picked up the hands that had been severed, ran to the Sage and offered them in total
remorse. Sadasiva stopped his walking, the severed hands were restored to their place, the hands became
normal and the sage walked away. There was no conversation. †
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India 13 Raya 1. Excerpt from Bharatacandra-Granthabali\fn{by Bharatacandra Raya (1712-1760)} Bhurshut Village,
Haora District, West Bengal State, India (M) 60
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242.1 Excerpt from Zikr-i Mir: The Autobiography Of The Eighteenth Century Mughal Poet, Mir
Muhammad Taqi “Mir”\fn{by Muhammad Taqi aka Mir (1723-1810)} Agra, Agra District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 21
Endless praise be to that Eloquent One alone, the word of whose uniqueness resounds throughout the world;
and acclaimed beyond measure be that Master Craftsman who placed the pearls of meaning upon the thread of
prose and verse. The Master of Eloquence who makes known a thousand different hues of speech; the Noble
Teacher who provides a tongue to those who cannot speak. The Creator who blessed the world with creation; the
Crafter who turned dust into the human. The Bountiful, without whose bounty none can survive; the Artist, to
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copy whose design no one may dare to strive. The Knower who comprehends all that is elemental or complex;
indeed, it has been said:
“Allah has in His grasp everything that exists.”\fn{ Qur’an, passim}
He is the Wise who knows even that which is hidden; who alone is, He, the Eternal One. The Provider who
gives nourishment to us; the Master who bestows life upon us. The Merciful who listens to the excuses of the
sinners; the Benevolent who ignores and forgives our errors. What is the sun, but just a grain of His manifestation;
and what is the moon, but a trace of His effulgence. One can conceive of nothing that is without His sight; for
“Allah is, of the Heavens and the Earth, the Light.”\fn{ Qur’an 24:35}
He is Proud and Disdainful, but befriends those who are humble; and he who goes before Him bowed in
humility, never comes back with his hands empty. What a Creator, how wondrous His creation! What a Seer, who
can see what is hidden inside anyone. Though the ill-turning heaven conspires against me, I confidently hope that
He will not shame me. There is no tongue that does not speak His name; and there is no soul that does not sing
out His fame. He is informed of everyone’s plight; nothing that happens escapes His sight.
Submit, that you may receive what He may vouchsafe from His bounty; and cultivate an eye that can perceive
His ever-new artistry. He is the Unique, only His uniqueness is beyond any doubt; He is the One whose Oneness
is absolute. He resides so high, even the angels cannot reach the lowest threshold of His place; and yet He hears
the importunities that any supplicant makes. The two-tongued pen\fn{ The point of a reed pen is first shaped and then split
in the middle, to enable it to retain ink} does not have the power to describe His each and every perfection; it only befits
Him to praise Himself and do justice to His preeminence.
May endless blessings be upon that eloquent person who surpassed everyone in eloquence; and benedictions
beyond count be upon that man of elegant words who reached God but did not become arrogant. He is the king
who embodies power and eminence; he is the moon that dispels the darkness of impiety and ignorance. He is the
exemplar we must follow to make our actions sound; he is the guide, without whose guidance no path indeed is
ever found. He is the overlord whose command we must accept, heart and soul. He is the patron and protector to
whom we must hold on, if such be our good fortune. He is that fair one whose fair sight fills the mirror of the
world with light; and he is that dark-complexioned one who makes delightful Adam’s tribe. Our lives are a
ransom for the dust under his feet, he is that acme of beauty; and he is that season of glorious spring whose
verdure gives shade and comfort to every entity. He is the intercessor we must look to for redemption on the Day
of Judgment.
Nay, there is nothing here and in the hereafter that is not due to his munificence. May God’s blessings be upon
him and upon his excellent and pure descendants, each one of whom is an “Imam of the Believers” and an
“Intercessor of the Sinners.”
*
After praising the Benevolent Creator, the Lord of All Existence, and after offering endless blessings and
praises to him who truly claims all praises, now says this humble man, Mir Muhammad Taqi whose takhallus is
Mir, that being unemployed these days and confined to my solitary corner, I wrote down my story, containing the
events of my life, the incidents of my times, and some [other related] anecdotes and tales. And I concluded this
book entitled Zikr-i Mir with some witty anecdotes. I hope my friends, should they notice any mistake therein,
will not deny me their forgiveness and seek only to set me right.
*
My ancestors, beset with hard times when even mornings appear dark as nights, left Hejaz with their wives and
dependants and travelled to the border of the Deccan. After suffering what none should suffer and experiencing
what none should experience, they moved to Ahmedabad, Gujarat, where some of them chose to settle down.
Others, however, decided to be more resolute and pressed on to seek their fortune elsewhere. And so my greatgrandfather came to the capital, Akbarabad,\fn{ Agra; although in 1648, Shahjahan moved his capital his new city,
Shahjahanabad, presently named Delhi} and made it his home.
The climate of the place did not suit him; he fell ill and eventually bid farewell to this world of dust and water.
He left one son, who was my grandfather. Girding his loins, my grandfather set about looking for a job and after
much struggle gained honour by being made a faujdar\fn{I.e., a modern district magistrate cum superintendent of police and
commandant of local forces} in the neighborhood of Akbarabad. He lived a decent life, but when he came to be fifty
his disposition became unbalanced.
For some days he treated himself with cooling drinks. However, he had not yet fully recovered when he went
to Gwalior. The rigors of the journey were fatal to his weakened body; he collapsed and died, leaving two sons.
The older of the two was not without a disturbed mind; he died young and that ended his story.
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The younger son, i.e. my father, withdrew from the world. He studied those mundane subjects which are
necessary for one to reach the “world of meaning,” with Shah Kalimullah Akbarabadi—who was one of the most
perfect men of God at that place—and strove hard to tread the path of inner knowledge. He suffered a great deal
in his pursuit of renunciation and abstinence, but under the guidance of that master he eventually reached the
acme of saintliness.
After much suffering
the heart reached its goal.

He was a virtuous man, given to love and possessing a passionate heart, and gained fame by receiving the
name Ali Muttaqi.\fn{“Ali, the God-fearing one”; his name at birth was Muhammad Ali}
*
I have heard that once my father said to his Shaikh,
“You know well how this humble person has set aright his beliefs. But what is your verdict concerning the
“Ruler of Syria”?\fn{Who was an honored Companion of the Prophet (blessed be he:H) but whose son, Yazid, is condemned by all
Muslims for causing the martyrdom of Imam Hussain} The Shaikh replied,
“I shall let you know.”
After some days, near the end of one night when dawn had not yet made its appearance, the Shaikh came to the
mosque of Mahram Khan, who had been a khvaja sara\fn{A eunuch court officer} at Shahjahan’s court. My father’s
servants ran forward with water for the Shaikh to use for his ablutions, but my father himself got up and grabbed
the ewer. The Shaikh washed his hands and rinsed his mouth, then said,
“Listen, Ali Muttaqi, the name of that person has not come upon my lips in all my life. And my tongue has no
strength to thank God enough for that divine favor.” My father used to say:
“Allah be praised! I too have never mentioned that name since that day.”
*
My father remained busy day and night in the remembrance of God, and God too did not forsake him.
Whenever he would come out of his state of absorption, he would say to me:
“My son, practice love, for it is love that holds sway over everything. But for love, nothing would have taken
shape. Without love, life is a burden. To give one’s heart to love, that is perfection. Love creates and love
consumes. Whatever exists in the world is a manifestation of love. Fire is love’s ardor; wind is love’s agitation.
Water is the flow of love; earth is the repose of love. Death is love’s inebriated state; life is love’s sober state.
Night is the sleep of love; day is the wakefulness of love. The Muslim is the comforting beauty of love; the infidel
is the awesome grandeur of love. Virtue lies in the proximity of love; sin arises in separation from love. Paradise
is shauq for love; hell is zauq for love.\fn{A note reads: “Both zauq and shauq express avidity or keen fondness for something,
but zauq also implies the presence of high aptitude or taste for that thing. In other words, the former is qualitatively superior to the latter:
zauq can be heroic, while shauq is normal and ordinary. [With regards to] “hell”: for some Sufis, Satan is the most devoted lover of God,
since he chose to disobey God and suffer removal from His proximity rather than compromise his total devotion by obeying God’s
command to bow before Adam” } The state of love is above the states of worship, gnostic knowing, asceticism,

companionship, sincerity, desirefulness, friendship, or being loved. All agree that the movement of the heavens is
caused by love—they keep going round in circles and never reach their desired one.
One cannot be without love;
one cannot live without love.
Even the Prophet of Canaan\fn{Jacob, the father of Joseph}
is filled with love for his son.

During the day my father was oblivious to one and all, and at night he remained awake, alert to His call. Much
of the time he would lie prostrate in submission; all the time he was drunk with desire but pure and chaste. His
glorious face adorned the ranks of the devotees who rise at dawn; he was a sun, but he avoided even his own
shadow. When he was himself he would say:
“My son, this world is but a momentary excitement, turn your back on it. Do not let its attachment soil your
hands. Practice only love of God; a day awaits you, give yourself some thought. A worthy person knows that the
world is a trifle, and life, merely a conjecture. To use a conjecture for foundation is like holding water with a
piece of rope. If one pursues the amplitude of worldly boons, one is running with a yardstick after the moon. You
are a transient here, don’t neglect that fact; prepare well for the journey, lest you later come under attack. Turn
your face towards Him whose mirror the universe is said to be, and put yourself in the hands of Him whom
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everyone seeks within himself. Although the goal has already been reached, it is still obligatory to seek it.
Everything is Him, yet one must be proper and not speak of it. God is with His creation, like soul is with body.
You don’t exist without Him, and He is not manifest without you. Before creation, the world was his essence; and
after creation, He is the world’s essence.”
How terrible a paradox!
Every particle is His essence,
and yet none of us can dare
to disclose His presence.

He was a dervish, and himself devoted to dervishes. He possessed a suffering heart but was ever eager for
more suffering. A man of unusual humility, he lived like a stranger in his own city. Free of prejudice, a perfect
Sufi, he identified with every hue of life like water in any color. Sometimes he would hold me in his embrace and,
affectionately looking at. my pale countenance, say:
“Treasure of my life, what fire lies hidden in your heart? What passion has become your life’s inseparable
part?”
I would then laugh, but he would shed tears. I didn’t recognize his worth while he was here. He was a man lost
to his own self, and was never a burden to anyone else.
Once after the late morning prayers, he looked for me but saw me busy in some game. He said to me,
“Son, Time flows very fast; it leaves you with little opportunity. So don’t neglect the task of improving
yourself. This road is full of ups and downs, tread it with extreme care.
Your footprints are an account of your life's progress—
so count every step you take in this ancient dust-heap.

“What is this game that you have chosen for yourself, and what is this impropriety that you have preferred for
yourself? Devote yourself to One to whom the heavens are devoted, and give your heart to Him whom every heart
adores. Be a nightingale to that rose whose spring has no end; and love that simple beauty whose colorful ways
are without end. The ever-changing heavens tolerate no delay—hurry, count this little time a boon and strive to
find yourself.”
*
His graceful visage was embodied Truth. In the entire world he was the one man who never for a moment lost
control over himself. A man so filled with piety that he never let an improper glance fall upon himself, far be it for
him to cast such a glance on someone else. If you had seen him you would have thought he was an angel. Even in
the past few persons could have shown such steadfastness. He possessed the choicest of virtues, and was endowed
with the worthiest of qualities. His soul was profoundly poignant; by nature he preferred hard tasks. There were
always tears in his eyes, and his condition was always distraught.
*
It is said that one day he came into the house highly agitated. An old maidservant was sitting there. He said to
her,
“I am starved and cannot bear it any longer. Find me a piece of bread that I may live.” She replied,
“There are no provisions in the house.” He again said,
“I am hungry.”
The maid got up and went out, and brought from the market! some flour and oil to make the bread. He kept on
complaining of his unbearable hunger. The maidservant got irritated and said,
“Sir, that is how the life of a faqir is—there is no place in it for vanity.” He replied,
“Go on, maid, make your bread in good time. I now leave for Lahore to see a dervish.”
He picked up his scarf—dripping wet like a cloud from his tears of the preceding night—and immediately set
out. When the maid saw that he was annoyed and leaving, she ran after him crying and clung to his clothes to stop
him. But it was to no avail. Finally she gave up, and sprinkled water on a mirror.\fn{ As a ritual performed after
someone’s departure on a journey}
Wherever my father stopped on this journey, his needs were met by the providence of God. After some time he
reached Lahore and met that hypocrite of a dervish who was seated by the river Ravi and was busy deceiving
people. He\fn{The dervish:H} was known by the name Khafshan Namud. He was in the habit of repeating some
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words in the Dari language, and ignorant people who couldn’t understand him bowed before him in humble
submission. He said to my father,
“I confirm the religion of Muhammad, may he be blessed with praise and peace. But those who cannot see
Truth, think that I err.” My father flared up and said,
“Fool! The religion of my Prophet does not need confirmation from the likes of you. Think before you speak,
for therein lies a sword between us and you may be killed.”
In short, in the very first meeting, my father found that man’s company distasteful; he left in anger and spent
the night at another faqir’s retreat.
When it was bright morning, that dark-robed wretch came to my father, full of apologies. My father said to
him,
“Your words serve no purpose now. Yesterday, I spoke to you bluntly; today, I will only speak much more
bluntly. It is futile of you to seek to cover up now that you have been exposed. Go away and hide where you will,
lest your reputation be completely destroyed.” The more the man apologized, the worse he began to look and
sound. Finally that unpleasant meeting came to an end.
*
Then suddenly my father, even though he had no provisions for a journey, set out again-placing his trust in
God—and in ten or twelve days reached Shahjahanabad Dihli. There he stayed at the house of Fakhruddin Khan,
son of Shaikh Abdul ’Aziz ’Izzat, who was the divan of that region and also closely related to my father.
Excellent people of the city came to that residence and with great devotion sought to serve [my father] who
was intoxicated by the wine of love. When seated, he was like an enraptured person, and when standing, he
appeared as if drunk. His speech was similarly inebriated, and his passionate breath set afire many a desirous
heart. A great many people placed their hands in his hand and became his disciples, and many of them were
transformed when his glance fell upon them. When he did his ablutions, people saved the water and gave it to the
sick. Those who drank it became well. My father wept so much that he would choke, and when he let out a cry it
would pierce the heavens. News spread throughout the city that a dervish of such eminence had come into town.
Now even nobles sought permission to visit him. My father refused:
“I am a faqir and you are an emir—we have nothing in common.” Amir-ul-Umara Samsam-ud-Daulah, on
account of his previous claims on my father, persisted and said,
“You shouldn’t deny me the boon of looking at you. Be kind, and let this ignoble person join the company of
those who are truly noble.” My father smiled and sent back the following reply:
“Something common must be there for two persons to meet. I hope you will accept my excuse and leave me
alone.”
When the crowds began to bother him too much, he got up one midnight and after performing his tahajjud
prayers, left the city. People strained themselves looking for him but couldn’t find even a trace.
The heavens can’t hold a pure person down;
see how easily Jesus passed through a needle’s eye!

In a couple of days my father reached Bayana, which is an old town about three days’ journey from Akbarabad
and inhabited by the gentry. He arrived there friendless and, like a stranger, sat down at the door of a mosque.
A Sayyid’s son, rosy-cheeked and handsome-faced, came into his view. My father let his eyes linger upon him,
and with his perfect powers drew the youth towards himself. A change came about in that bewitching person: he
himself became as if bewitched. Rushing forward like a mad person, he placed his head at my father’s feet. His
relatives who were present recognized that the transformed state of the youth was due to the glance cast upon him
by the dervish. They pleaded:
“Please show this youth some pity.”
My father sent for some water and said a prayer over it. When the water went down the young man’s throat, he
regained consciousness and sat up. Adopting a respectful posture like a devotee, he said,
“If you would come to my house for a while, placing your feet on my eyes-instead of on the road, it would be
nothing more than simple charity towards a humble slave. For I know that the inhabitants of the world you live in
care naught for blandishments and are devoid of vanity.” My father replied,
“It is all right to do so between friends; but I sit here ready to leave at any moment.” The people who had
gathered, said, '
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“We are obedient to your every wish; so it would be improper for us to insist. We merely submit that if you
were to honor the house of this young man with your presence and there taste a morsel or two, it would be
nothing short of perfect kindness.” My father did not wish to show disrespect to the elders of that place; he said,
“I accept. But this humble person is sometimes happy and sometimes sad—no one should bother him with
questions.” The elders replied,
“Who would even dare? None of us would tolerate it. If something contrary to your wish should happen, it
would be a blessing if you would punish us.” In short, they took my father to that youth’s house and he had some
food there.
It so happened that that night the young man was to get married. When the night had passed a little, he came to
my father, accompanied by the city’s elders, and said,
“Sir, if you would come and .grace the occasion, it would enable us to hold our heads high.” My father said,
“May you be blessed! But marriage is an obstacle to reaching God. My dear, don’t you know that the word
damad\fn{For bridegroom or son-in-law} is compounded from dam\fn{Noose} and ad, a word that the Persians use to
express a qualifying relationship, as in abad and numad. In other words, he who gets married gets caught in the
noose of affliction. I am a free man; like a flash of lightning I escaped this trap. Leave me alone, for I have
nothing to do with such affairs. Man is helpless in this matter. In my youth I too was drunk with the wine of
pleasure, but in the end I was left with nothing but the pain of a hangover. When almighty God released me from
that prison, I guarded myself with utmost resolution. Like a candle I stood and let myself be consumed. Now I am
no more than a heap of ashes. I have no heart that lust can excite; I can’t care less for beguiling sights. These
torches that are with you, are like burning fuses of matchlocks. What a strange gazelle you are that you don’t take
flight! If you have the right intelligence, seek to understand this saying: ‘God is enough; the rest is lust.’”
Eventually, the young man went off to the bride’s house, and that dervish who cared for nothing left the city
and in a day and a half reached Akbarabad. There, with a contented heart, he settled down in his own house.
*
When that young man—rosy-cheeked and tall as a cypress, possessing a gait as beguiling as a jungle cock’s—
learned that the dervish had disappeared, he brought his bride home but then did not tarry even for a drink of
water. With tears streaming down his face, he immediately set off in search of the dervish. Stumbling and falling,
he pressed on, and when he ran into someone on the road, he asked them if they had seen him. But though he
desperately ran in every direction, he did not find anyone who could help him. Finally he let out a cry from his
inflamed heart and said:
“O Khizr,\fn{A man considered a prophet by Muslims. He is said to have drunk the Water of Life and become immortal; however,
he remains hidden from human sight except to come to lost travelers and others desperately needing help. He wears green garments—hence
the name, which literally means “the green one”—and he is often linked with greenery and water. In the legend, he is said to have guided
Alexander to the Water of Life; he is also said to be the unnamed person at Qur’an, 18:65-82, whom God sent to instruct Moses } to those

who are ignorant like me, show yourself. Appear from somewhere, for without you I run around in vain. You will
be raising me from the dust if you extend your hand to me now in my fallen state, so desperate. And it would be
for me like finding a treasure if you would come into my sight in this wilderness, so desolate. I used to gather
flowers in my garment; now my clothes are all tattered. I used to rest my head in vanity’s lap; now my head is
covered with dust. Show me mercy, for my feet fail me when I try to move. Be gracious to me, for I have no
companion now except vagrancy. Now is the time for you to show your fathomless kindness. You are a sun; shine
on this miserable mote of dust. What happened that contentment turned its back on me? Why is it that vagrancy
has caught hold of me?
I am greatly at my wits’ end.
I don’t know what gnaws at my heart.

“It must be that you have cast me out of your heart, for I pursue wilderness like some whirlwind. But though I
am bedeviled by my own shortcomings, I still chase every fleeting hope. In wilderness, I pine for verdant slopes.
In the mountains, I burn like a branding stone. My cheeks that put to shame the freshest rose, are darkened by the
sun. My eyes that claimed more beauty than a gazelle’s eyes, are almost sightless. You are the brilliant sun, and I a
castaway shadow. You are a nobleman riding tall in the saddle, and I a mere runner by your side. If I see a cloud
of dust rising, I eagerly wait for you to appear out of it, and when you do not, I am left to cry in grievous anguish.
What else can I do? You who are perfect in every way, why must you neglect those who are imperfect?”
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Thus he cried and stumbled along, stopping every few steps, then marching on. Suddenly an old man appeared
from behind and said to him, ever so gently:
“Young man, whom do you seek? What words are these that you speak? Ali Muttaqi is in Akbarabad. Go there.
And don’t be so anguished.”
When he heard these good tidings, the young man’s restless heart found peace. Assured, he set out on the road,
thankful to Almighty God.
The next day, he entered Akbarabad and sought out the residence of the dervish. Soon he reached his presence
and obtained grace by kissing his feet. Tears of joy ran down his face that was pale as the moon as his grief turned
into delight, because of his unimagined success.
That passion-filled dervish cast a glance on him, and with that one glance transformed that handsome man into
a perfect person. He showered upon him kindnesses that cannot be described, and comforted him in ways that
cannot be circumscribed. Holding him in his embrace, he said with infinite affection,
“Ai Mir Amanullah, you have been in terrible anguish and suffered the vagaries of the world. But you shall not
grieve for your relatives and friends. My home is your home, and my slaves and I are at your service. Rejoice, for
your brook has merged with a mighty river. Be happy, now you stand tall and free like a cypress. You should feel
no more sorrow. Closet yourself away from the world, and delve for a while into yourself—so that God may be
drawn towards you.
*
“Listen, it is an opportune time and there are many extraordinary things that need to be said. This ‘garment’
that you call your body, is something loaned to you. And that which is a loan should be kept unblemished. Your
soul is the real you; you should not make it a slave to this and that.
Respect the soul, the body has no worth.
This mould of clay is no more than a grave.

“Do not take yourself for much, rather be cautious with yourself. Fix your eyes on God and depend only on
Him. Be humble, for even constant prayers are of no avail. Soften yourself, for only a melting heart does not fail.
Do not assign any significance to yourself; place all tasks in God’s hands. And do not hold in contempt even those
who look worse to you. Pride is unsightly, inauspicious. Beware, turn away from it. Practice humility, instead; it
will teach you how to glue one heart to another.
“So long as you can, keep your neck free of marital chains. Do not for nothing put yourself under this burden.
Cleanse your heart of any sign of anyone else’s presence, for if a house is not thoroughly swept clean it is not fit
to receive the guest.
“Learn to live with the pleasant and the unpleasant alike. A man does not become a human being until he
develops moral qualities. Treat all with kindness, for that is the religion of a dervish. Live here like a stranger, for
eventually you must leave. This is no place to tarry; if anything, it is merely a place to offer condolences. The
inhabitants of the world are like mourners; one moment should be enough to offer them some comfort. This is a
frightening wilderness; here even snakes tread carefully. Gather quickly what you may need for the journey, for
the caravan leaves at any moment. This is a house of sickness; if you wish to come out of it well, drink wisely and
eat frugally.
“A faqir is one who does not feel the need for things that should be needed. And unneeding is he who has
transcended even the world of eternity. Poverty and need befit us; sufficiency belongs to God alone. [For it has
been said]:
“‘Allah is Self-Sufficient, it is you who are needy.’\fn{ Qur’an 47:38}
“Know that in this garden only one flower blooms, but it manifests itself in myriad colours. In other words, the
Beloved is one but the manifestations of His beauty are numerous.
There is in reality only one beloved,
But we each see a different aspect and feel pleased with ourselves.
*
See One and know One;
Seek One and think of One.
*
There is in reality only one beloved.
*
There is no duality. Transcend the deception of the squint:
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[The eyes look separate and opposed], but they share a common glance.

“Go, eat something, then rest; you have just finished a toilsome journey. Stretch your legs in contentment, for
you have suffered aplenty.”
*
Then my father told a servant to prepare a comfortable bed for the young man and not to spare himself in
attending to his needs. To make it short, that honored person—the Sayyid—stayed with us unbothered by any
care, while my father looked upon him as his own beloved brother. Mornings and evenings, he attended upon my
father to seek perfection. My father, too, diligently tended to his needs and every day opened to him the door to a
new state of mystical experience.
In just a short time, the Sayyid became a perfect faqir. In fact, he reached such an elevated state that if he
merely winked wonders appeared, and if he barely waved miracles took place. Hearing the news, his relatives
eagerly came to see him. His wife came down with consumption and after a while passed away.
In short, the Sayyid became renowned as a dervish and people began to gather around him, but he took to
isolation and did not consider it fit to meet with them. When one full year went by in that fashion, my father sent
him a message:
“Now you should open the door of bounty to all mankind.”
That evening the Sayyid came out of his cell, and his glory put even angels to shame. He came and saluted my
father, then fell at his feet. My father said,
“Ai Sayyid, you are a sterling person and what you have accomplished is solid gold. Greed causes man to run
around like a frostbitten dog, and his impatient lower-self makes him rebellious and arrogant. But you tied the
stone of contentment to your belly and smashed one desire against another.
You have done mightily and that is how men do.

*
I was then seven years old. The Sayyid showered affection upon me beyond measure and caused me to be
more attached to him than to my mother and father. He treated me as if I was his own son. He never let me be
away from him, not even for a moment, and cared for me generously. And so I stayed with him, day and night,
and learned to read the Holy Qur’an from him.
*
Once the Sayyid went out to enjoy the sights of the Friday market. There his eyes fell upon the rich and
smooth son of an oil-seller and, instantly, he lost his heart to him. His resolve fell by the wayside, and he stood
transfixed by the unbearable sight of his beauty.
Then, seeing no sign of a response in the boy, the Sayyid became utterly distraught. No matter how hard he
tried to hold himself together, his distressed heart did not let him. In the end, placing a hand for support on his
slave’s shoulder, he staggered away. And as he went, he said to himself:
“My dear, does anyone betray himself as badly as you just did, disgracing himself in bazaars and streets? Once
you practiced such self-restraint; now you have utterly loosened the reins! Not even a child does what you have
done; not even a blind man takes the path you have chosen. Your heart is not something that you go around laying
at the feet of market boys. You set your heart afire for the sake of someone who doesn't even stir out in the hot
sun! And you lost yourself in the love of a person who cannot care less for the heart of anyone! Your eyes shall
weep ever more tears—they had been waiting as if to see someone and attach themselves to him. And your heart
shall burn ever more fiercely—it had been as if eager for any excuse: the moment my eyes opened, it burst into
flame. How much longer must I guard my sight? And how much further must I watch my heart? When I was
young I didn’t betray my modesty; but now I have acted so recklessly. My blazing heart raises a tumult if I try to
hold myself together; and my tears pour out in endless torrents if I try to restrain myself. I am lost; what should I
do? What strategy should I pursue to rid my life of this strife? No, there is no remedy for me except my master’s
grace-bearing look. Let the worst happen; I must go and sit in his presence.”
And so, in that terrible state—tears in his eyes and sighs on his lips, leaning on the shoulder of his slave—the
Sayyid arrived in the assembly of the dervish close to the time for the evening prayers. The people made some
space for him, but the dervish gestured to them to bring him forward and seat him front and centre. He then asked,
“Well brother, where have you been? Today you showed your face much too late.” The Sayyid replied,
“I had gone to see the sights of the Friday market.” The dervish said,
“Perhaps you had not heard that:
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The wretched, favor-seeking lover thinks he’s found a bargain;
But the look he casts on the market lads brings him only ignominy.

“Now go, and for eight days and night do not step out of your dark cell. And do not disclose to anyone what
has happened. God is benevolent; perchance He will be kind to you and bring him to you.”
*
Now it came about that a week had not passed when one evening that “moon at its prime” came out of his
house and, looking greatly perturbed, took his seat at the shop. A market tout who was standing nearby asked him,
“What has happened that you appear so different this evening? Why do you look so greatly disturbed?” The
youth replied,
“I dare not speak of what I’m suffering right now. But since I regard you as a friend, there may be no harm in
telling you. Today is the sixth day since a dervish came this way. His eyes fell upon my beauty; becoming lost to
himself, he briefly stopped. I, absorbed in myself, paid him no attention. In the end, he drew a deep sigh and went
away. Now his face is ever before my eyes, and the thought of him constantly haunts my mind. I long for him
when I’m awake; and when I sleep I dream of him. Tell me, what should I do? How should I console this heart of
mine? Whom should I question to learn his name? Whom should I ask for more about that man? What road
should I take to find him? Who is there to whom I can confide my grief?” The tout said,
“He is a dervish of great name, but his head has not been turned by his fame. A world has laid itself at his
threshold; people come in throngs to join his fold. He is the younger ‘brother’ of Ali Muttaqi, who is unique and
renowned in the world, and whose blessed abode—people carry away its dust as a precious relic—is outside the
city wall near the Eidgah.\fn{ A large, open space used for the annual Eid prayers, usually located outside the city itself } Come
with me and be released from the bonds of grief.” And so that man of little worth brought the youth to my revered
father. After hearing the youth’s story, my father said,
“So love that pays no attention to anyone took revenge for not being paid attention to!” Then he told a servant
to go and tell his dear brother that the person he longed for was now looking for him.
When these good tidings reached that tormented man, sitting in his dark cell behind closed doors, he rushed
out dancing with joy. First he prostrated himself before his master and kissed his feet; then he turned toward the
youth and, extending his eager arms toward him, embraced him and looked at him to his heart’s content. His
master, then, blessed the two and gave them permission to leave so that they might be together at more ease.
*
When the two sat down together and conversation started, the Sayyid said to the young man,
“Ai handsome youth, I am a faqir and my heart is devoid of desire. Don't think that your tresses have entwined
it. God only knows what my heart has tied itself to, and for whose sake I have become all desire from head to toe.
Beware, don’t for a moment be vain or neglectful, lest you end up ruing the day. Dervishes are not governed by
the rules of the world, and even among themselves they are not to be treated alike—in other words, the ways of
people like us are quite different. Leave now, lest you suffer later.” The youth replied,
“I have suffered, but I have also found a great treasure. It will be an honor for me to sweep the floor of this
sanctuary. I hope you will not deny me this honor or turn your benevolent gaze away from me.” Thus the youth
began to come every morning, alert and ready to serve the dervish.
One day the dervish\fn{ I.e., the Sayyid} was seated in a transformed state when the youth happened to come
before him. He called the youth “Dear youth,”\fn{ Or, “Noble youth”} and had him sit beside himself; then he cast
such a glance of grace at him that the youth at once achieved his heart’s goal. He became known to all by the new
name he had received. Then the notables of the city began to show him deference, while even the select disciples
of the dervish greatly envied him. Eventually, such a state came upon that youth that he became “a champion in
the arena of the spirit.” Verily, the glance of a dervish, as it does its work, transmutes into gold what is merely dirt.
*
The dervish whose heart was sore with pain like a carbuncle—namely, my revered uncle—used to go once a
week to visit a faqir named Ehsanullah who was his own king. He had a place—whitewashed boundary wall, high
house walls and closed doors—beyond the Eidgah of Akbarabad; it was known as the takiya of the faqir. And this
verse was written in gold on the door of that man whose heart was afire:
If you wish for peace of mind, close the door on comings and goings;
For it’s a gate’s hand that splits open the protective garment of a wall.
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When anyone knocked on his door or called out his name, he always himself came to the door and said,
“Ehsanullah is not home. Go away. Don’t stand here.”
Once my uncle decided to visit him and took me along. When we arrived at his door, we heard the same
response:
“Ehsanullah is not home.” My uncle rejoined,
“What if Ehsanullah is not home; Amanullah is here.”
The faqir laughed and opened the door. I saw a man in his prime—broad-chested, thin-waisted, angel-faced—
whose looks could fill every heart with the fear of God. He had a Yazdi chador covering his head and a crimson
lungi tied around his waist, and his eyes were red and terror-inspiring like a lion’s. The two men greeted each
other fondly, then settled down in the shade of a pilu tree and began to talk. The faqir said,
“Ai Mir Amanullah, if I have closed the door upon myself, it is because I have not seen anyone worthy of
company out there. However, my heart longs for you, and it frets until you arrive. Tell me, whose son is this
boy?” My uncle replied,
“He is the son of Ali Muttaqi and an adopted son of this sinner.” The faqir said,
“He is as yet only a child, but it appears to me that if he grows up rightly he shall, in just one flight, reach the
other side of the heavens. Teach this child that he should always be seeking the company of dervishes, for meeting
them brings countless blessings.”
And he took a piece of dry bread and, moistening it with water, put it in my mouth. I had never eaten anything
so delicious. Even now my palate aches for it; I can never forget its taste. Then the dervish began:
“My dear friend, gnosis is a wild gazelle in this dust-laden wilderness; and a man's body is a charger, whose
mighty rider is his soul. What loss is there if the charger is destroyed but the man gets his prey? However, if his
steed dies and the gazelle too runs away beyond his grasp, the man is left crushed and sorely tormented. That is
what ‘torture in the grave’ means.
“Come, discard all pride and greed. Man’s wretched lower-soul is like a stray dog. If you take the road it points
to, you will end up in a deep hole. But if you strive and transcend your self-ness, you will put yourself on the road
to perfect manhood. Fools don’t understand the dangers lurking under desires; and wise men don't weave nooses
for their own entrapment.
“The heavens are like a tent wherein puppet shows are performed: strange forms and amazing shapes come out
from behind the curtain, then disappear. Their coming and going is not in their control; the strings that move them
are in the hands of someone else. Don’t set your heart on this world. The world is a shameless hag; when a father
dies, it lies down with the son. They who possess character and a sense of honour never for a moment pay it any
attention.
“Look at these deceitful preceptors—life ends in the flash of a wink, but they have set themselves up with such
pride and pomp. The world is a petty structure of four elements, and they will leave it soon—but there they sit,
smug as a brick in a wall. In appearance they seem wise; but in truth, they are ignorant. You foul yourself when
you touch even what is clean for them. What need can then be for you to meet with such men?
“Worthy of company are those possessionsless qalandars\fn{Wandering ascetic Sufi dervishes} who will not suffer
even the shade of a tree; or those naked faqirs whose only garment is God’s intimacy; or those bold champions
who wrestle with their animal appetites; or those dervishes whose tormented hearts give them no respite. They
know not any “relative”, “friend”, or “partner”. Their heads touch dust in humility but they remain pure as
running water. Lions they are in this world, but they drink only their own blood. Ocean they are, not a tidal wave;
torrent they are, but they never rage. They lie down in love’s lane and turn to dust; they run like madmen in
passion’s wilderness. They are lowly, but united with God; estranged from everything, but intimate with their
hearts. They gave their hearts to the sight of the beloved’s face; and when they found the beloved’s house, they
lay down in dust in its shade. It’s they who have sounded the depth of the ocean of Reality; and it’s they who have
traveled farthest on the path of Unity. Wanderers—but in fact already at their destination. Glorious—for their
shadow gives the sun its brilliance. They sit in dirt, but the heavens are their abode; they live secluded, but their
fame has reached every shore. Gladly they roam the wilderness of fidelity; and bashfully they confine themselves
to the garden of modesty. They seek no comfort; and their bodies bear the brands of love. Silently and painfully,
they deny their thirst and hunger, and even if they are offered the most delicious food they do not partake of it.
And if perforce they eat, they mix the fresh with the stale and eat indifferently. Their cheeks are pale, but in a
peerless way, for what ails them is what they desire. They jealously guard their honour; they may be dying for
someone but, unasked, will never look in his direction. They are proud and offer their necks, and do not withdraw
from the arena until the cruel beloved’s sword is satisfied. Day and night they zealously seek that true Beloved
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with Whom in essence they are one. Warriors they are, but they have made peace with all the seventy-two
different sects.\fn{Muslims, over the centuries, are traditionally supposed to have formed into seventy-two separate sects, only one of
which, according to a hadith of the Prophet (blessed be he:H) is on the right path} Alchemists they are, for they have turned dust
into gold a thousand times. They are the masters of this world, those dervishes—yes, they are the ones. No matter
what you desire, they raise their hands in prayer and give it to you, off-handedly, even if it be the sum total of this
world and the other. So, devote yourself to dervishes, and learn from them to be bold, dignified and ambitious. Be
one of them; so long as you are alive, be one with them. These dervishes—their words alone open the gate that
bars the road to the ocean of Reality; and it is for them alone to cast their prayer mats on the water and fearlessly
sail across that sea.” When the sun began to set, he said,
“Dear friend, the time for the maghrib prayer has arrived. My heart doesn’t wish me to bid you goodbye, but I
cannot be with you at two times—sunset and sunrise. They are the times when one must pray to God most
abjectly and with total devotion. So, leave now; and give my salaam to Ali Muttaqi.” With that, he raised his hand
and bade us farewell, then bolted the door.
My uncle, when he reached home, went to my father and gave him the faqir’s greetings. My father received the
greetings with due deference, and said,
“You should count it a great favor from God that you saw Ehsanullah. Go to him again sometime, and when
you do, give him my greetings too.”
*
On the fourth day, my uncle took hold of my hand and again went and knocked on Ehsanullah’s door. The
response came,
“I’m not in.” My uncle replied,
“Then who is it who has taken possession of my friend’s house?”
The dervish laughed and opened the door. What a wonderful fortune fell into our hands! We heard profound
words and received bounteous favors. He said,
“Dear friend, since the day Passion set its task upon me and Love was perfectly configured in my heart,
nothing here has held any significance for me. My heart does not turn to the world at all; I have no worries or
fears, for no ties bind me. If the world were turned upside down, my peace of mind would not be disturbed; and if
the heavens were to fall to the ground, my heart—as it is—would not be affected. When I close my eyes, they
open upon the face of One who is lovelier than a hundred-petaled rose—one affectionate glance from Him is
enough to show me the most amazing sights. And when—bewildered—I cast my head down, I catch a glimpse of
a Beloved more playful than lightning—though He lingers not for a moment in my heart. My disdainful Beloved’s
gait is exciting beyond measure—if He were to take one step the world would turn upside down. And if the Tallstatured Beauty whom I love were ever to display Himself fully, apocalypse would follow anon.
“Make yourself the dust in His path, and you will become more precious than a crown in people’s sight. Be
trodden by His feet and become a collyrium that visionaries will place in their eyes. Make your heart desirable to
Him. Make your soul attach itself to Him. Place your hand in the hand of someone who is better than you, for
then this long road becomes very short. Don’t sit idle with one hand resting upon another, for when limbs stop
striving every journey becomes difficult and long.
“Dear friend, death is an amazing sea change that awaits us. Do not fail to be an adversary to yourself—that is
to say, look at yourself with an enemy’s eyes, for that is truly being a friend to yourself. A cognizant soul, after it
separates from the body, is in a state of ecstasy—its beloved is in its arms. But in that world there is no perpetual
renewal of the like of this world; and so, as time passes, that ecstasy, which is nothing but an expression of the
soul’s lingering contamination by this world, fades away.
“Suddenly the soul discovers the true delight of union. But woe to that ignorant soul that is cast out of this
world and yet has no affinity with that other world—it remains eternally regretful. These are the two states that a
gnostic calls heaven and hell.
“Dear friend, if you have a heart that thrives on grief it is a heart worth having; but having a grief that can
consume your heart is a much worthier thing. One seeks a grieving heart, not one that is attuned to pleasure; and
desires a pain-ridden soul, not one that longs for a cure. So turn in humility to One who needs no one; and leave
your affairs to One who looks after everyone. Withdraw from all pursuits and put your trust in God’s design. Bow
your head in deep reflection; pause; think. If your soul attains to humility it turns into something fabulous; and if
your heart becomes soft and poignant it gains transmuting powers.
The goal is unreachable, and the search is long and tiresome.
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Withdraw, my companion; you must perforce retire.

“Dear friend, that uniquely garbed Beloved puts on any costume He desires. Sometime He is the rose, another
time the rose’s colour. In one place He is the ruby, in another place a stone. There are some who please their
hearts with the rose; and there are others who love merely the color. There are those who hold the ruby in regard;
and then there are others who worship the rock.
“Beware, this is merely a staging place. One should have eyes that do not look at anyone beside Him; and a
heart that holds still and doesn’t run after anything. Enemies and friends—all are from Him, for every heart is
under his sway. Guidance and misguidance—both manifest His will; and the sober and the drunk, both seek His
way. The arch of the mosque is the curve of His eyebrow, and the tavern comes about from His eyes. The
prayerful ones sing His praises and bow to Him, while the tavern-dwellers drink day and night. In front of the
arch—one must bow; inside the tavern—one should dance and howl. For it is obligatory upon us to honor, and
submit to whatever aspect of His own authority and rank He chooses to display.
“Dear friend, that Necessary Being does not require any proof.
He who offers proofs for God’s existence
Seeks the sun in the light of a lamp.

For when the sun comes out, it is day. If there were no Overlord—the heavens would fall; the mountains would
flatten out; the sun would not blaze; the moon would not mark time; the fire would not burn; the air would not
nurture; the cloud would not give rain; the lightning would not flash; the water would not flow; the grass would
not grow; the rose would not blossom; the garden would not bloom; the fruit would not appear; the trees would
not stand firm. It is for this reason that Almighty God, worthy of all praise, is called “the Munificent.” One should
never cease to be obedient to Him, for He is a master who, when generous, makes dust into man; and who also
turns man into dust, whenever he chooses to disdain. Our Prophet—in whose praise God has said, ‘But for thee I
would not have created the heavens’\fn{ A hadith} used to pray all night long. And in his prayers he would stand so
long that his feet would become swollen. Those who noticed it would say to him,
“‘O Prophet of God, why put so a heavy task upon yourself when you can release from bonds of sorrow the
world itself?’ He would then smile and reply,
“‘What else can I do? I am merely a slave.’
My dear, the relationship between a slave and his master is most subtle; so always practice obedience, lest you
disgrace yourself before your Master.” The discourse had reached here when a servant of the Subadar of the city
arrived and, after presenting the Subadar’s abject greetings, said,
“Nusrat Yar Khan is on his way to kiss your feet.” The dervish replied,
“So be it. He is not really fit to meet with faqirs, but I feel embarrassed sending him away. Already several
times he has gone back disappointed; God knows whether we would meet again if he is turned away today as
well.”
When the Subadar arrived at the door, he descended from his elephant, ran forward, and raised his head skyhigh by laying it down at the dervish’s feet. He then presented a nazr of five gold coins. The dervish said,
“Your coming is pleasing and your gift is pure.” The Subadar responded respectfully,
“How great is my fortune that I was able to reach your presence and fully gratify my heart by looking at your
visage.” Seeing that the dervish was inclined towards him, he added,
“Please look with kindness every so often toward this sinner—this dark-faced one.” The dervish replied,
“Be brave, for you are held worthy in the sight of many. God, the most exalted and glorified, has made you a
man of rank in this world; most likely He will make your face shine in the other world too. Express gratitude for
this blessing by being generous to those who turn their face to you in expectation. Show them respect; don’t
betray their trust by saying no to them. Strive to become worthy in God’s sight and do not be vain. Serve the poor
and do not hold back because of anyone. Do not turn your face away from the helpless, lest you lose face on the
Day of Judgment. Now you should leave, for this dear friend is precious to me; he has a delicate nature, and I
must be vigilant in respecting his feelings.”
The Subadar, in the manner of the humblest, rubbed his face in the dust, kissed the threshold of the dervish’s
door, and left.
*
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Just then a singing boy—smooth-faced and curly-haired; aloe-skinned and fine voiced; with a lute on his
shoulder and a gold ring in his earlobe—happened to pass by. The faqir saw him and immediately lost his heart to
him. He said to my “uncle”,
“Have him come and sing.”
The boy came, sat down, and spontaneously sang this verse in that well-known mode called dugah:
Come—my precious life was spent looking for you;
I died of that desire, but my heart still longs for you.

The dervish, deriving tremendous pleasure from the verse, entered into a state of ecstasy. He said,
“My dear one, stay here with me tonight and sing to me in your special way what you know.” The boy replied,
“You do me a favor; it will be an honor for me.”
*
Since it was getting close to evening, the faqir bade us goodbye and, bolting the door, busied himself in
remembrance of God. Later we heard that when the faqir was getting ready for the late night prayers, he put those
gold coins under his pillow. That blackguard of a singer saw him; later he went to the market and brought back a
bowl of poisoned milk, which he elaborately presented to the faqir and begged him to drink. No sooner had the
faqir drunk the milk than he began to thrash about in pain, for the poison did its work. Then that crooked wretch
grabbed the gold coins and disappeared.
At midnight, the heart-rending cries of the faqir stole sleep from his neighbors’ eyes. Greatly perturbed, they
came running and found him on the verge of death. Some of them searched high and low for that crafty rogue, but
he so concealed himself in the cover of night that no one found him. As the night came to an end, the eyes of the
faqir remained transfixed, and he gave up his sweet life after a bitter struggle.
The city’s notables—grief-stricken, despairing—gathered for his burial, and, following the faqir’s instructions,
buried him where he had died. That place is still a shrine in the sight of worthy men.
The heavens have committed many such bloody deeds;
They have always hurt worthy people a great deal.

The heavens are stingy and mean, and ~eir ways, though colorful and flirtatious, are treacherous and full of
guile. They cause great grief to the downtrodden every day, and every night they incite against them some
iniquity. Some they kill with bitter poisons; others they cut down with the sword of tyranny. Those who are
intoxicated with the wine of desire should never think they are safe from the heavens’ wiles. They should remain
steadfast and not stir out, lest they be forced to swallow the bitterest draught.
*
My “uncle” greatly relished the company of dervishes and was always eager to visit with these love-tortured
people. One day someone told him that a dervish, Bayazid by name, had arrived in town and was staying in the
dilapidated ruins of the Gilani Inn, in a cell that had as many holes as a lover’s heart—and that he was definitely
someone to be seen. When he heard of the dervish, my uncle forgot everything else. Leaving me at home, he
immediately set off in haste. He found a young man of goodly height, whose mien displayed scorn for the riches
of the world—verily, an angel come down to earth; indeed more precious than life’s breath. A stone was his
pillow and the dirt was his bed; and every moment he was prepared to face death.
A smile played on his face but his heart was shattered; his soul was on fire and his mind was in a torment. He
had given his heart away and humbly cast himself in dirt; and by resigning himself to God’s will had found the
way to be content. If some doe-eyed person were to cross his path, the dervish would never even throw him a
glance. He sought favors from no one, but lived independent of everyone. Most of the time he kept his eyes
closed, and not for a moment let his heart forget God. Never did he look at any food with appetite, and forever he
denied water to his throat. Possessor of a discerning eye and a subtle mind, he was dressed in tattered rags of the
qalandars’ kind. He asked,
“Where do you come from? What is your name? You seem like a person given to love and pain.” My “uncle”
replied,
“I hail from here and my name is Amanullah.” The dervish said,
“Sit; let me have a few pleasant moments with you.” My “uncle” used to say that when conversation started,
the dervish said,
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“Dear one, I walked many a path and suffered many a torture; I fled from myself and went pursuing others. I
swiftly rose high as the clouds; and then, like lightning, swiftly I came down. I was confounded, and my heart was
distressed for years; and as I roamed through jungles and cities I kept shedding tears. For days on end I did not
speak; and for countless nights I did not sleep. I tugged for help at the garments of the rich, and knocked my head
against the doors of the poor. I did it all. Only then did that Coquettish One turn to me and cast a glance at my
distressed state.
That far-ranging gazelle took so long to come near me
that a pain settled in my breast where my heart throbbed.

“If you wish to be among those who can bear the hardships he enjoins, carve your heart of steel and your liver
of stone. Dear one, if that Beloved, that embodiment of coquetry, is before your eyes-it is eternal paradise. But it
is hell for the hopeless lover if He is hidden from his sight. You should understand that this secret is like a tangled
skein whose end is nowhere to be seen. We know nothing; we have been told nothing. These ascetics undergoing
amazing hardships—I don’t know what drives them. And these people drunk on the love of that vain beloved—I
don’t know what impels them. One group is in anguish, it desires something; and the other wastes away, for it
pursues something.
“Those who can recognize Truth are guiltless of both hope and despair. Those who are with God, give
themselves over to His will. Lovers drink the bitterest dregs, but find in them the sweetest pleasure. Strive to
accept grief, that you may become worthy of receiving joy. Make life hard for yourself, that you may pass it in
comfort. It is well to detach your heart from this world; and if it doesn’t bring you the Knowledge of God, it is a
fine thing to do, nevertheless. This edifice—the world—has no permanence, it is based on mere conjecture; and
this lofty blue arch of the sky will crash down one day, it only hangs in thin air. If you wish to achieve what you
desire, seek a way into someone’s heart. Do only for the sake of God whatever little service your puny hands can
perform. If you cannot fathom the depthless ocean of Reality, that’s fine, stand at least on its shore. That is to say,
if you don’t have the actual power ever to give up your life, at least remain always ready to do so. Free yourself
from bondage to mosques and monasteries; be with God, be everywhere.
“Gnostics are of two kinds. The men of one group are like pictures painted on walls—silent, as if they do not
even possess a tongue. They are lost in amazement at the ever novel creativity of that marvelous Creator—they
have seen what they have seen and grasped what they have grasped. Those in the other group are like an almond
—they possess the sweet kernel of a tongue. All of them know the language that the Beloved’s eloquent eyes
speak. And every one of them tells in myriad colorful ways how to look at Him, and puts into thousands of words
what the Beloved does with just a wink. Just as the marvels of Him who is intoxicated with His own beauty are
countless, so the exclamations of the second group of men are beyond any description.”
*
Since it was their first meeting, my “uncle” left early, not wishing to trouble the dervish further. Coming to my
father, he told him everything. My father said,
“Every flower has its unique color and smell. A dervish of such a congenial nature is not easily found. You
should visit him often.”
*
Another time, after the early afternoon prayers, my “uncle” decided to visit the dervish and took me along with
him. The dervish received me most graciously and had me sit face to face with him. Since I was young in age, he
turned to my “uncle” and asked about me. My “uncle” replied,
“He is the son of Ali Muttaqi.” The dervish said,
“Nothing more need be said. This boy’s father is a man of great deeds. He is the knower of secrets; the
resplendent sun in the sky of dervish-hood; renowned in the world; the very soul of dervishes; an ocean out of
which emerge nothing but the finest pearls. I am a mere pauper; what can I give to anyone? Son, give my humble
greetings to your father then tell him what I say to you now: ‘My lapse in not attending upon you is not due to any
lack of fervour on my part. My innate weakness does not allow me, and my unfriendly fate does not help either—
it dictates that I should not stir out of these ruins. You are a qalandar of established rank and power; compared to
you I am a mere novice. Please pray for this helpless person when you find some propitious time.’”
Then he changed the subject and addressed my “uncle.” He said,
“My dear one, be all ears and listen to what this faqir says.
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“Our devotions and prayers are for our own sake. He is God, What does He care? Our obedience lies in our not
becoming vain or taking His favour for granted. It is only His absolute generosity if He accepts and rewards—He
is the master and we are slaves. And if He chooses not to take us to task, we still must say only that we are
ashamed. That your lower soul has made some promise to you, is nothing but your misfortune; when you realize
who you are, you will only face disappointment. That master of coquetry is engrossed in His own colorful ways,
and His manifestations—taking on manifold forms—appear to us then disappear.
“What have you conjectured? What have you invented in your mind? What do you imagine? What have you
set your heart upon? One moment He instigates a fight; the next, He raises someone high. Don’t ever break
anyone’s heart; never cruelly cast a stone on a piece of glass. People call the human heart the highest heaven,
because it’s the exclusive site where that Moon makes His appearance.
Never do I willingly hurt any heart;
I fear it might be Your abode.

“My dear, that Beloved cherishes love. That is to say, He cares for lovers and, despite His disdainful airs looks
after them. He appears in the lovers’ hearts when they fall into contemplation; and when they shut their eyes, He
comes into their vision. He comes to them through whichever door they want him to, and shows Himself to them
in whatever form they pursue. Despair and Joy are tied to what the lovers feel. If they are happy, this garden is
freed of gloom; but if they are grieving, not a single bud can bloom.
“But the ways of the lovers are indeed strange; their beloved is beside them, and yet their hearts bleed. One
moment they are pensive; another, they are wonder-struck. They are ever restless, never satisfied. God only
knows what they want from God; for they have no desire and yet they pine and languish.
*
“Have you not heard that there was once a severe drought during Moses’ time? When people began to die, they
came to him and said,
“‘Moses, please tell God that it has not rained and that no creature can bear this extreme hardship. All are
dying for nothing.’
“Moses went up Mt. Sinai and made the petition. The response came:
“‘There is a destitute man of confused speech who lies in the ashes of a certain bath; his crazy words used to
give Me much pleasure. But for some days now he has not raised his head skyward and spoken those words. The
coming down of rains depends on his letting loose his tongue.’
“When Moses heard this reply, he hurried to that bath and after a search found that ‘bearer of the burden of
love’—a man, wrapped in a dark blanket, lying on a heap of ashes; a total embodiment of zauq, drowning in the
ocean of shauq; the key verse in the book of abstinence; listed above all the solitary ones. When their eyes met,
the man asked,
“‘Moses, what brings you to this dunghill? What have you set your heart upon, that you come here?’ Moses
replied,
“‘No rain has fallen, and no one’s prayers seem to have any effect. All life is at risk. When I made my humble
petition to God, it was revealed to me that it is your falling silent that has caused the drought. Unless you speak
again in your own old way, the winds will not bring clouds nor the rains come down. I beseech you in God’s
name: raise your head heavenward for a moment and remove this curse by saying a few words.’ The man replied,
“‘O Moses, you don’t know that Trickster. You have not given away your heart in His cause the way I have.
That Cunning One’s words have too many allusions. Even His smallest gesture can totally confuse you. God
forbid! I don’t let Him lead me down the path; but, on the other hand, I become a kafir if I disobey His prophet.
For they have said,
““Be crazy with God, but be alert with a prophet.””’
“Then that prisoner of Absolute Love, that wonder-struck observer of the perfections of the Truth, turned his
face heavenward and spoke in his own special way:
“‘O Embodiment of deceit! O Enemy of the heart’s peace! Till now the clouds, the wind, the rain, all were
under Your command—suddenly they have become my slaves? Now I must order the wind to move, the clouds to
gather and the rain to fall? But of course—You are always right! You have no say in these matters; I am in sole
control here. Come on, stop these tricks; take pity on Your creatures.’
“He had spoken in this crazy fashion just a few times when suddenly a wind blew, bringing piles of dark
clouds, and torrential rains came down. My dear one, what other beloved cares so much for his lover? A pity on
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you if you don’t tie yourself to Him and do not give up your life in seeking that treasure. What is better for your
heart than to be crushed for His sake? And what is happier for your life than to be lost in His pursuit? Be absorbed
in Him in such a manner that you efface yourself and take on His manner. Become lost, so lost that you are never
found again.
No, it’s not enough to lose your heart to His face and tresses
Nor is it enough to devote your life to pursuing His many shapes
In this matter of Love, your heart and life are worthless
Instead, make yourself totally Him, then place yourself in His hands.

Meanwhile the time for late afternoon prayers had arrived. We got up and prayed together with him.
Afterward, he sat down facing the east and said,
“Ai Mir Amanullah, today I had something so delicious, the like of it I had never eaten before.” My “uncle,”
who had by now become somewhat bold in his presence, said,
“Ai dervish, there are limits to exaggeration and bounds to extravagance! Here you are—bent from the lack of
food, with the rock of contentment tied to your belly; breaking your bones to find even a little water; indi gent
enough to steal even a cat’s supper; lying destitute in these ruins, facing death every day—and yet you claim you
had a delicious meal! Enough; do not overstate.” The dervish said,
“By God, I am not insincere or given to boasting. I don’t tarry for a moment where there is even a possibility
of lying. Listen, since this morning the fire of hunger was ablaze in me; and my wretched lower soul was restless
like a dog with scorched feet. It wanted me to go into the city and stretch my hand before all and sundry.
Somehow, with great struggle, I persisted in my ascetic practice and managed to protect my honor.
“Suddenly a mouse, holding half a piece of dry bread in its mouth, came scurrying into this cell, which is more
ruined than a lover’s heart. On seeing me—a growling lion inside, but on the outside thin like a tipcat pussy—it
dropped that piece of bread and ran away. Perforce, I rose and picked it up.
“But now I didn’t have any water to purify it, so I again sat down and waited for my ‘Khizr.’ After a while I
heard the cry of a water-carrier. I went out with my broken-handled cup and got some water from him. With that
water I cleaned that piece of bread, then ate it. As God is my witness, that dry bread gave me the pleasure of the
finest delicacy of paradise.
“My dear, dervishes do not make specious or artful remarks. They are not votaries of falsehood. To indulge in
mockery in their company is like casting stones at someone’s heart. One should watch one’s tongue. The
dervishes’ annoyance can be fatal to the insolent.”
My “uncle,” when he was thus addressed, was shamed to tears, and begged to be forgiven for improper speech.
Seeing him repentant, the dervish became kind again and said,
“My dear, I hold you dearer than life itself. But the reprimand was necessary, for making foolish and
irresponsible remarks does not befit a dervish.”
By then the day was coming to an end; we asked his leave to go. He said,
“Go with God.”
*
As soon as we got home, we went to my father and gave him the dervish’s greetings and message. My father
said to me,
“That is most kind of him. When next you go to him with your ‘uncle,’ give him my respectful greetings too.”
*
When we went to the dervish the third time, we found him indisposed and lying on his side. He was groaning.
Upon noticing my “uncle,” he sighed and called him to himself. Then he recited this verse by Hakim Shifa’i:
I am heartsick and lie all alone;
Only my anguish helps me change sides.

My “uncle” asked, “What has happened? Why are you so despondent?” The dervish replied,
“My dear, my breast burns as if someone has lit a fire in it. The cry I raise is but a flare of that fire; and the
sigh I draw is no less a flame.
Is it the heart, or the liver? I don’t know what smolders.
But a fire has kindled somewhere, and now the smoke rises.
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“'It would be a boon from heaven if death comes to my rescue; other- wise, I am in hell even now for my own
bad deeds. Right now, it would be a godsend if life were to pack up and leave this body, for even the coming and
going of breath is like torture to me. I can’t sleep at night, and I thrash in anguish during the day. What should I
do? How may I contrive to die and find rest?
I brought today to its end with the help of this all consuming pain;
What ruse of a tomorrow should I use to bring this night to its end?

“If a breeze comes my way it fans this fire; and if I take a sip of water, it is as if I have added oil. Tested
medicines do not work on me; and other appropriate measures have also failed me. If you were to take me to a
garden, I would still remain in anguish; and if you were to cast me into the ocean, I would continue to burn. I wish
people would cut open my breast and pull out my heart and liver, or otherwise take me away and bury me alive
somewhere.”
To make the story short, this is how that tormented man was until the sun passed the meridian: sometime he sat
up, sometime he stood up leaning on a wall—only to collapse to the ground again; sometime he opened his eyes
and looked at us in despair; sometime he thrashed around like a fish out of water. Just then he heard me remark,
“It’s now the time for the zuhr prayers.”
Suddenly he prostrated himself most abjectly and devotedly, exclaimed, “Praise be to Almighty Lord,” and
passed away.
The fire of His love has burned many a one,
But very few are consumed in this manner.

My “uncle,” with the help of some servants, made arrangements for the dervish’s shroud and grave, and had
him buried in that room that was more ruined than a lover’s heart. When my father heard the news, he felt very
sad, and remarked,
“Such a true man comes by only rarely. Too bad that he died so soon.” It is related that one night that soul-onfire who had cut all ties with the world appeared in a dream to my “uncle” and said,
“Did you see what fire love lit in me, and how it burned me? There was no way out for me but death. When He
saw the anguish of my soul, He cast me into the ocean of His mercy so that I might obtain the pearl I sought. In
other words, I was comforted and relieved: my soul was filled with the joy of His vision.”
*
As a result of that dream, my “uncle” became very disturbed and, for some time, shied away from all human
company. Often he remarked,
“Bayazid was a strange soul on fire; separation from him has scarred my soul, and I will carry that scar till I
die.”
One day my “uncle” mentioned that dream to my father. My father responded,
“Why are you surprised, God Almighty is absolute kindness. Haven’t you heard?
*
“The famous Sufi Bayazid-i Bistami had a Christian as his next door neighbor whom he had known for forty
years. Every morning the Christian would sound his rattle, and every morning Bayazid would say to him,
“‘Ai Christian, your sounding the rattle will not open the doors of Paradise for you. Come, accept Islam, if you
desire salvation.’ One day, the Christian said to himself,
“‘Bayazid is not an ordinary man. And for forty years, he has been inviting me to accept Islam. There must be
something to it.’ On impulse, he immediately went to Bayazid—who was seated in his assembly—and said,
“‘Ai shaikh, every morning you ask me to become a Muslim. Can you guarantee my salvation?’
“Bayazid was at the moment in an intoxicated state. He sent for some paper from the papermaker and wrote
out a guarantee to that effect; then he gave that paper to the Christian. The latter left and became a Muslim. By
sheer chance, that very week he suddenly became ill and died. The man’s heirs sewed the sheikh’s note of
guarantee to his shroud and buried him.
“Now, when the shaikh came to himself, he fell into utter despair. A disciple asked him why he was so worried.
The shaikh replied,
“‘When I was not in my senses I took upon myself some task that I can never fulfill.’ The disciple said,
“‘Yes, during that time a friendly looking Christian had come and got you to write him a note guaranteeing his
salvation. We hear that he then became a Muslim and later passed away.’
90

“On hearing these words, the shaikh fell into a faint. His disciples splashed water on his face and revived him.
He then cried out,
“‘Here I am, absolutely uncertain of my own salvation—where would I find the strength to take on the burden
of someone else’s salvation?’
“In desperation, he staggered down to that grave, and there meditated upon that which was within it. He saw
the Christian; the latter held that piece of paper in his hand as he spoke to the shaikh,
“‘Ai Bayazid, your note was of no use to me. Before I could even present it—this note which I had taken to be
the token of my salvation—He drew me so close to Himself that even the most intimate of His angels were
amazed. So do not fret so much. Here is the note you wrote; take it and leave.’
“When God in His kindness can bestow so much even on those who are bad, it will indeed be strange if He
does not cast that faqir—who was among the best of his time—into the lap of His mercy and kindness.
*
“Dear brother, you know that that ever-blooming flower takes on a thousand hues, that this garden was
nurtured by Him and that these colours here were splashed by Him. Therefore, if you wish truly to be among the
seeing, look attentively; and if you move forward, do so with deliberation. In every particle of the universe there
is the reflection of that one and the same sun. If you are able to discern His signs, your heart has met with success.
He who has eyes and a heart that can see, knows that the waves and the foam don’t exist except for the sea. Truth
is by the side of the ignorant, but if the latter persists in remaining ignorant, then his case is like that of him who
lies around on the shore—how can he know what the ocean is?
“Come, let us arouse ourselves from our sleep and withdraw from all this; perhaps then we may obtain what
our souls seek and become all Him. The time of youth has passed. Life’s pleasures have vanished. I am now close
to sixty, and old age has come upon me. My back is bent; my strength has declined. My mind has grown weak
and my body is decrepit. I have lost all spontaneity, and I cannot think fast anymore. My eyes can’t see; my ears
can’t hear. My appetites are gone; my teeth are not strong. My legs wobble; my brain is listless; my hair has
turned white; and my heart is hopeless. Remove the chain of faqir from your waist, for the days of decorating
ourselves as faqirs are over; untie the chain of qalandar from your forehead and place it on your legs, for the time
to preen ourselves as qalandars has passed.
“In the matters of here and now, pay attention to what is known to one and all; and in that which concerns the
world we must return to, listen to your intelligence’s call. In other words, your outer-self should be in accord with
naql, but your inner-self should be in tune with ‘aql.\fn{I.e., your outer nature should be in tune with the “transmitted”
knowledge, e.g., of Qur’an and Hadith; but your inner nature should include knowledge of the “rational” sciences such as mathematics and
astronomy} If the Beloved has made Himself manifest in the Ka’ba then it is virtuous to be a Muslim—for no

matter what door He comes out of He is the heart’s goal. But if forsooth He is manifest in a temple then how can
one be faulted for becoming an infidel—for He is the cynosure of our eyes, no matter where He reveals Himself.
We go to the temple and visit the Ka’ba—here and there and everywhere
Our only aim is to seek Him out—here and there and everywhere.

“You must seek seclusion and be by yourself for a while. Put the collyrium of concealment in your eyes and
turn your back on everything. Fix your sight on God and do not meet with anyone. For a long time you pleased
yourself in the company of men distraught in love, now it is time that you closed your eyes and died. How much
longer will you slumber? Discard negligence. And draw your lesson from this verse if you claim to be intelligent.
I read a hundred books on the science of joyful company
But took to my heart just one line: Sit alone, by yourself.

“I don’t understand what is in your mind that you don’t give any thought to finding a cure. Henceforth, don’t
be mad after base desires. Drink the cup of God’s remembrance and lighten your head of all burdens. Consider the
whiteness of your own beard and do not indulge in flattering and deceiving others. Don’t even think of
performing a miracle. To claim the powers that belong to Almighty God alone, is to have oneself proclaimed an
ass all over the town. And if perchance a miracle comes about without your intending it, do not let it turn your
head. Don’t be proud of it, for only a fall will follow. Faqirs consider boasting a terrible fault; and he who is
boastful and vain—they don’t even consider him a man.”
My “uncle” took his leave and vowed to himself that henceforth he would not stir out of the house, and will
visit with my father twice a day.
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*
One day my father said to my “uncle,”
“Dear brother, the mind is being used up anyway, that is it grows weaker every day. How about it if it were
used for memorizing the Noble Qur’an?” My “uncle” replied,
“That is a fine idea.” And so, in eighteen months, they memorized the Glorious Book.
*
One day the two were sitting together repeating what they had memorized when a dervish named Asadullah
arrived, dressed in a blue robe and a felt cap. Upon seeing him, my father asked,
“Ai sairaba-maker of Kabudlama, what made you undertake this long journey and why did you cause yourself
to suffer such hardships?”
The man ran forward and fell at my father’s feet. My father gathered him in his embrace and had him sit beside
him. My “uncle,” amazed at this intimacy, asked,
“Who is this saintly person?” My father replied,
“He is an old friend.” Now my “uncle” was even more amazed; he said,
“Such intimacy comes about only through numerous and frequent meetings. But I have never seen him
before!” My father said,
“This man and I are disciples of the same master. He used to come to see the master once in two years. One
day I asked my master, ‘Is it possible that when my death draws nigh I might see some sign of it?—so that I may
get busy preparing for the grave, and disengage my heart from everything else.’ My master replied, ‘When next
you see this sairiaba-maker of Kabudlama, know that you will not live till next year.’ Now you must understand
that the days remaining to me are very few.” My revered 'uncle' was extremely grieved when he heard these brutal
words, and said,
“God willing, I shall not see that day; I will be already dead and will not have to suffer.” When conversation
with the new arrival began, the man said,
“For some time my shop was not doing so well, i.e. people were not coming to buy my sairaba. Each night I
would cook my stew for the morning, and every day I had to throw it away. Whatever little I had saved got used
up covering the loss.
“One day I was lying on the ground in despair—my lips flaking, my eyes tearing—ready to kill myself, when
suddenly I had a dream. I saw that our master was standing at my head and saying to me,
“‘Ai Asadullah, it is an arduous and long journey but it is imperative that you visit Ali Muttaqi. Between him
and me there is a sign agreed; when you arrive he will recognize it. You must leave immediately and need not
worry about your falling business; when you come back your shop will do so well that you will never have too
much to sell.’
“I immediately got up, handed over the shop to my apprentice, and set out, taking just half a bread for the
journey. In a very short time I left one world and arrived in another; i.e. I traveled from Kabudlama to Akbarabad
and found you as my heart desired. Now my departure is in your hands; I shall go back whenever you command.”
My father smiled and said,
“Ai Asadullah, what’s the rush? Is your stew likely to go bad, that you are fretting and in such terrible haste?
You have just arrived, having had a hard time of it. Stay a while; get rid of your fatigue, even if you may not be
keen for the company of us faqirs. What’s the hurry? You will leave in due course.”
Then he instructed a servant to prepare a bed for the guest in the cell of my “uncle”, and look after all his
needs. To put it briefly, my father did not let him out of his sight for a moment, talked to him most pleasantly, and
did everything to keep him happy. One day that noble guest said,
“I am bothered about something related to the question of the ‘Vision of God.’\fn{ I.e., the possibility of Man actually
seeing God} Votaries of God form two groups: one believes that they shall one day see that Beautiful One as clearly
as they now see a full moon; the other, however, declares that no human eye can ever bear to see that Sun.” My
father replied,
“For us faqirs there is no fear in that regard. Since it has been established that He is the Essence, the Reality, of
this world, He appears to our eyes wherever we turn. He shows us His face in whatever we look at. That Essence
is revealed in every form that we see here; and a vision of Him is available to anyone who knows how to see.”
To make it short, the guest stayed a week, then took leave and set off on his return journey in great haste.
*
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On the morning of Eid, my “uncle” changed clothes and went to say the prayers. When he returned, a pain
started in his chest. It was so intense that his face turned pale and there was no longer any rest for him. Sending
for my father, he said to him,
“I am seized by a severe pain that I am sure will not have a good end. And I feel so strangulated that I can
hardly breathe. Evidently, my life will not endure. Remove my undershirt, for it discomforts my body; throw my
cap away for it sits heavy on my head. My life ebbs; my sickness grows strong.”
When evening arrived, the pain spread throughout his body. His cries grew so loud you might say he became
an embodiment of pain. When he held his breath to suppress the pain, he appeared like a clenched rosebud; and
when he let go, a cry of pain it left him like a torn-open rose. At times the pain so gripped his heart that his sighs
were like flames—and the smoke from his consumed heart reached the sky. When he opened his mouth it was to
recite this quatrain:
It’s time that we turn to death for sure,
For the pain is not such that we can cure.
Love’s sickness plagues our heart;
If only we may die we will be cured.

When some of the night had passed, his weakness grew worse. He then spoke to his master [my father]:
“My heart is tortured; my eyes feel roasted. You know the secrets of this tavern. If there still remain some
dregs of my life, please give them to someone else, for it takes a much stronger person to drink such bitter dregs. I
would rather drink the poison of death a hundred times than this last gulp of life’s nectar. Hold me in your
thought, that I may die easily; be merciful, that I may find rest.”
Near the end of the night, he gave me his night cap and, overwhelmed by weakness, closed his eyes. And when
night “broke”—i.e. when dawn’s whiteness gleamed—his pain-filled life came to an end. There in the mosque,
the mu’azzin called out “Allahu Akbar;” and here that sick man ended his night vigil and fell asleep. That is, he
put his hand over his heart\fn{In submission} and made an offering of his life to his Creator.
His master [my father] flung his turban to the ground and tore open his shirt; and in anguish over this soulconsuming event scarred his breast. His disciples—dirt on their heads; scars on their hearts; utterly distressed;
true to their tasks—did all that was necessary and properly prepared his body for burial.
Love has been a pain that has no cure—
A curse placed on both heart and soul

When the gathering stood to say the burial prayers, many of them fell to the ground in grief. My father cried
out,
“Ai, stranger to the duties of friendship, I learned too late that you were fickle. You sped away with such heat
that my heart still smolders. Friends do not run away like that; comforters do not become heartless.”
What happened to the fealty you had promised, that oath of consistency?
Remember what I had said to you and what then you had said to me?

The elders picked up his coffin and with reverence carried it out. The cry of his master was the banner that
went ahead of the coffin; and behind the coffin came his devotees, shedding torrents of tears. In that fashion they
went outside the city and buried him in a garden. Then they placed flowers on his grave and said fatiha\fn{The
ritual of remembrance and prayers for the soul’s salvation } for his salvation; finally, they returned to the city burdened with
grief, knowing that they had no option but to resign themselves to God’s will. On the day of his saiyum, when the
notables of the city gathered for the fatiha, my father said,
“If someone loses to death a person so dear to him, it behooves that he should be called Aziz Murda.
Therefore, from this day onward, please call me by that name.”
And so it happened that he became famous in the city as “Aziz Murda.” He wept a hundred times every day,
and lived as if he was already dead. While I, who had been brought up so intimately by him—telling him my
needs; having my meals with him; sleeping next to him—perforce remembered him every day and cried for him
every night.
*
The dervish “Aziz Murda” made every effort to console me and never did anything that would make me feel
bad. Sometimes he said to me,
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“My son, I love you greatly. But I am also much anguished by the thought that I too must soon depart.” Then
at other times he said,
“My moon, you are not a baby any more. Allah be praised, you are ten years old. Why are you in despair?
After all, you are the son of a dervish. Keep your heart strong and put yourself in God’s hands. Live happily; keep
smiling. You should know that I’m always ready to fulfill your every desire.
“Ai soul of mine, are you an infant that you cry all the time? Why must you worry for yourself when you have
a guardian and protector in God? Those who go away do not come back; those who passed away will never again
show their face.
“Ai son, this world is transitory; everyone you see is bound to depart. Do not consider this world to be a
permanent place for you; nay, it is just a momentary assembly. Those who were present here, have moved on;
those who were seated here, are gone. Do not clench your brow like a bud; smile, open up like a flower. Spring in
this garden is transitory, so don’t for nothing put yourself in torture. He made this gambling house of a world in
such a way that there are scores of you who have gambled their hearts away. Do not set foot on this path until you
have learned how to walk. Among astute gamblers there is a well-known proverb:
“‘There is gambling, and then there is a way to gamble.’”
That is how he talked to me every day and nurtured me with great care.
*
One day my father, with the bitter taste of grief still on his tongue, was distributing sweets to commemorate his
beloved friend, when a young man arrived. Cypress-bodied, sugar-colored—his name was Ahmad Beg; he
presented some Shakar grapes to my father and said,
“I have newly arrived from abroad, planning to go on to perform the Haj. Arriving in your city, I heard the
fame of your saintliness and became eager to attend upon you.” My father replied,
“Perhaps you have not heard:
Ai Ka’ba-facing person, why don’t you cast yourself at your own feet?
It is yourself that He shows to you by the mile-markers on the road.

“You should first find yourself, only then should you hurry to the Ka’ba. Ka’ba stands for the shattered hearts
of dervishes, and that is what these anguished persons most cherish. If one gains their hearts one obtains the
Ka’ba of his desire without any effort. That is why someone has said:
I return successful, having seen the Ka’ba, but I envy those
Who pilgrimaged to shattered hearts and broke into tears.

“The heart of a dervish is a lovely place: this wilderness has a pleasant air. People say the human heart is the
abode of that Beauty, and they seek in it what they ultimately desire. Once a seeker on the path of Truth went to
circumambulate the Ka’ba and found that [the House of God] had no one in it. Disappointed, he turned around,
his heart’s desire still unfulfilled, and in that state remarked:
I went to the Ka’ba; it was so desolate it consumed my heart;
Whose house did He grace Himself who had invited me to the party?

“You say you aim to see the Ka’ba, but that is what they too say who are intimates of the Ka’ba. In fact, the
Ka’ba also seeks Him whom you seek:
Everyone I happened upon was lost in search the way I was;
To be frank, I found the Ka’ba itself [lost] in the wilderness.

“Circumambulate human hearts, for that is truly the tavaf. Be a votary of yourself, for there is no finer goal.
Nothing exists besides Him; nothing is manifest without Him:
I asked the House, “Who is the Intimate of the House?”
It softly asked back, “But who is a stranger?”

“I feel pity for your young age, for you will suffer a great deal but never reach the goal you seek. Listen
intently to what the dervish says: do not leave; stay for a few days.”
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When the young man saw the dervish so inclined toward him, he submitted to his command. He settled down
and vigorously engaged himself on the Sufi path. Since he possessed a fine mind, he learned fast—within seven
months he reached perfection.
The world had rarely seen and people had scarcely heard of an old master of such quality and a young man of
such beauty—an old master in such a heightened state and a young man so touched with grace—an old master so
perfect and a young man so select—an old master so benevolent and a young man so devout in intent—an old
master so effective and a young man so receptive.
They stayed together day and night, as inseparable as sugar in milk. Not for a moment did the young man leave
his master and soon came to be known as Javan-i Aziz.\fn{ “Noble young man; dear young man”}
One day the master happened to receive some money—God’s bounty—from somewhere; he said to the young
man,
“Here, take this money and set out on your journey to Hejaz.” The next morning, after the prayers, he gave him
a skullcap and a prayer rug then bade him farewell.
*
One day, at midday, the dervish Aziz Murda went to Alamganj, a well-known neighborhood in Akbarabad, to
visit with Muhammad Ba’ith who was ill. The latter was the nephew of Mir Amanullah, and himself a learned
man and a perfect Sufi. When evening began to darken the sky, the dervish turned homeward and, arriving at his
mosque, performed there the two combined evening prayers. When he finally lay down on his bed and I presented
myself before him, he said,
“Aii son, the heat of the day has affected me. I have a severe headache, and it seems that I’m going to have a
fever.” He didn't eat the evening meal and went to sleep.
When he woke up the next morning, he was running very high temperature. Abul Fath, his regular physician,
came and gave him a cooling potion to drink, but it brought him no relief. He then gave him stronger coolants—
some excessively so—but to no avail.
The fever set in, that is it gripped the dervish every evening and lasted the night through. Then they tried many
other ways to break the fever’s grip but none succeeded. After a month it was diagnosed that the fever had taken
hold of his heart and had even penetrated into the bones. In other words, that enfeebled dervish who was no more
than a handful of bone was dying of consumption. He then said to me,
“Aii son, my soul is all submission and my body is burning away. I feel no desire for food. If I eat anything it
sits heavy with me. The medicine that the hakim gives me in the morning suffices me till the next day. I now wish
not to have any food till the day I die. Send for a few bunches of dried narcissus flowers from the market so that,
life permitting, I may smell their fragrance every so often.”
I followed his orders and, getting the flowers, kept them near him all the time. Whenever he would open his
eyes he would hold the bunch in his hand and smell the flowers, then he would say,
“Allah be praised! Now I feel satiated.”
When he stopped eating he caused us miserable ones to lose all hopes for his recovery. His legs and arms lost
what strength they had, and weakness overwhelmed him. He spoke very little and used only gestures when
praying.
On the twenty-first of Rajab, the hakim as usual brought him a bowl of the cooling potion; but the dervish
became angry and didn’t drink it. He hurled it to the ground and said,
“You wretch, from the first day it has been clear just how effective your medicine is! I have been taking it only
out of consideration for you. But you don’t seem to learn a thing. Now go away and leave me alone. Your
foolishness is cureless.” Then he sent for Hafiz Muhammad Hasan, who was my half-brother and older to me, and
said to him,
“I am a faqir; except for three hundred books I have no possessions. Bring them here and divide them up with
your brothers. He replied,
“I am a student, and I am diligent in my work. These brothers have no interest in books. They will only tear
pages out of them; one will use them for kites, the other will make paper boats out of them. It will be better if you
leave the books in my trust—otherwise, you are the master.” My father was well aware of his bad nature, so he
admonished him and said,
“It makes no difference if you have put on a new garb, your meanness has not left you. You only wish to cheat
these boys and cause them trouble after I am gone. But you should know that Almighty God jealously guards His
honor and also loves the people who similarly guard theirs. I strongly believe that Mir Muhammad Taqi will never
have to stretch his hand before you. If you treat him wrongly he will expose you in public. Your name will matter
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little before this child’s fame. If you gain your aim you will see that he will punish you severely. No one trusts a
stingy person, and meanness and jealousy lead only to disgrace. All right, take the books and look after them.”
Then my father turned to me and said,
“Ai son, I owe three hundred rupees to the shopkeepers in the market. I hope you will not bury me until you
have paid off that debt, for I have been a man of integrity and never in my life did I cheat anyone.” I humbly
replied,
“There is nothing worth anything in the house except for the books, and those you have already given to my
elder brother. How am I going to payoff the debt?” Tears came into his eyes as he said,
“God is munificent. Do not despair. A bill of payment is on its way; it should reach here very soon. I wish I
could stay alive until it arrives, but I cannot. I must depart.”
He then prayed for my welfare and entrusted me to God, then took the remaining few breaths he still had to
account for and passed away. …
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264.35 Quotations of Ahiolyabai Holkar\fn{by Ahilyabai, Rani of Indore (1725-1795)} Chowndi Village, Aurangabad
District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 2
Blessings from Ahilyabai to Malba.\fn{ Her son and titular head of state for eight months } Long life and glory to him.
We are all right here. Keep writing abour your welfare. No letter and hence no news has arrived from you. This
has made me restless. Do keep sending detailed news in long letters. I have already sent two or three letters to
you. Keep your mind in a peaceful state as I have written. There is no time to grieve. You should think of [your
duties as a] Chief who has to run the government with discrimination and concentration. You should act as did the
dweller in Kailash\fn{Malhar Rao} and earn a good name like him. Your greatness lies in discarding all sorrow and
grief, in acting with farsightedness, and in earning even greater glory than did your grandfather. Obey the behests
of Rajashiri Gangadhar Pant Tatya. What more can I write? Blessings. (33-34)\fn{ Pages in the source where these
quotations will be found:H}
*
This prosperity was not acquired by my ancestors through buffoonery or antics of song and dance. They had to
toil and sweat, and shed blood before they could establish this kingdom with their swordsmanship. Let no one
imagine that I am just a helpless, powerless woman. When I am entrenched in the battlefield with my spear in my
hand, all plans against me will collapse … I am willing to remain subordinate to the Peashwa; but if anyone dares
to look at my kingdom with a greedy eye, let me tell him he will not succeed. (37-38)
*
My not taking over the government will spell disaster for you. I do not know how these other fellows will treat
you. Among those who have ruled over this State, I am daughter-in-law to one, wife to the other, and mother to
the third. As such it is not only my right but also my duty now to take over full responsibility for the
administration. (38)
*
You\fn{Raghoba, Peshwa of Poona} have come armed to snatch away from me my kingdom. This wish of yours
will never be fulfilled. You seem to be under the misconception that I am just a frail woman. How frail I really
am, you will know best on the battlefield where I soon hope to meet you. You will moreover find yourself faced
with a battalion of women. If I am defeated, none will laugh at me, but if you are routed, you will not be able
thereafter to show your face to anyone. Besides, the calumny of attacking a woman will henceforth remain
attached to your name and will never be erased therefrom. If you take all this into account and choose ultimately
to avoid war, it will be in your own interest.\fn{ He wrote back to her the following note: “I came only to offer you condolences
on the demise of your only son, but you appear to have misunderstood me. What can I say to all this?” Whereupon she wrote back: } If
you came only to condole, why did you have to bring such a huge army with you? Was it essential or befitting? If
your purpose is condolence, you may please come alone in a palanquin, and you will find us, our home, and
whatever we possess at your disposal. In fact, our home is your home. Come as you used to in the past and you
are welcome to stay with us with pleasure.\fn{ This worked; war was averted:H} (40-41)
*
Is she really more beautiful? How does she look? What sort of ornaments and garments does she wear? (63)
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*
I know that you treat your women no better than pieces of betel-nut and you push them down your gullet
whenever you choose. Go and give the same advice\fn{ Mahadji of Poona had said to her: “Don’t forget, madam, that I am a
man, and if I determine to have my way, you can well imagine how it will be with you.” } to Tukoji Holkar, and come back again
with your combined strength. The day your soldiers set foot in Indore, I promise I will welcome you by getting
you chained and trampled over by an elephant. Then alone shall I deserve to be called the daughter-in-law of
Malhar Rao Holkar. You have already come out with whatever lay hidden in your heart. If you go amiss in this
now, ah, the curse of Martand on you. (66)
*
What else is there in your book other than my praises? … If only you had showered all your praise on Him
who is omnipotent, you would have made your life purposeful and your efforts would have borne fruit. As it is,
you better go away. Your book will be thrown into the Narmada. (67)
*
Phandi, you are a Brahmin. The role of a mere entertainer does not behoove you. You are just wasting your
poetic talent, as in fact also your life. Why don’t you sing songs in praise of Him Who is omnipresent, on Whom
alone the universe depends, Who has created whatever exists, and Who is the kindest of the kind? Being only an
entertainer is not going to help you in the end. Songs of devotion and dedication alone can help you here as also
hereafter. In singing them, you will help yourself and also help the world. (76)
*
I have to carry out the responsibility which God has entrusted to me. It is my duty to keep the people happy. I
alone am responsible for what I do. For the manner in which I use my power and authority here, I shall be
answerable to God when I go to Him. (78)
*
I can understand the permission being accorded to her to adopt a child, but I cannot understand why she must
offer anything to the State! All the money she has was earned by her husband who, when he died, left her no
issue. According to the laws laid down in the shastras,\fn{Scriptures} his wife has a right to adopt a child. But we
who happen to run the government arrogate to ourselves the authority to question this right. This is a violation of
the prescribed sacred laws. If this right is conceded if only she pays for it, we would be guilty not only of
impropriety but also of acting in contravention of the sacred laws. Wealth obtained under duress would be theft.
This would be highly improper. This woman therefore should not be asked to pay even a pice. (80)
*
The wealth which belongs to you must remain with you. You can, if you so decide, adopt a son. You are free to
use your riches in any way you like; it would be ideal though if you could employ them for the good of others.
(81)
*
I forbid you to treat the subject in this manner in future. You must always examine carefully the point of view
of the people and afford them complete satisfaction. If I receive any more with complaints, you can be sure the
consequences will not be pleasant for you. (86)
*
Ahilyabai’s blessings to Talaram Holkar who may live long. I have come to know that you have acted in an
extremely high-handed manner towards the people of Shetgaon Pargana, and have collected a lot of of money
from them. [Moreover,] why did you harass the Mahal officer in the discharge of his official duties? You are
hereby warned that you must submit a detailed account of whatever monies you have collected through your
unrestrained and wicked deeds. If you are found guilty of similar misdeeds in money matters again, your act will
be considered as unforgivable. (86)
*
I have done my best to keep all my people happy wherever they are. Then why this rebellion? Come and tell
me. I shall do all I can to redress your grievance. (91)
*
The late Subedar\fn{Malhar Rao Holkar} once borrowed some money from Mahadji Thite Kendurkar to buy some
horses. Mahadji Thite has also since passed away. His daughter’s son Ranoji Thite has come to Maheshwar along
with the documents. He should be paid the money from government account without delay. (92)
*
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Under certain accusations you made Jakhoji Jagtap of Mouja Baghari, Pargana Thalner, pay Rs. 400/- which
amount you deposited in the treasury. It has since been established that Jagtap is innocent. An amount of Rs. 400/should be returned to him immediately. (92)
*
No. These taxes should be further decreased. Articles of people’s daily requirements should not be excessively
taxed. (96)
*
Do not lose heart, and take no rest till you have defeated them. As for men and money I shall raise a bridge of
them. If there is any difficulty because of your age, you have just to let me know—and I shall soon be in the
battlefield myself. (97)
*
All this is not mine. I am returning it to whom it belongs. Whatever I keep remains a debt on me. Shall I ever
be able to repay it? I wonder. (111)
*
The Britishers have plans to expand in every direction. They are maintaining two platoons at one place and
three at another to keep their head high. It would be appropriate to send troops and exterminate them wherever
they are, so that they cannot dare to advance in future. Bhonsle, the Nawab and others should join hands and
defeat the British. (123)
c.1730

262.20 Excerpts from Radhika Santwanam\fn{by Muddupoalani (c.1730-1790)} Thanjavur?, Thanjavur District, Tamil
Nadu State, India (F) 2
1
Which other woman of my kind has
felicitated scholars with gifts and money?
To which other woman of my kind have
epics been dedicated?
Which other woman of my kind has
won such acclaim in each of the arts?
You are incomparable,
Muddupalani, among your kind.
*
A face that glows like the full moon,
skills of conversation, matching the countenance.
Eyes filled with compassion,
matching the speech.
A great spirit of generosity,
matching the glance.
These are the ornaments
that adorn Palani,
when she is praised by kings.
2
Move on her lips
the tip of your tongue;
do not scare her
by biting hard.
Place on her cheeks
a gentle kiss;
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do not scratch her
with your sharp nails
Hold her nipple
with your fingertips;
do not scare her
by squeezing it tight.
Make love
gradually;
Do not scare her
by being aggressive.
I am a fool
to tell you all these.
When you meet her
and wage your war of love
would you care to recall
my “do’s and don’t’s,” Honey?
3
Honey,
why do you think
I stamped on Kali?
The snake seemed to rival
your lovely plait.
Why do you think
I broke the bow of Kamsa?
It seemed to rival
your shapely brows.
Why do you think
I uprooted the Govardhan?
The mountain seemed to rival
your firm breasts.
Why do you think
I hurt Kuvalayaapeeda?
The elephant seemed to rival
your comely gait.
Please, therefore,
ask yourself
If it is fair for you
to treat me shabbily.
4
If I ask her not to kiss me,
stroking on my cheeks
she presses my lips hard against hers.
*
If I ask her not to touch me,
stabbing me with her firm breasts
she hugs me.
If I ask her not to get too close
for it is not decorous,
she swears at me loudly.
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*
If I tell her of my vow not
to have a woman in my bed,
she hops on
and begins the game of love.
*
Appreciative,
she lets me drink from her lips,
fondles me, talks on,
making love again and again.
How could I stay away
from her company?
1737

237.53 Excerpt from The Diary Of Rangappa Thiruvengadam Pillai (1761-1768)\fn{by Rangappa Thiruvengadam
Pillai (1737-1791)} Pondicherry, Pondicherry Union Territory, India 20\fn{ All the indicated lacunae [ … ] occur within the
text::H}
Thursday, 1 January 1761
After eight o’clock last night and till five o’clock in the morning, a violent storm accompanied by heavy rain
devastated the town. All the trees were uprooted, and the flag mast broke and fell turning the entire town
(Puducheri)\fn{Pondicherry} into a forest. Of the fourteen ships of the English that were anchored in the sea
together with one sloop, four ships sank, three were driven ashore, four lost their masts; and these damaged ships
and the sloop disappeared almost without trace.
Saturday, 3 January 1761
In the morning Ranga Pillai who had left for Kandappa Mudali’s house returned home.
Sunday, 4 January 1761
Doles were rationed out to the French.\fn{ In the Battle of Wandiwash (January 22, 1760) the French, then the colonial power
in the area, received the first of a series of defeats at the hands of the English which culminated in the capture of Pondicherry on January 15
of this year:H}

Thursday, 8 January 1761
Reza Ali Khan left by a chelinga in the night.
Saturday, 10 January 1761
In the morning from the western side of Ambalava Chetty’s garden, cannons and mortars were fired. This
morning at six o’clock Ellachiya Pillai, the dubash of M.Leyrit came and said to maharaja raja sri Pillai:
“Chinna Mudali had arranged last night to send his family away, that a boat should be got ready and that he
wanted a letter.” So I went to the fort to hire a boat; there Chinna Mudali told me: “the boat had not yet sailed but
that it would go tonight.”
Afterwards I went to M. Valarmée and requested him to procure a boat large enough to hold many people. He
replied:
“A boat like that won’t do. Even if M.Lally gives an order for another boat, there are no sailors.”
So I went to the beach to make enquiries. Monsieur Flacourt was there preparing the boat which was to set sail
this night, but he said “not one could be dispatched.”
I then met a ship’s pilot who was enquiring the price of a boat in order to sail with some white men and offered
to find the cost of a boat besides other expenses. The voyage was arranged for eight sailors with four or five
persons to follow at twelve o’clock. But when I reported this to maharaja raja sri Pillai, [he] replied that in his
present state of health, it would kill him to sail by the boat; that arrangements should be made for him to travel by
road; that therefore a boat need not be engaged; and that the white man concerned in this regard should be
informed without delay.
When I went to the beach in search of the white man at three o’clock after having taken food, I found him at
the southern side of the fort. He said:
“I consulted all those who were accompanying me, but as you were coming, I sent away many, in order to
avoid overcrowding, arranged for the price of the boat and only four persons to follow, and asked for M. Lally’s
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orders.” But M. Lally said: “as there was no other boat, it could not be taken, and there would be difficulties on
the arrival of ships.”
So the journey has been stopped. I came home after giving the necessary orders.
Sunday, 11 January 1761
Maharaja raja sri Pillai rose in the morning and cleaned his teeth and sitting on a chair in the central hall,
talked for about two hours and then lay down. Having awakened at eleven, he called us and said:
“I feel very weak but I do not know why. How is my breathing?” We replied:
“As usual, but you are very weak from taking no food and from an excess of humours of the body.”
When we were thus talking some Europeans came to my house to cut down the coconut trees. I spoke kind
words to them, gave them a few rupees and posted men to see that the trees did not fall upon the roof.
At one o’clock in the afternoon maharaja raja sri Pillai took a little food and then lay down. In the evening he
said that he felt much fatigued, that he could not sleep, and that his tongue was dry and he felt thirsty. I said: “a
karukku\fn{A kind of juice} would be prepared.”
He agreed and took the karukku. As it had not quenched his thirst, he asked if he could have some water. I
said: “better not, but another dose of the karukku would do you good.” He agreed and ordered it to be brought.
We therefore prepared a fresh karukku and gave it to him. Again he complained of thirst and asked for some
cold water. I replied:
“You should not drink that but chew some areca nut.”
He answered that as his mouth was dry, he could not chew it. I said:
“You might have some warm water in about an hour.”
“Very well,” he said and continued: “I want to answer the call of nature, so order the commode to be brought.”
It was accordingly brought and placed in the hall. He answered the call of nature, washed his legs and then sat
on the chair. I cannot describe how this fatigued him. He called us and said,
“I thought, I would die on the stool for I felt a burning pain round the anus. But does a person at the point of
death feel like that? I think it must be due to extreme heat.”
He then lay down telling us to make further enquiries about it. Afterwards he said at two o’clock that his
tongue was parched, felt thirsty and very tired. We thought he would die and asked whether coldness had set in,
and if so he should take vibhuthi or chinthamani.\fn{Cloves mixed with honey}
“Well, get them ready,” he replied.
As 1 had no good honey, I thought I could get it from Seshachala Chetti’s house tomorrow morning, but in the
meanwhile I would give him what we had. So I had a mixture made of honey and cloves and took it to him. He
then asked me the time. I said: “it was about five.” He then said:
“We might as well put aside the medicine and wait till daybreak when Seshachala Chetti might be sent for.”
Monday, 12 January 1761
After sunrise this morning I asked Maharaja raja sri Pillai, whether Mutta Pillai of the hospital and Seshachala
Chetti could be called.
“Very well, send for them,” he replied. I sent men to fetch them. He continued:
“I feel much better than last night. Let me clean my teeth.”
So saying he sat on a chair in the hall and cleaned his teeth. Velan came and said:
“Mutta Pillai of the hospital had gone away five or six days I ago.” Seeing that Seshachala Chetti was coming
he said:
“Nothing need be reported to him except that he should arrange for palanquin bearers to take him to his
house.”
Seshachala Chetti by then came in and sitting on a chair asked him whether he had taken his food last night, to
which he replied that he had and then stretching out his hand, asked him to read his pulse. He said that he could
not feel it.
“Is that so?” he asked. “Palanquin bearers are coming to take me to your house. You may better go soon and
make a cot ready.” So saying he dismissed him. He went away saying that he would do accordingly. After he had
gone, he commented,
“What is the use of telling him anything when he does not even know to feel the pulse? Send for someone who
can.” When I made enquiries, I learnt that Saravana Mudali knew a little. He then showing his tongue said:
“Look at my tongue. The dryness of the tongue had also abated a little. I shall take some medicine.” I said:
“However it will be better to take the medicine prepared last night.”
“Of what use is it?” he averred and added: “Will a dying man recover merely by taking medicine or will he die
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by just not taking it? Let me see later on.” So saying he lay down. Later Chinna Mudali came at ten o’clock and
said,
“I shall leave my family outside and return. If a letter is given to me addressed to Chidambaranatha Pillai, it
can be given to him so that arrangements may be made on the way by his men or others, and I may return
tomorrow afternoon.” I reported this to Pillai. He said: “a letter might be written to Chidambaranatha Pillai
stating, you have paid no attention, in spite of my having sent many men to you. You may not see me hereafter.”
He told me to write such a peremptory letter and have it dispatched.
I wrote one and brought it to him for his signature. He got up and sat, ordered the two doors to be opened and
putting on his glasses, signed it, adding:
“This must be considered my last letter.”
I read the letter and wondered why he wrote so, and put it in a cover and gave it to Saravana Mudali to be
dispatched. Afterwards he fainted.
In the night at five naligai,\fn{Twenty-four; i.e., at 5:24, naligai being a time period (used mostly in astrology) of twenty-four
minutes:H} maharaja raja sri Pillai passed away.
Later Sonachala Pillai, nayinar,\fn{A police official} Ellachi the dubash of Leyrit, Alagappan, the son of Appu
Mudali, another son of Kandappan, Manna Perumal Mudali, Muchia Nambilu, Muthu Kumaran and other
members of our family gave bath to the body, performed the rituals, took the body in a palanquin and cremated
with sandal wood in keeraithottam. It was then about nine or ten o’clock.
Cannon balls were fired in large numbers from the battery in the sugarcane grove on that side. Many of those
who were in the town on that day besides those mentioned above visited the house. When Sami went and told M.
Leyrit of the death in the morning, he replied:
“Such was God’s will.”
He asked all of us to go away somehow this very day after the cremation. When the matter was reported to
MM Lally and Boyelleau, they expressed much sympathy. Then M. Leyrit, thinking that it was a critical occasion,
sent secretary Dulaurens and had the usual documents and accounts sealed. He came and reported his orders. We
showed him all the places where the accounts were kept and got them sealed. Sonachala Pillai brought food for
us. Sungu Seshachala Chetti came to meet and talk with Pillai and through him we sent word regarding the death
of Pillai to Chidambaranatha Pillai who was arranging the sepoys.
A white man climbed over the walls of the house and stole away the utensils that were kept at Manna Perumal
Mudali’s house. While the goods were being sent to the house of Sherwani, a cannon ball fired from the battery in
the liquor godown fell near the tower. Ramachandra Ayyan and Pappu Pillai of the tobacco godown did not come,
though they were in the town. They sailed away in a boat by night.
Tuesday, 13 January 1761
I gave one rupee each to the soldiers who came to cut down the coconut trees in my house and saw that with
the help of ropes in the house that they cut the trees so as not to let them fall on the house and damage it.
Wednesday, 14 January 1761
I went with the nayinar to the keeraithottam for the sanceyana\fn{The collecting of the bones of the corpse, the
fragments of which were used in a ritual performed the day after the cremation } and came back home after the obsequies.
Sonachala Pillai gave one thousand rupees in the presence of Colonel Coote\fn{ Col. Eyre Coote was the English officer
who captured Pondicherry after a siege on January 15} and Venkatachala Ayyan to get an exit pass. We decided to complete
the ceremonies in the evening with the help of Manna Perumal Mudali. Guns were supplied to the soldiers at eight
o’clock at the entrance near the garden of Asoka trees.
Thursday, 15 January 1761
When M. Leyrit was informed of these things, he said:
“You should not stay here any longer. We do not know what harm may result. Hence you must go away by any
means.”
I went and saw M. Lally and reported the death to him. He expressed much sympathy and said:
“There was nothing more to be done as such has been God’s will.” I said:
“We had stayed because he wanted us to stay, or we should have gone away much earlier, but now it is difficult
to go.” He replied:
“You need have no fear. We shall include a clause in the terms of capitulation for the Tamils to leave the town
safely. You may go without any misgivings.” I also met M. Guillard and Boyelleau and informed them about the
death of Ananda Ranga Pillai and got their sympathy. When I reported to them what happened at the fort, they
said:
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“It was no use trusting M. Lally.” Thinking that I could put no faith in the words of such men, I met and talked
to M. Veron in the presence of nayinar. He said:
“The cost of the boat was one hundred and fifty rupees and the hiring charges for it to be taken to
Tharangambadi was rupees four hundred and fifty rupees.”
I agreed and put rupees six hundred into the hands of nayinar. He received the money and said:
“Only two mariners were in town and sent word that he would fix up ten armed men in the evening along with
them for any contingency.”
I prepared everything for the journey and handed over the houses, all furniture items to M. Renault and gave
some money for expenses, left a boy at home and started with a bundle of diaries besides three or four swords and
daggers. I sent M. Boyelleau in advance and waited near the bastion to the south of the customs gate for the moon
to set.
As it was the tenth day of the bright fortnight of the month, I waited till twenty naligais and as soon as it
became dark, ten of us armed with weapons, fifteen sailors and two pattanavars\fn{Members of this subcaste of
fishermen} got into the boat. When the boat was pushed into the water, it would not go beyond the length of two
men owing to the drunkenness of the Europeans who pushed it. Later when pushed much water got into it. The
swords and daggers became wet. They came out of their sheath, fell down and obstructed the movement of the
people. In the tossings of the boat, people fell one upon another and all their clothes became drenched. The
bundles of the diary also became wet.
Finally the boat was washed ashore and the people attempted to get out of the boat one after another. All these
woes defy no description in words. Amidst these sufferings the day was dawning. With wet clothes and limbs we
came to the customs house near the shore, changed our clothes and refreshed a little ourselves with the provisions
we had taken with us, after rinsing our mouth with sea water. We rested a while. At four o’clock in the morning
some light was visible at the gate of the customs house and on closer look, we found men getting away from the
ditch after throwing gunpowder into the water there. The same evening, the priests of St. Paul’s church, Sesha
Iyer, M. Courtin and Dubois went to discuss the terms of capitulation with the English. We don’t know what will
happen in due course of time.
Friday, 16 January 1761
This morning when the gates were opened, we came back. Last evening after the suspension of hostilities, the
superior of St. Paul’s church, along with M. Courtin and Dubois went to Major Pigot and Colonel Coote to speak
about the capitulation of the fort and put forth the following terms: “As the soldiers have suffered greatly, they
should be imprisoned but kept under light guard and fed properly and taken back to Europe in ships. Monsieur
Lally and other officials of the Government would surrender. The belongings of the French residents, employees
and bourgeois should not be treated as loot. The Company’s articles alone are to be seized. No harm should be
done to the Tamil population of the town by resorting to a general loot. The fort was not to be demolished but to
be taken as a possession.”
Subject to the terms agreed upon, everything will be executed with the confirmation by the authorities in
Europe. The English expressed general consent and promised to act as per the wishes of M. Lally. They sent the
French away saying that they would meet M. Lally in due course of time.
I heard that thereupon the deputation returned to the town. In the morning at half past seven, Colonel Coote,
with two or three gentlemen accompanied by fifty mounted guards besides one hundred soldiers came. Having
posted the soldiers at the Villiyanallur gate, they entered the town with their horse. Then they posted the horseguards outside, entered the chamber of M. Lally within the Government House where he was relaxing on a cot.
Colonel Coote took his seat on a chair that was near. Both of them talked for a while and then came out and
approached M. Leyrit and the other Councilors who, properly attired with their swords, were present in the silverplated Council Chamber. After exchange of salutations M. Leyrit first drew his sword and surrendered it into the
hands of Colonel Coote who took it and then restored it to its owner saying that he might keep it.\fn{ From here to
the next entry is a lacunae of some eight months, probably accounted for by arrangements made by the diarist to remove from Pondicherry
to the town of Tharangambadi. He resumed his entries on September 16, and thereafter maintained it until April 15, 1781:H }

Wednesday, 16 September 1761
This morning I sent letters written down on paper and olai\fn{Palmyra leaf} through men to all those places such
as Chennapattanam, Sadurangapattanam, Puducheri, Cuddalore, Tirupapuliyur, Yenkatammalpettai, Sirkazhi and
Nagapattanam where our relatives lived. A reply has been received in connection with the letter written by
Muthappan to Chennapattanam which was sent through Venkata Pillai. It was mentioned that an undertaking
regarding the sale deed of the house and the promissory notes of Chennapattanam has to be sent. I gave the
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document and obtained a receipt for the same.
Friday, 18 September 1761
This day some merchants other than those who came to attend the death ceremony of Annasami came and
offered their condolences.
Wednesday, 23 September 1761
This evening Chidambaranatha Pillai from Venkatammalpettai, our Muthu Sambasiva Pillai, Puncholai Pillai,
son of Mechiya Pillai, some women and others came here in two horses.
Thursday: 15 October 1761
This day I wrote and sent letters to Muthumalla Reddy, Muthu Venkatarama Reddy, Kulasegaram Venkata
Narayanappayar, Rajagopala Nayakkan, Sakkulu Nayakkan and Ramanji Pundit regarding the death of Annasami
through my son and son-in-law. I also sent letters to Muthu Mallan and Tirupalli Krishna Pillai.
Monday, 19 October 1761
This day liquor godown Tirupalli Krishna Pillai, Kanda Pillai’s brother known as Chennapattanam
Venkatachala Pillai whose brother Velu Pillai’s wife besides the wife of Ramana Pillai came here in the evening
from the palayam\fn{Literally, the armed camp, the domain over which the Palayakkars ruled } of Chengazhunirpattu. The
Puducheri dubash, Ella Pillai’s uncle’s son Ramanathan, said the following:
“In the month of Purattasi, on the 25 th, (7th October) Wednesday evening, M. Leyrit and other prisoners
embarked on an English ship bound for England which on reaching Puducheri, hoisted a white flag. In a long boat
M. Leyrit and two others came to the southern side of the fort and at the sand dunes of uppalam they landed and
waited there until twenty buffaloes could be loaded. Then the ship sailed away from the place.”
Friday, 30 October 1761
Valudavur simai,\fn{Territory} located in Madukarai nadu, from where came the son of Ramu Reddy, this day
conveyed his condolences over the death of Annasami and proceeded to Erukattancheri.
Sunday, 1 November 1761
This morning Samarayar, who had obtained lease-imposed penalty on the tenants at Chidambaram and
Thiruvadigai for causing damage to the land during their occupation, … sent a letter to me through a messenger
from Parangipettai expressing his grief over the death of Annasami. Narasingarayar also sent his letter to me and
expressed condolences.
I have been asked to draft a letter in connection with the arrears of payments due to Samarayar. Namasivayam
sent an olai to me, and it was written there that the problem in respect of Muthappa Mudali, who continued to live
in the house that belonged to us, was dragging on, and he does not listen to anyone who attempted to solve the
issue and therefore it was suggested to send a letter to Samarayar. I wrote and sent a letter to Narasingarayan and
Namasivaya Mudali through a messenger.
Tuesday, 3 November 1761
Until now the monthly rites of Sri Ananda Ranga Pillai had been performed by Annasami and that now he had
passed away, we conducted it through Ciranjivi Ayyasami. Subba Sastri brought me from Chinna Nayakkar of
Nagapattanam a letter which contained some news. A letter was also brought by him for Kanda Pillai.
Sunday, 22 November 1761
This evening the arrears of amounts to be paid to Namasivaya Mudali of Parangipettai and amil Kandappa
Pillai had been settled. Upon verification of records I had written letters to them. This is a copy of the original
letter written to Chidambaranatha Pillai by me this evening:
To the most virtuous, full of Goddess Lakshmi’s presence, the most faithful, Sri Chidambaranatha Pillai.
By the grace of your kindness, Vazarathuaraya Vijaya Ananda Rangappa Thiruvengadam writes on the 11th instant
of the year Vrisha.
Ciranjivi Ayyasami and the other elders and youngsters here are keeping well. The letter written to me conveying
the regards and enquiring the welfare of all and the important developments mentioned therein had been received by us.
We have noted the contents. Further we are extremely delighted to know that on the third instant you had reached
Venkatammalpettai safely and in the presence of Samarayar, the nayinar had agreed to do everything as before. I
cordially write that we would be in a position in the near future to agree to do anything as done in the past. Therefore
write to all of our relatives and also regarding the things needed from our end.

Friday, 11 December 1761
This evening when the Governor of Tharangambadill came to the garden, I sent through Appavu two large
glass candelabras. The Governor received [them]\fn{ The text has it} joyfully and exchanged his compliments.
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Saturday, 19 December 1761
This morning I sent letters through Vaithi, our gardener from Thiruvengadapuram. The details are as follows: A
letter to Pulukatchi Namasivaya Mudali of Parangipettai, another to agraharam Annava Iyer, another to
Venkatachalam, another to Mathur palayam Ella Mudali the teacher. A letter was also sent to Pappuchathiram
Narayanappa Iyer in connection with the manyams and another letter enquiring the health of Bommayapalayam
Balayya Swami.
This evening the Governor of Tharangambadi and also the Mayor had come to a garden near my house and
they watched how fishing was being undertaken in the tank. I went and wished the Governor and also the Mayor.
Both of them reciprocated with great pleasure. We spoke for an hour on worldly affairs and they returned to the
fort. I came to my house.
Tuesday, 22 December 1761
This morning I sent Venkatarayar to express my condolences over the death of Asariyar’s wife who had passed
away the same month, on Sunday the 9th instant. I sent also a … of Bengal to be given to him.
Saturday, 2 January 1762
This morning at eight o’clock while proceeding from Poraiyar to the fort of Tharangambadi, I went and met
Gusevoire, the Deputy Governor. He stood up and wished me requesting me to be seated. He said:
“You {the Tamils from Puducheri and the French) have been permitted to stay here.” I replied:
“According to the will of God we should live wherever it was destined. Nothing happens as per our wish.” He
said:
“Whatever best I could do from my side I shall do and you are most welcome any time,” and he added, “You
are our man.”
Then I went and met the secretary, the priests of St. Paul’s church and other Frenchmen who lived there and
the wife of M. Barthelemy. Having exchanged my greetings I decided to leave for Poraiyar. I wanted to meet M.
Fevrier but he was not there in his house. I then reached Poraiyar.
Sunday, 31 January 1762
This day in the afternoon, I sent Mutha Pillai to invite Kanda Pillai, Chidambaranatha Pillai and Nannachi
from Chidambaram for the death anniversary of Sri Ranga Pillai the next day. I sent Appavu and Rajagopalan to
Erukattancheri to invite Thiruvengadatha Pillai, Kandappa Mudali, Appu Mudali, Periyanna Mudali,
Thandavaraya Pillai and the nayinar. They sent word that they would arrive at sunrise.
Monday, 1 February 1762
This day being the death anniversary of Sri Ranga Pillai Nannachi, Ponnachi, Kanda Pillai and
Chidambaranatha Pillai arrived at sunrise. At ten naligai Vandavasi Thiruvengadatha Pillai with his son, Appu
Mudaliar and Thirvambala Mudaliar arrived. Kasthuri Nayakkan, the palayakkarar[fn{Chief} of the southern
territory sent rice and vegetables. We began the ceremonies at eleven o’clock. We gave earring, turban etc., to
seven individuals and the ceremony lasted up to sixteen naligai. Then we offered gifts to the Brahmins and also to
the dikshithars and employees who had come here. At eighteen naligai we all ate food and distributed sandal
paste, flowers and thambulam to all those who wanted to depart. In the evening Thiruvengadatha Pillai, Appu
Mudali and nayinar left. In the night we presented a turban to Gopalasamy, other employees, Narayana Sastri and
to the people from the agraharams of Thiruvengadapuram and Mangammalpuram who departed in the night.
Tuesday, 2 February 1762
This morning Chidambaranatha Pillai and Nannachi decided to go to Venkatammalpettai and so left for
Kottupalayam to deal with some affairs there promising to return before sunrise.
Wednesday, 10 February 1762
This day I wrote and sent letters through Paanan, the brother-in-law of liquor godown Venkatesa Pillai to M.
Chevalier Dumont who had just landed at Goa sailing from Mauritius to serve in the army of Mysore with M.
Huguel who is the head of the troops and also to the Bishop Lourenço.
This is a copy of the letter dated 25 th July 1761 written by M. Desforges Boucher to M. Moracin from Isle de
France, received at Tharangambadi on the 10th of February 1762.
Monsieur
M. le Chevalier de Mouhi, qui passe aux Indes sur une expédition particulière dans le dessein de se rendre à la côte
de Coromandel, se charge de vous faire parvenir la présente. Je souhaite plus que je n’espère que vous la receviez
incessamment. Les deux bots qu’a expédiés de Negapatam le sieur Dumon ont eu le bonheur de se rendre ici. Nous
avons été vivement touchés d’apprendre la prise de Pondichéry que, selon tout ce que nous apprenons de l’Inde, n’eût
jamais dû tomber en la puissance de nos ennemis. L’ouragan du 27 Janvier 1760 avoit causé tant de dommage à notre
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escadre que Mr le comte d’Aché s’est trouvé hors d’état de sortir du port pour aller, avec une forte escadre, secourir
cette importante place, et six vaisseaux, selon moi, eussent suffi en janvier dernier, si ce général avoit voulu suivre mes
avis en allant seulement se montrer à la côte comme le Conseil l’en avo it sommé en octobre 1760. Il ne l’a pas voulu
faire et tout est perdu. Nos généraux de terre et de mer auront de furieux comptes à rendre. Mr d’Aché a repassé en
France, l’année dernière sur la frégate la Diligente. Mr d’Ee guille et les officiers de la marine du Roy sont rappelés. Ce
chef d’escadre est remplacé par Mr le chevalier de St. Georges, chef d’escadre, qui est arrivé icy sur la frégate la
Fidèle. Quatre vaisseaux de 60 à 74 pièces de canon nous sont annoncés. Le Vaillant, qui en est un, vient d’arriver. Le
Bertin est attendu à chaque instant et les deux autres le suivent de près. Tous nos vaisseaux échoués dans l’ouragan sont
relevés et armés, et Mr de St. Georges se dispose avec toute la diligence possible à paroitre incessamment aux Indes
dans une posture respectable et nous nous fIattons tous que les ennemis ne jouiront pas longtems du fruit de leurs
conquêtes. Le Roy ayant révoqué tous les pouvoirs de Mr de Lally, sa Majesté a jugé à propos de m’envoyer les
provisions de gouverneur en son nom, en me donnant Ie commandement général. Ainsi, il n’y aura dorénavant aucune
discussion entre les généraux. Mr de St. Georges et moi travaillons de concert avec le zèle que doivent avoir des bons
citoyens pour réparer nos pertes, à quoi nous espérons parvenir sous peu. Il est bien essentiel, Mr, que les François qui
occupent encore la forteresse de Gingi et celIe de Tiagat s’y soutiennent jusqu’à l’arrivée de notre escadre sur laquelle
il s’embarquera plusieurs bataillons des troupes du Roy qui sont déjè rendus ici. Mr de Bussy est arrivé à Paris en
bonne santé. Le Roy l’a fait maréchal de camp, et je crois que vous entendrez bientôt parler de lui. Soutenez, Mr, nos
bons François dans leur disgrâce. Vous êtes plus propre que personne à les [sic] leur faire supporter par la confiance
qu’ils ont en vous. Assurez les que leur sort va bientôt changer de [?]. Vous recevrez incessamment des avis plus
détaillérs. Nous sommes icy dans une assés bonne position en tout genre pour désirer plustôt que de craindre la visite
des ennemis et suis, Mr, etc.

Thursday, 4 March 1762
The details of the letters that I wrote and sent through Ramanji Pundit are as follows: A letter to Samarayar, the
amil\fn{Collector of land revenue} of Chidambaram to pay 200 pagodas in cash; a letter to Devara Pillai, the
nattar\fn{Headman of a caste} of Chidambaram; a letter to Venkatarayar the nattar of Bhuvanagiri simai; a letter to
Janardhanam Pundit of Parangipettai to pay 100 pagodas; a letter to Kanu Mudali to pay 800 rupees towards
purchase of a horse; a letter to Viswanatha nayinar of Poondamalli to pay 300 pagodas; a letter to Mohaideen
Sahib of Mylapore for the arrears due to me.
These details have been obtained from the diary bundles of the year Vrisha, in the month of Masi. A sum of
400 rupees towards transport expenses and a loan bond of rupees 1500 had been given to Ramanji Pundit.
Chennapattanam accounts were also sent with.
Monday, 12 April 1762
This day being the death anniversary of the elder paternal aunt, Ciranjivi Ayyasami and others came to
Poraiyar. After the ceremonies, took meals in the afternoon and we decided to go to the fort in the evening. The
palayakkarar of the southern territory from Nagapattanam who came here at this time brought a letter from
Vandavasi Thiruvengadatha Pillai. It was said in it that Thiruvengadatha Pillai had met M. Huguel and exchanged
regards. M.Huguel asked him where I was residing. He replied that I lived at Poraiyar and Huguel said that he
would come to Poraiyar to meet me. Many other things were also written in the same letter. In the evening
Ciranjivi Ayyasami, Kanda Pillai and I reached the fort.
Tuesday, 20 April 1762
Today being the sanceyana day of my mother (Kalathiammal), we observed all the rites in the house.
Necessary items for performing sanceyana were brought when all the people assembled. We went out and the
ceremonies were held. We returned home and took bath. In the afternoon we took meals with all our relatives. At
nineteen naligai turban was offered. Areca nuts and betel leaves were distributed when everyone departed.
This day I heard the news that a Frenchman had arrived yesterday at Nagapattanam. I should ascertain the
news and write down the details.
Thursday, 22 April 1762
This day I heard the news that the ship that arrived yesterday afternoon had loaded some bales of textiles and
left in the evening. I have to ascertain it.
I sent an olai informing the death of my mother to all our relatives. In connection with this expenditure I asked
some money and sent letters to Ramanji Pundit, Muthu Venkatarama Reddy, Muthu Kavarai Chetti and
Madukarai Ramu Reddy.
Saturday, 22 May 1762
This day Surappa Mudaliar came and invited me to attend the betrothal ceremony of his brother-in-law and the
daughter of Nayinathai Mudali. Hence I went to his house in the night and the terms were discussed. The marriage
expenses of the bridegroom’s party and the bride’s party were respectively fixed at one hundred and eighty
pagodas and two hundred pagodas. In front of the congregation assembled there, ornaments and jewels meant for
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the bride were given by the family members of the bridegroom. No other important news was heard by me.
Wednesday, 26 May 1762 Chitrabhanu
This day in the afternoon a ship anchored at the port of Tharangambadi after hoisting the English flag. Seven
gun salutes were fired from the vessel and in return seven gun salutes were fired from the fort. This ship belonged
to the English and it came from Bengal to Chennapattanam and it came here to load iron.
Monday, 31 May 1762
This day I heard that a Dutch vessel had arrived at Colombo from Batavia within fifteen days, and that there
were twelve English ships at Thirukonamalai and the French warships would reach before the month of ani. As
the English had been friendly with the Kingdom of Kandy,\fn{ In Sri Lankh} there was possibility of a war between
them and the Dutch, and the Dutch were waiting for the arrival of the French ships.

† A group of Kandyan Rate Mahatmaya with J. P. Lewis, the British Government Agent, in 1905 †
Wednesday, 2 June 1762
This day I heard the following news: A loan of 20,000 rupees seems to have been arranged for Ramalinga
Pillai and Modave. After receiving the authority of the forces of Mysore, Ramalinga Pillai agreed to provide an
advance of 50,000 rupees in return for obtaining the office of Arumpathail. Ramalinga Pillai had invited Modave
for a discussion to negotiate the terms. Modave is planning to undertake the journey since he is in dire need of
money. This news was reported to me by Chinnaya Pillai.
Saturday, 5 June 1762
This day I heard that a sum of 2000 rupees has been paid to M. Modave to make the arrangements for a
commandant and sepoys. Four days earlier presents had been given in this connection to Ramalinga Pillai.
Nothing else was heard by me this day.
Sunday, 6 June 1762
This day I heard that one Englishman with ten sepoys came yesterday to the fort of Tharangambadi and asked
the French prisoners to come to Chennapattanam. They replied:
“Well, we would come only if our arrears of salaries for the six months are paid to us.” Afterwards some
Europeans went to Divukottai and some sepoys were posted on guard duty. Some men were posted at Achalpuram
while others on the banks of river Kollidam and at … chavadi. No untoward incident took place on the way.
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Tuesday, 15 June 1762
This day I heard that two days ago, M. Marchand with two soldiers and some inhabitants had left Tharangambadi in the night.
Wednesday, 16 June 1762
Yesterday M. Latour came and informed me that the English had asked the French to come to Chennapattanam. As he and other Frenchmen should not continue to stay here (Tharangambadi) I have today written to
Thanjavur to obtain necessary orders for them to stay there.
Sunday, 20 June 1762
This day I heard, that on Friday evening there appeared a ship in front of the port of Nagapattanam and the
officer in the Dutch fort hoisted a flag and watched it through a telescope, and the flag of the ship was not visible.
In the evening the ship approached the shore and the flag was hoisted and it anchored in the port at night. After
sunrise, the ship had the English flag and it was said that it had come to take the Englishmen who lived under
Dutch protection. There was a dispute over the matter of sending the Englishmen and it was argued whether the
Dutch Governor could provide security for those English soldiers who had deserted the army. However the
English soldiers were not let out.
Monday, 21 June 1762
This day I wrote and sent letters to Chokkalinga Nayakkar in Thanjavur and deputed Swami Iyengar for the
purpose since M. Latour, the Junior had asked me to obtain orders for the French to reside at Thanjavur.
Tuesday, 22 June 1762
This day I heard that a Portuguese ship that had kaffirs on board from Mozambique bound for Goa touched
Mauritius. Letters were sent to the French in the Mysore forces and these bundles were obtained by M. Huguel
through two harkaras. He arranged for the dispatch of the same to Nagapattanam. While the men were nearing
Kaveripumpattinam, the English sepoys captured these messengers and took the bundles of letters five days ago. I
should ascertain the news. It was said that the brother of M. Modave came and he was captured by the English. As
the letters were written in French language, the English may not understand and they will get no news.
Sunday, 11 July 1762
This day I heard that Pragasam who traded with Goa had spread some false news in Nagapattanam about the
arrival of the French and at the instance of the English who reported the matter to the Dutch Governor in
Nagapattanam, he was seized and given two hundred or three hundred lashes. But I found on enquiry that the
news was false and incorrect.
Monday, 12 July 1762
This day I heard that Mir Sayyed Khan of Velur imprisoned in Arcot a month ago had escaped along with the
men who were his appointed guards, and that he proceeded to Sathukkadai and then to Hyder Ali’s camp. After
having an interview with Hyder Ali, he proceeded to meet Basalat Jung and requested help to fight against the
English.
Tuesday, 13 July 1762
News came to me this day to the effect that Venkatarayar, the amil of Villupuram who had been taken to
Arkadu, was fettered in his legs under the orders of the Nawab, and that Ayyana Sastri was appointed the
amildhar of Villupuram with strict instructions to collect the dues left by his predecessor to the tune of one lakh
and thirty thousand rupees, and that Ayyana Sastri was accordingly placed in charge of it, and that Venkatarayan
was kept in confinement within the temple at Tiruvamathur and that his house and other properties were
distrained, and 8000 oxen and 80,000 kalams of paddy appropriated by the amildhar, and that from other places
40,000 kalams of paddy could be obtained. Thus in all it was said that the dues from the amildhar would amount
to one lakh and thirty thousand rupees.
Wednesday, 14 July 1762
I heard this day that Samarayar had been to Arkadu and that towards the arrears to the tune of one lakh and
fifty thousand rupees till the month of adi, he paid sixty thousand as tribute and agreed to pay the balance of
ninety thousand later. He left the place and reached Chidambaram via Thiruvadigai, Venkatammalpettai and
Parangipettai.
Friday, 16 July 1762
This day the ship that arrived from Denmark to Tharangambadi sailed for Bengal.
Tuesday, 20 July 1762
This is what I heard today. Last night in the fort of Tharangambadi near … church, a play was enacted and it
was watched by the Governor and others. The following persons acted in the play and donned the role of different
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characters: The King was the brother of Barlam. The Prime Minister was Paranjothi. The second minister was the
son of Gnanapragasam. The third minister was Arulanandam. The fourth minister was Malayappan, the son of
fisherman Savari. The commandant of the army was Devappan, the son of Barlam. The captain was Sandhu, the
son of fisherman Savari. The servant was Innaci Muthu. Among the five peasants who acted in the play included
Savarirayan, the brother of Aliya Barlam, Deivayyan etc., and the others included ten or fifteen minor characters.
All the expenses were shared equally by Barlam, David and some others.
Thursday, 29 July 1762
This day being the festival of Adiperukku, people went in groups to have a bath on the banks of river Kaveri
and its tributaries. No other important news was heard by me.
Sunday, 1 August 1762
I heard this day that the English soldiers had left Chidambaram to Cuddalore and from thence sailed away in
four vessels.
Monday, 2 August 1762
I heard this morning that a ship landed at Nagapattanam from Europe, and two others were coming behind,
that this ship would set sail to Pazhaverkadu. News would have come in the present ship regarding the French
ships that would shortly arrive.
Sunday, 8 August 1762
This day I heard that M. Dulaurens is going to Nagapattanam. Further a sloop was getting ready at Tharangambadi. M. Porcher … embarked for Mauritius in the night.
Tuesday, 9 August 1762
I was this day given to understand that after the conclusion of the Treaty in Thanjavur, the Raja sent envoys
with gifts of elephants, horses and valuables to Tiruchirapalli and asked Mohammed Ali to accept the presents. As
he declined to receive them, the gifts meant for Major Pigot for assistance rendered in signing the treaty had been
taken away by the envoys. As they reached the town of Chennapattanam horsemen were sent by the English
Governor to bring Mohammed Ali. It was reported later that Mohammed Ali would reach Chennapattanam in a
couple of days, and that while at Tiruchirapalli Mohammed Ali resorted to forced collection of money from the
people.
Tuesday, 10 August 1762
This day I heard that after the arrival of the Dutch vessel recently at Nagapattanam no definite news has been
received. But soon after the arrival of the ship, the Dutch Council met every day in the morning from eight to
twelve and in the afternoon it began at two and concluded at seven. Thus for eight to ten days the Dutch Council
held session and one day M. Modave was summoned. It is said that the Dutch were very active and they have
started collecting the arrears of payment due to the Dutch Company, giving up even their own private work
temporarily. The Dutch also announced that no merchants should complain of any business loss that might arise,
on account of the orders of the Dutch Council at Nagapattanam. The recently arrived vessel is said to have
brought in large quantities of gunpowder, bullets and muskets. The Frenchmen in the town felt reassured that
ships would arrive within ten or fifteen days, if not after the month of thai, the ships may not come. On enquiry it
is learnt that orders had come to Nagapattanam from Holland to attend to nothing but the business of the Dutch
Company.
Wednesday, 11 August 1762
Tonight, a kuravanji\fn{A kind of dramatic poem} composed by vidwan Malaiappan on St. David, i.e., the patron
saint of the son being brought up by Chinna Mudaliar, was performed. In the car street of Poraiyar the programme
was held with make-up and it commenced at eleven o’clock and lasted till half past four. Announcements were
given to the people of Erukattancheri and Poraiyar. We were also informed. In the agraharam, fifty or sixty
Brahmins were given dinner on this day. Other invitees for dinner included Bhoomiyappa Mudaliar, son of
Periyanna Mudaliar, son of Appu Mudaliar, Venkatachala Pillai, the son of Thiruvengadatha Pillai’s brother,
Thiruvambala nayinar who was brought up by Sami Periyanna nayinar besides some Christians like Barlam and
Savarimuthu. Everyone watched the kuravanji and all the performers were offered turbans.
Thursday, 12 August 1762
This day I heard the news that as per the terms and conditions, the Raja of Thanjavur had promised to pay a
total of twenty lakhs of rupees to the Nawab. Seven lakhs of rupees had fallen arrears during the current year and
that the balance amount pertained to the previous years. A sum of forty thousand rupees was agreed to be paid
immediately. The Nawab insisted for the payment of twenty lakhs for two years. Major Pigot, the English
Governor has been requested to finalise the terms and conditions. A vakil had also gone to Chennapattanam in this
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connection. The English were amply rewarded by the Raja for making the Nawab accept the Raja’s terms.
Monday, 16 August 1762
This day I heard the news that Vaiyapuri Pillai, the investigator of the palayakkarar of the northern territory
resorted to the sale of paddy at night without paying tax. So Seshachala Chetti and Muthaya Pillai informed the
Governor about it and the Governor became furious. He ordered that Vaiyapuri Pillai be given lashes, his ears
mutilated and driven away. The palayakkarar pleaded with the Governor not to treat Vaiyapuri Pillai so
humiliatingly. But the Governor asked:
“Why should he be permitted to live here?”
Tuesday, 18 August 1762
This day I write what Mannan had reported to me four days ago.
“There were six or seven English ships in the roadstead of Chennapattanam. White soldiers, sepoys, servants
and palanquin bearers numbering in all two hundred were taken on board the vessel. Ten palanquins were also
taken along with them. Their destination was not known. New houses were being constructed at Mudaliarpet,
Saram, Pakkamudayanpet, Kosapalayam and other villages around Pondicherry with the support of the agents of
Kandappa Mudali and Periyanna Mudali. Kanakasabai Mudali was roaming around the streets and had obtained
Murungapakkam on lease and had appointed his brother-in-law Mannappa Mudali to oversee the cultivation.
Kanakasabai Mudali was moving about on a horse obtained from Aceh. As he had ten men in his service he was
cutting trees and removing the good stones from the road side collecting them at Murungapakkam and storing
them in his house. There were some who secretly did such things but now this happens in broad day light.”
Sunday, 22 August 1762
Kuppan Iyengar who accompanied Swami Iyengar to meet Chokkalinga Nayakkan came and reported that no
peace treaty had yet been concluded between Mohammed Ali and the Raja of Thanjavur and there was no news
from Chennapattanam suggestive of a final settlement, and that Mohammed Ali had left Tiruchirapalli, seven or
eight days ago for Chennapattanam and that he would soon reach the place.
Monday, 23 August 1762
This day Seshachala Chetti, the merchant of Tharangambadi purchased fifty guns from the Danish Governor
and sent twenty-five to the Raja of Thanjavur.
Tuesday, 24 August 1762
I heard the news this day that the guns sent by Seshachala Chetti to Thanjavur were seized by the English
sepoys stationed beyond Thillayadi and that the latter had sent them to Karaikal, and that men had been sent by
Seshachala Chetti to Thanjavur to report the happenings to the Raja and when informed, the Danish Governor of
Tharangambadi had decided not to interfere in the matter as the seizure was not effected within his jurisidction
but was done in the kingdom of the Raja of Thanjavur.
Friday, 10 September 1762
This day I heard the news that the guns earlier taken from Nagapattanam to Thanjavur were captured and taken
to Karaikal. They had now been transported to Chennapattanam. In this connection the Raja of Thanjavur
dispatched a letter to Chennapattanam and so the guns were ordered to be sent to Thanjavur and they found their
way to Chidambaram via Cuddalore. This day the death ceremony of Chinnaya Pillai was conducted.
Saturday, 12 September 1762
This day I heard the news that a quarrel broke out between Barlam, the brother-in-law of Saminatha Pillai, and
one Christian mason called Sathiyanathan. They beat each other, and then went and reported to the Governor of
Tharangambadi. On hearing it, the Governor got angry and said: “This has been always their business,” and
ordered ten lashes to be given to each of them and they were driven out.
Thursday, 16 September 1762
This day I heard that the Governor of Nagapattanam wrote a letter and sent it through a Brahmin inviting the
son of Sakkulu Nayakkan. It is said that his appointment to the post of nayinar has been communicated through a
letter received from Batavia. An acceptance letter regarding the appointment has to be sent in reply. The son of
Sakkulu Nayakkan said: “He would come if all the councilors could send a letter duly signed.” As the place was
very far away he was not interested. The son of Sakkulu Nayakkan came to the house of Anaikudi Saminatha
Pillai in Poraiyar. In that connection the Brahmin sent a message to enquire about it.
Saturday, 18 September 1762
This day I heard that a ship from Batavia had arrived at Nagapattanam and it came via the port of Colombo by
touching there. I should ascertain the news. Further a sloop of a Portuguese merchant had come here and it
brought rose water and other cargoes. The vessel arrived because the owner of the ship had been residing here. As
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he was at Parangipettai, they sent men to inform him. The goods will be unloaded after his arrival.
Sunday, 19 September 1762
This day Kesavaperumal Pillai came from Nagapattanam to Tharangambadi. He brought for the Dutch Governor, mirror and other goods that were available with the French here. All these goods were loaded in a boat and
sent to Nagapattanam. In the afternoon he came and had meals with us and in the night left for Erukattancheri.
Sunday, 26 September 1762
This day I heard the news that Chinnappayan had sent word from Nagapattanam that he would be here within
five or six days for the festival. Today is Mahanavamrs festival, but I did not celebrate it.
Monday, 27 September 1762
A sloop that had left Europe nine months ago reached the port of Tharangambadi today. As it anchored, a
salute of eleven guns was fired from the vessel and in return the same number of shots were fired from the fort.
The captain of the ship embarked.
Further Chinnappayan, the son of Sakkulu Nayakkan had asked me to place order for making new boxes for
coffee and snuff. He paid me nine pagodas in cash. The required quantity of silver was also sent by him. Each ser
had one and a half varahan weight. The cost of melting amounted to one and a half kasu. Including the labor
charges for making, it amounted to nine pagodas. I dispatched all the three items to him through Manariyappan
who was sent by him. Today being Vijayadasami, the deity at Poraiyar was taken out in procession for parivettai.
The man who came from Thanjavur to collect the rent here was accompanied by forty gunners, while
Seshachala Chetti rode on a horse and his son came in a palanquin. They reached his chavadi at Poraiyar.
Accompanied by the same entourage the man went to the fort.
Thursday, 30 September 1762
Eight days ago Arunagiri and a Muslim accompanied by ten sepoys came to Poraiyar from Thanjavur to collect
rent. They arrived at the chavadi of Seshachala Chetti where they were given a reception with band and music and
taken inside the fort. On entry into the fort of Tharangambadi, forty or fifty sepoys went in advance to receive
them. When they met the Governor, five gun salutes were fired and two yards of broadcloth was presented. The
Danes made their annual payment as usual and sent them away. In connection with the leasing of Karaikal,
Swamy Iyengar, the son of Sesha Iyengar took letters of recommendation to the English Governor from
Thirumalairaya Iyer, Narasingarayan and the nattars.
Tuesday, 5 October 1762
This day I heard that a play was enacted at night in the village of Sathangudi that fell within Tharangambadi
jurisdiction.
Wednesday, 6 October 1762
This morning the funeral of the wife of Latour the Junior took place. Therefore I sent Appavu to convey our
condolences and at that time M. Latour presented him the dog which his wife cared for so much. He requested
Appavu not to gift it to anyone. Appavu told me that the sorrow of Latour knew no bounds.
Further I heard that on the day of Vijayadasami, one Englishman and Koppu Venkatarayan had come from
Chennapattanam. I shall ascertain the fact and record it.
Thursday, 7 October 1762
This day I heard that Periyanna Mudali had passed away in Erukattancheri at twelve o’clock in the night. I
went in the afternoon there and expressed my condolences to them and returned home in the evening. I proceeded
to the lodge where Chinnappayan, the son of Sakkulu Nayakkan had stayed for about four naligai in the night.
After speaking to him, I returned home.
Friday. 8 October 1762
This evening in front of the port of Tharangambadi there appeared three ships and they sailed towards the
southern direction. It was said that these ships belonged to the English. Gun salutes were fired from the ships at
ten naligai in the night and we heard it. This day the ceremony of sanceyana for Periyanna Mudaliar was
conducted, during which new turbans were given to the sons and they wore [them] in the family function held at
night.
Saturday, 9 October 1762
This day I heard that the English ship which sailed yesterday is stationed at the port of Vanchiyur.
Friday, 15 October 1762
It was said that after paying money, Chinnappayan purchased 200 guns at the fort of Tharangambadi in the
night and kept it under the custody of the palayakkarar of the southern territory.
Saturday, 23 October 1762
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This day it was reported that Surappa Mudaliar who had taken on lease the selling rights of tobacco in
Tharangambadi had made huge profits last year. He and his relatives residing here had to pay the tax for the same
and therefore were going to the shore. While we were talking, the accounts were verified and they paid the tax as
prescribed in the order.
Sunday, 24 October 1762
Today, in the morning a sloop came to Tharangambadi from Bengal. As she approached the shore, a salute of
nine guns was fired from the vessel. In return, a salute of nine guns was fired from the fort. It brought news to the
effect that the English were strong in Bengal, and that they and the Muslims had not come to terms and that the
latter were preventing the English in the several factories to engage in trade.
Further, Sandhu, the son of Sonachala Pillai and a servant under M. Modave had sent an alai from
Nagapattanam to my address through Rangappan. It was written in the alai that events of great importance are
going to happen. It placed on record and I might learn the same narrated by Royappan by word of mouth. The
latter told me that fifteen (French) ships had come to Mauritius; and that gentlemen and soldiers landed in large
numbers. Earlier four ships were reported to have been found off the Cape. Another ship came to … and the news
was communicated from there. Some English ships were captured and the letters were not distributed to anyone.
M. Modave and others were very happy after the receipt of this news.
Tuesday, 26 October 1762
This day Chinnaya Pillai said that Periyanna Mudali passed away and Chokkappa Mudali who came to express
his grief said that the daughters of the deceased being minor it was decided that he would be the guardian in all
connected matters.
Wednesday, 27 October 1762
This day I heard that it was decided in the Danish Council in Tharangambadi that the Company would pay to
the French five hundred rupees per mensem for those who are not prisoners to meet their expenses and that such
persons were invited and payment was disbursed. Further in the night at eleven o’clock a gun shot was fired to
indicate that the anchor of the sloop was lost. Immediately another anchor was sent.
Thursday, 28 October 1762
Today the son of fisherman Savariappan, the dubash of Sonachala Pillai and a servant under M. Modave from
Nagapattanam called on me and said as follows:
“Out of the twenty-two ships that left Mauritius, eighteen vessels have proceeded to Manila. The other four
ships were stationed off Point of Galle (in Sri Lanka). While they were drifting in the sea they chanced to see the
French vessel named Le Felin which had been formerly captured by the English during the siege of Pondicherry
while on its return voyage from Melaka with merchandise. This vessel was captured by the French captain. In the
same way, the English vessel named … which formerly belonged to the French carrying wine to Pondicherry was
captured by the English at Tharangambadi while now on its return voyage from Basra was captured by the
French. The two English ships that left Point … and bound to Chennapattanam were captured by them. Two ships
engaged in trade belonging to English merchants were also captured. The frigate called Le Fidele in which M.
Modave came earlier had sailed off again to Mauritius.
News came that twelve ships and three frigates from France had arrived at Mauritius on 20 August. One
English ship was seized that sailed to Bombay from Chennapattanam. So in all eight English ships have been
captured. The twelve (French) ships and one frigate were stationed off Point Galle. This news and letters were
received at Kozhikodu and the French officials there sent the letters to M. Modave in Goa where it was said that
ships from France had come to Mauritius.
Further, Ramalinga Pillai had executed a bond for two thousand rupees in favor of Sowrirayan. The latter
handed over the bond to Tiburce and made an agreement with him to receive payment on his behalf and he should
take a certain amount towards expenses and pay the balance. Tiburce then proceeded to Nagapattanam with the
bond and asked Ramalinga Pillai for the money. The latter pleaded that he had nothing on hand. The matter was
then reported to the durai (Governor) in Nagapattanam who called them and enquired. Ramalinga Pillai replied
that the Company owed him a large amount of money and there were documents authenticating the same, besides
that he had other outstandings and he had nothing on hand at that time. It was then said that Ramalinga Pillai was
spending money for forty or fifty persons who were his men and therefore asked why could he not pay at least
some part of his debts. Money could be recovered from him if he is imprisoned. M. Tiburce met M. Modave and
said, he himself was going to arrest Ramalinga Pillai and M. Modave should not object to it. The latter promised
to consider the matter and give a definite answer later.
After some time Sonachala Pillai was called and asked to confirm the arrest of Ramalingam. He said that he
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was only waiting for the opportunity. Tiburce said that he would arrest Ramalingam and recover the dues then.
After informing the Governor, Ramalinga Pillai was imprisoned and confined in the house of palayakkarar. He
abused Sonachala Pillai and said that he cannot escape. Sonachala Pillai on hearing this news reported the matter
to M. Modave. He further informed that the prisoner was being allowed to go home to have his food and do things
as he chose. If this situation continues, it would not induce him to clear his debts and [I?] requested that orders
should be issued for food to be supplied to him in the prison itself and for preventing outsiders to go and talk with
him. M. Modave thereupon sent for Sonachala Pillai and passed orders to that effect. The palayakkarar was also
similarly instructed and was required to comply with the orders.
Ramalinga Pillai petitioned to the Council that Vinayagam should pay him one lakh rupees and that there was
a document signed by him for the same. He reported the same to the Governor saying that the amount might be
recovered from Vinayagam and all his debts be cleared. It was not possible to know from Vinayagam how matters
would end. M. Modave requested for a loan of two thousand pagodas from Sonachala Pillai. The latter swore that
he had nothing else other than the diamond eauing worn by him and the jewels of his wife, estimated at one
hundred and fifty varahans. When he was again pressed for the same, he said that he was worth nothing and
offered to dip his hand into a vessel of boiling ghee. He said that he and Kandappan’s brother had come to take
some textiles and if they could be sold they would do so if circumstances permitted.
Friday, Saturday & Sunday, 29,30 & 31 October 1762
I did not hear any news these days, but heavy rain lashed out every day. For the past fifteen days it had been
raining and especially during the last two days it rained heavily.
Monday, 1 November 1762
This day there was heavy rain accompanied by gusty winds from the east. A cyclonic storm must have struck
somewhere. People of this place also expected a storm. At night after fifteen naligai rain stopped and at twenty
eight naligai cool breeze started blowing.
In the night at eighteen naligai, the lunar eclipse began and it lasted till half past twentytwo naligai. During
this lunar eclipse the Raja of Thanjavur planned to have a holy bath at the confluence of river Kaveri. Pandals
were erected to receive the Raja of Thanjavur at Kumbakonam, Mayapuram and Thiruvenkadu. He however did
not visit owning to abundant water everywhere in the rivers and channels. Further the cargoes that arrived in a
sloop that came from Bengal to the port of Tharangambadi could not be unloaded owing to turbulance in the sea
and a letter was sent to Malabar. Today there was heavy storm and the vessel did not set sail from the port as it
would be washed ashore; and as a warning therefore two gun shots were fired. The sloop escaped as the storm
abated.
Tuesday, 2 November 1762
This day I heard that Chinnapayyan came from Nagapattanam to Poraiyar. He along with Periya Pappu Rayan
came and paid one hundred gold pagodas for the purchase of his new house and went away without letting it out
for rent.
Wednesday, 3 November 1762
I heard the news today that Ramalinga Pillai had been imprisoned in the palayakkarar’s house at
Nagapattanam for the debts he owed M. Tiburce. He was summoned through sepoys by the durai (Dutch officer)
in Nagapattanam four or five days ago and asked to pay the dues. Ramalinga Pillai replied that he had no money
on hand. But said that he would authorise the officer to collect the outstandings on his behalf and clear all his
debts and return the balance, if any.
Further, something special happened. On account of Ramalingam Pillai’s insolent attitude, two hundred lashes
were inflicted on him by four sepoys. When I enquired whether the Dutch officer could take recourse to such
severe steps in the presence of M. Modave and other French officials, I heard the following:
Ramalinga Pillai had used very abusive language against Sonachala Pillai and other Tamils. MM. Modave and
Tiburce received their share of abuse. They behaved in such a high-handed manner because the Dutch officer in
Nagapattanam was also insulted. Another reason was that the Dutch officer had not receiv’ed any nazar from the
Tamils after their arrival from Pondicherry.
The prisoner was made to understand that two hundred lashes would be given to him every fourth day of his
stay in the prison until he cleared the debts. The officer had further asked the prisoner whether he admitted his
guilt and for how many days he would have to remain under custody before he was first taken to the chavadi. The
prisoner replied in the negative. Vinayaga Murthiya Pillai communicated the question of the officer to Sonachala
Pillai. Then they returned to M. Modave. He sent for the dubash of the durai of this place who replied that M.
Modave need not interfere. The incident happened chiefly because of the indifferent attitude of Ramalinga Pillai.
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The Dutch officer would not have otherwise imprisoned Ramalinga Pillai and no doubt need be entertained about
that.
People were further heard to say that the procedure adopted by the Dutch officer was unjust, that it was an
insult to the French, especially to the French chief who had been appointed by the Home Government as the head
of the French in India, and that the Tamils and others of Pondicherry would feel the insult very much. The people
there blamed the French and the Tamils. No European had hitherto meted out such cruel injustice to deafulters, as
this Dutch officer at Nagapattanam has done.
Thursday, 4 November 1762
This day at Erukattancheri a settlement was made regarding the payment of tax by Periyanna Mudaliar. The
brahmins who came to the place had to leave owing to heavy rains. The next day it was fixed and the expenditure
amounted to fifty rupees.
Friday, 5 November 1762
This day I heard the news that four days ago a boat was sailing towards the south of Parangipettai and that
owing to floods the boat sank before it reached the estuary because of the heavy wind. Several people in the boat
got drowned and the number of deaths rose to twelve including Guruvayyan while some had escaped.
Sunday, 7 November 1762
This day I went to Erukattancheri to attend the marriage of Samy, the son of Vandavasi Thiruvengadatha Pillai
and returned. Further I heard at Nagapattanam that Ramalinga Pillai was given five hundred lashes by six sepoys
on the second day and that he was weak. In future if more lashes were given, it is said by people that he would
die.
This day, I received an olai from Annava Iyer of Thiruvengadapuram agraharam. It was stated therein that five
men of Mohammed Ali were preventing free movement of all people living in the houses of Pondicherry and also
within the distance of five miles. These five men insisted on the removal of the houses and also threatened the
houses to be burnt if their orders were disobeyed. The inhabitants of the place had written to Mohammed Ali in
Arkadu for permission to remove their lodging after the winter and that the royal order in this regard was eagerly
awaited. Kanakasabhai Mudali, the nattar of the vellalars, was reported to have taken a census of the residents of
Saram, Kosapalayam, Muthiyalpettai, Mudaliarpettai, Pakkamudayanpattu, Ozhugarai, etc., with details of the
number of houses of different types in each place, the occupation of all the individuals and the population
statistics of each household. I heard that this had happened a month ago and I ascertained the fact and found it to
be correct.
Sunday, 14 November 1762
Tonight, I went to meet Chinnayan, son of Sakkulu Nayyakan for conveying niy condolences over the death
that had taken place in his house.
Further, I received a letter this day from Chidambaranatha Pillai containing this information: After the
departure of Mohammed Ali Khan to Chennapattanam, Hasan Ali Beg had sent word from Asur to
Chennapattanam. A treaty was concluded between them and according to it thirty lakhs of rupees were agreed to
be paid to Mohammed Ali. The Nawab has taken the female members of his family and it appears that he will
hereafter stay with them at Chennapattanam. The management of the simai has been accepted by Hasan Mii
Abdullah Khan Sahib. Ananda Iyer and Krishnaraya had been managing the affairs of the simai. Sama Rao had
been kept in fetters in Arkadu for the non-payment of a lakh of rupees as rent and in recompense for the cruel
treatment meted out by him to the peasants. Thus he was found guilty on several grounds and was taken by
Krishna Rao, imprisoned in Arkadu and another amildhar has been sent instead.
Saturday, 20 November 1762
This day I heard that in Europe the Spaniards had joined hands with the English against the French and that a
bitter war was fought between them. The king of Portugal, whose assistance was sought by the French, having at
first declined to go to their help subsequently cooperated with the English. The French were joined by the Dutch
and the Danes and these two nations were promised with money in return. The war was likely to be fierce and it
may last long.
Sunday, 21 November 1762
This evening Kandan and … came to me from Chennapattanam and told me as follows: Pigot, the Governor,
with a view to proceed to England, ordered his things and furniture to be removed and put in the vessel rafted for
his departure. In the meanwhile some news was received from England. Mohammed Ali’s wife, then lodged in
Chennapattanam had sought an interview with Major Pigot. As he came, a screen was put up between the two.
She then told him that his departure would remove a firm support to her and her husband, and that but for his
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kindness nobody would have acknowledged their authority in the country and that he should be pleased to settle
the Nawab’s affairs before his departure. Pigot promised the lady that he would do so. Things and furniture were
afterwards brought back from the ship.
The marriage of Mohammed Ali’s son is to be celebrated in Chennapattanam. Hasan Ali Khan, the Nawab of
Srikakulam, Rajamahendrapuram and Eluru had come here.
A treaty was concluded between the Nawab of Srikakulam and Mohammed Ali. The latter promised to send
reinforcements to help him.
The Nawab, with his wife and one hundred and eighteen servants sailed away in a sloop fitted with double
mast to bhandar as the land route was considered quite unsafe and therefore ruled out. Hasan Ali Khan was asked
to take the land route from that place. But when the boat reached the Cape of … it got stranded. The crew
members felt very much concerned about their own safety. The captain of the sloop told Hasan Ali Khan that it
was inadvisable to continue the journey to Chennapattanam on account of the adverse winds. But a sloop
happened to pass that way having left bhandar and when Hasan Ali Khan asked the captain to take him to
bhandar, the latter pleaded his inability to do so because of the change in the direction of the monsoon wind.
So Hasan Ali Khan returned to Chennapattanam and lodged himself in the European’s garden on the way to
Thiruvottiyur. He will, after the winter season, proceed to Rajamahendrapuram by land with adequate number of
guards. Mohammed Ali stays in the Company’s garden on the road leading from the town of Chennapattanam to
Tiruvallikeni.
The regions of Madurai and Tirunelveli were ruled by Mohammed Yousuff Khan. He was formerly a
subordinate of Nawab Mohammed Ali. But afterwards he proclaimed his loyalty to the English. The English have
been collecting excessive tributes from the Muslims. But of late, payments have become tardy and he is offering
some lame excuse or other, so much so Mohammed Ali Khan thought fit to send for Puli Thevan, who had been
dethroned by Mohammed Yousuff Khan. The Nawab suggested to the Governor the desirability of securing once
again the fort to Puli Thevan from the hands of Yousuff Khan the usurper, so as to help Puli Thevan establish an
independent kingdom. The Nawab made the Governor understand the need to make Puli Thevan the master of
Madurai and Tirunelveli. This plan was agreed to and Pigot promised to send an army after the monsoon.
Mohammed Ali is keeping Puli Thevan with him by paying him fifty rupees every day for expenses. The Nawab
also agreed to go with Puli Thevan and see to the fulfillment of his plan.
I was further given to understand that the successor of Vijaya Ramaraya and Hasan Ali Khan were friendly
with the Raja of Rajamahendrapuram and Srikakulam, that they had learnt of the latter’s arrival to
Chennapattanam to contact the English and Mohammed Ali in person for help, and that they had therefore sent a
letter and presents to the Governor and Mohammed Ali through Chinnaya Nayakkar of Parangipettai who was the
son-in- law of Sakkulu Nayakkar. The English were requested to assist Hasan Ali Khan. Mohammed Ali and the
English Governor jointly consented to defer the matter of Hasan Ali Khan after some deliberations, and the
English official at bhandar was given instructions not to capture Srikakulam and Rajamahendrapuram and the
fact was communicated to Hasan Ali. Chinnapayyan was moving about in his palanquin between Mohammed
Ali’s lodge and Major Pigot’s residence within the fort, at almost all the hours of the day under the escort of ten
peons.
Monday, 22 November 1762
I come to understand that a female child was born to Thulalaji Maharaja, the son of Pratap Singh of
Thanjavur. The child is reported to have had a pair of teeth at the time of its birth but died on the seventh or eighth
day. It foreshadowded bad times for the father, because of the unnatural appearance of the teeth. The Raja who
had resolved to take a holy bath at the confluence of river Kaveri in the sea at the time of the eclipse that month,
had stopped his programme of visit because of the child’s death and also due to heavy monsoon. Arrangements
were earlier made well in advance for going on a pilgrimage to Vedaranyam and also to bathe in several holy
places, and that the maharaja, on return would go to Thiruvarur to worship the god of that place. Orders were
issued to several amildhars on the way to make arrangements for the maharaja’s halt and messengers were sent to
purchase the required provisions from Nagapattanam, Nagore, Tharangambadi, etc.
Friday, 26 November 1762
Today at Erukattancheri simantham was held in the house of Appu Mudaliar. At night baghavatha koothu was
arranged and all those present there watched the performance.
Monday, 29 November 1762
This day in the fort of Tharangambadi, the goods of the Company were sold in auction. Among the articles
there were iron, copper, arrack, mutton, polishing oil, corals, textiles such as velvet, silk, etc. As the auction was
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proclaimed by beat of tom-tom some twenty days ago in Nagore, Nagapattanam and other places, many
merchants and officials were present on the occasion. Some things were this day sold in auction. I should
ascertain and record how long the sale would continue. The goods available for sale were estimated to be of the
value of 10,000 or 12,000 pagodas. It was said that a commission of twenty per cent was charged on the price so
that the amount so collected might go to the coffers of the Danish Office and its Councilors.
Further, a sloop was seen off the coast this day and it was monitored with the help of a telescope after hoisting
a flag on the fort. It was then thought to be an English sloop or a vessel coming to this port from Bengal. Later in
the noon it was learnt that the sloop belonged to the English and was on its way to Parangipettai for undergoing
some repair. It was thought by some that the sloop must have been sent by the government of Chennapattanam to
gather information about the French sloop, which has been kept ready to set sail to Mauritius from here for the
past three months. Earlier on hearing the same news, some English agents had come to this place. The
developments in the future have to be watched carefully.
Thursday, 2 December 1762
This day I heard that the sloop which arrived at Tharangambadi on Tuesday belonged to the English. Day
before yesterday the above said vessel had reached Parangipettai as the southward wind was favorable for its
voyage, that it could be docked and repaired and that the French sloop Toulouse would shortly set sail to
Mauritius.
Friday, 3 December 1762
I was this day given to understand that Murari Rao had sent his men to capture Nalla Thambi Pillai and that
they reached here from Chennapattanam and they had a talk with Chinnapayyan and that they proceeded to
Nagapattanam to call on M. Modave and from there go to Thanjavur to take him into custody. It appeared to me
that Murari Rao should have availed himself of this opportunity to learn the strength of the Frenchmen now that
they had become weak. It struck me that the Maratha ruler would if necessary seek the help of the English to
achieve his objective. Chinnapayyan seems to have provoked Murari Rao’s messengers to take immediate action
against Nalla Thambi Pillai. I should watch the future developments carefully.
Thursday, 9 December 1762
This day I heard that a sloop was ready to leave from Tharangambadi for Mauritius. MM. Dumont and
Modave seem to have dispatched a boat to Nagapattanam last night, manned by a European and laden with eight
powder guns, some pistols, one hundred cannon balls, some sailing ropes and two casks of gunpowder. It is
understood that the boat got stranded on the shores of Vanjiyur within the jurisdiction of Karaikal, that the French
captain had to flee somewhere along with the letters entrusted to him, that the boat was seized by some peons of
Karaikal, that some pattanavars who remained within had escaped, that two boxes belonging to Pragasa Mudali
trading with Goa containing textiles etc., were alone found in the boat, and that the fact had been communicated
to Chennapattanam.
Further, in the letter I received from Chidambaranatha Pillai, it was stated that the French decline in power had
led to the march of five English officers from Chennapattanam to Arkadu to get the Nawab’s permission for
attacking the forts belonging to the French, that sanction was accordingly obtained and an army had set out to
Senji, that this town and other places where the French had settled themselves would be placed under guards, that
an English army would be stationed in Chidambarm as before, and that I should keep myself vigilant after
ascertaining the truth of the facts above mentioned.
Friday, 10 December 1762
This evening, the wife of the palayakkarar of the northern territory breathed her last. All people from here had
gone there. The cremation took place in the night and all the residents of the town returned after attending the
ceremony.
Further I heard that news was received to the effect that Mohammed Yousuff Khan, the ruler in charge of
Madurai and other simais had applied to the Raja of Thanjavur for help to wage a war against the Raja of
Malabar. The Raja of Thanjavur was making preparations for the dispatch of 2000 gunners as solicited including
the sixty or seventy French sepoys in his employ, that Mohammed Yousuff Khan had counted on the alliance of
the French in his letter to M. Modave, that the latter was intending to send out an expedition under the leadership
of M. Modave, that dubashis, barbers, washermen and other menials would go with the detachment. The Raja of
Thanjavur was making other rulers to understand, that his motive was not to find fault openly with the English
and Mohammed Ali, for assisting an enemy who had estranged himself from their control, but to restore the simai
of Mohammed Yousuff Khan and to their former minor potentates under the rule of Thanjavur maharaja, that his
son was proposed to be appointed as the ruler of the Marava country with the assistance of a number of
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palayakkarars, that Pratap Singh’s further plan was to capture Tiruchirapalli and annex it to the Carnatic region
and that the assistance of the French might be availed of if necessary. I have to see how far the plan of the Raja
would turn out to be successful by the grace of God.
Saturday, 11 December 1762
This day Gopalaswami came and told me that the following were the contents of the letter received from
Malabar: Some five or six days ago, the Raja of Malabar had formerly owned some places in Tirunelveli and the
adjoining simais. In the war waged by Mohammed Yousuff Khan against Puli Thevan, the former had received
three lakhs of rupees from the Raja of Malabar having granted some jagirs in return and the sanction of the
English was sought for a settlement on these lines. Mohammed Yousuff Khan afterwards captured the fort of Puli
Thevan and made him flee. The following places belonged to the Raja of Malabar according to the Jarman, viz:
Kalakkadu, Thirukurungudi, Nanguneri, Chenpagarum, Nalluru, Valliyur, Erupadi, Pannaikudi,Vijayanarayanam,
Vijayapathi and Kanya Kumari. But on the 10 th of Aypasl last, the ten parganas were captured by Mohammed
Yousuff Khan and his flag was hoisted in the villages.
The detachment of Mohammed Yousuff Khan consisted of five hundred horses, thirty Europeans, two
thousand gunners and four cannons. They had pitched their camp at Nanguneri after their conquests. The Raja of
Malabar, on hearing about the depredations, sent an army comprising twenty thousand foot soldiers, two hundred
Europeans, two hundred horses, wrestlers and shanars numbering twelve thousand, twelve cannons and sixteen
thousand army men and they encamped at a place five or six miles off Nanguneri.
In the battle that was fiercely fought on 22 nd instant Mohammed Yousuff Khan’s forces were routed. They were
thus driven out without being given an opportunity to take their things with them and at last they reached
Tirunelveli. One hundred men of Mohammed Yousuff Khan died while two hundred others were wounded. Nine
Europeans, fifteen horses, four cannons, some palanquins, furniture and an amount of 16,000 rupees fell into the
hands of the Raja’s detachment. There were in all five hundred men and of whom sixteen were officers. When
they were produced before the Raja, they were each given a cloth of four arms length with instructions to report to
their master. The prince of Malabar stationed at Shenkottai was ready with twenty five thousand men. Again at the
mountain pass of Thovalai and Aralvaymozhi, there was another detachment of the Raja consisting of thirty
thousand kunjimars, three hundred horsemen and a hundred thousand archers and gunners. Mohammed Yousuff
Khan sent an army against the Raja’s forces and they had arrived at Nanguneri in large numbers. The future
developments will be recorded from time to time.
This evening I went to meet the palayakkarar of the northern territory to express my grief over the death of his
wife. I was further given to understand that an English agent of Mohammed Yousuff Khan was at Tharangambadi
purchasing muskets and that he recruited men at Thirukadaiyur and in this region, that they would be sent to the
Governor and the English would also make necessary arrangements for taking them from here.
Sunday, 12 December 1762
This day Surappa Mudaliar came and told me as follows:
“While I came out of the fort, some Frenchmen asked me for a man to be stationed in Chennapattanam to keep
us informed of the news of that town from time to time on a salary of five pagodas per mensem. I replied that it
would not be possible for me, or for the Christians to find out an individual who could be engaged for the
purpose. I added if anyone attempted it would at last prove useless and that the business might be entrusted to the
courtier, the son of Ranga Pillai as he is the fittest person who could be relied upon.”
The Frenchmen replied that M. Porcher was not advised properly to select a person. I again told them that the
French were receiving news from Arkadu, Salabat Jung, Mysore, Madurai, Thanjavur etc., and there was no one
else who could be found fit for the job. The Frenchmen said that they would draw the attention of M. Porcher and
make arrangements accordingly. But I told them to wait till tomorrow and do things after my advice. The
Frenchmen replied that they have to attend to the Company’s business now and that they would gladly take upon
this responsibility later.
Monday, 13 December 1762
I heard this day that Krishnswami, the second son of the second wife of Pratap Singh expired on Wednesday,
the 21st of karthigai. The boy had just attained the age of eleven and that the Raja’s trip to Vedaranyam was put off
on account of the sad event.
Tuesday, 14 December 1762
This day Surappa Mudaliar came and told me as follows:
“I spoke again this morning to one of the Frenchmen who had spoken to me the day before yesterday. He told
me that the people say that things could be settled with the help of Ranga Pillai’s son. Now all news had been
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communicated to him and he heard it with surprise. A Frenchman had kept him informed of the fact that two
ramparts were being constructed by the English in Chennapattanam, that arrack seller Pragasam, trading with
Goa, sent his servant from the shop to ascertain the fact, and it was understood that only two embankments
washed away by rain were put up and that forces of Huguel and Hyder Ali were plundering the simai of Nellore.
He said that he would be pleased to take him to see that the French affairs were managed by him. M. Modave,
Dumont and Porcher are not seasoned men and owing to immaturity they will deliver no good judgments. He
added that they did not hold any high office. They will employ only men of their own level of intelligence.
Therefore the messengers will not be able to communicate any reliable news from time to time. But if afterwards
the reported news was found untrue none will take the blame. They will only keep blaming each other. It is the
services of such men that have been engaged to report to the French officers about the strength of the enemy and
of the force to meet the latter and if their statements are to be believed reinforcements should arrive from France
to face the enemy.
The atrocities committed in the country by Mohammed Ali and the English have so much enraged the local
inhabitants that they pray for their defeat and for the speedy arrival of the French. The Raja of Thanjavur was
eagerly awaiting the landing of the warships of the French because of the pressure being put on him by
Mohammed Ali for money. The petty Muslim chieftains look upon the French with great expectations to recover
their lost simai with their help. The European traders are nurturing the same idea on account of their ability to
carry on trade at the several ports of India.
Such being the universal opinion, the prospects of the English and Mohammed Ali would be doomed with the
arrival of the French squadron. But again there is another point. The French officers who land here should be
God-fearing, just and not avaricious. On the other hand they should care for honor more than anything else. Such
a behavior on the part of the French will result in the universal. happiness and prosperity of the kingdom. The
glory of the English will certainly decline and the French monarch’s fame will grow. He will be held in high
esteem through the length and breadth of the kingdom.
I may say that the atrocities committed by the French in the past had descended upon the town as a curse.
Monsieur Modave and others who are at present managing the affairs of the French are no exceptions to such a
rule. It remains to be seen here how they will conduct themselves now. The behavior of the newcomers must be
keenly watched.
Wednesday, 15 December 1762
This day the following particulars were communicated to me:
Vijaya Oppilia Mazhavarayan, the ruler of Ariyalur died on the 10 th of purattasi last at 9 a.m. The general at
the time was Vasappayan. The office of prime minister was held by Ramachandra Iyengar. The samprathis were
Subburaya Pillai, Ranga Pillai and Nallappa nayinar. Ramapathira Iyer, Sambasiva Iyer, Varisappa Iyer,
Ramachandra Iyengar and some others preferred immediately and made arrangements for the coronation of a boy
as a legal heir to the throne who was aged two and a half years than the son of the concubine who was aged
fourteen years called Lakshmana Mazhavarayan.
As soon as this news was proclaimed two factions emerged and this was made known to the adhigari of
Vdayarpalayam. He came in person and reached Ariyalur at five p.m. on the same day with his kanuko. The
moment the adhigari arrived he held consultations with all. The child prince of two and a half years old was
enthroned. All were made to swear their loyalty to the child prince. At nine o’clock in the night, the corpse was
taken in procession and the necessary rituals were performed.
The next morning the sanceyana ceremony was conducted. The next twelve days various other rituals and
ceremonies were observed as usual. On completion of all these ceremonies, the child prince was given a bath
according to the custom and was installed as the ruler on a marble throne. Oaths of loyalty were taken from all the
ministers. The child was seated on an elephant and taken in procession round the streets with the adhigari on
another elephant with all the retinue in attendance.
The next day a feast was given to the adhigari. During the latter’s stay at Ariyalur, Subburaya Pillai was
imprisoned and Vazhappaiyar had been thrown into solitary confinement for five days. The latter was shut up in a
prison surrounded by walls on all sides. On his paying two thousand pagodas he was transferred to the common
jail. His movable and immovable properties were confiscated. Ramapathira Iyer was appointed to be the
administrator while Ramachandra Iyengar became the pradhani.
Lakshmana Mazhavarayan was made to live in the palace. But as he became an adopted son to one of the male
heirs, he was moving with all honors of royalty. It is said that he would actually be entrusted with the supervision
of the kingdom although the prince boy is appointed to rule the simai.
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Some time after Lakshmana Mazhavarayan had proceeded to Udayarpalayam at the invitation of the adhigari
with all the royal regalia and the adhigari had asked him how he was justified in posing thus while as a matter of
fact he should conduct himself only next in rank to a prince. The natural son impertinently answered the adhigari
that he has the right to enjoy the honors because of his high birth and the installed prince was only a child and that
he would become the virtual ruler of Ariyalur in a month.
Lakshmana Mazhavarayan immediately returned to the native place. He created some disunion in the palace
and managed to leave immediately towards Thiruvarur with some furniture and valuables under the escort of three
hundred of his chosen men. All this occurred only ten days ago. Subburaya Pillai poisoned himself in the prison
and the reasons are shrouded in mystery. The future should be watched and the events are to be recorded.
Thursday. 16 December 1762
This day the following news were reported to me:
The Dutch officer (of the northern Coromandel) stationed at Kakinada had unlawfully received twelve
thousand pagodas from the Palakollu merchants and komuttis in this territory. Annappayar, Venkatappaiyar and
Bharku Ragu Nayakulu had been sent as representatives of respective castes to complain against the Dutch officer
to the Dutch Governor and the Council at Nagapattanam. But the latter on hearing the case committed the agents
to the custody and let them go after their execution of a bond for six hundred pagodas. Rango Pandit had
afterwards taken them to Chinnapayyan.
The agents were afterwards led to M. Modave and he asked them to take their seats and treated them kindly.
M. Modave then asked them wherefrom they came? They replied that they belonged to the northern (Coromandel)
region. They were afterwards briefed about the reinforcements that would shortly arrive from France and that the
Raja might be made to understand not to assist the English any more. The agents themselves were requested to
make arrangements with the Raja for the conclusion of a peace treaty with the French. The agents replied to the
French officer that they were here on business and that they would call on him on the eve of their departure. But
Bharkuru Ragu Nayakulu offered to return immediately and asked for the promised letter with a view to influence
the Raja. He further agreed to write to the French officer the Raja’s opinion on the matter. He then took leave of
the French officer and went out and after three days, the latter sent the letter addressed to Vijaya Rama Raja’s son
through Ragu Nayakulu and he accordingly proceeded to the north.
But, however, no reply was received till date. This gives room for suspicion that he might not have returned to
the north. Venkatappaiyar and Annappaiyar went to Poraiyar to take leave of Sakkulu Nayakkan’s son before
returning to their native place.
Sometime later the agent Venakatappan came and informed me everything about the mission. He added that he
was in great distress and that I should help him to prosper after the arrival of reinforcements from France. He then
took leave of me. An analysis into the course of events which took place shows that the merchants behaved in a
polite and respectable manner. The intelligent would understand that how much influence could the merchants
exercise in all matters.
Sunday, 19 December 1762
I heard this day that a vessel was seen off this coast, that it was the same which had appeared opposite to
Karaikal the previous day so as to strike terror in the minds of the French all night, and that thirty soldiers and
twenty or thirty sepoys had come to Karaikal, that a similar patrol of men had landed at Divukottai in a boat, that
Cuddalore was turned into a cantonment of soldiers and sepoys, that two hundred sepoys had come to
Chidambaram, that four or five palanquin bearers of the English had stopped at Nagapattanam on their return
from the camp of Mohammed Yousuff Khan in the fort of Tiruchirapalli and that they then proceeded to
Chennapattanam, although their mission was not known.
Thursday, 23 December 1762
This day Nisazhama Rayar, the Persian translator came and told me as follows:
“I came to Nagapattanam after the arrival of M. Modave to that place. The Raja of Thanjavur appealed to him
for help when he was at war with Nawab Mohammed Ali Khan. The French officer was asked to send the
Europeans available and to send orders to the French in Mysore to proceed to Thanjavur. M. Modave promised to
do so and demanded a monthly payment of four thousand rupees for the expenses of the French troops. The Raja
then presented a horse and a turban to M. Modave and rupees four thousand in advance.
“M. Marchand and some other officers proceeded to Thanjavur. There they remained in the pay of the Raja.
Subbaiyan in charge of the Thanjavur fort is a relative of Chinnapayyan, the rayasam. When the English came to
Thanjavur to effect a reconciliation between the Raja and the Nawab, Subbaiyan tried his best to influence the
Raja to make a present of a village to Chinnapayyan. But it was opposed by the other councilors. The Raja
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thereupon issued orders to the subedhar of Cuddappah to give Chinnapayyan two hundred kalams of paddy from
the current harvest and three hundred kalams of pisanam crop. It has reached Velur by that time when I went on a
journey to that place. The Raja intends sending you some presents with a letter.”
Gnana Pragasa Mudaliar who had fever earlier died yesterday. He had accumulated wealth to the tune of
sixteen thousand gold pagodas and to take care of it he had a son who had four sons and a daughter.
Friday, 24 December 1762
I learnt this day that the English sloop which was repaired at Parangipettai set sail with thirty or forty soldiers
who had come from Cuddalore, that the sloop stopped at Karaikal having passed Tharangambadi and that it was
not definitely known whether it remained there or was moving around the place.
Saturday, 25 December 1762
This day I heard the following:
The son-in-law of Surappa Mudali called Bilavendra Mudali was living in the house of Venkatachala Mudali at
Ichangadu and that the house of his brother’s daughter was adjacent to it. She was a talkative woman and that
Bilavendra Mudali had an eye on her always. Two days ago when she was alone at home and no one else was
there, he went and spoke to her fine words and put his hands on her breast but she abused him and he went away.
When her husband returned home she reported the matter and he asked her to be quiet, saying that it was a
shameful thing. Later he went to the house of the same neighbor and reported the matter and asked,
“Can your husband behave like this? Now you are alone. If the same thing happens to you what will you do?”
She got angry and asked
“How can you say like this?”
He became furious resulting in a wordy duel. The matter was reported to the maniyakkaran of Poraiyar who in
turn sent his servant to call them. Instead of reporting the matter to the maniyakkaran, Bilavendra Mudali went to
Tharangambadi and reported to the priest of St. Paul’s Church that the maniyakkaran of Poraiyar was giving him
trouble always.
A servant came here to steal a cock and there arose a fight between him and me. The maniyakkaran however
put the blame on me. In this connection the priest wrote a letter to the Governor wherein he stated,
“We had been here for long. It is only for a short period of time that we are going to live here. The
maniyakkaran of Poraiyar is giving trouble .to the Christians and he disturbs our stay.”
The letter was sent to the Governor and he got wild and ordered the maniyakkaran to be replaced. On learning
the order of the Governor, the maniyakkaran reported the matter with evidences to the Governor and said having
committed this offence, Bilavendra Mudali now tries to put the blame on him. The maniyakkaran became furious
and said,
“I shall immediately bring him in chains and beat him and cut off his ears.” Learning that the servant would be
sent to bring them and award punishments, the culprits hid themselves and escaped to Karaikal.
Sunday, 26 December 1762
This day I heard that in continuation of the events of the previous day, the priest of St. Paul’s church preached
the sermon to the Christians at Sathangudi exhorting them to lead an exemplary life.\fn{ This concludes the entries for
the year 1762:H}
1744

262.163 Excerpt from The Journal To Eliza And Various Letters: “Letters Of Elizabeth Stern”\fn{by Elizabeth
Draper (1744-1778)} Anjengo, Thiruvananthapuram District, Kerala State, India (F) 3
1.\fn{The first letter is missing the name of the addressee, but a note says that it was sent to “some friend in England, formerly in the
Indian service.” It is dated Tellicheny, April, 1770, and addressed: “My Dear Sir”. I have emended some minor spelling affections
(“flatter’d” to “flattered”, etc.), substituted “and” for her “&”; rendered Grenville to Grenville (for she is a ship); and eliminated the 17th
century’s penchant for excessive capitalization. I thought it too severe to do any more, including dividing the text of all but two of these
letters into modern paragrafication—let them read as she wrote them in one long block of words—but haven’t pressed this with two of the
other letters. H}

It’s with great pleasure I take every opportunity of paying my duty to you, but more particularly this by the
Grenville, as by her I’m enabled to give you a better account of Mr. Draper’s success as a merchant, than he
flattered himself with any hopes of, upon his arrival at Tellicherry; and if Fortune continues to be as propitious to
120

us, the six ensuing seasons, as she’s proved the last,—Mr. D. would not thank the Directors for nominating him to
the Government of Bombay. We are both well, entirely contented and wish not to exchange our situation, but for
an independence in England, which I hope we are in the way of obtaining, and may accomplish in six or seven
years, notwithstanding Hyder Ally\fn{(1721-1782) Sultan and de facto ruler of the Kingdom of Mysore, which was pretty much all
of southern India south of the Kistna River, saving Goa to his west, Tranvacore to his southwest, and Madras and a strip of territory to the
north, west and southwest of that city extending continuously from the Kistna River to Tranvacore. H } maintains his ground, and

has absolutely refused to listen to terms of peace from the Madrassers, unless they will make over Trichinopoly to
him. This, they think they can not in point of honor, or conscience do—though they are heartily tired of the war,
and wish to accommodate with him, on reasonable terms—they are now preparing for a long siege, which he has
threatened them with, and if they do not receive supplies of money, and troops, from England, God knows! what
will be their fate!—as Hyder is really a very clever, and enterprising man—accustomed to face, and conquer
Europeans and has for his surest adviser, one of the best politicians in India, Governor Laws—of Pondicherry,
whom it is imagined, has always planned each of his campaigns; the Gentlemen of Bengal have drained their
treasury, to befriend those of Madrass—but the Governor of Bombay—will not consent to assist them in any
respect, though he has often been solicited to do it—and a little timely aid from our side might have prevented the
present melancholy prospect, but he says, he has no notion of Quixotic adventures, and as we cannot benefit by
the troubles, he will not risque our suffering any loss,—this argument is very cruel, and superficial, though at first
it may appear specious, ’tis impolitic too, because if the Madrassers are worsted, we certainly shall be the next
prey—but that’s a distant day, and he always quotes “sufficient to the day is the evil thereof.” But he is a poor,
despicable creature, in every respect and as unfit for a Governor—as I am for an Archbishop, not one individual,
is there at Bombay, his friend, and in short, he neither is—or deserves to be, loved, esteemed, or feared. We are
very particularly interested in Hyders success, at this settlement, as he has most of the country powers, about us,
in total subjection, and infests our coast with his fleet, to intercept our merchantmen, there’s no leaving us, now
for Bombay, with any safety, without a convoy, and the Bombay cruisers, three or four of them, are stationed
between Carwar, Onore, and Mount Dilly, for that purpose. We are terribly infested too, by the Cooley Boats, and
Mallawans. The Morattas, had the insolence to surround Bombay with their fleet a few months since, which did
not a little terrify our pusillanimous general, but they soon dispersed when the commodore received permission to
ask them some questions. It’s imagined this bravado was effected at the instigation of Hyder, to divert us from all
thoughts of sending troops to Madrass, it answered his hopes—but if he had bribed the Governors Brahmin to be
his friend, it would have done as well—for nothing in public or domestic concerns is transacted at Bombay,
without that fellows knowledge and consent some of the Gentlemen by way of reprimand have advised Mr.
Hodges\fn{Thomas Hodges, Governor of Bombay, 1767-1761; he was preceded by Charles Crommelin (1760-1767 } to give him a
seat at Council. Our island\fn{Bombay was originally built on seven islands:H } is now very populous—very expensive,
very improvable, and would be very flourishing, if we had a proper man at the head of affairs. This Coast has
been vastly injured by Hyders ravages. ’Tis nothing in comparison to what it was some years ago, but would still
be the source of profit to the Company, and a Tellicherry Chief if the war was once happily terminated. Most of
the Gentlemen that distinguished themselves, by behaving ill at Mangulore, have been broke by a General Court
Martial at Bomba. It was a tedious affair, lasting upwards of six weeks, though the members met daily,—This my
dear Sir, is all the public intelligence I can recollect worthy of transmitting you, and now for a little private, Tom
Whitehill, my kind Uncle, is well—I often hear from him and he must by all accounts, have made himself
independent, by this time. He is increasing his family of natural children, but declared to me, that he never would
give them more than five thousand rupees each, because he would not tempt any Gentleman to marry them for the
sake of money, and he had rather dispose of them to phesendars\fn{ ?} of their own color—than to Europeans—he
has one daughter marriageable, two young ones, and two or three infant sons,—I never hear from Jack Whitehill,
but I know he is well, from my correspondents at Madrass. I hope he does not maintain silence to his English
friends, as …\fn{Note: A few lines of the manuscript are lost here } should he be a good accomptant\fn{Accountant} and
write swiftly. Mr. Draper would be very glad of him here—make it worth his while, and keep him out of harms
way, as he is in want of just such a person. You know his inability to use the pen—he has lost his two clerks too,
and if I was not capable of assisting, and maintaining his correspondence for him I know not what he would do, at
this juncture. I only fulfill my duty—and have not the least merit in it—as a good Purvoe\fn{ Member of the Indian
writer caste} that thoroughly understood English and spelled properly—would answer his views still better. Louisa
is very advantageously married, to the commander of our forces, a Colonel Pemble, he is handsome, amiable and
magnificent in his temper—his income amounts to thirty thousand rupees a year—but I fear they stand little
chance of saving a fortune, as they are gay—extravagant, and fond of company, but I know not if it signifies
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much—as they love India—are healthy, admired, and esteemed here—and not very desirous of exchanging
affluence in the Eastern …\fn{ Note: Some lines are lost} fondness, and is a Prince in Spirit, and occasional good
works, they are on no term with the Governor, neither visiting, or being visited by him. A Mr. Banister, that is
much older than yourself and formerly knew you in the Service, now resides here—he desired me to present his
kindest remembrances to you, assuring you of his unalterable esteem, and good wishes. The good man and his
wife live very comfortably—are well, and much noticed with respectful attention. I hope to be favored with long
and interesting letters from Europe by the next ship—England, which was always dear to me—was never so much
so as now!—The we[l]fare of my dear children, sits very near my heart, and I cannot help feeling great anxiety on
their account, though I am confident of Mrs. Whitehill’s care, and best attention to their true interest. God
preserve the poor babes! May they live to give satisfaction to their parents and reflect honor on their amiable
protectress! I hope you had an agreeable summer in the society of my friend and little …\fn{ Note: Some lines are lost}
by presenting my compliments to him, and best wishes for his health, and enjoyment of England; we now wish
him our head again, would to Heaven he had not left us a prey to the foolish policy, and low cunning of an
Hodges! The wish is entirely general, not a moist eye—or grave countenance will be visible on his departure,
unless it’s his female coffary shirt airers, for a few rupees, or mere form’s sake. Oh! he is gloriously hated! and I
prognosticate, ever will be so—even by the wife of his bosom—if he is dotard enough with his jealous
propen[sities] and selfish particularities, to make a second choice! But no;—his avarice will prevent his marrying
again, for a good woman would loathe his wealth with such an encumbrance as himself—and a bad one’s
…\fn{Some lines are lost, here and later on:H} happy—prays your ever grateful and … ed child.
Eliza Draper.
P.S.
Mr. Draper presents you his respectful compliments with t[he sin]cerest assurances of his doing every th[ing
i]n his power for Stephen, if you se[nd him] to Bombay.
2.\fn{“To Mrs. Eliza Mihill, Bombay, Marine House, January 14, 1773. My Dear Betty.” }
This may be the last hour I may have it in my power to write or do anything of use for the benefit of you my
faithful servant and dear friend; for in the latter capacity, indeed, I’ve rather wished ever to consider you,
therefore let me dedicate it as properly as the peculiarity of my situation will admit.
When Mr. Horsley went to England I consigned some few jewels to him, the amount of which would be about
£500 or £600, and which I ever intended for you in case I could not induce Mr. Draper to make you a present
exceeding it, and more suited to my wishes. Accept it, my dear woman, as the best token in my power, expressive
of my good-will to you.
Do not hesitate from any point of delicacy or principle to Mr. Draper: I am as incapable of taking mean
pecuniary advantages, as the most moral persons breathing can be.
This little fund, by right, is my due; it is what results from the sale of my ornaments, little perquisites due to
me as a woman, and which he never would have possessed had I not received them; nor will they be his if you
decline having them—that is the worth of them. Take it then, Betty, without any scruple of conscience. The
enclosed is an order on Mr. Horsley for the delivery of it to you. You will, perhaps, see England before me. God
bless you, my dear woman!
Visit my child sometimes, and speak kindly to her of her mother. My heart is full. The next twenty-four hours
will, in all probability, either destine me to the grave or a life of reproach, shocking alternative, but I will
endeavor to bear my fate, so as to assure my own heart. I had deserved a better, if chance had not counteracted the
good propensities assigned me by nature.
God give you health and a peaceable establishment in England, my dear woman.
Adieu,
Eliza Draper.
3.\fn{“To Geo. Horsley Esq., January 14, 1773. Dear Horsley,”}
If you knew the misery and compunction with which I addressed this note to you, you would, in spite of
reason and justice, think me entitled to some degree of pity, though I am lost, forever lost, to every claim which
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could entitle me to your esteem. This hour is my own, but whether the next may produce my death or distraction,
or whatever else, heaven only knows.
I dedicate it as one act of just benevolence, by requesting you to pay to Betty Mihill, or her order, the sum of
money which may have resulted from the sale of my diamond rings, be it what it will. Adieu Horsley! God restore
you to health, and the enjoyment of yourself.
Eliza Draper.
4.\fn{“To Daniel Draper. [January 14, 1773]}
If you knew, Draper, with what anguish I accosted you at present, I think, and cannot help thinking it, that the
severity of justice should give place to the sentiment of compassion, in a farewell letter—I will not recriminate—I
would even be all in fault, if that might serve to alleviate the disgrace inflicted on my husband, by my elopement
from him, but, Draper, be candid, I beseech you, as you sometimes can be, when it makes against yourself to be
so, and then think, if you have not a great deal to reproach yourself for, in this late affair—if you can say you have
not, I must, I fear, be miserable, as my sole prospect of happiness is derived from the idea that your own
consciousness will befriend me in this particular instance, and if it does, let it operate so as to prevent your
pursuing me in a vindictive manner. I speak in the singular number, because I would not wound you by the
mention of a name that I know must be displeasing to you; but. Draper, believe me for once, when I solemnly
assure you, that it is you only who have driven me to serious extremities. But from the conversation on Monday
last he had nothing to hope, or you to fear. Lost to reputation, and all hopes of living with my dearest girl on
peaceable or creditable terms, urged by a despair of gaining any one point with you, and resenting, strongly
resenting, I own it your avowed preference of Leeds to myself, I myself proposed the scheme of leaving you thus
abruptly. Forgive me, Draper, if its accomplishment has excited anguish; but if pride is only wounded by the
measure, sacrifice that I beseech you to the sentiment of humanity, as indeed you may, and may be amply
revenged in the compunction I shall feel to the hour of my death, for a conduct that will so utterly disgrace me
with all I love, and do not let this confirm the prejudice imbibed by Leeds’s tale, as I swear to you that was false,
though my present mode of acting may rather seem the consequence of it than of a more recent event. Oh! that
prejudice had not been deaf to the reasonable requests of a wounded spirit, or that you, Draper could have read
my very soul, as undisguisedly, as sensibility and innocence must ever wish to be read! But this is, too, like
recrimination which I would wish to avoid. I can only say in my justification, Draper, that if you imagine I plume
myself on the success of my scheme, you do me a great wrong. My heart bleeds for what I suppose may possibly
be the sufferings of yours, though too surely had you loved, all this could never have been. My head is too much
disturbed to write with any degree of connection. No matter, for if your own mind does not suggest palliatives, all
I can say will be of little avail. I go, I know not whither, but I will never be a tax on you, Draper. Indeed, I will
not, and do not suspect me of being capable of adding to my portion of infamy. I am not a hardened or depraved
creature—I never will be so. The enclosed are the only bills owing that I know of, except about six rupees to
Doojee, the shoemaker. I have never meant to load myself with many spoils to your prejudice, but a moderate
provision of linen has obliged me to secure part of what was mine, to obviate some very mortifying difficulties.
The pearls and silk clothes are not in the least diminished. Betty’s picture, of all the ornaments, is the only one I
have ventured to make mine. I presume not to recommend any of the persons to you who were immediately
officiating about me; but this I conjure you to believe as strictly true, that not one of them or any living soul in the
Marine House or Mazagon, was at all privy to my scheme, either directly or indirectly, nor do I believe that any
one of them had the smallest suspicion of the matter; unless the too evident concern occasioned by my present
conflict induced them to think something extraordinary was in agitation. O! Draper! a word, a look, sympathetick
of regret on Tuesday or Wednesday would have saved me the perilous adventure, and such a portion of remorse as
would be sufficient to fill up the longer life. I reiterate my request that vindictive measures may not be pursued.
Leave me to my fate I conjure you. Draper, and in doing this you will leave me to misery inexpressible, for you
are not to think, that I am either satisfied with myself or my prospects, though the latter are entirely my own
seeking. God bless you, may health and prosperity be yours, and happiness too, as I doubt not but it will, if you
suffer your resentments to be subdued by the aid of true and reasonable reflections. Do not let that false idea of
my triumphing induce you to acts of vengeance I implore you, Draper, for indeed that can never be, nor am I
capable of bearing you the least ill-will; or treating your name or memory with irreverence, now that I have
released myself from your dominion. Suffer me but to be unmolested, and I will engage to steer through life with
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some degree of approbation, if not respect. Adieu! again Mr. Draper, and be assured I have told you nothing but
the truth, however it may clash with yours and the general opinion.
Eliza Draper.
5.\fn{“To Mr. Wilkes, Sunday Afternoon, Mar. 22, [1775?]”}
I thank you for the French volume, Mr. Wilkes, and I really feel myself obliged for the English pages; though
the Eulogium which accompanied them makes me half afraid of indulging in something which I presume to call
taste for the pleasure of wit and conversation, as there is nothing which I ought to be more apprehensive of than
praise from distinguished persons because it ever has had too powerful an effect on my imagination to render me
capable of aspiring to merit in capital instances. I say not this with a view to disqualify and extort refinements in
flattery, but from such a consciousness of my own imbecility as makes me very serious when reduced to the
necessity of self-examination. If, therefore, you have the generosity which I take you to have, you will rather
endeavor to correct my foiblesse than to add to it by your encomiums. I request my compliments, if you please, to
Miss Wilkes, and am your much obliged and most obedient,
Eliza Draper.
1751

264.129 Quotations of Farzana Zebunisa aka Joanna Nobilis Sombre aka Begum Samru of Sardhana\fn{by
Joanna Nobilis Sombre (1751-1836)} Kotana, Meerut District, Uttar Pradesh, India (F) 2
Does your master possess any manly or heroic qualities … What joke is this? I ask, does he know how to use a
sword and win kingdoms, or has he only a passion for playing the drum and the tabar? (20)\fn{This is the page
number from the book in which the statement occurs:H}
*
Although by the favour of God there find no deficiency in anything, everything being present and at hand, and
that in this country connected with sardars of renown I have by proper attention met with favour and attained a
degree of authority and respectability, yet at this time I find myself oppressed by the haughty demeanor of a
sardar of renown in this quarter and I hope for your exertions and Kindness … Father Gregory, who will have the
honor to pay his respects to you, will communicate all particulars.\fn{ From a letter dated June 16, 1794 to Sir John Shore,
the Governor-General of the Presidency of Fort William (until 1833, when the title was officially changed to Governor-General of India) at
Calcutta} (27)

*
I am desirous of living under the protection of the English Government and of residing in some assigned place
in Bihar or Bengal! I will act with the strictest conformity to the order of the gentlemen in council and will
demean myself as a subject. My life has hitherto been a scene of difficulties and distress; it is now withdrawing to
a close and through age, I am unable to support the difficulties any longer. Hence I wish to retire and pass the
remainder of my life under the protection of the English Government and to extend its protection, which is my
only prospect of support.\fn{From a letter dated April 2, 1795 to Sir John Shore} (31-32)
*
It is long since I have been favored with letters containing good accounts of your health, be the cause favorable
… I have dispatched by Mr. Levassoult a letter written in the European character dictated by use and dated 6 th
May, 1795.\fn{From a letter of May 6, 1795 to Sir John Shore} (35)
*
As I am from the bottom of my heart attached to the British Government, I feel an irresistible desire that your
Lordship should preserve me, though absent, in your remembrance. Adverting to these my declared sentiments,
whatever plans your Lordship may have in contemplation, your Lordship will in the first instance communicate
them to me, that I may have an opportunity of manifesting the sincerity of my heart by affording the aid of my
cooperation in your measures. I have a force in the Deccan which your Lordship must consider as awaiting your
orders.\fn{From a letter dated February 1, 1803 to Sir Richard Wellesley, who replaced Sir John Shore } (49)
*
It has been intimated to me by Col. Ochterlony that Commissioners have been appointed to settle the affairs of
the Doab, that is the country situated between the Ganges and Jamuna. It therefore occurs to my mind that as
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difficulties might arise between me and the Commissioners in the exercise of their authority in the vicinity of the
mahals, which constitute my jagir, it would be prudent to provide against the occurrence of them since it is my
primary study to promote your Excellency’s satisfaction and I should be utterly unable to support the weight of
the displeasure of the Commissioners. Under these circumstances. I hereby, of my own free will and accord,
relinquish my jagir, which I have possessed for the space of 30 years, and for which my partiality and affection is
equal to that which I bear for my native land, and on which I have moreover expended large sums of money in
erecting buildings for my own residence and the accommodation of my troops; notwithstanding these powerful
reasons, however, every one of which forbid the act, I readily resign it into the hands of the company.\fn{ The
British East India Company is meant; it is not until 1858 that British India—by which is meant present-day India, Pakistan, Bangladesh,
Ceylon and Burma—came under the direct control of the British Government:H } Whatever Your Excellency’s kindness shall on

reflection, provide for me will be most proper and advisable. But in the spirit of the benignity and excellent
qualities which characterize the British Government and particularly of that kindness which Your Excellency
possesses in so peculiar a degree and which transcends all powers of description, let territories be assigned to me
in jagir on the other side of the Jamuna in lieu of the mahals, the possession of which I have relinquished. At the
same time I hope that the territory which may be so assigned to me, may be compact and undivided, with a view
to its successful management.\fn{From a letter dated between November 12 and 19, 1802, to Sir Richard Wellesley } (53-54)
*
You have written to me to evacuate and deliver up the districts of Sardhana which has been my residence for a
length of years and on which I have expended lakhs of rupees in buildings and habitations, to the Amils of the
English gentlemen immediately on their arrival. My brother, it is proper you should consider that when I go away
from here, I require a place to stay in, where I may reside with my family and dependents. There are near a
thousand destitute persons and lame and blind people in this district for whom a place of abode is necessary. From
the commencement until the present time no gentleman invested authority in this country has disgraced me in this
manner. At the period that the English gentlemen have acquired possession of Hindustan I rejoiced that from a
consideration of my being of the same race with theirs I should be by some means or other be exalted in rank but
the contrary has happened for they have required of the several districts possessed by me for years. What may
happen to the rest? By the favor of the English Company several persons who at no time were known as
distinguished have arrived at high rank, and I, your Sister, have done nothing contrary to their wishes and
maintain the friendship that has fairly subsisted between us, have obtained no benefit from you, my Brother,
except the relationship of a Sister. If it be the intention of the gentlemen by some means or other to dispossess me,
what occasion is there for preserving appearances? Do you my Brother come and having laid hold of my hand
turn me out of my abode. The world is not narrow and I am not lame. I will sit down in some retired corner and
pass my time in solitude. By favor of God, no desire remains in my heart to captivate it with love of gain.\fn{ From
a letter dated February 3, 1804, to Lt. Col. Ochterlony, the British Resident at Delhi, pictured below in a painting of 1816 } (55-56)

I am willing to do according to your advice and deliver up my provinces. I only ask that until other countries
will be allowed to me in exchange, that the pargana of Sardhana will remain to me, the revenue of which I agree
to be deducted from the sum which will be given to me to pay for my troops and when other places shall be
granted to me for my residence and safety, I will deliver it up at the same time. I would do it now, but I am sure
that your Amil commanding, the town and I remaining in the chahuni\fn{Cantonment area} always some complaints
he would make against right or wrong.
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I am very sorry to hear that it is reported that I do keep on correspondence with Jaswnt Rao Holkar. I assure
you, that you may inform yourself that since the formation of my party, which is for these 40 years past, no person
yet can charge me of treachery, therefore, as I consider you to be a particular friend of mine, I hope you will make
enquiries, and to inform yourself from whom this false report is given, and to persuade any person of the contrary,
that does believe it. I enclose to you three letters that I have received, from Kabul, they are in my name. However,
I do not know their contents and I fear that some enemies of mine would charge me also of keeping
correspondence with the king of Kabul, this is the reason that I send them to you for to be read.\fn{ From a letter
dated February 23, 1804, to Lt. Col. Ochterlony} (57-58)
*
Many have strong claims upon me in consequence of their having attached themselves to my future, at a time
when my situation was precarious, and from being the relatives of those who have fallen in my service, and the
loss of whom deprives them of all support but what must be derived from me; and as some of them have been
accustomed to comfort and even to affluence, their distress if left in a destitute state, would be more severely felt,
but therefore hope, and in my last moments that hope will be my consolation, that when I am no more the British
Government will take them under its protection and that, before my death, I may be relieved and gratified to that
effect.\fn{From a letter of July 9, 1807, to Mr. Seton, the then British Resident at Delhi } (70)
*
If I do not go to Bharatpur, all Hindustan will say I am grown a coward in my old age.\fn{ Statement made in 1826}
(74)
1752

270.38 Excerpt from Travels Of Mirza Abu Taleb Khan In Asia, Africa, And Europe\fn{by Mirza Abu Taleb Khan
(1752-1805)} Lucknow, Lucknow District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 28
1
In commencing the account of my Travels, I think it requisite that the Reader should be informed of some
circumstances which occurred antecedent to my setting out, and be made acquainted with the general outline of
my history.
My father was named Hajy Mohammed Beg Khan, by descent a Turk, but born at Abbassabad Ispahan. Whilst
a young man, dreading the tyranny of Nadir Shah, he fled from Persia; and, on his arrival in India, was admitted
into the friendship of the Nabob, Abut Munsur Khan Sufder Jung. Upon the death of Nowil Ray, Deputy
Governor of Oude, Mohammed Culy Khan, nephew of the Nabob, was appointed to that important office, and my
father was nominated one of his assistants. From this circumstance, such an intimacy and friendship took place
between them, that my father was considered as one of his faithful adherents.
The Nabob Sufder Jung died in the year of the Hejira 1167 (A.D. 1753), and was succeeded by his son, Shujaa
ad Dowleh; who becoming jealous of his cousin, Mohammed Culy Khan, arrested him, and put him to death. The
Nabob being also suspicious of the adherents of the deceased, attempted to seize my father, who, previous to this
event, had settled his wife and family in the city of Lucknow. My father received intimation of the Nabob's
intentions, and fled, with a few of his faithful servants, to Bengal; but so sudden was his departure, that he only
carried with him his gold and jewels. The rest of his property, being left, was plundered by the soldiers.
*
My honored parent passed a number of years in Bengal, beloved and respected; and died at Moorshedabad, in
the year of the Christian Era 1768.
My mother’s father was named Abul Hussen Beg. He was a religious and devout person; and being a
townsman of the Nabob Borhan Al Mulk Saadit Khan, great grandfather to the present sovereign of Oude, had
such an affection for him, that, after the death of that nobleman, he abandoned all worldly affairs, and never more
quitted his house.
I was born at Lucknow, in the year 1752 and although the Nabob Shujaa ad Dowleh was much displeased at
my father’s conduct, he nevertheless, recollecting the connexion between our families, supplied my mother with
money for her expences, and gave her strict injunctions to let me have the very best education.
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My father, having resolved to continue in Bengal, directed my mother to remove thither with all her family. We
therefore left Lucknow in the year 1766, and proceeded by land as far as Patna, where we embarked on board a
boat for Moorshedabad. This was my first journey; but being then only fourteen years of age, and accompanied by
my mother, it was free from anxiety.
*
A year and a half after our arrival at Moorshedabad, my father died; and the whole charge of his affairs, both
public and private, devolved upon me. Previous to this unfortunate event, my worthy parents had betrothed me to
the daughter of a near relation of Muzuffer Jung, Nabob of Bengal. In consequence of this connexion, I remained
several years happy and contented in the service of that prince.
In the year 1775, Assuf ad Dowleh succeeded to the musnud of Oude. On this occasion, I received an
invitation from his Prime-minister, Mokhtiar ad Dowleh, to return to Lucknow; and was appointed aumildar of
Etaya, and several other districts situated between the rivers Jumnah and Ganges.\fn{ This office, under the native
governments, united the duties of our Lord-lieutenant and Receiver of the Taxes of the County he had also a considerable military force
under his command} In this situation I continued for two years; the greater part of which time I lived in tents, being

obliged, in enforcing the collection of the revenues, to make frequent excursions through the districts.
After the death of my patron, and the appointment of Hyder Beg Khan to his office, I was superseded; and
repaired to Lucknow, where I resided for nearly a year. At the expiration of that period, Colonel Alexander
Hannay, having been appointed Collector of Gorruckpore, requested the Nabob’s permission to take me with him
as an assistant. In that situation I continued for three years, living the whole of the time either in tents, or
temporary houses composed of mats and bamboos. When the Colonel was removed from his office, I
accompanied him to Lucknow, and remained at home for one year unemployed.
During this period, great dissensions existed between the minister, Hyder Beg Khan, and the representatives of
the East India Company, Messieurs Nathaniel Middleton and Richard Johnson; in consequence of which, and the
clandestine intrigues of the former, the finances of the state were much deranged; and although the collectors
extorted larger sums than usual from the zemindars, the revenues annually decreased. The oppressions of the
collectors were at length carried to such an excess, that many of the zemindars rebelled, the principal of whom
was Raja Bulbudder Sing. He was lineally descended from the ancient Hindu monarchs of Oude; and having
100,000 Rajputs (the military tribe of Hindus) at his command, considered himself as equal to the Nabob Vizier,
whose authority he therefore disclaimed.
To reduce this Raja to obedience, an army was sent, composed partly of the Nabobs troops, and partly of the
Company’s sepoys; but, owing to the intrigues of Hyder Beg Khan and the collectors, this measure failed of
success.
Such was the deranged state of the Nabobs affairs, that Mr. Hastings (Governor-General) deemed it requisite to
interfere.
He, in consequence, ordered Mr. Middleton to send for and consult me on the best mode of reducing the Raja,
and of restoring the country to order. As I was convinced that Hyder Beg Khan was the person who had contrived
to throw the Nabob’s affairs into confusion; and that, while he continued in office, every endeavor on my part
would only serve to irritate him, and be the probable cause of my own ruin; I declined any interference: but the
Resident persisting in his entreaties, and swearing to support and protect me against all enemies, I at length
consented to be employed.
During two years, I frequently defeated and pursued Bulbudder Sing; and at length, having surprised his camp,
he was killed in endeavoring to make his escape. By this service, I rid the Jabob of an enemy of his family for the
last sixty years, and restored order and good government in the country.
But from that period I may date the ruin of myself and family; for shortly after, Mr. Middleton having been
removed from Lucknow, and Governor Hastings having proceeded to Europe, I was left without any protection
against the machinations of my enemies.
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† Warren Hastings (1732-1818) first de-facto Governor-General of India (1772-1785). In 1784 he remarked:
“Every application of knowledge and especially such as is obtained in social communication with people,
over whom we exercise dominion, founded on the right of conquest, is useful to the state …\fn{Lacunae in
text} It attracts and conciliates distant affections, it lessens the weight of the chain by which the natives are
held in subjection and it imprints on the hearts of our countrymen the sense of obligation and benevolence
… Every instance which brings their real character will impress us with more generous sense of feeling for
their natural rights, and teach us to estimate them by the measure of our own … But such instances can
only be gained in their writings; and these will survive when British domination in India shall have long
ceased to exist, and when the sources which once yielded of wealth and power are lost to remembrance.” †
Hyder Beg Khan, having by his cunning and hypocrisy gained the favor of the new Governor-General,
behaved to me for some years ostensibly with attention and kindness and even wished to ensnare me to accept of
an employment under him; but failing in this attempt, he quarreled with me, and stopped the allowance of 6,000
rupees per annum which I received from the Nabob for my support. I therefore found it impossible to remain at
Lucknow, and resolved again to travel to Bengal.
*
In the year 1787, I embarked on the Ganges, and proceeded to Calcutta, where I stated my complaint to Lord
Cornwallis.\fn{This is the same Cornwallis that was sent packing ignominiously at Yorktown; he was appointed Governor-General of
India (1786-1793):H} His Lordship received me very politely, and made many promises of assistance; but being just
then about to embark for Madras, and to take the command of the army against Tippu Sultan, my business was
delayed for four years. During this period, I sent for my family to Calcutta; and my friends, seeing no hope of my
getting into office, dispersed themselves in various places.
The great expense which I had incurred by the removal of myself and family from such a distance, added to
the building of a house in the vicinity of Calcutta for our residence, quite overwhelmed me with debt. My distress
and misery were further increased by the death of my son, a beautiful boy of four years old who fell a sacrifice to
the unhealthy climate, and ignorance of the (native) physicians of Calcutta.
When Lord Cornwallis returned to Bengal, he recollected his promise to me; and Hyder Beg Khan being then
dead, he sent me, in the year 1792, with letters of recommendation to Mr. Cherry, the Resident of Lucknow, and
to the Nabob Assuf ad Dowleh, with an assurance that they would speedily provide for me.
In consequence of these letters, I was most graciously received at Lucknow, both by the Nabob and his
courtiers; and was in daily hopes of an appointment, when, unfortunately for me, Lord Cornwallis quitted India,
and all my expectations were blasted; for, shortly after, the Nabob quarreled with Mr. Cherry, and got him
removed from Lucknow. He also sent me orders to quit that city; and although I remonstrated against such
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injustice, my complaints were not listened to. I therefore left a part of my family at Lucknow; and having sent the
remainder to Allahabad, I proceeded, in the year 1795, a third time to Calcutta.
*
Sir John Shore (now Lord Teignmouth), who was then Governor-General,\fn{ 1793-1797} received me kindly,
and promised me assistance; but the Nabob Assuf ad Dowleh dying soon afterwards, the confusion created by
Vizier Aly Khan, and the multiplicity of business caused by that event, did not leave him leisure to think of my
affairs before he embarked for Europe.
During the three years of expectation which I passed in Calcutta, all my dependants and adherents, seeing my
distress, left me; and even some of my children, and the domestics brought up in my father’s family, abandoned
me. In this situation I was quite overcome with grief and despondency; when one day my friend Captain David
Richardson, a Scotchman, came to visit me.
As this gentleman perfectly understands both the Persian and Hindoostany languages, we conversed on various
subjects: and at length he informed me, that, as he found his health on the decline, he meant shortly to embark for
Europe, in hopes that his native air might renovate his constitution; and that he should return to India in three
years. He added,
“As you are without employment, and appear depressed in mind, let me request you to accompany me. The
change of scene, and the curiosities you will meet with in Europe, will disperse the gloom that now hangs over
you. I will undertake to teach you English during the voyage, and provide for all your wants.”
After having considered his proposal for some time, I reflected, that, as the journey was long and replete with
danger some accident might cause my death, by which I should be delivered from the anxieties of this world, and
the ingratitude of mankind. I therefore accepted his friendly offer, and resolved to undertake the journey.
That no time might be lost, I went on the following day and agreed for my passage in the Charlotte, one of the
East India Company's ships; but in a few days afterwards, this vessel was unfortunately burned. Notwithstanding
this unpropitious event, as Captain Richardson and I were determined on the business, we went immediately and
engaged a passage in the Christiana, Captain Nettleman, bound for Denmark.
2
On the 1st of Ramzan, A.H. 1213 (Feb. 7th, 1799), we took leave of our friends, and embarked at Calcutta, on
board a budgerow (barge), in order to proceed to the ship.
On the third day we arrived at Kedjeree, where we found the vessel at an chor. We shortly after went on board;
and each of us took possession of his cabin.
We found the ship in the greatest disorder; the crew principally composed of indolent and inexperienced
Bengal Lascars; and the cabins small, dark and stinking, especially that allotted to me, the very recollection of
which makes me melancholy. The fact was, that as Captain Richardson and myself were the last who took our
passage, all the good apartments had been previously secured by our fellow passengers; but as we had paid our
money in Calcutta, and it was impossible to get it returned, we were compelled to take what they chose to give us.
In the next cabin to mine, on one side was a Mr. Grand, a very passionate and delicate gentleman; and on the
other side were three children, one of whom, a girl three years old was very bad tempered, and cried night and
day: in short, the inconveniences and distresses which I suffered on board this ship were a great drawback from
the pleasures I afterwards experienced in my travels.
Our agreement was, that the ship should be well supplied with water, liquors, and provisions; and that we were
to be conveyed direct to Europe, without stopping any where on the way. On this account we looked forward to a
speedy and pleasant voyage.
The first breach of promise we experienced from the captain, was his desiring us to go on board, stating that he
would certainly follow us the next day; instead of which he remained a fortnight longer in Calcutta, to finish his
own business. It is unnecessary to say, how disagreeable such a delay was to us, who had nothing to amuse our
minds, and were anxious to proceed on our voyage. At the end of fifteen days he arrived, and gave orders to
unmoor the ship.
This captain was a proud self-sufficient fellow. His first officer, who was by birth an American, resembled an
ill tempered growling mastiff, but understood his duty very well The second officer and the other mates, were low
people, not worthy of being spoken to, and quite ignorant of navigation.
*
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On the 16th of the month we left Kedjeree, and proceeded towards the mouth of the river. During our passage
down, we had several narrow escapes. Our vessel drew thirteen feet and a half of water; and we passed over
several sands on which there were not six inches more water than we drew. Had the ship touched the ground, as
the tide was running out, we should have stuck there, and probably have been lost.
The next morning, when we were about to weigh anchor, a pilot sloop came alongside and informed us, that a
French frigate, called La Forte, was cruising at the Sand Heads, and had taken several vessels; that an embargo
had in consequence been ordered; and that we must not depart till it was rescinded. As it would have been
attended with delay and danger to return up the river, it was resolved we should remain at anchor where we were,
till the embargo should be taken off.
During our stay at Kedjeree, we had been regularly, supplied with fresh bread, butter, eggs, fish and
vegetables, from the shore; but as the boats would not come down so far as where the ship now lay, were reduced
to eat biscuit and salt butter, and, in fact, to commence the consumption of our sea stores.
We suffered another great inconvenience from flies, which, notwithstanding our distance from the shore,
swarmed in such numbers on board, that we could not speak without holding our hands to our mouths, lest they
should go down our throats.
We passed twenty days in this wretched state of suspense. One day we heard the sound of cannon at a distance
and concluded that some of the English ships of war stationed at Madras had been dispatched to attack the
Frenchman. Shortly after we saw three ships coming up with all sail crowded: this circumstance confirmed our
conjectures; but when they arrived, we learnt that they were three out of four English ships which had fallen in
with the enemy’s frigate, and had engaged her; that they had escaped, but the fourth was taken.
A few nights after, an English ship which was anchored near us, loaded chiefly with Bengal cloths, caught fire,
and dreadfully alarmed us. The crew abandoned her, and she burnt to the water’s edge. Our captain, who was
bound to his own country, and not fearing to be called to account by the English, sent his boat on board her for
several days successively, and brought away a number of chests of half-consumed cloth. He had occasion,
however, to repent this conduct in the sequel.
Another day we saw several ships coming up, one of which appeared to have French colors suspended under
the English: we then concluded that the frigate had certainly been taken; but on their near approach, we
discovered it was an Arab vessel, in which the Frenchman had sent up all his prisoners; and that those in company
were only pilot schooners.
On the last day of the month, we received authentic intelligence that an English ship had arrived from Madras,
and, after a severe contest, had captured the French frigate. Shortly after, Captain Cook, commander of La Sibylle,
who had been severely wounded in the action, and died some days after his arrival in Calcutta, passed by us.
On the 3rd of the month Shual (4th or 5th of March), the two ships cast anchor near us. La Sibylle was severely
injured; but La Forte, which was much the largest vessel, had not a mast standing, and was towed up the river by
her conqueror. The English lost only twenty-five men during the engagement; whilst the French had their captain
and 200 men killed or wounded. This circumstance was the cause of much astonishment to all of us.
On the following day, fifteen sloops, each having on board a guard of soldiers, came down the river, for the
conveyance of the prisoners to Calcutta.
Permission having been at length granted for the ships to proceed on their voyage, the pilot again came on
board; and having on the 8th of the month, carried us into the deep water, called by the English, the Bay of Bengal,
he took his leave
3
We proceeded for several days on our voyage with a favorable wind; when one morning we discovered that the
captain had altered the ship’s course, from south to south-east. This circumstance created in the passengers much
astonishment; but the explanation only added to our mortification: the fact was, our stock of water had been so
much expended during our detention at the mouth of the river, that it now became requisite to bear away for the
Nicobar islands in order to replenish that indispensable article.
These islands, which are about seventeen in number, are more or less inhabited, and are frequently resorted to
by ships in want of water or provisions. We attempted to reach the largest, which is called the Carnicobar, but
were blown off. We were equally unsuccessful in attempting to gain the second; but with great efforts we
anchored after midnight near the third.
In our approach to these islands, a circumstance occurred which was quite novel to me.
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When we came in sight of the land, I wished to behold it more distinctly, and for that purpose borrowed a
telescope; but upon applying the instrument to my eye. I could not distinguish the land. Being astonished at this
circumstance, I requested one of the most intelligent officers to explain to me the cause of it. He replied:
“These islands are, in fact, still below the horizon, being concealed from our view by the spherical body of
water between us and them; and what we now behold is caused by the power of refraction, which, in a dense
atmosphere, apparently raises all bodies considerably above their real altitude.”
More plainly to elucidate this axiom, he threw a ring into a China bowl, and carried it to such a distance that I
could no longer see the ring. He then filled the bowl with water, when, by the refractive power, the ring appeared
to float on the top of the water. As this explanation, although interesting, does not solve the difficultly, it is
probable the telescope was out of order, or that they played me some trick on this occasion.
After this digression, I return to my narrative.
*
The island at which we anchored is named Tribiser, and is about forty five miles in circumference: the two
others in sight were called Rajoury and Bigou. Several of the inhabitants came off to us from all the three islands,
and brought with them abundance of delicious cocoanuts, pine-apple plantains, limes, and other fruits, also ducks
and fowls, all of which they readily exchanged for cloth, tobacco, and any kind of cutlery; but they did not appear
to set much value upon gold or silver, these precious metals not being yet current among them.
Cocoa-nuts are here in such abundance, that ten of them were given for a tobacco cheroot or sagar, which costs
less than a farthing in Bengal.
These islands being situated near the Equinoctial line, have two Springs and two Autumns; and as the sun had
lately passed to the north of the line, we had incessant showers of rain.
The inhabitants are well made, and very muscular. They are of a lively disposition, and resemble the Peguers
and Chinese in features but are of a wheat color, with scarcely any beard. Their clothing consists merely of a
narrow bandage round the waist. Being allowed to go on shore for the purpose of shooting, we had frequent
opportunities of seeing their children, many of whom I thought very handsome.
Their houses are built of wood and bamboos, with thatched roofs; and are always circular, resembling a stack
of corn. Several of them, however, consist of three stories ; the ground floor being kept for the goats, poultry, etc.
The middle story is appropriated to the men, and the upper story to the women. They are of the Mohammedan
religion, and keep their women concealed, not permitting them to have any communication with strangers. They
build very neat boats, and have even constructed two or three ships in the European manner. I was so much
captivated by the mildness of the climate, the beauty of the plains and rivulets, and with the kind of life and
freedom which the men enjoyed, that I had nearly resolved to take up my abode among them.
*
Having replenished our stock of water, and received on board a considerable supply of provisions, our captain
was about to depart, when a circumstance occurred which occasioned some delay, and much doubt whether we
should have been able to proceed any further on our voyage.
The fact was this: sixteen of our best Lascars (or Indian sailors), being much disgusted with the treatment they
received on board this ship, deserted, and hid themselves in the woods, and it was discovered that the remainder
of the crew only waited the approach of night to follow the example, of their comrades. In this dilemma, some of
the principal people of the island fortunately came on board and dreading the imputation of being in collusion
with the deserters, they voluntarily offered to bring them back; and the captain, who at this period considered
himself in a very critical situation, bound himself, by the most sacred promises, to give them for their trouble a
number of pieces of the cloth which he had plundered from the ship burned in the Ganges.
Stimulated by these promises, and being well acquainted with the woods and mountains, they in a short time
caught the deserters, and during the night brought them on board. The ungrateful wretch of a captain, however,
repaid their exertions and kindness by the grossest treachery: for, pretending that he could not open the hold while
it was dark, to take out the cloth, he promised, that if they would then go away, and return in the morning, he
would reward them liberally for their trouble; but as soon as the day broke, he weighed anchor, and, before the
islanders were aware of his intention the vessel had proceeded many miles to the southward.
*
We quitted these friendly islands on the 4 th of April and three days afterwards we had the sun vertical in the
seventh degree of northern latitude: the heat was consequently very great; and for a fortnight we had much rainy
weather, attended with calms. Our progress was now very slow; and some days we had not above ten miles on our
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log-book. It is generally observed, that calms prevail in the vicinity of the Equinoctial line: this I suppose is
caused by the influence of the sun.
On the night of the 16 th, being then near the line, and the atmosphere perfectly clear, we observed the polar star
with great attention. The constellations Ursa Major and Minor appeared to be elevated above the polar star, equal
to the altitude which that star has in Calcutta; while the latter was sunk nearly to the margin of the horizon.
I am therefore of opinion that the polar star is seldom seen nearer to the line than the fourth or fifth degree of
northern latitude; and, in fact, we did not again see it till, after having doubled the Cape and recrossed the line, we
arrived a second time in the above latitudes.
*
On the 19th we crossed the Equinoctia 1 line, in the 100 th degree east longitude of London. For several days
past we had seen a number of birds, some as large as a goose, and others about the size of a pigeon. They live
entirely upon fish, and rest on the water during the night. When they wish to propa gate their species, they gain the
coast by degrees, and remain on shore during the time of incubation. One of the smaller kind alighted during the
night upon a mast of our vessel and was caught by the sailors: it was probably unwell, for when it was turned
loose next morning, it could with difficulty fly away.
On this day the sailors exhibited a ridiculous farce.
Three of the principal ones dressed themselves in a strange manner, and, having daubed their faces with red
and yellow paint, came upon the deck, their clothes and artificial hair dripping with water. One of them carried a
book, and another a trumpet: the third was more extravagantly dressed, and appeared the superior. Chairs having
been offered, they seated themselves; when the trumpeter proclaimed, that Neptune, god of the Sea, had honored
the ship by a visit, on its approach to his residence. The mock deity then commanded, that all persons on board,
who had not before crossed the Line, should be summoned to appear, and that they should be cleansed from all
their former sins by immediate ablution.
Many of the young men and boys, who had not before witnessed this ceremony, being alarmed, ran and hid
themselves in different places, and some of them even climbed to the very top the masts; but the secretary,
opening his book read over the name of every person who was liable to this discipline, and insisted upon his being
brought to the presence.
The culprit having his eyes bound, was then forced to sit on a plank, which was laid across a tub, and several
buckets of the sea water were poured over his head; and the plank being at the same time drawn from under him,
he was immersed in the tub.
When it came to my turn, by the mediation of one of the officers, and a present of some bottles of brandy, I
was excused this disagreeable ceremony; and the farce having terminated, Neptune and his companions returned
apparently, to their submarine abode.
*
On the 25th we saw a numerous shoal of flying fish. Many of these rose three or four yards high, and flew
nearly the distance of 500 paces. The motion of their wings was exactly like that of bird; and although I had
frequently heard them described by travelers, I could not credit the report, but supposed their motion was that of
leaping; but I am now perfectly convinced they may be classed among the flying animals. Many of them fell upon
the ship, and were served at table. I thought them good food, and fancied they had somewhat the flavor of a bird.
Having reached the fifth degree of south latitude, we perceived the weather get considerably cooler, although
the sun was not yet twenty degrees from us. When we arrived in the twelfth degree, the atmosphere being
remarkably clear, I sought in the heavens for some star which might point out the southern pole; but we could not
even find any constellation corresponding either with the Ursa Major or Minor, much less a polar star.
*
On the 27th we entered the region of the trade winds.
This being one of the phenomena of nature, it requires some explanation. The European navigators have, by
experience, discovered, that between the 10th and 28th degrees of southern latitude the wind constantly blows from
the south east, which is equally serviceable to ships coming to India or returning from it, and conveys them
rapidly through eighty degrees of longitude. It is generally supposed, that if it was not for the intervening of the
Cape of Good Hope and of South America, ships might circumnavigate the globe in these latitudes in a very short
period. As these winds were first discovered by people employed in trade, and are very favorable to commerce,
they have been named Trade Winds: but, except in the latitudes above mentioned, the course of the winds during
the voyage is variable and uncertain.
*
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During the first week of May, whilst we were sailing in the fifteenth degree of south latitude, the waves were
so agitated by the winds, that they rose as high as the ship, and frequently entered by the quarter-galleries and
stern-windows. It was impossible to sleep for the noise, and we could not walk on deck without great difficulty.
Although we were then only thirty-one degrees from the sun, yet the cold was so severe that we were obliged
to put on our warm clothing, and spread blankets and quilts on our beds. It appeared to me very extraordinary, that
the month of May, being the hottest part of the year in Bengal, should be so extremely cold here.
We passed the island of Mauritius and, the south end of Madagascar, at the distance of sixty or seventy
leagues. The latter, I understand, is governed by a Mohamdan king, and the Arabic language is spoken in some
parts of it.
As from our first setting out on this voyage we had great apprehensions of being captured by the French, who
were then at war with the English, our fears were increased ten-fold whilst in the vicinity of their islands; and if
by chance a ship was discovered by our glasses, we concluded it was an enemy, and were almost reduced to
despair: we were however fortunate enough not to be molested by any of them.
About this time we had a dreadful storm, which lasted four days, during which period the sea ran mountains
high; and the force of the waves striking against the ship was such as to preclude the possibility of standing; and
even when seated, our heads were knocked with violence against the sides of the ship.
During this scene, Mr. Grand, who was of an enormous size, and whose cabin was separated from mine only
by a canvas partition, fell with all his weight upon my breast, and hurt me excessively. What rendered this
circumstance more provoking was, that if, by any accident, the smallest noise was made in my apartment, he
would call out, with all that over bearing insolence which characterizes the vulgar part of the English in their
conduct to Orientals, “What are you about?, you don’t let me get a wink of sleep!” and such other rude
expressions.
During the storm, it was with much difficulty we could get any provisions dressed; and these we were obliged
to eat sitting in our beds. To add to our distress, the leaks of the ship, which at the commencement of the voyage
were only trifling, now increased to such a degree, that the pumps were kept at work both day and night. This
circumstance much alarmed many of the passengers; but, for my part, I was so tired of life, that I became
perfectly indifferent about our fate.
Notwithstanding the raging of the elements, we saw several birds whose form did not appear calculated to
contend with storms. Their body was not larger than a kite’s, but their wings extended nearly four yards.
*
On the 24th of May we had a view of part of the continent of Africa, about 200 miles of the north of the Cape
of Good Hope; and although we had not the most distant intention of going on shore here, yet the sight of land
brought tears into my eyes.
While sailing along this coast, we had frequent opportunities of seeing one of the wonders of the deep. Several
fishes called whales approached so close to the ship, that we could view them distinctly. They were four times the
size of the largest elephant, and had immense nostrils, whence they threw up the water to the height of fifteen
yards. As these animals are obliged frequently to come to the top of the sea for the purpose of respi ration, they are
easily discovered, and are killed by the Europeans for the sake of their oil, spermaceti, and whalebone, all of
which are articles of great value. The capture of them is however attended with much danger, and requires great
dexterity.
During the remainder of the month, we had such dreadful weather, that for several days and nights we could
not see either the sun or stars; and as the waves were constantly dashing over the ship, we were obliged to keep
the hatches covered; thereby excluding all light, and compelling us either to sit in darkness, or constantly to burn
candles, of which there was a great scarcity on board. In short, we passed our time like dead bodies shut up in
dark and confined cells: and had it not been for the incessant noise and jarring of the elements, we might have
supposed ourselves inhabitants of the nether world. Often did I think of the verse of Hafiz:
Dark is the night, and dreadful the noise of the waves and whirlpool.
Little do they know of our situation, who are travelling merrily on the shore.

On the 4th of June we came in sight of the high land of the Cape, called Table Mountain; and shortly after had a
view of Table Bay, at the bottom of which is situated the Cape Town.
It was now made known, that our water and provisions being nearly expended, it was requisite we should go
into the port for a fresh supply. Although this was contrary to our agreement with the captain, and the measure
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would probably be attended with much delay and expence to the passengers, yet, as there was no other remedy,
we were obliged to consent.
As but a few hours of the day remained, and it was thought dangerous, on account of the rocks, to enter the bay
in the dark, it was determined that the ship should stand off and on during the night, and proceed in early next
morning. It so happened, that throughout the night the wind was extremely favourable, and we might have been
all landed without any trouble or expence at Cape Town; but, contrary to our hopes, the second officer, having
gone to sleep during his watch, allowed the ship to run so far to the southward, that during the whole of the next
day we could not regain the land.
A second night was therefore passed in tacking backward and forward; and on the following morning, when
we were about to enter the bay, a sudden storm, accompanied by thunder and lightning, came on, which carried
us; before it ceased, five degrees to the southward. The ship was also struck by the lightning, three of the crew
were killed, and two others severely burned.
*
For the benefit of my countrymen who may be inclined to travel, I shall here relate a few of the hardships and
mortifications which I endured on board this ship, in hopes that they will take warning by my sufferings, and
derive some advantage from my experience.
In the first place, I must advise them never to embark in any but an English vessel; and if they are not
possessed of sufficient wealth to provide themselves with a number of articles, not to undertake the voyage.
I shall comprise the miseries of this ship under four classes:
The first is that to which every ship is liable; viz, the want of good bread, butter, milk, fruit, and vegetables; to
which are to be added, drinking stinking water, and washing the mouth with salt water; also the impurity of being
shut up with dogs and hogs, and the difficulty of getting to and from the quarter-gallery, with the danger of being
wet, or drowned, while there.
To these I should add, the state of suspense and agitation to which a person is constantly exposed, the
confinement in one place, and the sickness caused by the motion of the ship.
The second class arose from want of wealth; viz, a small and dark cabin, and the consequent deprivation of air
and light; the neglet of servants; the want of a ship cot, on account of the deficiency of room; and the tyranny or
rudeness of my neighbours, who ever studied their own convenience at my expence.
The third class is confined to foreigners, by which, I mean persons who are not Europeans; viz, the difficulty
of shaving oneself; the cutting of one’ own beard and nails; not having any private place for ablution; the
necessity of eating with a knife and fork; and the impossibility of purification. From the latter I suffered much
inconvenience; for as it was only customary on board to draw up water in buckets early in the morning, at which
time all the crew washed themselves and whatever else they required, I was frequently under the necessity of
drawing it up when I wanted it, in one of my own copper vessels; but during the rough weather many of these
were lost in the attempt, and I was at last reduced to one ewer. I therefore relinquished the practice of purification
and was consequently incapacitated from the other duties of our religion.
The fourth class is confined to ships not belonging to the English: viz, noise and tumult when any business is
done; the abusive language made use of while heaving the anchor; the quantity of bilgewater allowed to remain in
the ship; and the unnecessary destruction of every thing on board.
To these may be added, the quantity of stinking salt fish and putrid eggs of which the sea store is composed,
and the absurd custom of the crew lying on the wet decks; with a total want of discipline in the sailors, and
science\fn{Of sailing} in the officers.
It was from a thorough knowledge of all these circumstances, that my good friend Mr. Augustus Brooke of
Calcutta strongly advised me not to embark in any but an English ship; but finding I was determined to go in the
Dane, he repeatedly desired I would carry on board a number of dried fruits, preserves, biscuits, etc. and also take
with me a plentiful supply of warm clothing. Not content with this advise alone, he sent me a present of all these
things [without which] I should either have died of hunger, or perished with the cold.
*
The gale abated on the 13 th of the month, but our condition was not much improved thereby; as, in
consequence of our not seeing the sun for several days, and not having a correct Ephemeris\fn{ A set of tables which
lists the location of the sun, moon and planets for a particular year, date and sidereal time, with respect to the northern hemisphere vernal
equinox or the fixed stars} on board, together with the want of skill in the officers, we had completely lost our

reckoning; and not a person in the ship could tell where we were, or how we ought to steer. To add to our
distresses, it was now discovered that we had only water for a few days remaining.
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Thus we were nearly reduced to despair; and had it not been for the mercy of God, we must have perished.
During this dreadful state of suspense, and at a time when all the officers supposed we were far to the west of
the Cape, and nearly half way to St. Helena, it happened that the steward of the ship, who possessed a keen sight,
and who had made several voyages to India, came on the poop to ascertain the quantity of poultry remaining.
Having cast his eyes astern of the ship, he exclaimed,
“There is the land. You are leaving it behind you.”
On hearing this joyful news, some of the officers went to the masthead, and with their spy-glasses clearly
discerned the land, but even then could not say what place it was: they however put the ship about and stood
towards it, and in the course of a few hours ascertained it to be the Table Mountain and Sugar-loaf Hill of the
Cape.\fn{Two mountains so called from their resembling those articles}
This intelligence roused the drooping spirits of the crew, and every exertion was made to gain the wished-for
port.
*
On the 21st we were opposite the entrance of Table Bay; but the monsoon having changed, it became requisite
that we should now go to False Bay; no vessel being permitted to enter the former after a certain period, when the
wind, coming to the south west, renders it, for four months in the year, a very unsafe anchorage. On this account
the Governor has positive orders not to allow any ship to enter the port, and even to fire cannon at them if they
refuse to obey the signal.
On the evening of the 23 rd of July we with some difficulty entered False Bay; but as it soon became dark, we
were obliged to cast anchor, lest the ship should run on the rocks.
On the following morning we again got under weigh, and at noon anchored opposite the town.
This town is situated at the bottom of verdant mountain, clothed with a variety of flowers and odoriferous
herbs. It consists of about thirty houses only: these are, however very regular and well built, and each of them
contains a pipe of running water: it is therefore peculiarly well adapted as a place of refreshment for ships during
the south-west monsoon. We accordingly found sixteen vessels lying here, two of which were men of war,
stationed to protect the harbour against the French. As a long time had elapsed since I had seen the habitations of
men, I was much struck with the appearance of this town, and the beauties of its port; nor did I ever before
experience such pleasing sensations as when I landed there.
On the 24th, all the passengers, except myself, went on shore; for as I had very little money with me, I dreaded
the expence, and remained on board. My situation was however, rendered more comfortable by the supplies of
fresh provisions, fruit, etc. which were daily received from the shore.
4
After some days, I learned that all the passengers, being disgusted with the bad conduct of the captain, had
resolved not to return on board again, but to proceed to the Cape Town, and wait there the arrival of some English
vessel, in which they might embark for Europe. I was therefore under the necessity either of abandoning my
companions, or of incurring a heavy expence by quitting this disgusting ship: and having resolved upon the latter,
I went on shore, and took up my residence at the house where the other passengers were staying.
Our landlord, who was called Barnet, was a very smooth speaker, and appeared very polite. He said he was by
descent a Scotchman, though born and bred amongst the Dutch. With this person I agreed for my board and
lodging at the rate of five rupees a day. His family consisted of his wife, two children, and five slaves; and
notwithstanding there were, fifteen of us, including servants, who lodged in the house, they attended minutely to
all our wants, and even anticipated our wishes, without any noise, bustle, or confusion.
Some time previous to our arrival at the Cape, it had been taken possession of by the English, and was
garrisoned by about 5000 European soldiers, under the command of General Dundas (a nephew of the celebrated
Mr. Dundas, one of the principal Ministers of the British Empire), who also acted as Governor during the absence
of Lord Macartney. The troops at False Bay were commanded by Captain Collins, on whom I waited, and was
received with great attention and politeness. He returned my visit on the following day, and invited me to dine
with him.
We found a large company assembled, and were entertained in a very sumptuous manner. Although I then
understood English but imperfectly, yet the marked attention of Captain and Mrs. Collins and their friends was so
flattering, that I never spent a more agreeable day in my life. On taking leave, they requested me to drink tea with
them every evening I was disengaged, during my stay at False Bay.
135

From the commanders of the ships of war, Captains Lee and Gouch, I also received the greatest attention. They
invited me twice to entertainments on board, and sent their own barges to convey me. Upon entering and leaving
the ship, I was saluted by the discharge of a number of pieces of cannon, and was treated in every respect as a
person of consequence.
After a short residence with Mr. Barnet, I experienced a very great change in his behavior. Our table
became daily worse supplied, and his conduct was sometimes rude. He one day came and desired I would
change my apartment for a smaller one, as he expected more guests, and could put up two or three beds in
my room. After I had removed my luggage to another, he then told me that room was pre-engaged, and that I
must remove to a third, in which I found a gentleman's trunks, who was gone to Cape Town, and might
possibly return during the night.
I was much irritated at such conduct, and asked him what he meant. He replied, that he had let me have
my lodgings too cheap; and that if I wished to remain there, I must pay him ten rupees (£l.5s.) a day. I
observed that his behavior was that of a blackguard Dutchman and that I should quit his house the next
day.
I accordingly made my preparations for proceeding to Cape Town; and although I left his house before
sunrise he insisted on my paying him for the whole of that day. He also charged very extravagantly for
my washing, and other matters wherein I had employed him.
But I was still more provoked at the behavior of his wife, to whom, on the day of my arrival, I had
presented a bag of fine Bengal rice, worth at the Cape forty or fifty rupees she was in consequence very
polite for three or four days, but afterwards totally changed her conduct.
*
On the 2nd of July I set out for Cape Town, in a coach drawn by eight horses, all of which were driven by one
man, and with such dexterity as I have never witnessed. Part of the road was through water up to the horses’
bellies; in another place the wheels sank nearly up to the axle-trees in sand; and although we climbed and
descended very steep mountains, we were seldom out of a gallop.
When we approached within four or five miles of the town, we found the road broad and even, lined on each
side with hedges; the country was also well cultivated, and adorned by groves and gardens, with here and there
windmills and form-houses, which much ornamented the scenery. On this road the English and the genteel Dutch
families take the air, either on horseback or in carriages, every day from noon till four o’clock.
As the distance of three miles, the town appears very beautiful and superb, and much delights the beholder.
The distance from False Bay to Cape Town is a day’s journey; but as there are houses for the entertainment of
travellers on the road, we had a comfortable breakfast and dinner at the proper hours.
It was nearly dark when we entered the town; and lodgings having been secured for me by one of my shipmates, I drove directly to Mr. Clark’s, the best house of that description in the place.
Two sides of the town are surrounded by mountains; and some of the houses are so near the Table Land, that a
stranger is in dread of its falling on them. These mountains are covered with a variety of flowers and sweet herbs,
and afford an excellent pasture for cattle; they also abound with springs of delicious water, which not only supply
the inhabitants with that indispensable element, but also serve to turn mills, and to irrigate the lands when
requisite.
The inhabitants of the Cape frequently form parties of pleasure on the top of the Table Land; and although
several places in the road are so steep that they cannot be ascended without the aid of ropes, the Dutch ladies are
so accustomed to climb precipices, that they always accompany the men on these excursions.
On another side of the town is Table Bay; on the shore of which are erected very formidable batteries,
sufficient to prevent any enemy from entering it. Some batteries have also been constructed on the land side. In
short, the fortifications of this place were so strong, that when the English came to attack the Cape, they found it
expedient to proceed to False Bay, and effect their debarkation at that point; they thence proceeded by land, and
having with great difficulty clambered over the mountains, made their attack on that side, and thus compelled the
Hollanders to capitulate.
*
The town is about six miles in circumference. A few of the houses are built of stone, but the generality of them
are only brick and mortar. The streets are very broad and straight, and paved on each side with large bricks or flag
stones. Each street is also provided with one or two channels for carrying off the water, so that even in winter
there is scarcely any mud or dirt to be seen. Each side of the Street is also planted with a row of trees, which
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afford an agreeable shade; and along the front of every house is erected a seat of masonry, about a yard high, for
the inhabitants to sit on and smoke their pipes in the summer evenings. This custom, which is, I believe, peculiar
to the Hollanders, appeared to me excellent.
The furniture of some of the houses is very elegant, consisting of mirrors, pictures, girandoles,\fn{Ornamental
branched candlesticks} lustres,\fn{Traditionally drop-shaped pieces of cut glass or crystal used as hangoing decorations from a
chandelier} and a great quantity of plate. The walls of the rooms were covered with variegated paper, and hung with
handsome window curtains, some of chintz, others of velvet; in short, the splendour of this town quite obliterated
from my mind all the magnificence of Calcutta, which I had previously considered as superior to anything to be
found between India and Europe.
In the sequel I changed my opinion respecting the Cape; and indeed I may say, that from my first setting out on
this journey, till my arrival in England, I ascended the pinnacle of magnificence and luxury; the several degrees or
stages of which were, Calcutta, the Cape, Cork, Dublin, and London; the beauty and grandeur of each city
effacing that of the former. On my return towards India everything was reversed, the last place being always
inferior to that I had quitted.
Thus, after a long residence in London, Paris appeared to me much inferior; for although the latter contains
more superb buildings, it is neither so regular, kept so clean, nor so well lighted at night as the former, nor does it
possess so many squares or gardens in its vicinity; in short, I thought I had fallen from Paradise into Hell. But
when I arrived in Italy, I was made sensible of the beauty of Paris. The cities of Italy rose in my estimation when I
arrived at Constantinople; and the latter is a perfect Paradise, compared to Bagdad, Mousul and other towns in the
territory of the Faithful. All these places I shall describe more particularly in the course of my Travels.
Nearly in the centre of Cape Town is a large handsome square, two miles in circumference, in which the troops
are exercised. Two sides of the square are inclosed with streets of lofty houses, a third is bounded by the Fort, and
the fourth faces the sea. The Fort is regular, and much resembles that of Calcutta, but smaller. The bazars are well
built, and well supplied with every requisite.
*
Having said so much of the place, I will now take the liberty of describing the .inhabitants. All the European
Dutch women whom I saw, were very fat, gross, and insipid; but the girls both at the Cape are well made,
handsome, and sprightly; they are also good natured, but require costly presents. Even the married women are
suspected; and each of the Englishmen of rank had his particular lady, whom he visited without any interruption
from the husband, who generally walked out when the admirer entered the house.
The consequence was, that the English spent all the money they got; while the Hollanders became rich, and
more affluent than when under their own government.
The generality of the Dutchmen are low-minded and inhospitable, neither do they fear the imputation of a bad
name, and are more oppressive to their slaves than any other people in the world. If a slave understands any trade,
they permit him to work for other people, but oblige him to pay from one to four dollars a day, according to his
abilities, for such indulgence. The daughters of these slaves who are handsome they keep for their own use, but
the ugly ones are either sold, or obliged to work with their fathers. Should a slave perchance save money
sufficient to purchase his freedom, they cause him to pay a great price for it, and throw many other obstacles in
his way.
I saw a tailor, who was married, and had four children he was then forty years of age, and had, by great
industry and economy, purchased the freedom of himself and wife; but the children still continued as slaves. One
of them, a fine youth, was sold to another master, and carried away to some distant land; the eldest girl was in the
service of her master; and the two youngest were suffered to remain with their parents till they should gain
sufficient strength to be employed.
As the female slaves are employed in making the beds, and looking after the rooms of the lodgers, they
frequently have opportunities of getting money; great part of which they are, however, obliged to pay to their
avaricious owners.
During my stay at the Cape, I suffered great inconvenience from the filthiness and stench of their privies,
which they take no pains to keep clean. Neither have they any baths, either hot or cold, in the town; and ablution
is quite unknown to the inhabitants.
Although I was ignorant of the Dutch language, and could not converse with the young women, yet in dancing
they made use of so many wanton airs, and threw such significant looks towards me, that I was often put to the
blush, and obliged to retire to the other side of the room. A party of these girls once attacked me; one of them,
who was the handsomest and most forward, snatched away my handkerchief, and offered it to another girl of her
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own age; upon which they all began to laugh aloud: but as the young lady did not seem inclined to accept the
handkerchief, I withdrew it, and said I would only part with it to the handsomest. As this circumstance was an
allusion to a practice among the rich Turks of Constantinople, who throw their handkerchief to the lady with
whom they wish to pass the night, the laugh was turned against my fair antagonist, who blushed, and retreated to
some distance.
*
th
I continued to reside with Mr. Clark till the 15 of July, during which time I formed several acquaintances, and
found that a number of Mohammedans dwelt at the Cape. My landlord in a short time proving himself to be a true
Dutchman, by the exorbitance of his charges, and various impositions, I quarreled with him; upon which he was
very abusive, and threatened to summon me before the court of justice. I thereon complained to my ship-mate,
Captain Williamson; but he, having formed an attachment to one of the females in the house, took my adversary’s
part, and insisted upon my paying all his demands. He had occasion, in the sequel, to repent his conduct; for the
girl having been detected, was severely punished, and compelled to pay to her oppressive master all the money
the captain had given her, who thereupon quitted the house, and apologized to me for his conduct.
In consequence of my dispute with Mr. Clark, I hired lodgings in the house of a worthy Mussulman, who
behaved to me with the greatest attention and kindness; and as I had constant invitations from the English officers,
I passed my time very pleasantly, and lived at a small expense.
*
Although it was now winter at the Cape, the trees were all in full verdure, and the gardens were replete with
flowers of every kind: the fruits were also delicious, and in such variety that we found here the produce of both
the torrid and frigid zones. At a short distance from the town is situated a celebrated garden, called Constantia, the
grapes of which are superior to any I have ever tasted, and from which they make an excellent sweet wine, that is
much admired, and carried to all parts of the world.
The markets are well supplied with good beef, mutton and goat. The sheep are of the large-tailed species, and
afford a great quantity of grease and tallow. The vegetables here are also very good, and in great variety; but their
wheat and rice are indifferent. Fresh butter is with difficulty procured: and notwithstanding there appeared a great
abundance of everything else, the prices were high. Meat was seven-pence halfpenny a pound ; bread three pence
a pound; and eggs three pence each. Washing is also very dear.
*
The horses of the Cape are very strong and active, and under excellent command: they have probably some of
the Arab blood in them. Here are also very good mules, which are principally used for carriages: the wagons are
drawn by oxen. Ostriches are found in this part of Africa; and they shewed me a particular species of dogs and
cats, both of which run wild in the woods.
Besides the Dutch, there are to be found at the Cape people of many other nations; and at least seven or eight
languages are spoken here.
The common people are principally Malays and Negroes. Most of these were originally slaves, who have
either purchased their freedom, or have been manumitted by their masters. Among them I met with many pious
good Mussulmans, several of whom possessed considerable property. I had the pleasure of forming an
acquaintance with Shaikh Abdulla the son of Abd al Aziz, a native of Mecca, who having come to the Cape on
some commercial adventure, married the daughter of one of the Malays, and settled there. He was very civil,
introduced me to all his friends, and anticipated all my wishes.
From Mr. Bomgard, a Dutch gentleman who had resided twenty years in Bengal, and had been for some time
Governor of Chinsura, I experienced much kindness. His wife was a very agreeable and clever woman, and spoke
seven languages.
Were I to relate all the civilities I received from General Dundas and the other British officers, they would fill a
volume. I cannot however refrain mentioning the many delightful evenings, I passed at the house of Lady Anne
Barnet, who was generally called the Princess of the Cape, and every week gave an entertainment to all her
acquaintances, and constantly did me the honor to number me among her guests. Lady Anne is the daughter of an
English nobleman, and has all the dignified manners of a person of quality. At her house I frequently met with a
Mrs. Crawford, a young Irishwoman, who was exceedingly beautiful, but spoke little, and was rather reserved: in
short, she had quite the elegant behavior of our Indian princesses, and completely won my heart.
These were the only two English women of rank whose husbands were at the Cape. The rest of the officers
were obliged to amuse themselves with the Dutch ladies, several of whom, in consequence, got well married.
*
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Although I lived with the greatest possible economy during our long stay at this place, I could not have borne
the expense, but for the sale of some articles. Of these the most valuable was a Negro slave, whose manners and
disposition had been so much corrupted on board ship, that I found requisite to part with him, and disposed him
for 500 dollars. I also sold a talisman and some pieces of muslin for 200 dollars more. By these means I was
enabled to live without incurring any debts, till an opportunity offered of proceeding on our voyage.
During our stay at the Cape, the monsoon having changed Captain Nettleman was enabled to bring his ship,
the Christiana from False Bay to Table Bay: but immediately on his arrival, he was accused by Mr. Pringle, the
East-India Company’s agent, with having plundered the burnt ship in the river Ganges; and a prosecution was
filed against him in the court of justice. The fact was easily proved, and he was sentenced to pay £2000 damages.
During the prosecution, the ship was laid under sequestration; and the crew having dispersed themselves in
various situations, Captain Nettleman found it impossible to proceed on his voyage. He was however, I believe,
not sorry for the event; for he shortly after married a Dutch lady, and settled at the Cape. His passengers thereon
prosecuted him for the amount of their passage money, and compelled him to repay them half the sum they had
given him.
I very imprudently declined joining in the prosecution, for two reasons; in The first place, I was afraid of the
chicanery of Dutch lawyers; and, secondly, Captain Netileman assured me, that if the cause was decided against
him, he would repay me in proportion to the others. This agreement he afterwards denied, and I lost my money.
Glad, however, to get rid of such a wretch, and an opportunity offering at this time of proceeding to England, I
engaged a passage, for forty guineas, on board the Britannia, a South-Sea whaler, bound to London.
5
On the 29th of September, my friend Captain Richardson and I embarked on board the Britannia, and were soon
under weigh. This was one of the vessel employed in catching whales, and was loaded with the oil of that fish.
She had also a Letter of Marque, and was therefore well equipped for war and had been fortunate enough to
capture a Spanish prize on her way out, which sold for a large sum of money. The crew consisted of between
thirty and forty men; but as they were all able seamen, and kept under the same discipline as on board a ship of
war, the duty was performed with great alacrity, and without any noise or confusion. Although our
accommodations were rather confined, everything was so well arranged, and the guns, arms, etc., so well secured,
that we felt none of the inconveniences which we had suffered in the Dane.
The Britannia sailed very fast; and during the voyage we pursued several ships, but did not succeed in making
any captures. The captain was named Clark: he was an excellent navigator; and whenever we approached any
land, he predicted to an hour when we should arrive at it. Soon after leaving the Cape, we were again favored by
the trade winds, and in two days ran 400 miles.
*
On the morning of the 13 th of October we discovered the Island of St. Helena, and at noon cast anchor in the
port. I soon after landed, and was honored by Governor Brooke with an invitation to dinner. This gentle-man,
having served thirteen years as an officer in India, some part of which period he resided at the court of the
Emperor Shah Aalum spoke Hindustany with great fluency, and conversed with me a long time on Indian politics.
St. Helena is an island in the midst of the Great Western Ocean situated many hundred miles from any other
land, in the sixteenth degree of south latitude, and is about twenty-eight miles in circumference. The cliffs from
the sea appear black and burnt up; but, in the interior, some of the valleys are clothed with delightful verdure: the
hills are also adorned with a variety of beautiful shrubs, and every spot fit for culture is laid out in picturesque
gardens.
The inhabitants have with great labor formed zigzag roads up the hills, fit for two horses to ride abreast; but on
account of the steepness of the ascent, carriages are seldom made use of. The most elevated of the mountains is
said to be about a mile high; from some of the crevices, a smoke and strong smell of sulfur are often emitted.
There are only two considerable streams of water in the island; and as the vegetation is therefore entirely
dependent on the rain, it often happens, that, from a want of moisture, the grass for the cattle and the produce of
the gardens are destroyed, which causes much distress to the inhabitants.
In favorable seasons, the quantity of apples and other fruits produced in some of the gardens is astonishing. A
garden belonging to an officer yielded in one year a clear profit of £1250.
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As this island does not produce any grain, it is principally supplied with flour and other articles of food from
Europe. Beef, mutton, and poultry, are procurable, but at very high prices. Milk is not in plenty, but so rich, that it
produces cream twice.
Here you meet with the trees and fruits both of Europe and Asia. and perhaps some of the most romantic spots
in the world. Whilst walking in Colonel Robertson’s garden with his beautiful daughters, the contrast between my
then a situation, and the confined cabin of a ship, made me fancy, for some moments, that I had suddenly been
transported into Paradise. But the most surprising thing about this island is, that thunder and lightning are never
heard nor seen.
*
The only town on the island is situated in a narrow valley, which seems to have been formed by torrents from
the mountains: this valley is about two miles in length, and from twenty to a hundred yards in breadth. The town
was founded by the English, about forty years after they had obtained settlements in India. It contains some good
buildings formed of stone, but the roofs of the houses are thatched or tiled. Here are several good shops, in which
both Indian and European commodities are sold; and also a tavern and coffee-house. In the broadest part of the
valley there is a small square, used as a parade for the troops; towards the sea there are several very heavy
batteries erected; and on the tops of two of the hills are two strong forts, which could with ease sink any enemy’s
ship that should venture to anchor in the Roads.
Some little way in the interior there is a remarkable strong tower, built entirely of stone, the walls of which are
fifteen feet thick. The engineer told me it was impregnable ; that it was as solid as the rock on which it is built;
and that he hoped it would be as durable.
The only place at which ships can anchor is opposite the town: and the water is here so deep, that they lie
within a hundred yards of the shore.
I was told, that when the English first settled here, the island was overrun by wild goats; and that these
animals, in bounding from rock to rock, frequently threw down large stones, which falling on the roofs of the
houses built under the precipice, occasioned much damage; that a reward was in consequence set upon their
heads; and every person who brought the skin of one of them to a particular office, received a sum of money for
it; by which means the goats were gradually extirpated.
*
The lower class of people here are of a tawny color, being a mixture of European, Indian, and Negro
extraction. Of the two latter denominations there are still a number of slaves on the island.
Governor Brooke, whose hospitality and liberality were extended to every person who visited the island,
having requested me to live with him during my stay, supplied me with a horse, and directed his son to attend me
into the country; by which means I visited the Governor’s and Deputy Governor’s gardens, and every other place
worth seeing. When we were about to embark, he sent on board a large stock of fruit and vegetables for my use.
On the evening of the 15th, after having dined with the worthy Governor, we repaired on board. The anchor
was immediately weighed, and in a short time we quitted this romantic scene.
*
th
On the 20 we passed by the Island of Ascension, at the distance of only two miles. This island, like St.
Helena, is also a rock, situated in the great Western Ocean, in the eighth degree of south latitude; but as it does not
possess any springs of fresh water, it is not a place of rendezvous for ships; they however often stop here to catch
turtle, for the number and goodness of which this place is celebrated. These animals come on shore during the
night to deposit their eggs, and the people employed to catch them then turn them on their backs, and carry them
off at their leisure during the day. A few goats are also to be seen here, which probably find rain water deposited
in the cavities of the rocks, or in some stagnant pools, which enables them to subsist.
On this day we again had the sun vertical; and although we were only eight degrees from the equinoctial line,
we found the necessity of putting on our warm clothing.
On the 25th we re-crossed the line, the weather still continuing uncommonly cold. In this latitude we caught
great numbers of fish: we were also followed by a number of birds resembling swallows. It is said that these birds
never go to the land, but form nests of weeds and the scum of the sea, which constantly float on the water, in
which they lay their eggs and bring forth their young; but this story appears very improbable.
I was however told a circumstance which is more extraordinary than the above.
Captain Clark, who was not addicted to fiction, related to me, that once he went on shore on the coast of
Africa, with two boats, to procure water for the ship; that while he was there, nearly 300 animals, of a size
between a horse and an ass, which they call sea-horses (probably seals) came out of the sea, and went above a
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mile on land, leaving very deep impressions of their feet in the sand. When they were returning, he (the captain)
fired his musket at, and killed one of them; that the others, in order to revenge the slaughter of their companion,
instantly pursued him; and that he and some of his companions only escaped by hiding themselves among the
rocks. Some of the party got on board one of the boats, and pushed off to the ship; but the other boat was broken
to pieces by the enraged animals.
*
th
On the 26 , at noon, we saw a ship at a distance, which the captain believing to be a French vessel, cleared his
own for action. As we were then in the track between Europe and America, and most of the kings of Europe were
at war with each other, these latitudes are considered to be more replete with danger than any other part of the
ocean; it being the practice of Europe, that whenever the ships of two enemies meet at sea, the most powerful
carries his adversary with him into one of his own ports, and there sells both ship and cargo for his own
advantage.
After a run of some hours, we discovered that it was an American ship; and although the English were not at
war with that nation, Captain Clark ordered the master to bring to, and to come on board with his papers. The
poor fellow, being much frightened, came on board, and brought with him his Journal and certificates. During the
whole of the day he was kept as a prisoner, but in the evening obtained liberty to proceed on his voyage.
On the following day we fell in with another vessel, from Hamburgh, laden with salt provisions for the Island
of Mauritius. This was a fine large three-masted ship; but the captain, upon being ordered to stop, immediately
complied, and came on board with his papers: he also brought us a present of some fresh cheeses, which were
very acceptable; and he was permitted shortly to depart.
On the night of the 27 th, being then in the fifth degree of north latitude, we had again the pleasure of beholding
the constellations Ursa Major and Minor, and the polar star. About this time we had a great deal of rain; and the
captain assured me that he had constantly experienced wet weather in these latitudes.
*
On the 7th of November we a third time entered the region of the trade winds, for these also prevail between
the tenth and twenty-seventh degrees of north latitude; which carried us on with such rapidity, that sometimes the
ship went ten miles in the hour; the waves were in consequence much agitated, and the sea ran nearly as high as
off the Cape; but, as the ship was well secured and well managed, we did not suffer those inconveniences which
had been experienced on board the Dane.
On the 11 th we passed within a mile of six English India-men, under convoy of a ship of war. We showed our
colors to each other, and passed on.
During this part of the voyage we also passed by the islands, called, by the English, The West Indies; but did
not see any of them, as they lie far west of the track we pursued.
On the 14 th we were opposite the Canaries, or Fortunate Isles, whence the Mohammedans commence their
longitude. These islands are in the thirty-third degree of north latitude: we however passed far to the westward of
them.
We shortly after passed the entrance of the Mediterranean Sea, which runs east as far as Aleppo.
From the 19 th to the 27th we had contrary winds, and the sea ran very high; but we suffered no other
inconvenience than the want of food and sleep.
On the 29th we were opposite the entrance of the channel which runs between England and France, but which
takes its name from the former; and expected to have cast anchor in two days at Portsmouth, one of the most
celebrated ports of England; but a strong easterly wind continuing to blow right against us, we were unable to
enter it, and were obliged to bear away for the coast of Ireland.
*
It becomes in this place requisite to explain (to my countrymen) the signification of several English terms, in
order that they may more fully comprehend my meaning.
A Channel means a narrow part of the sea, confined between two lands, but open at both ends.
A Bay extends far into the land, is of a circular form, and open only on one side.
A Sea (sometimes called a Gulf) is a large extent of the ocean, but nearly surrounded by land; as the
Mediterranean Sea, the Gulf of Persia, the Red Sea, etc.
*
As the English Channel runs nearly east and west, it is impossible to enter it if the wind blows from the former
quarter: when therefore a ship arrives at this place, if the wind be easterly, she is obliged to beat about till it
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changes. This was precisely our situation; and for two days we continued to tack from one side to the other,
without gaining any advantage.
Thus situated, and our captain seeing no prospect of a change of wind, and being also apprehensive of falling
in with some of the French cruisers, resolved to go into the channel which runs between Ireland and England,
called St. George’s Channel, as being a much more safe place, and out of the track of the enemy.
In consequence of this determination, we changed our course, and during the day fell in with a two-masted
vessel, which had overset in the late gale, and been abandoned by her crew; but which, being laden with buoyant
articles, floated on the water like a half-drowned animal. Captain Clark ordered out his boat, and went on board
her; and with the assistance of his men, who were good divers, he got out several chests of excellent wine, and a
quantity of delicious fruits and sweet meats.
As we were now near the land, and the weather was excessively cold, we were permitted to have a fire in the
cabin, over which we enjoyed these good things; and were thus in some measure compensated for the want of a
favorable wind, though at the expense of our fellow-creatures, who had lost or rather abandoned their property.
After cruising for several days in the Irish Channel, and the wind still continuing adverse, the captain resolved,
instead of wasting his time in contending with the elements, to go into the Cove of Cork, and pass some days
there.
6
On he 6 th of December we had a view of the land in the vicinity of the Cove of Cork: it consisted of a range of
hills, approaching the sea with a gentle slope, and divided by enclosures into numerous fields. We soon after
entered the mouth of the Cove, between two forts, which have been erected to prevent the ships of an enemy from
entering the harbor. After proceeding some distance, we came to another fort, built with stone, upon a rock in the
middle of the bay, which is thereby divided into two channels. Having passed the fort, we in a short time came
opposite the town of Cove, and cast anchor.
We found here not less than forty or fifty vessels of different sizes, three of which were ships of war. The bay
resembles a round basin, sixteen miles in circumference. On its eastern shore is situated the town, which is built in
the form of a crescent, and defended at each end by small forts. On one side of the bay, a large river, resembling
the Ganges, disembogues itself: this river extends a great way inland, and passes by the city of Cork.
The circular form of this extensive sheet of water, the verdure of the hills, the comfortable appearance of the
town on one side, and the number of elegant houses and romantic cottages on the other, with the formidable
aspect of the forts, and so many large ships lying securely in the harbor, conveyed to my mind such sensations as I
had never before experienced: and although, in the course of my travels, I had an opportunity of seeing the Bay of
Genoa, and the straits of Constantinople, I do not think either of them is to be compared with this.
In the afternoon we landed at the town, but found that its interior did not correspond with its exterior
appearance. It does not contain any handsome buildings, and is, in fact, merely the anchoring place for ships
engaged in the commerce of the city of Cork. It consists only of one street, little more than half a mile long: in the
shops, however, were abundance of apples, pears, and grapes; also a variety of dried fruits. Having satisfied our
curiosity, we went to the post-office, to dispatch our letters.
The mistress of the house being of a hospitable disposition, insisted upon our staying to dinner, and, assisted
by her sons and daughters waited upon us at table. Our meal consisted of fish, beef butter, potatoes and other
vegetables, all of so excellent a quality, that in my whole life I never tasted any equal to them. Cork is celebrated
for all these articles; and ships are sent here, all the way from London, to procure them for that market.
When we were about to return to our ship, we wished to pay for our dinner, as is the custom in Europe; but our
hostess would not accept a farthing, and strongly advised us to come on shore in the morning, and proceed to the
city, which she assured us was well worth seeing. We agreed, and early next day went to her house. She furnished
us with horses; and ordered her son, a fine youth of fifteen years of age, to accompany us. The conduct and appea rance of this amiable woman astonished me: she had been the mother of twenty-one children, eighteen of whom
were then living, and most of them present in the house; notwithstanding which she had not the appearance of old
age, and I should not have supposed her more than thirty.
After traveling about three miles, we came to the bank of the river (Lee), in which we found a number of small
ships at anchor. At this place there is a good ferry; and our horses being very quiet,\fn{ I.e., docile} we easily got
them into the boat, and in a short time crossed over. From hence to the city was nine miles, the whole of which
extent is highly cultivated, and adorned with country-houses, groves, gardens, etc.
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*
We arrived at the city about noon, and put up at an excellent hotel, the apartments of which we found elegant,
and the servants attentive. After a short time we walked out to see the town; but it being the winter season, and the
streets very dirty, we did not derive so much satisfaction as we otherwise should.
The part of the town we visited consists of houses built of brick and mortar, very regular, and four stories high,
with handsome doors and glazed windows, and fitted up in the interior with great elegance. The shops were
handsome, and filled with every requisite, either for use or luxury; but as this city has been erected for the
purposes of commerce, more pains have been taken to facilitate the importation and exportation of goods, than to
preserve uniformity and regularity: it has therefore no extensive squares, and is intersected by canals lined with
stone, by which vessels can either approach the warehouses of the merchants, or may be hauled into dock,. to be
repaired. Over these canals are thrown drawbridges, which can be opened and shut at pleasure; but, owing to the
stanguant\fn{Stagnant is meant:H} water, and the filth which is thrown into them, disagreeable smells frequently
arise, which are not only nauseous, but must be unwholesome. The situation of the city is also so low, that you
scarcely discover it till you come close to it.
Having made a hearty dinner at the hotel, and the captain being in expectation of a change of wind, we deemed
it imprudent to remain any longer: we therefore mounted our horses, and returned by the same road we came, to
the Cove, and slept on board our ship.
During my visit to Cork, I learned that Lord Cornwallis (late Governor of India), who was the representative of
the King in this island, having quelled the rebellion which had disturbed this country for several years, was settled
in Dublin. As this city was only three days journey from Cork, and it had always been my intention, after seeing
England, to pay my respects to his lordship, it now occurred to me, that it would be better, as chance had thrown
me in his vicinity, to anticipate my intentions, and to take this opportunity of waiting on him. I was further
induced to this determination by the beauty of the country, and from having learnt that two ships had lately been
lost in the English Channel.
I therefore resolved to quit the ship at this place, and, after first visiting Dublin, proceed thence to London.
Having communicated my intentions to my friend, Captain Richardson, he resolved to accompany me: we
therefore left our heavy luggage and servants on board the ship, and, having landed with a small trunk of clothes,
again set out for Cork. This time we proceeded by water, in an open boat, and took up our lodgings at the hotel
where we had formerly dined.
On the day after our arrival, we were agreeably surprised by a visit from Captain Baker, an old friend of
Captain Richardson, and a gentleman with whom I had formed an acquaintance in Rohilcund, during the war with
Ghoolam Mohammed Khan. He had heard of our arrival, and came to see us.
After the usual inquiries respecting our health, etc. he insisted that we should accompany him to his house,
which was situated a few miles in the country; to which we agreed, and were most hospitably entertained. I was
delighted with the beauty of his park and gardens, and the regularity and good arrangement of all his apartments
and offices.
I was particularly pleased with his cook-room, it being the first regular kitchen I had seen: the dressers for
holding china, the racks for depositing the dishes after they were washed, the pipes of cold and boilers of hot
water, which, merely by turning a cock, were supplied in any quantity that could be required, with the machinery
for roasting meat, which was turned by smoke, all excited my admiration.
At Cove I saw a spit for roasting meat turned by a dog. The poor animal was put into a hollow wheel, and,
being impatient at his confinement, endeavored to clamber up the wheel: by this exertion he gave the machine a
rotatory motion, which was communicated by a chain to the spit, and thus regularly turned every part of the meat
towards the fire. I was told that the dog had been thus employed, for two or three hours every day, for fifteen
years.
Captain Baker informed me that he had purchased this estate, which was situated on the bank of the river, and
only four miles from Cork, for 20,000 rupees (£2,500). Part of it was arable land, some of it meadow, and the rest,
except the garden, was laid out in pasture for sheep and cows. He told me that it supplied him with more corn,
straw, and hay, than he could use, also with abundance of milk, fruit, potatoes, and other vegetables; that he reared
his own sheep and poultry; and was only obliged to go to market for beef, groceries, and wine: in short, he lived
on this little estate with more comfort and plenty than an English gentleman could in India upon an annual income
of a lac of rupees (£12,500).
*
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This gentleman’s family consisted, in all, of twelve persons, two of whom were his nieces. One of these ladies
was witty and agreeable; the other handsome, but reserved. Several of the young men of Cork had made them
offers of marriage; but they were so impressed with their own powerful attractions, that they were difficult to
please, and would not yield their liberty to any of their admirers.
These ladies, during dinner, honored me with the most marked attention; and as I had never before experienced
so much courtesy from beauties, I was lost in admiration. After dinner these angels made tea for us; and one of
them having asked me if it was sweet enough, I replied, that, having been made by such hands, it could not but be
sweet. On hearing this, all the company laughed, and my fair one blushed like a rose of Damascus.
Another remarkable person in this family was named Deen Mohammed.\fn{ A note reads: “This person lately kept the
Hookah Club-House in George Street, Manchester Square” } He was a native of Moorshedabad in Bengal, and had been
brought up from his childhood by an elder brother of Captain Baker’s, who, on his return to Europe, brought this
lad with him, and sent him to school in Cork, to learn to read and write English. At the school he became
acquainted with a pretty girl, the daughter of respectable parents, and persuaded her to elope with him. They went
to another town, where they were married; and then returned to Cork. They had several fine children; and he has
published a book, giving some account of himself, and of the customs of India.
*
On the 8th of December, having previously engaged places for Dublin, at the rate of three guineas each, we set
out in the mail coach. As this carriage has the privilege of conveying the letters from the post-office, and the roads
were not yet quite secure, we were escorted by three dragoons, who were regularly relieved whenever we stopped
to change horses. For the above reason we also stopped during the night. On this road we found ample supplies of
every thing requisite.
We breakfasted the first day at a small newly-built town, called Fermoy, and dined and slept at Clonmell. The
people of the inns, on hearing the sound of the coachman’s horn, had everything prepared, so that there was never
the smallest delay. We however could not either eat or sleep comfortably for the hurry of the coachman, who
threatened, if we were not ready on the blowing of his horn, that he would leave us behind; in which case we
should not only have lost our passage, but probably our luggage, and at all events have been separated from our
companions.
The second day we breakfasted at Kilkenny: this city is celebrated throughout Ireland for the purity of its air,
the fineness of its water, the healthiness of its situation and the beauty and urbanity of its inhabitants. I was so
delighted with the transient view I had of it, that I would not sit down to break fast, but, having taken a piece of
bread in my hand, walked to the river: this I found came rolling down a verdant bill at some distance, but was in
its progress interrupted by a fall, which added much to the beauty of the scenery. On the opposite side of the river,
the ground was laid out in gardens and orchards, resembling a terrestrial paradise; in short, I am at a loss for
words to express the delight I felt on beholding this charming place. During the night, we slept at the town of
Carlow, and on the following evening entered Dublin.
This three days journey was through a hilly, country, so that we were constantly ascending and descending; we
did not however meet with any very steep mountains. The villages in this country much resemble those of India.
The roofs of the houses are thatched with straw, and bound down with osiers; but in some instances they are
covered with sods, which have the grass growing out of them a span high. Few villages contain more than a dozen
houses. The poverty of the peasants, or common people, in this country, is such, that the peasants of India are rich
when compared to them. This poverty arises from two causes: first, the high price of provisions; and, secondly,
the quantity of clothes and fuel requisite to keep them warm in so cold a climate.
Notwithstanding the sharp stones over which they are obliged to travel, and the excessive cold of the climate,
they never wear a shoe, but during the whole year go about with bare legs and bare arms; in consequence of
which, these parts of them are as red as the feet of a Hindu woman who has been embellishing herself with
Mendee (the leaves of the Spherantlzus Indicus).
I was informed, that many of these people never taste meat during their lives, but subsist entirely upon
potatoes; and that, in the farm-houses, the goats, pigs, dogs, men, women, and children, lie all together. Whilst on
our journey, the boys frequently ran for miles with the coach, in hopes of obtaining a piece of bread.
Notwithstanding the poverty of the peasants, the country is well cultivated, and very fertile; it produces great
quantities of wheat, barley, peas, turnips, and, above all, potatoes. Rice, both of Bengal and America, is
procurable everywhere, though at a high price. Wherever I dined, a plate of this grain was always boiled, and
brought to table for my exclusive use; my host and his other guests contenting themselves with bread and
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vegetables. The horses and cows are fed during winter, while the ground is covered with snow, on dry grass and
grain, and the sheep on turnips.
Here is found a kind of earth, called turf, which is unfit for tillage, but makes tolerable fuel; it is, however, not
equal to the other kind of fuel used in these countries, called coal, which is a species of black stone, dug out of
mines, and affords a great heat.\fn{A note reads; “In a Persian work entitled the “Wonders of the Creation,” a long description is
given of coal; but it is not generally known in India, although it is to be found in the Ramghur Hills.” } Turf is nevertheless better
than the composition of cow dung used by the poor in India.
7
Upon our arrival in Dublin, we found the inn, at which the coach stopped, quite full: we were therefore obliged
to go to an hotel frequented only by lords and dukes, and where, of course, the charges were very high. But, by
the advice of a gentleman who came in the coach with us from Cork, I went next day and hired a lodging in
English Street, near the College, at the house of a Mrs. Ball, a widow lady of an amiable disposi tion, who had
several very fine children.
In this country it is not customary to take lodgings by the month, but only by the week: I therefore engaged
two rooms, at a guinea a week. I always breakfasted at home, the servants of the house purchas ing for me
excellent tea, sugar, bread, and butter.
During the first week of my residence in Dublin, I daily accompanied Captain Richardson to some of the
coffee-houses, where we dined at about five shillings expense; but in a short time I had so many invitations, that I
was seldom disengaged. Every gentleman who wished to invite me to his house, first called, and then sent a note,
to request I would dine with him on such a day. Sometimes they brought the note with them, and, if I happened to
be absent from home, left their names written on a card, together with the invitation.
Captain Richardson, having paid his respects to the Lord Lieutenant, and seen everything he deemed worthy of
observation in Dublin, determined to proceed immediately to London: but, as I had no particular object in view,
and was highly gratified by the attention and hospitality of the Irish, I resolved to continue some time longer in
this country, even at the risk of parting with my friend, and trusting myself entirely among strangers. Of this,
however, I had no cause to repent; for my acquaintances, finding that after the departure of Captain Richardson I
was left without a companion, redoubled their attentions to me: and I found, that by not having any person to
interpret for me, I made much more progress in acquiring the English language.
As my principal object in undertaking the journey to Dublin was to pay my respects to Marquis Cornwallis, the
second day after my arrival I sent my compliments to his lordship, and, if agreeable, I would wait upon him: in
reply to which, I received a polite message from his lordship, expressive of his happiness at my safe arrival, and
desiring to see me at a certain hour on the following day.
I accordingly waited upon his lordship, by whom I was most graciously received. He directed his secretary to
provide me with whatever I required, and depute some person to show me all the curiosities of the place. He
further requested that I would favor him frequently with my company at the Castle. During my stay in Dublin, I
paid my respects to his lordship every week, and was each time honored with fresh proofs of his kindness and
friendship.
*
I shall here endeavor to give my Readers some description of this city, certainly the most magnificent I had
hitherto seen.
Dublin is the capital of Ireland: it is situated within a few miles of the sea, and is about twelve miles in
circumference. Many of the houses are built of stone, and do not appear as if any mortar was used in their
construction, the stones fitting so exactly into each other. The generality of the houses are, how ever built of brick
and mortar, neatly laid together: the bricks are of a large size, and the mortar appears as a white border round their
edges.
All the houses in a street are of same height, which gives an uniformity of appearance that is very pleasing: in
the inside they are generally painted white, or of different colours, and have all glazed windows. Most of them
consist of four stories, one of which is under ground; in this they have apartments fitted up for cooking, washing,
and keeping coals, wine, etc. The ground floor is appropriated to shops or offices, and eating rooms. The next
story is the most elegantly ornamented, and is used for the reception of company: the one above that is divided
into bed rooms, for the master and the mistress, or their visitors: and the upper story of all, the windows of which
rise above the roof of the house, and where the ceilings are low, is allotted as sleeping apartments for the servants.
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The roofs of the houses are covered with thin blue stones, which are closely fitted, and nailed on narrow slips of
board, and are much handsomer and more durable than tiles.
The apartments are in general fitted up with great elegance. The window curtains are either of beautiful chintz,
silk, or velvet. The rest of the furniture consists of mirrors, girandoles, pictures, mahogany tables, chairs, couches,
etc. In every apartment there is a place for a fire, the machine for holding which is composed of steel and brass,
very highly polished, and ornamented. The front of the fire-place is adorned by marble slabs, one of which is laid
horizontally, upon which, in the summer, they place bouquets of flowers, and, in the winter, various ornaments of
china, spars, etc.
Nothing in their houses attracted my admiration so much as what I have just described, utility and ornament
being therein happily blended. The walls of the rooms are covered with variegated paper, with which the pattern
of the carpets in general correspond. The entrance to the house is by a door on the eating floor, on which the
number of the house and the name of the master are either painted, or engraved on a brass plate. On every door
there is fixed a knocker, by striking of which you give notice to the servants, when you wish to enter; but in some
houses they have bells fixed for this purpose. In the room below stairs, where the servants assemble, there are
several bells fixed, which communicate by wires with the different apartments; and being all numbered, upon the
ringing of any bell the servants immediately know where their presence is required.
The streets of this city are in general wide, and are divided into three portions: the two sides, which are
flagged, are appropriated to foot passengers; and the middle part, which is paved with stones, is used for horses
and carriages. In front of the houses of noblemen and gentlemen there is an iron railing which projects some yards
into the street, by which light and air are admitted into the lower floor, and heavy or dirty articles can be taken out
or in through a door in the railing, without defiling the house.
Many of the best streets are entirely occupied by shops these have all large glazed windows, in which the
articles are exhibited to attract purchases. They have also over the doors a plank painted black, on which is
inscribed, in gold letters, the name and profession of the owner. These shops are at night brilliantly lighted up, and
have a handsome effect. In them is to be found whatever is curious or valuable in the world. My attention was
particularly attracted by the jewelers’ and millioners’\fn{ Millionaires’; now a rare spelling} repositories; nor were the
fruiterers or pastry-cooks’ shops without their attractions. I generally spent an hour between breakfast and dinner
in some one of these places.
At night, both sides of the street are lighted up, by lamps suspended in glass vases at the height of ten or twelve
feet from the ground; which, with the addition of the numerous candles in the shop windows, render it as light as
day. One of the streets thus lighted up, in which were several chemists’ shops containing glass vases filled with
different colored liquids, put me in mind of the Imam Bareh (Mausoleum) at Lucknow, when illuminated, during
the reign of the late Nabob Assuf ad Dowleh. This being the first town I had seen well lighted at night, it
impressed me with a great idea of its grandeur, nor did it afterwards suffer in my estimation with a comparison
with London
The crowd of people who are constantly walking the streets is astonishing; and they have acquired such
dexterity by habit, that they never run against each other. I could not help admiring some girls, who, either from
the coldness of the weather or their natural high flow of spirits, disdained to walk deliberately, but bounded
through the crowd, without touching anyone, as if they had been going down a dance.
In this, and all the other cities of Europe, there are so many carriages of different kinds, that I may safely aver,
from the day I arrived in Dublin, till I quitted Paris, the sound of coach wheels was never out of my ears. There
are seven hundred registered coaches here, which never go out of the town, but merely carry passengers from one
street to another. Besides these, every nobleman and gentleman of fortune keeps his own carriage, some of which
are drawn by two horses, others by four or six. The horses are of a large breed peculiar to these kingdoms; and
they are used for all kinds of work, even for ploughing the ground.
The only use made of bullocks here in this country is to eat them. The sheep here have not large tails, but are
very delicious food. The fowls are also very fine, of the size of geese, and give very large eggs.
In this city there are several extensive and beautiful squares: in the centre of each is generally a fountain, over
which a cupola is erected, to shelter it from the sun: the water issues from the heads of lions, or some other animal
carved in stone; but, to prevent the water being wasted, every pipe has a screw to it, which, when the person has
filled his buckets, he turns, and the water ceases to flow. In some of the squares there is a stone platform erected,
on which is placed the equestrian statue of one of their kings ; and when seen from a distance, it appears as if the
horse was curvetting in the air. These fountains and statues have an iron railing round them; and at night, lamps
are affixed thereto, to prevent people from hurting themselves by running against them.
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In this country, and all through Europe, but especially in France and in Italy, statues of stone and marble are
held in high estimation, approaching to idolatry. Once in my presence, in London, a figure which had lost its head,
arms and legs, and of which, in short, nothing but the trunk remained, was sold for 40,000 rupees (£5000).
It is really astonishing that people possessing so much knowledge and good sense, and who reproach the
nobility of Hindoostan with wearing gold and silver ornaments like women, should be thus tempted by Satan to
throw away their money upon useless blocks. There is a great variety of these figures, and they seem to have
appropriate statues for every situation: thus, at the doors or gates, they have huge janitors; in the interior they have
figures of women dancing with tambourines and other musical instruments; over the chimney-pieces they place
some of the heathen deities of Greece; in the burying grounds they have the statues of the deceased; and in the
gardens they put up devils, tigers, or wolves in pursuit of a fox, in hopes that animals, on beholding these figures
will be frightened, and not come into the garden.
The centre part of some of the squares is laid out in handsome gardens, where the genteel inhabitants walk
every morning and evening, and from which the common people are excluded. Bands of wandering musicians
also come here, and play for a small reward.
Besides the squares, they have in Europe other places of recreation for the inhabitants, called parks: these are
an extent of ground enclosed with a wall, containing rows of shady trees, verdant pastures, and brooks of water,
over which are thrown ornamental arches, either of stone or marble. Cattle and sheep are permitted to graze in
these parks; and deer are frequently allowed to run wild in them, and increase their numbers. The flesh of the lastmentioned animals is highly prized; and when one of them is required for the table, a good marksman is employed
to kill him with a musket.
In some of the parks there are handsome buildings and delightful gardens, to which the inhabitants of the city
resort in great numbers on Sundays.
*
The country all round Dublin is very picturesque, and in that respect it far surpasses London. At the distance of
a few miles from the city, there is a great variety of hamlets and country-houses, where the people of opulence
reside during the summer.
The most charming place I have ever beheld is Phoenix Park. Besides the beauties which I have described as
belonging to parks in general, it contains several buildings of hewn stone; and the Dublin river runs through the
middle of it, the banks of which are sloped, and formed into verdant lawns; and over the stream are erected two
elegant stone bridges: it also contains several rising grounds or hills, on the shaded sides of which, during the
winter, snow is sometimes to be seen, while the other parts retain their verdure: this forms an agreeable contrast,
and renders the whole of the scenery peculiarly interesting.
On viewing this delightful spot, I was made sensible of the just sentiments of the English gentlemen in India
who, notwithstanding their high rank and great incomes, consider that country as merely a place of temporary
sojourn, and have their thoughts always bent upon returning to their native land.
Another captivating scene near Dublin is the sea-side, the prospect from which is beautiful, and enlivened by
the view of many hundred ships at anchor. All along the shore, for several miles, they have wooden houses placed
upon wheels, for the convenience of private bathing. These machines are drawn by horses into the proper depth of
water: a door then opens towards the sea, and a person may perform his ablutions with the greatest privacy, and
benefit to his health.
The greatest curiosity of this city is a tower which is built in the sea, at the distance of two miles, and is united
to the shore by a wall or pier forty yards in breadth. On this tower they every night light up an immense lantern
with a great number of lamps; by seeing which, the people on board ships bound for this harbor, steer their course,
and avoid the shoals and rocks which obstruct the free navigation of this port. Besides the advantage of a safe
communication with the light-house, the pier is useful, to prevent the sea from encroaching on the city.
The river which runs through Dublin is called the Liffy, and is as large as the Goompty (of Lucknow), when
full: both banks of it are lined with stone; and there are six handsome bridges over it. The sides of these bridges
are defended by iron railings, to which are affixed a number of the glass vases I have before described, for
holding lamps; and at night, when these are lighted up, they have quite the appearance of illuminations made by
the nobility of Hindoostan, on a marriage, or some other rejoicing.
In this country there are numerous canals, for the conveyance of coals and other heavy goods from one part of
the kingdom to another. There is one which runs from Dublin to Limerick, upon which are several covered boats
resembling our budgerows: but some of these are much larger, and will carry a great number of passengers. These
boats are drawn by horses, which proceed along a level road formed on the bank of the canal, which is generally
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shaded by rows of trees. By the contrivance of gates or locks a sufficient quantity of water is always retained in
the canals; and in case of its overflowing, it can be let off into other channels. In the vicinity of this city are also
several docks for building ships, the construction of which is very curious.
*
Of the public buildings, the College is the most celebrated. The entrance to this is through a lofty arched
gateway; opposite to which is a building five stories high, containing the apart ments of the students, of whom
there have been, some years, as many as twelve hundred at the same time.
The Library is a very elegant room, one hundred yards in length, and twenty in breadth : the walls are all fitted
up with shelves, which contain above 40,000 volumes, in various languages, and every branch of science. I was
much pleased to find here several Persian books; among which were two very elegant manuscript copies of the
Shahnameh (an heroic poem on the ancient history of Persia), and Five Poems of Nizamy.\fn{by Nizami Ganjavi
(1140-1202): the following is his poem The Labors of Ferhad: On lofty Beysitoun the lingering sun | looks down on ceaseless labors, long
begun: | The mountain trembles to the echoing sound | Of falling rocks, that from her sides rebound. | Each day all respite, all repose denied
— | No truce, no pause, the thundering strokes are plied; | The mist of night around her summit coils, | But still Ferhad, the lover-artist,
toils, | And still—the flashes of his axe between— | He sighs to every wind, “Alas! Shireen! | Alas! Shireen!—my task is well-nigh done, |
The goal in view for which I strive alone.” | Love grants me powers that Nature might deny; | And, whatsoever my doom, the world shall
tell, | Thy lover gave to immortality | Her name he loved—so fatally—so well! * A hundred arms were weak one block to move | Of
thousands, molded by the hand of Love | Into fantastic shapes and forms of grace, | Which crowd each nook of that majestic place. | The
piles give way, the rocky peaks divide, | The stream comes gushing on—a foaming tide! | A mighty work, for ages to remain, | The token of
his passion and his pain. | As flows the milky flood from Allah’s throne | Rushes the torrent from the yielding stone; | And sculptured there,
amazed, stern Khosru stands, | And sees, with frowns, obeyed his harsh commands: | While she, the fair beloved, with being rife, | Awakes
the glowing marble into life. | Ah! hapless youth; ah! toil repaid by woe— | A king thy rival and the world thy foe! Will she wealth,
splendor, pomp for thee resign— | And only genius, truth, and passion thine! | Around the pair, lo! groups of courtiers wait, | And slaves and
pages crowd in solemn state; | From columns imaged wreaths their garlands throw, | And fretted roofs with stars appear to glow! | Fresh
leaves and blossoms seem around to spring, | And feathered throngs their loves are murmuring; | The hands of peris\fn{Fairies} might have
wrought those stems, | Where dewdrops hang their fragile diadems; | And strings of pearl and sharp-cut diamonds shine, | New from the
wave, or recent from the mine. * “Alas! Shireen!” at every stroke he cries; | At every stroke fresh miracles arise: | “For thee these glories
and these wonders all, | For thee I triumph, or for thee I fall; | For thee my life one ceaseless toil has been, | Inspire my soul anew: | Alas!
Shireen!” * What raven note disturbs his musing mood? | What form comes stealing on his solitude? | Ungentle messenger, whose word of
ill | All the warm feelings of his soul can chill! | “Cease, idle youth, to waste thy days,” she said, | “By empty hopes a visionary made; |
Why in vain toil thy fleeting life consume | To frame a palace?—rather hew a tomb. | Even like sere leaves that autumn winds have shed, |
Perish thy labors, for—Shireen is dead!” * He heard the fatal news—no word, no groan; | He spoke not, moved not, stood transfixed to
stone. | Then, with a frenzied start, he raised on high | His arms, and wildly tossed them toward the sky; | Far in the wide expanse his axe he
flung | And from the precipice at once he sprung. | The rocks, the sculptured caves, the valleys green, | Sent back his dying cry—“Alas!
Shireen!”}

The Museum is also a fine room: it contains a great number of curiosities, principally collected from foreign
countries: one of these was a human body wrapt up in cloths and gum, which had been brought from the pyramids
of Egypt.
At the back of the College is an extensive meadow, divided into walks, and shaded by trees, which serves as a
place of recreation for the students.
At the time of my visit to the College, the chief or head of the University was Provost Guerney. He first
honored me with an invitation to inspect the College, and afterwards requested I would favor him with my
company to dinner. He, and his lady, a very sensible and intelligent woman, behaved to me with the most marked
attention and politeness.
At his table I had the pleasure of meeting with Dr. Brown a Member of Parliament and a great favorite of the
people of Ireland; also a Dr. Hall; both of whom afterwards honored me with their friendship. I was so much
pleased with the wit and agreeable conversation of Mrs. Brown, that I wrote a poem in her praise, and sent it to
her from London.
Next in rank among the public buildings, is the Parliament House. This is divided into two large apartments,
and several offices. In one of the apartments the Lords meet; and in the other, the Commons, or representatives of
the people, assemble. These rooms are hung round with tapestry, on which are depicted the representations of
battles, and other events that occur in their history. At first I thought they were paintings, but, upon examination,
discover, to my great astonishment, that the figures were all worked on the cloth.
I next visited the Custom House, and the Exchange: these are both noble buildings. In the former, the duties
upon all goods exported or imported are received; and the latter the merchants assemble to negotiate their
concerns. One of the greatest curiosities I observed here was a wind clock: it had a dial resembling a common
clock, with two hands, which indicated the exact point whence the wind blew.
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I afterwards proceeded to the Courts of Law, and then to a superb dome called the Rotunda. This latter place
was built for a public music-room, and will hold 4000 persons, but is now used by Government as a barrack for
soldiers.
The five buildings I have mentioned arc constructed of beautiful hewn stone; and the four latter have, in the
centre of each, a lofty dome, whence, through large glazed windows, the light is communicated to the interior:
they are also adorned in front by arcades of lofty pillars.
In this city there are a great number of places of public worship, several of which I visited. The most
celebrated of them is called Christ Church: it is very large, and above 600 years old. In it, they never permit the
men and women to sit together, which appears to me an excellent regulation.
The barracks of Dublin are very extensive; and there are two handsome parades, well paved and flagged for
the exercise of troops in rainy weather.
The public hospitals of this city are numerous, and are admirable institutions. One of these is for the delivery
of poor pregnant women; another for the reception and education of orphans; and third for the maintenance of
wounded or worn-out soldiers.
In these countries it is common for persons, when dying, to bequeath estates, or large sum of money, to endow
hospitals, or for other charitable purposes. This custom is truly praise-worthy, and should be accepted as an
excuse for those who, during their existence in this world, hoard up their riches, and often deny themselves the
enjoyments of life.
In this city there are but two hot baths, the roofs of which resemble large ovens. They are not properly fitted
up; and are so small that with difficulty they hold one person; and even then the water does not rise above his
middle. Being a case of necessity, I bathed in one of them; but there were not any attendants to assist me; and
instead of a rubber, I was obliged to use a brush, made (I hope) of horse’s, such as they clean shoes with. The fact
is, that in winter the people of Dublin never bathe, and in summer they go into the sea or river: these baths are
therefore entirely designed for invalids or convalescents.
*
Dublin can boast but of two public Theatres or play-houses, each of which will contain about 1500 persons.
The half of the building which is appropriated to the audience is divided into three parts, denominated, the Boxes,
Pit, and Gallery: the first of these is intended for the nobility and gentry, and the second for the tradesmen, and the
third for the lower classes of people. The prices of admittance are, five shillings, three shillings, and one shilling.
The other half of the building is occupied by the stage, on which the actors exhibit: this is subdivided by a number
of curtains and scenes, upon which are painted cities, castles, gardens, forests etc. The whole of the house is well
lighted, by candles placed in chandeliers, lusters etc.
In the exhibition which afforded me the greatest amusement, the actors spoke in some barbarous language.
One of them represented an Ethiopian magician, called Harlequin, with whom the daughter of a nobleman falls
desperately in love: the magician in consequence conveys her, while asleep in her bed, to his own country. Here
she is visited by the Queen of the Fairies, and several of her attendants, all of whom descend on the stage in flying
thrones: they reproach her for her partiality to such a wretch, and advise her to discard him: she, after shewing
evident proofs of her attachment to the magician, yields to their advice, and requests they will assist her to return
home.
The queen orders one of the attendants to accompany the young lady, and to remain with her as a protection
against the power of the magician, and to assist her father and her intended husband. Harlequin, however,
contrives to visit his mistress; and the lovers being soon reconciled, they attempt at one time to escape in a coach,
at another in a ship, but are always brought back.
At length, in one of the affrays, the father is wounded, and confined to his bed: here he is visited by the Angel
of Death, represented by the skeleton of a man with a dart in his hand, who tells him he must either marry his
daughter to Harlequin, or accompany him. The father consents to the marriage, which is celebrated with great
rejoicings; and thus ends the farce.
Another of their exhibitions was named The Taking of Seringapatarn: all the scenes in this were taken from a
book recently published, containing an account of the late war in Mysore, and the fall of Tippoo Sultan. The
representation was so correct, that everything appeared natural; and the conclusion was very affecting.
*
I was much entertained by an exhibition of horsemanship, by Mr. Astley and his company. They have an
established house in London, but come over to Dublin for four or five months in every year, to gratify the Irish,
by displaying their skill in this science, which far surpasses any thing I ever saw in India.
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I was also much astonished on seeing a new invention of the Europeans, called a Panorama. The scene was
Gibraltar, a celebrated fort belonging to the English, at the entrance of the Mediterranean Sea, on the coast of
Spain. I was led by a dark entrance into the middle of a large room, round which a picture of this famed fortress
was hung; but, by some contrivance, the light was so directed, that every object appeared as natural as life.
They also exhibited an engagement between an English and a French fleet, in which not only the noise of
cannon was distinctly heard, but also the balls flew about, and carried away the masts and sails of the adversaries’
ships.
8
I shall here endeavour to sketch the character of the Irish.
The greater number of them are Roman-Catholics, or followers of the religion of the Pope: only a small
proportion of them being of the religion of the English, whom the former call Dissenters or Philosophers (i.e.
Deists or Atheists).
They are not so intolerant as the English, neither have they austerity and bigotry of the Scotch. In bravery and
determination hospitality, and prodigality, freedom of speech and open-heartedness, they surpass the English and
Scotch, but are deficient in prudence and sound judgment: they are nevertheless witty, and quick of
comprehension.
Thus my land lady and her children soon comprehended my broken English; and what I could not explain by
language, they understood by signs: nay, before I had been a fortnight in their house, they could even understand
my disfigured translations of Persian poetry. When I was about to leave them, and proceed on my journey, many
of my friends appeared much affected, and said:
“With your little knowledge of the language, you will suffer much distress in England; for the, people there
will not give themselves any trouble to comprehend your meaning, or to make themselves useful to you.”
In fact, after I had resided for a whole year in England, and could speak the language a hundred times better
than on my first arrival, I found much more difficulty in obtaining what I wanted, than I did in Ireland.
In Dublin, if I happened to lose my way, and inquired it of any person, he would, immediately on perceiving I
was a foreigner, quit his work, and accompany me to the place where I wished to go. One night, as I was going to
pay a visit at a considerable distance, I asked a man, which was the road. He instantly accompanied me; and when
we arrived at a particular spot, I knew where we were, and, having thanked him for the trouble he had taken, said
I was now perfectly acquainted with the remainder of the road, and begged he would return home. He would not
consent; but, after we had gone some distance further I insisted upon his leaving me, otherwise I should relin quish
my visit. He apparently complied; but I could perceive, that, from his great care of me, he still followed. Being
arrived at the door of my friend’s house, I waited for some time, that I might again have an opportunity of
thanking him; but as soon as he saw that I had reached a place of security, he turned round, and went towards
home.
The Irish, by reason of their liberality and prodigality, seldom have it in their power to assist their friends in
pecuniary matters: they are generally in straitened circumstances themselves, and therefore cannot, or do not aim
at the comforts or elegance of the English : neither do they take pains to acquire riches and honors like the Scotch,
by limiting their expenses when in the receipt of good incomes, and paying attention to the Great. In consequence
of this want of prudence, they seldom attain to high dignities, and but few of them, comparatively, make much
progress in science.
*
Their great national defect, however, is excess in drinking. The rich expend a vast deal in wine; and the
common people consume immense quantities of a fiery spirit, called whiskey, which is the peculiar manufacture
of this country and part of Scotland.
One evening that I dined in a large company we sat down to table at six o’clock: the master of the house
immediately commenced asking us to drink wine, and, under various pretences, replenished our glasses; but
perceiving that I was backward in emptying mine, he called for two water glasses, and, having filled them with
claret, insisted upon my taking one of them. After the table-cloth was removed, he first drank the health of the
King, then of the Queen; after which he toasted a number of beautiful young ladies with whom I was acquainted,
none of which I dared to refuse.

150

Thus the time passed till two o’clock in the morning; and we had been sitting for eight hours; he then called to
his servants to bring a fresh supply of wine. Although I was so much intoxicated that I could scarcely walk, yet on
hearing this order, I was so frightened, that I arose, and requested permission to retire.
He said he was sorry I should think of going away so soon; that he wished I would stay till the wine was
finished, after which he would call for tea and coffee.
I had heard from Englishmen, that the Irish, after they drunk at the table, quarrel, and kill each other in duels;
but I must declare, that I never saw them guilty of any rudeness, or of the smallest impropriety.
*
The painters of these countries sometimes draw ridiculous figures, called caricatures, which it is impossible to
behold without laughing. They, in general, are intended to exhibit the defects or follies of the Ministers or other
great men, and sometimes to turn into ridicule the prevailing passion or vice of the people at large.
These pictures are sold in sets, and consist of several pieces. One of them which was shown to me contained a
caricature of each of these nations. The first exhibited a Scotch-man, quitting his country to seek his fortune: and
the itch being a very common complaint in Scotland this poor fellow is drawn, rubbing his back against a milestone, on the road to London. In the next page he is shewn in the habit of a post man, carrying a bag of letters from
one village to another. In the third page, he becomes a gentleman’s steward: in this situation, by his industry, and
attention to the wishes of his master, he acquires some money, which he lends out at interest to his master, and
thus becomes rich. In the fourth page, he gets acquainted with an opulent English widow, whom he marries, and
thereby acquires some degree of importance. In the fifth page, he is represented as an attendant on the minister,
with whom, by his assiduity and flattery, he becomes a favorite, and obtains a post under Government. In the last
page, he is seated in the chair of the Vizier, having, by industry and perseverance, thus raised himself, from the
most abject state of poverty, to the highest situation which can be held by a subject.
The Irishman’s career is not so long, nor so varied. He enlists as a soldier, and, having distinguished himself by
his bravery, is promoted by degrees to the rank of General. He then quarrels at table with another officer; they
fight, and he is killed in the duel.
The Englishman is represented as a fat bull (therefore named John Bull); and as that animal is remarkable for
eating a great deal, and for excessive courage and obstinacy, so the English seem to consider eating and drinking
as their chief happiness, are frequently blunt and uncouth in their manners, and often run blindly into danger and
unnecessary expense.
The Irish women have not such elegance of manners, nor the handsome eyes and hair of the English; neither
are they as tall nor so good figures as the Scotch; but they have much finer complexions, are warm in their
affections, lively, and agreeable.
For some time after my arrival in Dublin, I was greatly incommoded by the common people crowding round
me, whenever I went out. They were all very curious to see me, but had no intention of offending me. Some said I
must be the Russian General, who had been for some time expected; others affirmed I was either a German or
Spanish nobleman; but the greater part agreed that I was a Persian Prince.
One day, a great crowd having assembled about me, a shopkeeper advised me to walk into his house and to sit
down till they should disperse. I accepted his kind invitation, and went into the shop, where I amused myself by
looking at some penknives, scissors etc. The people however thronged so about his windows, that several of the
panes were broken; and the crowd being very great, it was in vain to ask who had done it.
*
About a fortnight after my arrival, there fell a very heavy shower of snow. As I had never before seen any thing
of the kind, I was much delighted by it. The roofs of the houses and tops of the walls were soon covered with it,
and in two or three days the fields and mountains, as far as the eye could reach, became a white surface.
During the time it continued to snow, the cold was not very great; but when it ceased, notwithstanding I had all
my doors and windows shut, and had three blankets on my bed, I felt the frost pierce through me like an arrow.
The fire had scarcely any effect on me; for while I warmed one side, I was frozen on the other; and I frequently
burned my fingers before I was aware of the heat.
At length I discovered, that the best remedy was walking; and during the continuation of the frost, I walked
every day seven or eight miles. I was apprehensive that my health would have suffered from the severity of the
climate; but, on the contrary, I had a keen appetite, and found myself every day get stronger and more active.
I recollect that in India, when I only wore a single vest of Dacca muslin, if I walked a mile I was completely
tired; but here, when my clothes would have been a heavy load for an ass, I could have run for miles without
feeling the smallest fatigue. In India, I slept daily seven or eight hours, at different times, without feeling
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refreshed; but during the two months I remained in Ireland, 1 never slept more than four hours any night, and yet I
never felt an inclination to lie down in the day time.
The coldness of the climate in these islands is, I am convinced, very beneficial, and attended with many
advantages to the inhabitants.
In the first place, it renders the men vigorous both in mind and body, and the women fair and handsome.
Secondly, it obliges them to take exercise which hardens and invigorates the constitution, and inspires them
with that valor, by which they are enabled to encounter the greatest hardships, and to acquire immortal fame.
During my residence in Ireland and England, I have frequently received contusions without being sensible of
them at the time, the tenth part of which would in India have laid me upon the bed of sickness.
Thirdly, it renders them open-hearted and sincere, steady in the pursuit of knowledge, and not led away by the
flights of fancy or sallies of imagination. I have frequently seen both men and women of twenty years age, who
possessed not an idea that could interfere with their acquirement of science or the useful arts. The excessive cold
prevents their sitting idle; and the mind being therefore engaged, is prevented from wandering to, or dwelling on
things that are improper.
Boys and girls of fifteen years of age are, here, as innocent as the children of India of five or six, and have no
wish beyond the amusement of playthings, or the produce of a pastry-cook’s shop. I have even seen grown-up
persons, who had acquired reputation in their own line of business, and many of them had accumulated fortunes,
but who were as ignorant of the world as boys in the East.
Another great advantage of the coidnees of the atmosphere, is their being accustomed to wear a number of
tight-made clothes, which are troublesome to take off, and are very inconvenient for lying down: thus they are
prevented from indulging in indolent habits during the day; and their nights are passed in harmless sleep, contrary
to the custom of India, were the day is frequently devoted to sensuality and repose, and the night to business or
conviviality.
*
What I am now about to relate will, I fear, not be credited (by my countrymen), but is nevertheless, an absolute
fact.
In these countries it frequently happens that the ponds and rivers are frozen over; and the ice, being of
sufficient strength to bear a great weight numbers of people assemble thereon, and amuse themselves in skating.
For this purpose it is requisite to be provided with a kind of wooden shoes, having pieces of iron fixed to the
soles.
At first this appears a very difficult operation, and many get severe falls; but, after some months’ practice, they
can slide along the ice with the rapidity of a horse on a fine road, and turn, in all directions, quicker than the besttrained charger. I have even seen them engrave the name of a lady on the ice with the heel of their skate.
In England and Ireland this art is only practiced for amusement; but in Holland, I have been informed, the
women will carry a basket of eggs or butter, in this manner, twenty miles to market, and return home to dinner.
*
I remained forty-four days in Dublin; and, in the course of my whole life, never spent my time so agreeably.
Were I to mention the name of every person from whom I experienced hospitality and civility, I should tire my
readers. I shall therefore only enumerate a few of my particular friends.
The principal of these were Sir George and Lady Shee. He had resided for many years in India, and was for
some time paymaster at Ferrokhabad. He was at this time employed by the Government of Ireland, was a great
favorite with Lord Cornwallis, and did me the honour of being my interpreter with his Lordship. Lady Shee was
remarkable for mildness of disposition, elegance of manners, skill in music and sweetness of voice.
From Lord and Lady Carleton I experienced much attention and politeness; their house was a repository of
every thing that was grand or curious. Many of the articles attracted my wonder and astonishment; but they were
so numerous and extraordinary as to exceed the powers of description. His lordship held the honorable office of
Chief Justice of Ireland.
The Duke of Leinster, the first of the nobles of this kingdom honored me with an invitation; his house is the
most superb of any in Dublin, and contains a very numerous and valuable collection of statues and paintings. His
grace is distinguished for the dignity of his manners, and the urbanity of his disposition. He is blessed with
several angelic daughters.
I here had the good fortune to meet with Colonel Wombell, a gentleman I had long known in India, from
whom I experienced many acts of friendship, and with whom I daily spent some happy hours. This gentleman was
much attached to the natives of India, and spoke their language fluently. He was, at this period, Colonel of the
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Norfolk Volunteer Militia and asked me several times to dine at the regimental mess, where he introduced me to
some of the finest-looking young men I ever saw in my life. Norfolk is celebrated above all the countries in
England for fine poultry, abundance of game, and handsome women.
I here had the pleasure of forming an acquaintance with Geneial Valiancy, an officer of artillery, who, although
of a remarkable short stature, had a most expanded heart; he was a great adept in acquiring languages, and was
much delighted with the Hebrew, Arabic, and Persian dialects; he informed me, that there was a considerable
analogy between the Hindoostany and Irish languages.
To Lords Shannon and Newcomen, Mr. White, Mr. Irving, and Mrs. Humphries, I feel grateful for their
attention and hospitality.
The various acts of kindness and hospitality I received from Mrs. Fleming are innumerable. This lady having
been informed that I had become acquainted with her husband at the house of our mutual friend, Mr. W. A.
Brooke, in Calcutta immediately sent a gentleman to request I would call on her. She afterwards gave me many
invitations to her house, and introduced me to a numerous circle of her acquaintance. This lady one day asked me,
if her husband spent his time pleasantly in Calcutta. I replied,
“How is it possible he can be happy while separated from so charming a companion as you.”
She smiled, and said she believed I only flattered her. Two of her daughters had accompanied their father to
India, but there still remained at home three girls, beautiful as the houries of Paradise.
*
Having hitherto omitted giving any description of the mode of living of the Irish, I shall here state, that the
breakfast is generally confined to the family. At dinner, they meet at each other’s houses, in large parties: this
meal is divided into three parts, at the end of each of which, a table-cloth is removed. After dinner the gentlemen
continue to drink wine for one or two hours : they then join the ladies, and drink tea or coffee and at night they
again sit down to what is called supper.
This last meal I enjoyed more than any other, as there is less ceremony observed at it than at dinner: the
servants are soon dismissed, and the guests help themselves.
The mode of paying complimentary visits here is very easy; they merely knock at each other’s doors, and give
their names, written on a square piece of pasteboard, called a card, to the servant; but if they wish to see the
master of the house, they go in, and sit with him half an hour.\fn{ A note reads: “The natives of India always send a message
before, to ask whether the visit will be convenient.”}
*
Nothing pleased me more in Europe than the attendance of servants being dispensed with. In India, they
remain constantly in the room; but here they retire as soon as dinner is over, and remain till summoned by the
bell.
I was also much pleased to observe, that in European society, when a person is speaking, the others never
interrupt him, and the conversation is carried on in a gentle tone of voice. One evening, while I was engaged in
conversation with the lady of the house, the servant entered with a lrrge tray of costly china; and his foot catching
the edge of the carpet, he fell, and broke the whole to pieces: the lady, however, never noticed the circumstance,
but continued her conversation with me in the most undisturbed manner.
It affords me much satisfaction thus to record the amiable qualities of the Irish; as, previous to my landing, I
had conceived strong prejudices against them, in consequence of the misrepresentation of some of the passengers
on board our ship, who had described them as rude, irascible, and savage.
Captain Williamson, one of the passengers on board the Christiana, (who was of a sarcastic disposition) used
constantly to frighten me, with accounts of the uncivil treatment I should meet with in England: thus one day at
dinner, when, for want of employment, I had laid a piece of bread on the table-cloth, and was cutting it with great
caution, he called out to me,
“If in England you cut your bread in that manner, the ladies, alarmed for their table-cloth, will never invite you
to their houses a second time; nor will you ever find any person there who will assist you to carve your meat as
we do here.” If ever I chanced to spill the gravy or soup on the cloth, or my own garments, he used to look at me
with aversion, and say,
“If you do so in London, nobody will sit at table with you.”
Notwithstanding this, both in Dublin and in London, wherever I was invited, the master and mistress of the
house not only excused my awkwardness, but pressed me to eat in my own country manner; and when I refused,
always cut the meat for me.
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Another time he told me, that in London no person would assist another with sixpence; and that without a bribe
they would not even let me pass along the street, much less point out the road. In contradiction to this, often under
pretence of inviting me to take a walk, my acquaintances have carried me to see various places, which cost them
at least four or five shillings.\fn{I shall never forget the Pakistani telephone operator when, during the floods of 1971 which
threatened to inundate my home town of Bath, New York, I was frantically calling there to make sure my step-parents were all right. Some
time during the attempts by the overseas operator to connect with an open line to Bath (which call I made from one of their payphones) I
ran out of coins to pay for the time, and the operator threatening to cut me off, I was saved from further worry by a Pakestani operator, who
said that he understood my predicament, and would pay for the call himself. I never learned his name; but I shall never forget his
kindness:H}

Numberless also were the presents forced upon me, of books, pen-knives, spectacles, watches, and other
English curiosities; and I was even frequently solicited to accept the loan of 1000 or 2000 guineas. I have been
induced to relate these anecdotes, that the difference between the dispositions of the English in India, and the
genuine unsophisticated English may be known.
*
On the 16th of January, 1800, having taken leave of all my friends, I embarked on board one of the vessels
called packets, which convey the letters and passengers from one island to another. About the middle of the night
we quitted the Irish shore ; and the wind being very favorable, we cast anchor early next morning at Holyhead.
We were soon after landed, and went to the best inn in the town, kept by a person named Jackson. This man,
seeing that I was a foreigner, thought that he could reap some advantage by detaining me at his house: he
therefore endeavored to persuade me to remain a short time at Holyhead; but two Irish gentlemen, who, accompanied by a beautiful young woman, were then at the inn, perceiving his intention, abused him for it, invited me to
dine with them, and in the evening put me into the mail coach, which was setting out for Chester.
Holyhead is a small and dirty town, and only known as being the port opposite Dublin: it is situated in a small
island, separated from Wales by an arm of the sea almost as broad as the river Ganges at Calcutta. Wales is one of
the three divisions which, with England and Scotland, constitute Great Britain. The Heir Apparent, or eldest son
of the King, takes his title from this province, and is called Prince of Wales.
After traveling twenty-five miles, we arrived at the arm of the sea above mentioned, and in a short time were
ferried to the opposite side, where there is a town called Bangor Ferry. Here we were refreshed by an excellent
breakfast, and immediately after proceeded on our journey.
Our next stage was to Aber-Conway, a very ancient city, situated between lofty mountains, on the banks of a
fine river, which joins the sea a little below the town. This place was formerly fortified, and several of the walls
are still standing, which much resemble those of Allahabad.
After dinner we again entered the coach, and at midnight arrived, without any accident, at Chester. Our route
during this journey was over lofty hills, so that we were frequently obliged to alight from the coach, and walk up
the steepest of them. Although Wales is a very mountainous country, it nevertheless contains a great quantity of
arable land and excellent pastures for cattle.
Chester, being the principal town of the country, where all the public business is transacted, is large and
populous, and is said to be more ancient than London. In several particulars it differs from any other place I have
seen. Some of the streets have colonnades, running from one end to the other of them, under which the foot
passengers can walk perfectly dry, at all seasons of the year. The middle of the streets is paved, and contains
ample space for the carriages and horsemen. Many of the houses have handsome porticoes in front, supported by
stone pillars, which give them a magnificent appearance. These islands produce great abundance of fine stone,
and even the common walls of the gardens and yards are built of this material.
As several of my Irish friends had recommended me to gentlemen in Chester, the latter had been for some time
in expectation of my arrival. I was in consequence, early next morning, waited upon by a Mr. Fleming, and three
or four other persons, who loaded me with invitations, and accompanied me to look at the city. At the hour for
dinner, a large party, consisting of some of the principal inhabitants of the town, assembled; and in the evening we
were most agreeably entertained with music and dancing.
When we broke up, many of these hospitable people requested that I would stop for some time at Chester, and
favor them with my company but, as I was very anxious to get to London, I declined their polite invitations.
By the advice of my friends, I agreed with the owner of the stage coach, that, instead of continuing the journey
to London without intermission, I should sleep one night on the road. It was between one and two in the morning
when we quitted Chester; and after a journey of forty-nine miles we breakfasted at Stafford. It was midnight
before we reached Northampton, where I stopped for the remainder of the night, and felt truly grateful to my
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friends for their good advice, as I thereby enjoyed a comfortable supper, and a refreshing sleep, after the fatigue of
a long day’s journey.
On the following I again set out in the coach; and on the 25 th of Shaban corresponding to the 21st of January
1800, arrived safe in London, being five days short of a Lunar year from the period of my leaving Calcutta. …
1759

231.43 Excerpt from The Travels Of Dean Mahomet\fn{by Sake Dean Mahomet (1759-1851)} Patna, Patna District,
Bihar State, India (M) 5
Dear Sir:
Since my arrival in this country, I find you have been very anxious to be made acquainted with the early part
of my Life and the History of my Travels: I shall be happy to gratify you; and must ingenuously confess, when I
first came to Ireland, I found the face of everything about me so contrasted to those striking scenes in India, which
we are wont to survey with a kind of sublime delight, that I felt some timid inclination, even in the consciousness
of incapacity, to describe the manners of my countrymen, who, I am proud to think, have still more of the
innocence of our ancestors, than some of the boasting philosophers of Europe.\fn{ This section is the first “letter” of
volume one; throughout, the italicized material is as it is in the text. The book itself was designed around the concept of a series of fictitious
letters addressed to an equally fictitious friend; it is autobiographical in nature:H }

Though I acknowledge myself incapable of doing justice to the merits of men, whose happy manners are
worthy the imitation of civilized nations, yet, you will do me the justice to believe, that the gratification of your
wishes, is the principal incitement that engages me to undertake a work of this nature: the earnest entreaties of
some friends, and the liberal encouragement of others, to whom I express my acknowledgements, I allow are
secondary motives.
The people of India, in general, are peculiarly favoured by Providence in the possession of all that can cheer
the mind and allure the eye, and though the situation of Eden is only traced in the poet’s creative fancy, the
traveler beholds with admiration the face of this delightful country, on which he discovers tracts that resemble
those so finely drawn by the animated pencil of Milton. You will here behold the generous soil crowned with
various plenty; the garden beautifully diversified with the gayest flowers diffusing their fragrance on the bosom of
the air; and the very bowels of the earth enriched with the inestimable mines of gold and diamonds.
Possessed of all that is enviable in life, we are still more happy in the exercise of benevolence and good will to
each other, devoid of every species of fraud or low cunning. In our convivial enjoyments, we are never without
our neighbors; as it is usual for an individual, when he gives an entertainment, to invite all those of his own
profession to partake of it. That profligacy of manners too conspicuous in other parts of the world, meets here
with public indignation; and our women, though not so accomplished as those of Europe, are still very engaging
for many virtues that exalt the sex.
As I have now given you a sketch of the manners of my country, I shall proceed to give you some account of
myself.
I was born in the year 1759, in Patna, a famous city on the north side of the Ganges, about 400 miles from
Cacutta, the capital of Bengal and seat of the English Government in that country. I was too young when my
father died, to learn any great account of his family: all I have been able to know respecting him, is, that he was
descended from the same race as the Nabobs of Moorshadabad. He was appointed Subadar, in a battalion of
Seapoys commanded by Captain Adams, a company of which under his command was quartered at a small
district not many miles from Patna, called Tarchpoor, an inconsiderable fort, built on the side of a little river that
takes its rise a few miles up the country. Here he was stationed in order to keep this fort.
In the year 1769, a great dearth overspread the country about Tarchpoor, where the Rajas Boudmal, and his
brother Corexin resided, which they took an advantage of by pretending it was impossible for them to remit the
stipulated supplies to the Raja Sataproy, who finding himself disappointed in his expectations, sent some of his
people to compel them to pay: but the others retired within their forts, determined on making an obstinate
defence. My father having received orders to lead out his men to the scene of dispute, which lay about twelve
miles from the fort he was quartered in, marched accordingly, and soon after his arrival at Taharah, took the Raja
Boudmal prisoner, and sent him under a strong guard to Patna, where he was obliged to account for his conduct.
My father remained in the field, giving the enemy some striking proofs of the courage of their adversary; which
drove them to such measures, that they strengthened their posts and redoubled their attacks with such ardour, that
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many of our men fell, and my lamented father among the rest; but not till he had entirely exhausted the forces of
the Raja, who, at length submitted. The soldiers, animated by his example, made Corexin a prisoner, and took
possession of the fort.
Thus have I been deprived of a gallant father, whose firmness and resolution was manifested in his military
conduct on several occasions.
My brother, then about sixteen years old, and the only child my mother had besides me, was present at the
engagement, and having returned home, made an application to Capt Adams who, in gratitude to the memory of
my father, whose services he failed not to represent to the Governor, speedily promoted him to his post. My
mother and I suffered exceedingly by his sudden yet honorable fate in the field: for my brother was then too
young and thoughtless to pay any great attention to our situation.
I was about eleven years old when deprived of my father, and though children are seldom possessed of much
sensibility or reflection at such immature years, yet I recollect well no incident of my life ever made so deep an
impression on my mind. Nothing could wear from my memory the remembrance of his tender regard. As he was a
Mahometan,\fn{Muslim; this word, however, was unknown in this age, largely because the English—I am speaking of many of the
most learned people—believed Islam to have been devised by Mohammed himself, and refused to accept its existence as of Divine
inspiration:H} he was interred with all the pomp and ceremony usual on the occasion. I remained with my mother
sometime after, and acquired a little education at a school in Patna.\fn{ The next letter in the series follows immediately
after this one:H}

*
Dear Sir:
In a few months after my father’s fate, my mother and I went to Patna to reside: she lived pretty comfortably
on some of the property she was entitled to in right of her husband: the rest of his substance with his commission,
came into the hands of my brother: our support was made better by the liberality of the Begum and Nabob, to
whom my father was related: the Begum was remarkably affectionate and attentive to us.
The Raja Sataproy had a very magnificent palace in the center of the city of Patna, where he was accustomed
to entertain many of the most distinguished European Gentlemen, with brilliant balls and costly suppers. My
mother’s house was not far from the Raja’s palace, and the number of officers passing by our door in their way
thither, attracted my notice, and excited the ambition I had already had of entering on a military life. With this
notion, I was always on the watch, and impatiently waited for the moment of their passing by our door; when, one
evening in particular, as they went along, I seized the happy opportunity, and followed them directly to the palace,
at the outward gates of which there are sentinels placed, to keep off the people and clear the passage for the
Gentlemen; I however got admittance, on account of the respect the guards paid my father’s family.
The Gentlemen go to the palace between seven and eight o’clock in the evening, take tea and coffee, and
frequently amuse themselves by forming a party to dance; when they find themselves warm, they retire to the
palace yard, where there are marquees pitched for their reception; here they seat themselves in a circular form,
under a semiana, a sort of canopy made of various colored double muslin, supported by eight poles, and on the
ground is spread a beautiful carpet; the Raja sits in the center; the European Gentlemen on each side; and the
Music in the front. The Raja, on this occasion, is attended by his Aid-du-Camps and Servants of rank. Dancing
girls are now introduced, affording, at one time, extreme delight, by singing in concert with the music, the softest
and most lively airs; at another time, displaying such loose and fascinating attitudes in their various dances, as
would warm the bosom of an anchoret; while the servants of the Raja are employed in letting off the fireworks,
displaying, in the most astonishing variety, the forms of birds, beasts, and other animals, and far surpassing
anything of the kind I ever beheld in Europe: and to give additional brilliancy to the splendor of the scene, lighted
branches blaze around, and exhibit one general illumination.
Extremely pleased with such various entertainment, the Gentlemen sit down to an elegant supper, prepared by
the utmost skill, by an officer of the Raja, whose sole employ is to provide the most delicious viands on such an
occasion: ice-cream, fowl of all kinds, and the finest fruit in the world, compose but a part of the repast to which
the guests are invited. The Raja was very happy with his convivial friends; and though his religion forbids him to
touch many things handled by persons of a different profession, yet he accepted a little fruit from them; supper
was over about twelve o’clock, and the company retired, the Raja to his palace, and the officers to their quarters.
I was highly pleased with the appearance of the military Gentlemen, among whom I first beheld Mr. Baker,
who particularly drew my attention: I followed him without any restraint through every part of the palace and
tents, and remained a spectator of the entire scene of pleasure, till the company broke up; and then returned home
to my mother, who felt some anxiety in my absence. When I described the gaiety and splendor I beheld at the
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entertainment, she seemed very much dissatisfied, and expressed from maternal tenderness, her apprehensions of
losing me.
Nothing could exceed my ambition of leading a soldier’s life: the notion of carrying arms, and living in a camp
could not be easily removed: my fond mother’s entreaties were of no avail: I grew anxious for the moment that
would bring the military officers by our door. Whenever I perceived their route, I instantly followed them;
sometimes to the Raja’s palace, where I had free access; and sometimes to a fine tennis court, generally
frequented by them in the evenings, which was built by Col. Champion, at the back of his house, in a large open
square, called Merfevillkeebaug: here, among other Gentlemen, I one day, discovered Mr. Baker, and often passed
by him, in order to attract his attention: he at last, took particular notice of me, observing that I surveyed him with
a kind of secret satisfaction; and in a very friendly manner, asked me how I would like living with the Europeans:
this unexpected encouragement, as it flattered my hopes beyond expression, occasioned a very sudden reply: I
therefore told him with eager joy, how happy he could make me, by taking me with him.
He seemed very much pleased with me, and assuring me of his future kindness, hoped I would merit it. Major
Herd was in company with him at the same time: and both these Gentlemen appeared with distinguished éclat in
the first assemblies in India. I was decently clad in the dress worn by children of my age: and though my mother
was materially affected in her circumstances by the precipitate death of my father, she had still the means left of
living in a comfortable manner and providing both for her own wants and mine.\fn{ The next is letter thirty-one, from
volume two:H}
*
Dear Sir:
In the year of 1781, Captain Baker, after his appointment to the command of the Seapoy’s battalion, in the
second brigade, with Lieutenants Simpson and Williamson, two companies of Europeans, and two companies of
Seapoys, marched from Barahampore, in order to join the second brigade in Caunpore: on his promotion, he
appointed me market-master to supply the bazaar. We halted at Denapore to refresh the party, and draw their pay;
and as they proceeded on their march, I was dispatched, with an escort of two Seapoys to Gooldengunge, which
was considered the cheapest market, to purchase corn for the army, and had in my possession for that purpose,
four hundred goolmores, with bills on the Commissary there, amounting in all to fifteen hundred pounds sterling.
As we journeyed onwards, one of the Seapoys happened to trample some melons in passing through a
plantation near the river side, and on being observed by the proprietor, who desired him to be more cautious in his
career, he returned him some impertinent answer, which roused the peasant’s resentment, and discord expanding
her gloomy wings, a battle ensued; the neighboring cottagers thus alarmed, flocked to their friend’s assistance,
and cruelly stabbed his adversary, who fell a breathless corpse beneath their murderous weapons.
The other Seapoy made off through the country, but I was dismounted from my horse, which I was obliged to
leave behind, and having plunged into the Ganges, on whose verge I stood trembling for my fate, with the utmost
difficulty I gained the opposite shore, fainting under the fatigue of my exertions in crossing the wide river, with
my clothes on, and such a weight of gold about me. A few of the peasantry, who beheld me thus struggling for
life, ran to my assistance, and after supporting me to the next cottage, kindly ministered what relief was in their
power. As the night approached, I sunk to rest, and forgot the dangers of my late journey in the sweet oblivion of
sleep.
Next morning, finding myself tolerably restored, I made my acknowledgements to these humane people,
whose footsteps, in all ruling Providence must, in that crisis, have directed, to save me from impending
dissolution; and having gone forthwith to the Fouzdar of Gooldengunge, and given him up my money and bills, I
related the story of my adventures; he seemed much affected at the recital, and detained me till the supplies for the
use of the troops were purchased; a part was sent by water to Caunpore: and the rest by land, consisting of several
loads of corn drawn by bullocks, with which I traveled and joined the army at Buxar. From the early intelligence
of the Seapoy, who escaped before me, the greatest surprise, and even doubt of the reality of my existence at my
arrival, was almost graven on every countenance, as the prevailing opinion unanimously agreed on by all parties,
was, that I had fallen a sacrifice with the other Seapoy to the rage and resentment of the country people.
From Buxar we marched for Caunpore, where we arrived in the latter end of February. On the first of March,
Captain Baker took the command of the battalion of Seapoys in Major Roberts’ regiment, to which he had been
recently promoted, and by his recommendation, I was appointed Jemidar in the same battalion.
Having received an account of the insurrections of the Morattoes in the vicinage of Caulpee, on the banks of
the river Jemina, the entire brigade by order of Colonel Morgan, proceeded to that town, and a part of the main
army in different detachments, scoured the neighboring country, in order to disperse those disturbers of the public
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tranquility, who, after some slight skirmishes, entirely fled, overawed by the terror of our arms.
We remained a few weeks in Caulpee, and then returned to Caunpore, where our stay was of no long
continuance.
About this time, Governor Hastings having required of Cheytsing his stipulated subsidies, towards defraying
the expenses of the late war with Hyder Ally; and finding him either unwilling or unable to pay them, sent a guard
consisting of two companies of Seapoys to arrest him: the alarming news of his being made a prisoner, soon
spread through the country, and roused the indignation of his troops, who were seen in a large body, crossing the
river from Ramnagur to the palace, in which he was confined. The two companies of our Seapoys, who formed
the guard in an enclosed square outside the palace, were mostly massacred by this powerful force which rushed
onward, like an irresistible torrent, that sweeps all away before it.
Ramjaum, one of the Raja’s Generals, after killing a sergeant of the Seapoys, who opposed his entrance, broke
into the royal mansion, and made way for the soldiery, who escorted their Prince through a garden which led to
the river. As the banks were high above the surface, they let him down by turbans tied together, into a boat that
conveyed him to the other side, whence he escaped under the friendly shade of night, to Lutteefgur, one of his
strongest fortresses, with a chosen band of men to protect him.\fn{ Letter thirty-two follows:H}
*
Dear Sir:
The day following, a large party of the Raja’s, with Rarnjaum at their head, went in pursuit of Governor
Hastings, who proceeded to Chunargar; and having fought him in vain, they returned to Ramnagur, where they
attacked a strong body of the English under the command of Capt. Mayaffre, of the artillery, who was hemmed in
on every side by the narrow streets and winding alleys of the town, with which he was unacquainted. Being thus
exposed to the fire of the enemy from all quarters, and particularly to that of a covered party that greatly annoyed
him, he fell in the scene of battle, with upwards of one hundred and fifty of his men, among them were Captain
Doxat, and Lieutenants Stalker, Symes and Scott, besides eighty wounded.
After many brave struggles, Captain Blair, at last effected a regular and steady retreat, which gained him much
honor. He prevented the eager pursuit of the enemy, who followed him till he came within a few miles of Chunar,
from having any bad effect. This success gave fresh ardor to the Raja’s friends, and plunged Governor Hastings
into new difficulties.
Ramjaum having put Ramnagur into a state of defense, conducted his principal troops to a fort called Pateetah,
to which a detachment under the command of Major Popham was directed, composed of what men could be
spared from the garrison of Chunar. In the meantime Captain Blair was dispatched with his battalion and two
companies of grenadiers to surprise the fort; and Lieutenant Polhill, who just arrived from Allahabad, with six
companies of Seapoys from the Nabob Aspahdoulah’s life-guards, was ordered to encamp on the opposite shore,
in order to keep the communication at that side open. In two days after his arrival, this spirited officer defeated a
considerable body of the enemy at a small fort called Seekur, where he found a vast quantity of grain, which
proved an acceptable prize, as it was much wanted.
Major Popham and Captain Blair having arrived within about a mile of Pateetah, nearly at the same time found
a party of the enemy in seeming readiness to oppose them. They fought on both sides, with great ardor and
intrepidity, till victory perplexed with doubt, waited the arrival of Lieutenants Fallow and Berrille, whose gallant
conduct with the united bravery of their countrymen, preponderating in the scale of her unbiased judgment,
induced the Goddess to bestow on them, her unfading laurels, as the reward of their exertions. After a dreadful
carnage of killed and wounded on each part, the conquered fled for refuge to their fort, and the victors advanced
to Chunar to recruit their losses.
At the commencement of these commotions, Governor Hastings dispatched a courier to Colonel Morgan, at
Caunpore, with instructions directing him to send an immediate reinforcement to Chunar: three regiments were
accordingly sent with the utmost expedition; two of which were under the command of Majors Crabb and
Crawford with one company of artillery, and two of European infantry; and the other under Major Roberts, which
marched by the route of Lecknow.
Early in the tenth of September, Majors Crabb and Crawford, at the head of their respective corps, appeared
within view of Chunar on the opposite shore: the following day, the Nabob Aspahdoulah arrived and encamped at
the same side of the river; and shortly after Major Roberts came from Lecknow, with his troops. The English
crossed the river, and joined Major Popham, who had now the command of four complete regiments, one
battalion of Colonel Blair, another of the Nabob’s life-guards, two companies of Europeans, one of artillery, and
one of French rangers.
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From this main body, Major Crabb, with one detachment, proceeded against Lutteefgur; Major Crawford with
another, crossed the mountains to Seckroot and Lora; and two companies under the direction of Captain Baker,
and Lieutenant Simpson, advanced towards Pateetah with a twelve-pounder, which they played on the north side
of the fort, for, at least an hour, with good effect, till an halcarah, who just arrived, informed them that there was
a large tank on the eastern situation with a great heap of earth thrown up about it, which might answer the purpose
of a temporary battery. When the tank was discovered, and found adequate to the description given of it, an
additional supply of cannon and ammunition was directly sent for.
We now began the siege with the most lively ardor, and continued it for three days without intermission: on the
fourth morning, at three o’clock, Captains Baker and Gardner kept up a brisk cannonading, and threw the enemy
into the utmost confusion, amidst which, Captain Lane, Lieutenants Simpson and Williams with whom I
adventured and three companies of determined Seapoy grenadiers, stormed the fort and rushed on the disordered
enemy with manly resolution. After some opposition, they evacuated their stronghold, with Ramjaum at their
head, and made off towards Lutteefgur, leaving their military equipage, elephants, camels, bullocks, &c. behind
them.
Captain Baker distinguished himself in this action, as in many others, by the greatest exertions, and displayed
the courage of the active soldier united with the experience of the hoary veteran.
While memory dwells on virtues only thine
Fame o’er thy relics breathes a strain divine.

Major Crabb having met Ramjaum on his way to Lutteefgur, gave him battle, and obliged him with his
vanquished forces to fly for shelter to Lora, and from thence to Bidgegur, whither Cheyt-sing had escaped. The
Raja, however, not finding himself safe in Bidgegur, fled for refuge to the mountains among the Morattoes, taking
with him what diamonds and other valuable effects he could possibly convey on his camels.
c.1760?

263.174 Excerpt from Padmabati Abhilash\fn{by Nisanka Raya Rani (c.1760?- )} “in the house of Thatraja
Basudeva,” Ganjam District, Orissa State, India (F) -1
Se narabara sarobara buli dekhanti sobha
Sphatika pabachha bakulamule hoile ubha
Nila sadhi, ranga dhadi je hansabali sobhana
Mahi mahila bistarila praye dise ranjana.
Padma-kumuda kokanadankara subasa gheni
Bhramare bhramare bhramanti kari harasa dhvani
Dipadandi mandi sundara sarasa chakrabaka
Hansamarali sange gheni karuchhanti dahuka
1762

238.119 An Apology For The Present System Of Hindu Worship\fn{by Mrtyunjaya Bidyalankara (1762-1819)}
Calcutta?, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 18
“In the iron age, O son of Koontee! all men will pretend to Divine knowledge; none will follow its dictates; but
all will be slaves to their lusts and their appetites.”\fn{ I have subdivided this work into a complex of paragraphs; the text before
me is in a highly compressed format, apparently designed to facilitate its inclusion as an end paper to the contents of the book in which it
appears.}

Let it not be supposed, that the following treatise has been written, with a view to refute the doctrines of those
assuming inventors and self-interested moderns, who by their writings illustrate the truth of the above quoted
prophecy. Such motives can never operate with those who have been educated in the school of Wisdom. He to
whom honor and legitimacy belong, can never be induced to deviate from the paths of religion, prescribed to him
by his tribe, his family, and his order. His faith can resist the attacks of a hundred dogmas.
Yet as the crafty cormorant, by the side of a pool, can allure his inexperienced prey to destruction, by assuming
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the appearance of a lotus—so may these controversial cormorants adulterate the purity of the sacred writings. It is
solely with the intention of exposing the true meaning of these authorities, that this brief treatise has been
composed.
But let honorable men consider the advice, afforded by assuming moderns, to those blinded by their passions,
as similar to that which was given by the physician’s son to one afflicted with opthalmia. The arrogant young man
had read in a treatise on farriery, that the proper cure for a horse with sore eyes, was to make incisions in his ears,
and to apply a burning iron to his hinder parts. Destitute of experience, and devoid of discernment, he considered
the same treatment as beneficial to the human species, and when a patient, troubled with that disorder, had
recourse to him for assistance, he resorted to the same expedient: universal ridicule was attached to his character,
and the pain of his patient was doubled.
It has therefore been everywhere recorded, that a man who can impart knowledge, who is truly learned, and
who comprehends what he has heard, is rarely to be found; while they, who pretend to these qualifications, are
numerous.
Let men beware of resting their faith on false instruction, on market-place theology. Let them not be deluded,
like the blind man who seized the tail of a cow; and hereby hangs a tale
*
Once on a time, a blind man formed the resolution of paying a visit to his father-in-law, who resided in a
neighboring village. He set out accordingly, and having arrived near its confines, was accosted by a herdsman of
his relations, to whom he communicated his intention, and whom he requested to conduct him to the house. The
rustic, however, thinking he could more conveniently furnish him with a speedier guide, advised him to lay hold
of the tail of one of his father-in-law’s cows, which (as it was evening) were returning to their stalls.
The advice was implicitly followed. The cow set off, and the blind man after her, resolving not to quit his
grasp. It is true that, in a short time, he arrived at his destination, but so belabored was he, by the kicks of the
infuriate animal, so lacerated by the thorns and brambles which met him in the way, so bespattered with mud, and
altogether so metamorphosed by his misfortunes, that when he arrived at the mansion of his father-in-law, the
people seeing him hold fast the cow, and taking him to be some thief, who by the aid of the dusk wanted to carry
her off, battered him so unmercifully with fists and bludgeons, as not to leave a whole bone in his carcass.
*
Beware, my disciples, lest by following similar advice, you are visited with a similar calamity. Transgress not
the religion of your forefathers, your hereditary faith. Place not reliance on the assuming speeches of those who
act in opposition to all laws, human and divine, who are under the influence of error, uncertainty, negligence, and
delusion; but relying on Omniscience and on the authorities of Menu and Vyas, which emanate therefrom, and
having followed the instructions of the commentators, Shunker and others, become acquainted with the true
meaning of the Scriptures, and shape your practice accordingly. Thus may you obtain present and future
happiness: thus may you fulfil the four objects of your mission on earth: and thus may you be renowned among
the virtuous.
*
Hear now the true meaning of the Vedanta.
It is a position, the truth of which every man may discover, by consulting his own breast, that the animal
creation, from the noblest work of God, down to the groveling insect, is instinctively endued with a desire of
attaining felicity and of avoiding misery, whether resulting from natural infirmity, from Divine vengeance, or
from external violence.
Omnipotence has furnished mankind with the science of morality, the useful arts, the reasoning power, and the
Divine Scriptures, by means of which we may be enabled to discharge the four duties of life; namely, the
acquisition of virtue, of wealth, of pleasure, and of salvation. These present us with the methods of arriving at
pleasure, and keeping free from pain. Among these attainments, the faculty of reasoning is that which is adopted
by various modes of ratiocination, to expose the true meaning of the Scriptures. Philosophy, as it inculcates
morality, communicates universal comfort. Popular art, such as a knowledge of agriculture, merchandise, and
other useful employments, convey a sensible benefit to mankind, acknowledge of religion, operates with a triple
effect, by instructing men in their worldly duties, their worship and the attainment of holy knowledge.
*
Three conditions are inseparable from the lot of humanity. The actions of a man engaged in wordly concerns,
are either fair or dark, or partake of both these properties: the fair action is a passport to Paradise; the dark action
either conveys a man to the infernal abodes, or causes him to be born again among the brute creation.
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That which partakes of both qualities, regenerates humanity.
There is yet another species of action, which partakes of neither quality, and which by resigning volition, has
not in the abstract any recompense. It is peculiar to contemplative Saints, and if unaccompanied by holy
knowledge, obtains for those who practice it, salvation by slow degrees; but if accompanied by that knowledge,
procures even in life absorption in the Divinity, and in death instantaneous salvation. The junction of these two
conditions is termed the state of perfection. A full and comprehensive view of this subject has been given in the
Patunjul Sutra.
*
The Vedas in the first place, by various exemplifications, showing the result of human actions, has the effect of
stimulating our efforts, of estranging sensible men from the indulgence of those passions which are inherent in
our nature, of directing their attention to the divine mandates, and of inuring them to the practice of those duties
which are consistent with their condition.
Those who fulfill the objects of their existence, by an attention to enjoined duties, obtain the enjoyment of
Paradise as the fruit of their actions; and being again regenerated in the human form, the remembrance of those
delights which they enjoyed as the reward of their former virtue, incites them to continue the same course of
action. They become after death associated with the Divinity, and again appear to dignify the world by their
virtue, on the conclusion of their term of felicity.
Those on the other hand, who practice in their lives that which is forbidden, descend to the regions of torment.
In their second existence, the same motives influence their conduct, and death is to them but a renewal of tortures.
*
Thus in the revolutions of the universe, mankind may be compared to as water bucket, which in a state of
emptiness is continually descending, and is permitted to rise only when filled. The virtuous being filled with good
works, rise to an eminence, while the vacuum of a vicious character is the cause of its eternal depression.
*
Those who have attained the science of morality and worldly wisdom, like the trees of the forest, are created
and destroyed in this world. Their theatre of action extends not beyond life, and theirs after death is the fourth or
neutral condition. They are not exempted from the operation of the threefold means of pain, and they are not
suffered to enjoy supreme felicity. In other words, salvation is denied them.
But among the human species, if anyone, by observing visible effects, and from a wish to avoid the threefold
description of pain already mentioned, and as the reward of his former virtues, evinces an anxious desire to escape
extreme misery and to enjoy ineffable happiness, the Almighty Disposer of events will not fail to inspire him with
that Divine knowledge, which is contained in the 3rd chapter of the Vedas.
The knowledge was first communicated by Narayan to Surya, who imparted it to Menu, from whom King Ikha
[koo] derived his knowledge. By these means its influence was extended throughout the world.
But in process of time, from the increased multiplicity of treatises on worldly subjects, this knowledge became
nearly extinct. In the commencement of the iron age, the Divinity, assuming the form of Krishna, imparted it to
Arjun, afterwards Vyas (who may be termed the Incarnation of Wisdom’s power) by stringing together the pearls
of that advice contained in the 3 rd chapter of the Vedas, and communicated to Arjun, composed the Vedanta in a
regular form. He has there described to those anxious of obtaining absorption,\fn{ In the Divinity, i.e., the Godhead:H}
the nature of Divine wisdom and has declared worship to be the means of attaining that end.
*
Numerous versions and commentaries of that celebrated work followed its appearance. The five Sutras treat of
those duties which should be here performed. Those who wish to obtain a knowledge of the Divine will; those
who have already obtained that knowledge; Brahmins who have not entered into a state of religious retirement;
and men of the military class, should remain constantly engaged in the performance of those duties prescribed in
the Bhagavadgita\fn{The 700-verse Hindu epic that is part of the ancient Sanskrit epic, the Mahabarata:H}
In conformity with this precept, Yajniavulkia and Vachespati, the commentator on the six durshuns, Junuk
Rajah and others of the military tribe, who had arrived at holy knowledge, and had not retired from the world,
were rewarded with the blessings of salvation. In the opinion of the commentator, retirement is not a necessary act
of piety. This may be collected from his conduct, and it may also be inferred, that even after the acquisition of
holy knowledge, he considered as obligatory the performance of his worldly duties.
Such also were the tenets professed, and the line of conduct pursued by the great Apydikhita. The illustrious
Shunker, who made the first version of the Scriptures and the commentator of the Vedanta, have likened the
junction of faith and works to two men; one of whom is in possession of a carriage, but is destitute of a horse; and
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the other has a horse, but is without a carriage. He who possesses the carriage, cannot give it motion; while he
who has the horse can proceed, it is true, but not with comfort; but if they unite their individual means, they can
pursue their journey with ease.
In the like manner, by the junction of worldly acts with Divine knowledge, he who is desirous of absorption,
shall surely obtain it. Therefore in their opinion, the relinquishment of worldly acts is reprehensible. Among men
retired from the world, who have no marks of a religious order—such as the Purumhungsees—some assume the
manners of Rishubhudeva, others imitate Jurubhurutt, and some conduct themselves as Duttatreya of old did. The
character of the latter personage may be collected from the following anecdote.
*
The King Kirtabirjarjun, having received instructions from Duttatreya, attained the power of prophecy. From
this circumstance, the fame of the Saint was noised abroad, and many great men visited his retreat to seek his
advice.
Pride took possession of his soul. He felt that his Divine knowledge was on the decrease. He perceived the
falling off in his faith, and with a view to rid himself of these frequent intrusions, and to preserve the remnant of
his faith, he began to practice immorality.
*
From this example, it would seem, that the life of a man ought to be conducted in that form, which is best
suited to the preservation of the Divine knowledge, and that the practice of lawful acts, or even the commission of
venial errors, is justifiable, if rendered subservient to that end.
“In the brilliant fire of Divine knowledge, the chaff of forbidden actions is consumed.”
With this view, it is recited in the Gita, that the flame of knowledge consumes all things. The meaning intended
to be conveyed, appears to be, that all minor considerations should be sacrificed to the preservation of Divine
knowledge.
*
Disciples of Excellence! if you consider sinful and assuming moderns to be entitled to the same reverence as
Duttatreya, and other Saints; if you hope to obtain the reputation of Kirtabirjarjun, by conforming to their advice,
you are at liberty to make the attempt. If this be not your object, avoid compliance with the dictates of those
expounders of the Vedanta philosophy who are totally divested of virtue, and than whom no characters can be
more contemptible. Their doctrines may be specious and alluring, but like poisonous sweets, they are destructive.
If, in short, the hope of salvation operates in your mind, with a more forcible effect than superstitious dread,
adhere to the performance of those duties, which have in all ages, and by all authorities, been recommended to
mankind. That the attainment of holy knowledge is extremely difficult is a maxim established by revelation, and
confirmed experience.
Let us proceed with the subject.
*
Goutama, Jymune, Kupila, Patunjule and Konad, the authors respectively of the Nyaya, Mimansa, Sankhya,
Patunjul and Visheshik durshuns, or treatises explanatory of the Vedas, were all equal to Vyas, the composer of
the Vedanta, in respect to knowledge, power, and greatness. Whatever discrepancy of opinion may be observed in
the main point, as several blind men who went to ascertain the nature of an elephant—each pictured to himself the
shape of the animal, from that part of him which they happened to feel; but they all agreed that what they felt was
an elephant.
In the opinion of Shunkuracharya, the attainment of absorption does not depend on works of merit. This has
been ascertained; but it has also been ascertained that acts of merit must be performed previously to the
attainment of Divine knowledge; but, after the attainment of that knowledge of that Supreme Being, which is
called Divine or holy knowledge, the practice of acts of merit is no bar to absorption; for it is the fruit of actions,
which alone is detrimental, and not the actions themselves. Nevertheless, in the practice of such acts, after the
attainment of holy knowledge, moderns, whose minds are tainted by levity, may be apt to waver in their progress
—and thus the practice\fn{Of such acts:H} may be pernicious.
Consequently, after entering into the state of a sunyase, which implies a relinquishment of all worldly affairs,
whether immediately considered, or as to their result, a man should pass his time in hearing the Vedanta, in
attending to its meaning as propounded by spiritual guides (that is to say, in acquiring it by ratiocination); in
conforming his actions to the knowledge so acquired; and, while life remains, in performing those duties which
are peculiar to the religious order into which he may have entered.
*
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“While awake or alive, the Vedanta should be ever in the mind.”
This text, and others of a similar nature, enjoin such conduct. But there can not exist the opinion of a
recurrence to those practices—after the attainment of holy knowledge—which were prohibited before. This would
be to lick up rejected saliva. The chief of spiritual teachers gave up the society of many of his disciples, who had
become sunyases, but who strayed form the path of rectitude. Those whose conduct corresponds with that of the
disciples thus rejected, are now known in the world by the name of dushanams.
To those who are unable to become sunyases, and to be endued with holy knowledge, there are two kinds of
retirement from the world prescribed, and these are designated buhuduc and kutechuk. In either of these
conditions, the practice during life of acts of merit is enjoined.
That holy knowledge so extremely difficult of attainment; the practice of those duties which the Almighty has
enjoined; and a steadfast resolution being facilitated by the worship of images possessing various qualities and
properties—and ignorance and its concomitant effects being thus rooted out—the Divine Essence, which is
inseparable from the soul, becomes apparent. When this happens, its result is in life temporary, and after death
eternal absorption.
The author of the sutras\fn{Scriptures} has expressly declared that forbidden actions are not to be performed by
those who possess divine knowledge, even though in extremities. He has also ordained that the expiation for
persons hurried along by their passions (which are ungovernable as a discharged arrow, and in their operation a
dreadful evil) such as cohabiting with the wife of a spiritual preceptor, is the continual sacrifice of an ass.
Therefore, when Agastya, the evident incarnation of Vishnu, slew all the atheistical Brahmins, by the command of
Juggernauth, he, for the sake of propitiating mankind, made a sacrifice of himself in the fiery furnace.
The holy texts have been recited for the instruction of those, who pay the same reverence to their spiritual
teachers as to their guardian deities, by which conduct great minds are distinguished. Even the commentator,
Shunker Acharya, proclaimed the praises of Durga in the Anundluhure, and particularized the several modes in
which her qualities should be reverenced.
From this fact, and from various other pure and virtuous actions, recorded in different srutis, smritis, puranas
and itihases, proofs may be collected that, even after the attainment of holy knowledge, the practice of virtuous
actions is commendable, and the practice of forbidden actions is reprehensible.
*
But in the ancient writers we read, that a knowledge of brumha, or holy knowledge, is independent of acts; in
the same manner as an all powerful monarch is independent of armies. But what does this amount to? Does it
mean that to be passive is proper?
No; for supposing that a person be so powerful as to need no assistance towards the completion of his projects,
does it follow that assistance would be detrimental or injurious? But when the accomplishment of an object,
independently of external aid, is mentioned, it is mentioned solely for the purpose of extolling such independent
power. Thus when the sutras state that absorption may be obtained, even though the sacrificial fires be neglected,
the praise of that holy knowledge is intended, but not the depreciation of meritorious acts.
Were not this the case, the practice of prescribed duties would have been forbidden to one acquainted with holy
knowledge; since a person who has that knowledge is destitute of passions, it cannot be supposed that be should
practice forbidden actions of which the passions are the source.
*
“The passions are the source of ignorance in those minds where error is predominant; how can that tree
flourish in whose cavity fire is deposited?” It is therefore said in the sruti,
“Having acquired holy knowledge, a man must conduct himself as a child; then indeed will he be truly
conversant with wisdom.”
*
O disciples of Excellence! If you wish for terrestrial felicity, think it not an easy leap to the top of the lofty tree
of absorption; you will fall halfway, pulled down by the rope of worldly desires. Thus you will furnish an example
of imbecile irresolution, you will be destroyed in once place and expelled from another, you will be neither here
nor there.
If you wish to avoid this dilemma, perform acts of merit; and having worshipped a favored deity—having
removed from the mirror of the mind the quality of ruju which excites desire, and the quality tumu which leads to
sensuality—by the quality of suttu or that, which leads to truth; having acquired firmness; and having learnt to
discriminate good from evil—and thence an indifference about the enjoyments of this world or the next—thence a
restraint over the senses, tranquility of mien, contentment, patience under honor or disgrace, faith and constancy
163

—you will find yourselves on the road to absorption.
Afterwards, by being engaged in the three duties of hearing instruction, attending to and meditating on it—by
being immersed in the ocean of unceasing devotion and unvarying delight, whose waters are those of immortality
—you will become like drowned persons, incapable of discerning surrounding objects, and consequently unable
either to utter or do anything; whether good or evil.
It is said in the sacred writings,
“Whoever affirms that he knows and comprehends God, is wholly ignorant. Whoever does not affirm this, is
wise and intelligent. The devotee does not relinquish sublunary affairs, but is relinquished by them.” But I would
ask him who professes that he has holy knowledge,
“Why do you abstain from prescribed duties, and practice those acts only which are forbidden? If he affirm in
reply that he has the knowledge he pretends to, I would reply, be it so. But whence are those whose conduct you
form to derive this holy knowledge? Is it innate with them as it was with Barna Deve and Kupila of old? If not,
why do you deceive the offspring of Honesty, and why, heedless of restraint, do you transgress the precept
contained in the following texts?
“The minds of ignorant persons occupied in temporal concerns, must not be distracted; an all-wise man must
not cause those to waver who are partially possessed of knowledge.”
If you have come into the world as an incarnation of the Divinity, sent by his will, to dispel, ignorance from
among mankind, and to be the cause of their absorption, then it is your duty to make them ascend by those regular
steps which have been pointed out by his authority, as the means of arriving at that exalted condition. Can you
ascend to the top of a tree by one effort without having climbed up from its root? If anyone were to attempt this,
would be not fall and receive a contusion? If you assert that no benefit can result to the man of holy knowledge
from his practice of meritorious acts, you betray your ignorance, for the world in general will derive benefit from
his example.
A wise man therefore should not forsake the duty of instruction. He who is a wise man and at the same time
selfish, wherein consists the benefit of his wisdom?
*
O disciples of Excellence! the Vedanta intends to convey a knowledge of the Supreme Being when it mentions
the eternal, immaterial, ineffable happiness of the Divine Essence. When it mentions the Deity invested with
qualities, it does so to inculcate his service. The different qualities or energies are introduced for the purpose of
facilitating men’s devotions.
But these two, there severally mentioned, are not distinct separate Beings; as the Heavens, though obscured
with clouds, are still the Heavens, so the Supreme Being, though invested with qualities, is still the Supreme
Being. Otherwise the mention of the Divine attributes and of worship would be useless and nugatory. The
incomprehensible boundless energy of the Divine Essence is worshipped and extolled by contemplating the
different female deities (Kali, Durga, etc.) under their various forms of Chuturbhuj (the four-armed), Ashtubhuj
(the eight-armed) and Dushubhuj (the ten-armed).
But if the Divine Essence itself, and not the energy, be extolled, it will be adored under the forms of Bramha,
Vishnu, Rudra and other male deities. Thus, as a piece of cloth, by being prepared to receive an impression, by
being drawn or painted on, presents a variegated appearance—but if the work thus effected be erased or otherwise
removed, it remains a mere piece of cloth—so is it with the pure Divine Essence, when connected with energy,
one of its constituent parts. It may be compared to the capacity existing in earth, of being formed into potter’s
ware. The latent effect of that energy becomes apparent as Anturjame the Director, Hirunyugurbha the pervader,
and Birat the author. It is also apparent in all animate or inanimate nature, which must be included in one of these
three.
The Supreme Being has therefore been designated as Vishwatma, or the Soul of the Universe; Vishwurup, or
represented in the universe; and Chintamunee, or the fabulous gem which can be regarded in any light by the
viewer.
Many authorities prove this; therefore God is worshipped by any person who worships anything in any of the
prescribed forms and in whatever point of view—in the same manner as a person who honors a guest merely on
account of his being such, does not receive the reward of his hospitality from that guest, but God who requires all
actions rewards him.
If it be objected that God is not honored by this hospitality, and will not therefore require the action, no more
than the King of Tartary would requite a service done to the King of Hindoostan, the answer is that God is the sole
requiter. To deny this assertion, would be to dissent from holy writ. The Creator is conceived by reflecting on a
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pure Spirit, divested of matter, pervading the creation. As fire, when aided by wood or straw, shines forth in
various shapes, but when the fuel is withdrawn, the heat alone remains, the fire is not apparent; so in the Vedanta
must the union of the soul with the Divine Essence be understood.
The reunion of the soul with Brumha is called absorption. It cannot be compared to the mingling of two
heterogeneous things, as milk or salt with water, but to the mingling of clouds when they vanish and incorporate
with the highest heaven.
*
Everyone knows that effects are distinguished by three qualities—good, or bad, or indifferent. From these
effects are their cause to be inferred, which are defined to be suttu, ruju and tumu. The primitive cause has been
defined to be the equal association of these three qualities—to be like the burning power inherent in fire, to be
dependent for its existence on Brumha, to be without independent existence, and to be inferred from the secretly
operative but regular works of the creation (preservation and destruction) called illusion and other names,
compared to the unformed state of the variegated peacock in its egg, or to the diminutive seed of the vutu tree,
said to be the seed of the multiform universe, residing in the soul of Brumha.
This primitive cause, or Divine energy, residing in the Supreme intelligence, being called into action by his
will, the Supreme Being pictured to himself this infinitely variegated universe, as a dream has power to raise up
the semblance of real existences; but when the time shall come for the extinction of all animated nature, this
primitive cause (hence termed Muhanidra) will become passive as in a sound sleep.
That consummation is termed Pracrit Prulya, or universal destruction. Thus the primitive cause, resting on the
Omnipotent Brumha, produces at various intervals creation after destruction, and destruction after creation, as
sleeping and waking succeed each other. As a red hot cannonball receives its property of burning from fire, so this
primitive cause, emanating from the inconceivably infinite Divine intelligence, and pervading the universe,
communicates properties to all created beings.
But this divine intelligence presides over all properties thus communicated, whether they be the attributes of
gods or of men, or of birds, or of beasts—but it appears variously in different subjects, as virtue or vice
preponderate, as the splendor of the sun’s reflection is increased or decreased by the nature of the soil on which it
shines. As in the absence of all matter the soul alone remains (like the unreflected moon in the heavens), so one
condition of the primitive cause is that of darkness or unconsciousness, when animation reposes in the Divine
intelligence.
This is termed avidya, or privation of consciousness, and may be experienced by everyone in a profound sleep.
The Divine energy when united to matter, is called either Tyjus, or Bishwa, or Pragnyu. The first [is] in a
dreaming state\fn{As in daydreaming?; I do not think he means “meditative”:H }, which is made up of impressions the mind
has once received, appearing in the semblance of realities. The second [is] in a waking state, wherein things are
seen in their real state. (In these two states consciousness exists, whether the effects produced be real or
imaginary.) The third [is] in a sound sleep, when all consciousness ceases and the soul inhabits the body in a state
of inactivity.
These three conditions of real, imaginary or suspended existence follow in succession, as in the telling of
beads the rosary is revolved, but their cause is never extinct. Mookte (or absorption) is defined to be that state in
which the mind is freed from the three qualities; that is, when nothing but the pure essence remains. Pure
contemplation consists in steadily fixing the mind on the power of the Divinity. As the mind is employed, it
differs from the former mentioned condition of absorption.
Therefore, except in profound sleep, in total abstraction, in a swoon or in absorption, the mind must be always
active. But if it be necessary that in conditions other than these a man must always be acting, does it follow that
his acts must be iniquitous? If a tutwagnance, or truly wise man, be compelled to the performance of certain
worldly acts as necessary to his existence, will the weight be too heavy for him to bear on account of the
indolence he has acquired by the plentitude of his knowledge? Will the addition of a straw incommode him who
has already a porter’s load on his shoulders? Is the wise man at all deteriorated by the performance of those works
of merit enjoined in the Gita?
*
Let sensible men reflect on their own natures and on the nature of their powers. Let them know them by proofs
derived from their own experience, then indeed may they be truly wise. If you observe and reflect on the state of
your own bodies, and perform the acts necessary to their preservation, then why can you not obtain a knowledge
of the Divinity by fancying him to reside in material forms? Incantation can remove spleen and disease, and can
conduct the arrow though shot at random to the heart of an enemy. Can you not serve God as you serve
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yourselves? Cannot the charms of the Veda operate as powerfully as those of magic in producing effects where
the cause is not present?
A quality cannot exist independently of its substance, but a substance may exist independently of any quality.
Thus the burning quality of fire cannot exist without fire, but fire may exist without its burning quality. By the
application of certain drugs, or by using certain formula, fire may be deprived of its burning power, but its
inherent nature will still remain, it will still continue to emit smoke. Therefore the existence of a quality has been
declared to be dependent on its existence.
*
It has been said in the Vedanta that the Supreme Being is existing, and that all else is non existing in the same
manner as the supposed existence of a snake is inferred form the positive existence of a rope, which at a distance
assumes its appearance.
The meaning of this is that the world has no independent existence. It is a common argument, and used for the
sake of denying the entity of deities, to assert that the material world is a mere nonentity, as the child of a barren
woman, or hair on the back of a tortoise. The Vedanta has however guarded itself against the imputation of
entertaining such absurdities, and has declared that there are three distinct modes of existence; first Pfatibhashika,
or ideal, as the appearance of silver in a shell; secondly, Vyuvuharikee, or practical, as witnessed in the works of
the creation; and thirdly, Parumarthikee, or supernatural.
Therefore wise men such as Vedu Vyas and other, when engaged in worldly duties, recognized the existence of
mundane matter; Shunker Acharya has also asserted that men have their wants in this world as well as other
animals.
In the hour of contemplation, the deity ought to be the sole object of the mind; in the hour of practice this idea
ought never to be entertained. Were this to happen, mutual intercourse would be destroyed.
The Vedanta inculcates that the world is dependent on the Supreme Being in the same manner as the fortune of
a wife is involved in that of her husband. From the wife’s dependency on her husband, it does not follow that she
should be so poor as to be destitute of food and raiment. The Vedanta does not assert that the universal creation
which emanated form the Supreme Being is non-existent, but it is the ideal existence created in the mind of man,
which is deprecated as worthy of being relinquished.
Therefore whenever any mention of the non existence of God’s creation is made, it is merely incidental, and
not the fundamental opinion.
*
The existence of beings distinct from self, supreme, divine, and other descriptions of sentient beings, has been
admitted by people of all persuasions. Now, if we proceed by inference, we know that all other human beings
have bodies distinct and separate from ourselves; [so] why should not we suppose that beings of another nature
have bodies, and are united to matter?
Although their bodies are not apparent to short-sighted mortals, yet that circumstance affords no argument
against their existence. There have been men so favored as to obtain an interview with their guardian deities. We
can know them only through the medium of the sacred writings. If you believe on the authority of the Scriptures
that there is a Supreme Being, can you not as easily believe that he is united to matter, or will you content
yourselves as the infatuated old Brahmin did, by taking a middle course?\fn{ The following story accounts for the above
expression. An old Brahmin had a heifer for sale; observing the deference that was paid to his own age, he thought to enhance the value of
the animal by representing it as very old. The consequence was, that although he took it to market every day, he could find no purchaser. A
friend of his remonstrated with him on his folly, and advised him to tell the real age of the heifer. “No,” said he, “I cannot do that. I have
already called him old. I must now say he is middle-aged.” }

If you assert that the shasters have denied the existence of matter, then I ask you, do you affirm that it exists
with respect to human beings, but deny it with respect to the Supreme Being. If you reply that all matter is denied;
then first deny the existence of your body, separate it from your soul, but do not deny the materiality of the
Supreme Being, until you have acted in such a manner as to persuade others that you have got rid of that idea with
respect to yourself. If you admit the existence of matter, with reference to yourself, then having practiced
forbidden acts, having cherished your corporeal substance, attended to its wants, cultivated houses, lands, friends,
relations and other delights for its use, why cannot you, as directed, worship with reverence those inanimate
resemblances of the deity which are pointed out by the most approved authorities as being calculated to recall him
to memory?
This difference in behavior is irreconcilable. If you say you neglect their worship on account of its inutility, I
would ask you, who pretend to Divine wisdom, why you assert that they are non-existent? If a person have no
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necessity for a thing, does it follow that he should assert it does not exist? Why do you not deprive yourself of one
of your eyes? You have no necessity for two. If you deny the existence of a Supreme Being, it were idle to dispute
about his nature or about those images which recall him to mind. A headless trunk cannot have a headache.
But you need not believe in inferior deities. It is sufficient that you believe in one Supreme Being, provided
you reverence those images which the shasters tell you are resemblances of him.
But in point of fact, if you admit the existence of matter as far as it regards yourself, with its twenty-four
accidents as confirmed by universal experience, you can easily conceive that the same properties belong to the
Supreme Being, except that like that between a petty chief and mighty emperor, the power of the one is finite, and
of the other infinite; that the influence of the one is limited, of the other boundless.
If you reply that, notwithstanding your admission that those properties belong to the Supreme Being, the
existence of deities is not therefore established by that admission, I reply, that you thus do virtually recognize the
being of deities, because the male and female deities, whose being I contend for, are nothing more than accidents
existing in the Supreme Being, so that we merely enter into an idle dispute about terms.
The subject is the same, no matter by what name it be designated. Water is water, by whatever name it be
called; our bodies and their accidents are to that of the Supreme Being as a single tree to a whole forest, as
individuality opposed to universality.
*
To affirm your disbelief in deities is equally ridiculous as to say you are destitute of the organ of speech. If you
admit the existence of a lump of flesh, but reject the idea of existence in a creature of earth or stone, I ask you,
who pretend to such skill in the Vedanta, where have you discovered in that Divine work any mention of a
distinction between a clod of earth and a lump of flesh? If you reply that you admit the existence of animated, but
not of inanimated matter, I ask you, do you look on the lifeless ashes of your ancestors with no greater respect
than common dust? If you affirm that you ascribe existence only to such portions of matter as your senses inform
you had once the power of locomotion, then you must deny the efficacy of incantation in which (although
imperceptible) the Mimangsuk writers have declared the Supreme being resides, and still disagree with the
followers of the Vedanta, who affirm that God exists both in spirit and in matter.
*
If you find it impossible to worship the only true God, by concentrating your ideas through the medium of
meditating on the various deities—if by this strong pillar you cannot restrain the furiously headstrong elephant of
your inclination—approach him in the manner your fancy suggests. If this fails in dictating any proper method,
the only resource left is to worship him by means of those images which force him on your mind.
By degrees you will obtain absorption. This cannot be obtained at once; but wherein consists the mischief?
Must a man, although hungry, devour with both hands at once?
“There is not here any insuperable obstacle to oppose your progress; a little virtue rescues from great
calamity.” Cannot he who fasts for a whole month, fast for one day? If you are desirous of a particular object,
address the deity who has power to grant it.
*
If reverting to the subject, you affirm that you admit the existence of matter in human beings, because it is
evident to your senses, but deny it with respect to God, because it is not evident to your senses, and assert in
continuation of your argument that where there is no original, there can be no resemblance, and where there is no
substance, there can be no shadow—if this be your method of reasoning, it would appear that your faith is
confined to those objects only which are evident to your senses, and that you are consequently a chief among
infidels.\fn{I.e., among unbelievers in general, as opposed to a particular religious sect:H }
But you are at liberty to do and say as you please. Why do you believe in a Supreme Being at all? You never
have seen and never can see him. If you affirm that you are not an infidel, but that your arguments are in
confomity with those of the philosophers who were ignorant of the Vedas, then you must admit that they are not
new, they are of long standing, notorious, and have been variously refuted by former spiritual teachers, whose
authorities were at least equal to yours.
But it was not a crime in the philosophers of old to inculcate those opinions, because they were themselves
convinced of their orthodoxy. But how can you maintain these notions? If you are one of their fraternity, or wish
to become so, admit the fact first, and then promulate your opinions. But at all events divest yourself of the
uneasy sensations you profess to experience at witnessing the worship paid to idols prepared at the expence and
labour of another. It is as ludicrous as if Hurre’s mother were to say her sore throat was occasioned by pumpkins
growing on her neighbour’s thatch. Why do you now remain fluctuating between two opinions?
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*
It is an immemorial and well known tradition, that in order to reflect on any particular deity, meditation on his
image is conducible. It is a practice, the proof\fn{ The text has: poor.} of which we have, first, from the written
authorities of many indisputable shasters; secondly, by inference from the method of forming various images,
their names and characteristics having been pointed out in the Shilpu Shastru, or treatise on mechanics, composed
by Vishwu Kurmu; thirdly, by ocular demonstration, from witnessing the various images of deities, erected at
various holy places; and lastly, by the proof of approved custom.
To attempt to disprove all this by arguments, which modern wisdom supplies, is merely an idle display of
opinions, untenable, and incapable of proof; for who would place faith in proofs adduced by those whose very
want of faith proves that they ought not to be relied upon?
Hear moreover, O disciples of Excellence! As a powerful king has his army and dependants, who according to
the manner in which they perform their several duties, are anointed with the regal favour, so may the Almighty
Creator of all things deify those whose virtuous acts have rendered them worthy of the Divine distinction. The
Vedanta itself, in treating of the several deities, declares them to be possessed of forms, and that their actions and
enjoyments are all dependent in their corporeal nature; and the Memangsuk writers, who alledge that the Gods
exist only in incantations, admit that they assume forms, and become visible to those who by dint of severe
austerities, have attained a state of perfection. The difference between the Vedanta and Memangsuk writers
consists: in the former, ascribing materiality to belong to the several deities, in order to account for their attaining
the enjoyments of sense; while the latter declare the entities to consist simply in incantations, to be passive and
invisible. And this opinion is upheld in conformity to the practice of mankind, when performing sacrificial or
other religious acts—so that even according to the last opinion, the idea (of the deity being distinct from the
image on account of its inaction) is shown to be erroneous. But in reality, the two opinions above quoted are not
at variance with each other. In the act of performing austerities, the deity is invisible, but becomes corporeal and
visible to him who, by dint of those austerities, has attamed a state of perfection. This has been explained in the
Ramayana, treating of Agasthyu’s hermitage.
Thus the corporeal nature of the deities has been explained. The mode of worshipping them through the
various images in which they reside—that is to say, the worship of God, considered as the active principle—is
described in other places.
*
The commentator on the Vedanta has made a distinction between knowledge and reverence; for the former
arises from perception and is dependent on the real nature of an exterior object; the latter is acquired by reflection,
which is an act of the mind, and is not positively connected with any exterior object—for it can refer to that which
has no existence. A man may consider the wife of another in the light of his own mother, although there be really
no existing relationship between the parties.
That act of the mind, termed Oopasuna or reverence, is subdvided into three several classes: first
Sumpudupasuna, or exaggerated reverence, which consists in serving an inferior object from an inability to
distinguish it from that which is superior. Thus, as the officers of a Prince, by transacting his affairs, become
identified with, although inferior to that Prince, and frequently meet with the same deference, so we find that
those agents of the deity, such as the Sun and Moon, and even spiritual teachers, who are endued with qualities to
carry into effect his mandates, are also addressed with reverence.
Secondly, Adhyasupasuna. This is also termed Prutyckupasuna, or service individually applied. He who serves
the members of a King’s body at the same time serves the King himself, for without serving the members, the
body cannot be served—and thus by worshipping the elements, which are merely parts of the all pervading deity,
that deity himself is worshipped.
Thirdly, Vishishtakryajognimitta, or that species of reverence which arises from not distinguishing between
two objects which may have any one property in common; and thus deified, and human, beings may be regarded
in the light of the Supreme Being as equally partaking of mental faculties.
These three classes of service or reverence, may each be practised in three several ways. The first mode is
Adhyatmick, or internal meditation. The second is Adhydivick, or the worship of the indwelling forms of the
several deities.
The third is Adhybhoutick, or worship of the elements. This reverence is described in the shasters as being
purely an act of the mind, and belongs to them who, by the performance of prescribed duties, have acquired an
unwavering disposition—but by those who are prone to error, it can never be exercised. To the latter description
of persons therefore, corporeal and verbal worship has been enjoined.
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*
Worship has been declared in the shasters to be indiscriminately due to the vivifying power in the form of
Brumha and other male deities, and to the spiritual teacher endued qualities, and to the elements as forming
constituent parts of the whole. It follows then that whenever any specific mode of worship is ordained, it is done
solely for the sake of propagating religion.
These ordinaces should be considered in the same manner as the Divine words recorded in the Bhagavad Gita:
“I am the Samu Veda, the Divine knowledge, the great King, etc. etc.”
Whoever worships the true adorable God, whether in the prescribed forms or otherwise, provided his faith be
strong, shall surely obtain happiness. They who practise those austerities which are requisite to absorption, shall
be absorbed. The inferior modes of expressing worship, will procure terrestrial rewards.
*
By an attentive persual of the above recapitulation of the Vedanta’s meaning, it will be seen whether or not it is
absurd to say, that the worship of deities, or men endued with qualities, or of idols, or the offering up of incence,
flowers, etc., is inconsistent with true faith. Wise men, on mature consideration, will arrive at the truth.
*
But let us drop the discoruse concerning a Supreme and invisible Being. Take an earthly King.
It is evident that to serve him, there must be the medium of materiality. Can service to him be accromplished
otherwise than by attendance on this person, praising his qualities, or some similar method? Do you say that the
human body and its accidents form the king; or do you admit that something more is requisite to form the
character; that he is a being to whom a soul is annexed?
If you make the first assertion, it must follow that there would be treason in burinng his corpse. But that is not
the case; the King’s soul, forsaking his body, enters into a state proportionate to his merits, and nothing remains to
be consumed but his corporeal substance.
*
Let wise men therefore divest themselves of partiality, and reflect soberly on this subject. The adorable active
principle is invisible. Yet as contemplative Saints, by dint of unwearied abstraction, can become wearers of shapes
at will, so can the Almighty, by means of the universal influence of his ineffable energy, assume various forms,
and by the resumption of that energy can remain the sole being.
In the same manner as spider creates a large web, which originated from itself, and which it can again and
again incorporate with itself at pleasure; so the adorable active principle proceeds with the works of creation,
preservation and destruction.
This being the case, how can anything exist, the worship of which does not involve His worship. The proofs of
this may be collected from the following authorities:
“He having caused the creation to emanate from himself, exists in all things, as the quality of odour exists in
the flower.”
“Before the creation of the world, he formed bipeds, and next quadrupeds—He himself assuming the form of a
bird, was omnipresent.”
“I perceive in my mind that Supreme Being. The universe contains nothing independent of Him. He is what
you are not.”
By proofs such as these, drawn from the Divine traditions, the believers in the Vedanta are impressed with a
thorough conviction, that the Supreme Being, whether with reference to things past, present or future, is
continually and universally pervading.
The argument therefore of his is not easily comprehended who denies that the worship of the Supreme Being is
involved in the worship of beings endued with forms and properties; who professes to believe in the Vedanta; who
professes Unity, and who denies the doctrine of universality.\fn{ The text here has: university:H} Possibly some new
Vedanta may have sprung up which inculcates an unheard of doctrine of Unity. But the [real] Vedas [doctrine] is
to say: he who imagines that a thing can exist independently of the Supreme Being is in great danger; he will
never attain Supreme beatitude.
*
A man, when he observes earthen vessels or golden ornaments manufactured into various forms, can easily
discover that they are composed simply of gold, or earth. So also by surveying the universe and the elements of
which it is composed, we can easily come by the knowledge of one Supreme Being; but it is hard to find a man
whose conduct is correspondent to the knowledge which may thus be acquired. But to those it is enjoined, (who,
from a defective understanding, do not perceive that God exists in everything), that they should worship Him
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through the medium of some created object, on which the attention may be speedily fixed.
Intense meditation may produce effects for which there is no apparent cause. It is no uncommon thing for a
man to have died, barely through dread of having eaten poison. And although a person, through deficiency in
judgment, should be unable to discover the real nature of a thing, does it follow that his error will prevent the
natural effect from appearing? When a man in a dream sees a tiger, is he not in as much alarm as if he saw it in
reality?
*
As a manufacturer of earthenware takes earth as the material cause of the effect he wishes to produce, revolves
in his mind the effect he designs, forms his will to the task, and having made use of exertion correspondent with
his ability, and gone through all the primary processes, ultimately produces the designed effect, by moulding it
into a variety of forms, so may we conceive that, antecedently to the creation of the world, the possessor of
Divine energy, the soul of nature, the incomparable Creator of all things, proceeded in the formation of His works.
As there then existed nothing but Himself, His Divine energy, which was the material cause, is designated the
primitive cause. The primitive cause is adored under the form of Durga and other female deities. Its chief
ingredients also (as the conceptive, the volitive and the operative powers) are adored under the names of
Boishnewe, Rudrane and Brumhane. The eternal, wise, ineffable, happy, Supreme Brumha is universally
worshipped, whether under the forms of Brumha, Vishnu or Rudur.
Being the original, the all-wise, the all-powerful and the universal Creator, He is worshipped by the worship of
any of the three powers which emanate from Him, and whether men are aware of the fact or not; yet when they
worship Indru and other deities, on account of their superiority, obtained from being invested with one individual
power out of the greatly varied source of all energy, they also worship him who is invested with each and every of
those particular powers, and whose superiority is derived from Himself.
They are as pictures which recall to the memory a dear and absent friend; or like the worship of the moon,
reflected in various waters. As a mighty Emperor travels through his kingdom in the garb of a peasant, to effect
the welfare of his subjects, so the King of Kings pervades the universe, assuming a Divine or even an human
form, for the same benevolent purpose.
As homage may be paid to the former in disguise, so may it to the latter in his assumed corporeal form. The
service done to the former by his officers, guards and attendants, who know what he is in reality, may not exceed
that done to him by any of his subjects, who are ignorant of his rank. The Emperor himself is served equality, but
in the rewards of service there will be a disparity.
In the like manner, the King of Kings is served equally by those worshipers who are acquainted with His real
essence, and by those who recognize him only under the forms of the deities; but in the future distribution of
rewards, a distinction will be made.
*
In the same manner as by adorning an image with odoriferous flowers, the tablet on which that image stands
becomes also adorned, so by paying adoration to any material object, whether animate or inanimate, the Supreme
Being himself is adored.
Or as a rope may wear the appearance of a snake (and retain that apperance until the touch, or any other of the
senses dispels the illusion) and still be the same identical rope, so may any object be worshipped that is inferior to
the Supreme Being, and serve as a medium to his worship. Thus for instance, a guest may be honored, and this is
an act of reverence to the Creator, who is the sole remunerator.
*
The universality of God is proved by the above methods of ratiocination, and by such passage of holy writ as
these:
“I am one. I shall be many.” Having willed this, the soul of the Supreme Being became diffused throughout the
universe.
“Thou art male—Thou art female—Thou art eternal—One Deity pervades all elements.”
Inanimate energy or the original cause manifesting itself in the assumption of spirit, produces the Godhead,
and animated nature is produced by the manifestation of the effect of that energy. The universality of God is
proved further from the following texts of revelation.
“O Arjuna! those of the faithful who worship other Gods, worship also me, although they deviate from the path
which leads to absorption. It is hard to find a man who sees God in everything.” And by the following exhortatory
traditions:
“The 330,000,000 forms of the deities are all representations of the true God.”
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“O great-minded men, who anticipate futurity! Rughutuma the mendicant begs the alms approved of by
wisdom. Rescue yourselves from eternal perdition.”
“The worship of all the deities, if accompanied by faith, shall be remunerated.” …\fn{ There is here in the text the
following: And also by the following, and other passages merely nominal.” It appears that something has dropped out of the narrative
without necessarily interrupting its continuous flow; and as this is the simplest explanation of this anomaly, I proceed with the rest of the
treatise on that basis:H}

*
Now if anyone opposes this assertion of the Vedanta, which is acknowledged to be the only true authority by
the followers of that sect which professes Unity; if anyone assert that the case is otherwise, that the deities,
mankind, the heavens and other objects have an existence independent of God, that faith in Him is sufficient
without worship, that they cannot meet\fn{ To worship God?:H} with reverence, how can that person affect to
disbelieve the doctrine of independent existence, or assert that he is a believer in universality, or a follower of the
Vedanta?
Let wise men endeavor to reconcile this inconsistency. This is a serious question; it resembles not the brawling
or wrangling a market-place, nor will levity lead us to a knowledge of it.
*
The Supreme Being, pure and in a state of passive intelligence, is not expressly described in the Vedanta. He
cannot be immediately worshipped, because he cannot be distinctly comprehended by reason or expression. He
can only be imagined.
But that Supreme Being becoming united to energy, is vested with qualities, and from this union he becomes
expressly describe in the Vedanta and immediately worshipped. This energy, with its various effects, is also
indefinable, either by verbal or mental process; for its insusceptibility of definition is not removed by the
mere\fn{The text has: vare} affirmation or negation of its existence.
But in the Veds, the Supreme Being has been mentioned as eternal intelligence and beatitude, and has been so
defined. Otherwise the attainment of holy knowledge—that is to say, true knowledge—would be impracticable;
for if an object known be indefinable, then that knowledge is not true knowledge. The description of an object can
be given only when there is an exact conception of the reality; where that is not, the object is indefinable and
indescribable.
In the Vedanta the objects of discourse are all vested with properties. Of these the pure Divine Spirit is
divested, and it cannot therefore be made an express topic of discourse.
*
Whenever mention has been made in the Vedanta of the Divine Essence, it is introduced by the method of
induction; as for instance, if one were to point out to [where] a thirsty\fn{ The text has: thirty} person should go,
according to his direction, and assuage his thirst [at a certain tree];\fn{ The text has, for this clause, the following words:
and assuage his thirst in that river; but it will be seen by the rest of the sentence, that something is again missing in the text. I have
emended the text in such a way as to preserve most of the text transmitted to me, while at the same time preserving its original meaning:H }

in this case, although the tree be called a river, and is nevertheless a tree, yet it leads to the knowledge of a river in
its vicinity. Just so the mention of the Supreme Being, as possessing properties, is the means of leading to a
knowledge of the Divine Essence; it is as the tree to the introduced in the Vedanta; but the mention of the
Supreme Being, as possessed of properties, has been expressly made. The former cannot be brought home to the
mind immediately, the latter may: for all experience proves that which cannot be conceived cannot be expressed,
and that which can be expressed must be conceived;\fn{ I.e., must be capable of being conceived:H } that which cannot be
conceived, cannot be worshipped.
*
The opinion therefore of those who process the doctrine of universality, or in other words, of those who
recognize a dependence of effect on cause, is that whoever worships any object or any image from a thorough
conviction that the Divinity resides within it, does by the act worship also the Supreme Being, who is universally
pervading; and that he will receive from that Supreme Being a reward [of] the reverence paid to another; and
[that] this can never happen.
If the Vedanta which identifies all things, actually treated of diversity, then the Veds would not constitute
absolute authority. Absolute authority is defined to be that which can operate of itself, independent of anything
else, as the mandate of a monarch. Secondary autority is that whose operation depends on something else, as the
order of a minister.
If reliance be not based\fn{ The test has: poace} on absolute authority, nothing can be proved. That which is not
171

proved of itself, cannot be the means of proving anything else.
It is incumbent therefore on mankind to submit implicitly to absolute proof. But if the Veds were to mention
evident diversities, such as that existing between male and female, young and old—diversities, the knowledge of
which is obtained from other proofs—they would become divested of their chief quality, absolute authority. On
this account the followers of the Vedanta who are acquainted with its secrets, are professors of universality, for on
that authority alone the doctrine rests.
But it is in the power of all to profess the doctrine of universal identity, and intend that of independent
existence.
*
Hear then, people of all persuasions! If anyone among you wishes to attain the exalted mansion of God, and
there to dwell, will he renounce the absolute authority contained in his peculiar Scriptures; will he desert the path
prepared and pursued by ancient sages, scatter thorns and mud in the way, or tread in a new path prepared by
himself?
He who pursues the path which his own religion points out, shall surely be recompensed. In order to find God,
the sacred writings have pointed out, and Sages have pronounced, various methods, such as the performance of
sacrificial rites, the worship of visible objects, the practice of austerities, meditation and the like. But while one
man recognizes the efficacy of all these systems, another adopts a wavering medium. If by the practice of
prescribed forms in a church, a temple, or a mosque, God be worshipped, how can he be dishonored by being
worshipped under the form of an image, however manufactured? Is the sight of the image, however manufactured
—is the sight of the image unpleasing? Will a beloved friend be treated with disrespect, by being seated on a chair
when he arrives in your house, or by being presented with fragrant flowers and other offerings? Or would such
acts be disgusting to other [acts]? If the meanest of his subjects, out of respect and reverence, were to present a
mighty Emperor with a trivial offering of fruits or flowers, would he be displeased thereat? Would he, from a
consciousness of his grandeur, spurn with his foot the humble tribute? When his child offers him a lump of earth,
and innocently sportive calls it a sweetmeat, will not an indulgent father, to gratify him, take it out of his hand and
make a show of eating it?
But granting that God does not reside in images, yet as he is omnipresent and omniscient, will he not observe
the worship and reverence intended to be paid to him, and will not the Lord of the World, having witnessed this
admonition, vouchsafe the desired reward?
But in reality, the chief object of worship, by whatever method is practiced, is by frequently directing the
thoughts towards the Supreme Being, to acquire an unceasing habit of meditation on him alone. If men virtuously
cherish their families and dependants, can they, so cherished, grant the enjoyment of Paradise as the reward of
that virtuous action? Certainly not.
He is the only remunerator who is Almighty, whose soul is all-animating, omnipresent and all-pervading. Thus
whether men are conscious or unconscious of the fact, He alone is the object of adoration, and such is the true
meaning of the Vedanta.
Relinquish therefore the notion of independent existence, adhere to the doctrine of universality, and prepare of
the way to absorption. Look upon the Supreme Being as embracing every object, and on every object as the
Supreme Being. He who affirms that the Vedanta intends simply to inculcate the belief that the Supreme Being is
omnipresent, and that it is not intended that belief should be productive of action, evinces his own error. He
publishes his consanguinity to pride, from a vain wish\fn{ The original text reads: form a vain wich; but the word “from” is
almost invariably typeset in this work as “form”; and if “a vain” be the correct reading, than “wich” becomes an easily redeemable
typographical error, and the apparent obscurity of the clause is summarily resolved:H } of being the founder of new doctrines.

*
In the opinion of the Vedanta, one effect is produced by two causes, viz. the efficient and the material.
Thus for instance a piece of cloth is the effect, the weaver is the efficient, and the thread of which it is
composed is the material cause. So the Supreme Being, possessed of inconceivable and boundless energy, is the
efficient cause of the universe; but he is also the material cause, by reason of his inherent energy. Thus the Divine
Essence produces the effect by a combination of two causes, as a spider produces the web.
But as the threads, which are the material cause of the cloth’s existence, are numerically the same before the
formation of that cloth, while it remains in a state of formation, and after its destruction—and as by dyeing or
otherwise preparing that cloth, the threads of which it is composed partake of its appearance—so the nature of the
Supreme Being remains unaltered and unimpaired before the creation of this multiform universe, during its
preservation and after its destruction.
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By worshipping Indru, Chundru, other Gods and deified heroes under material forms, the Supreme Being, as
the material cause, is also worshipped. Metaphysicians have asserted that that which exists not in eternity a parte
ante,\fn{In the past} or in eternity a parte post,\fn{In the future} exists not in time present, and thus they come to the
conclusion of the world’s instability.
Divest a piece of cloth of the threads which compose it, and nothing but the name of cloth will remain. It has
not an independent existence. The effect cannot be separated from its material cause. It depends for existence on
that cause. Thus it is with the Supreme Being, and the world which is the effect produced; and hence we come to
the conclusion of the world’s dependent existence.
In former times there were many wise men. They all pronounced the world to be non-existent and
consequently obtained absorption. But this world exists now as it did formerly, then it may ask, how could they
pronounce it to be non existent?
Whatever is made evident by our senses, we say is, or exists. Whatever is not made evident by our senses, is
not or does not exist. Those who have obtained absorption, are insensible to the existence of the world. With
reference to them therefore, the world does not exist, and in this sense the authors of the Vedanta philosophy have
declared the world to be non-existent.
In the opinion of the Commentator, previously to their attainment of absorption, the world with regard to them
is indescribable as [are] the productions of magic: [they] cannot be said to exist or not to exist. He therefore who
asserts that the Supreme Being is indescribable, and at the same time existing, must conceive that he, like the
world, is mutable because the incapacity of description arises from the same source, viz., mutability.
But let anyone divest himself of partiality and envy, and attentively examine the subject. It is a wonderful
interpretation of the Vedanta to say that God is indescribable, although existing, unless indeed He be looked upon,
as the production of magic—as existing in one sense and non-existent in another.
Creation is of two descriptions, natural and artificial. Thus a female corporeal substance is a natural creation,
but becomes artificial by a peculiar appellation, such as that of mother, wife, sister, names applied by the human
understanding independently of any distinct original formation by which that individual could be distinguished.
This artificial creation, or distinction of the mind, is preventative of absorption.
Abstract general notions, such as exist in the mind of a child, act the contrary way. The object of the Vedanta in
displaying the falsity of artificial creation, is to lay open the cause of absorption. It is not intended to dispute the
existence of the natural creation as the work of the infallible God. This indeed would be an attempt no less
impracticable than unprofitable, and to be received only with ridicule.
Those works of God, as the creation and destruction, are simply acts of infusion and extraction. As by the
spreading out or folding up of a variegated map, the figures it contains become displayed or concealed, so by the
same operations of the Divine energy, the creation or destruction of the worlds ensues.
But considered as an emanation from God, the world cannot be said to be non-existent.
“The world and all that it contains are continually present to the Divine energy.”
This is the doctrine inculcated by Vidiarunia Muneshwur. The inconsiderate assertions of those who are
ignorant of the true meaning of holy writ, are to be received as idle inventions. Wise men may be amused at them,
as at the unreflecting prattle of a child.
*
The Divine Essence being supernatural and immaterial, a knowledge of it is to be acquired solely form
revelation. The worship of it, either verbal, corporeal or mental, is also derived from the same origin. It does not
resemble any of the ordinary functions of life, which may be performed as caprice suggests.
But the Supreme Being is truly adorned by an adherence to those methods of worship, which the authorities of
the various religions may severally prescribe. Thus towards the completion of sacrificial rites, a certain
description of pillars and other implements are directed to be used, but this object will not be accomplished by
him who, neglecting the ordained forms, sets about to perform a sacrifice in the manner which his own inclination
may lead him to. All persuasions of mankind have distinct modes of worship, to which each individual must
conform or submit to opprobrium.
“Through confidence in his own powers, he who selects a peculiar mode of worship, unauthorized by Divine
precepts, is preparing for his own destruction.”
“The Vedas and code of laws contain my mandates.”
By these and other authorities it is evident, that he who neglects the Divine precepts and worships God in the
manner his caprice directs, does not perform real worship, but rather is working out his own destruction, in the
same manner as an officer would suffer who transgressed the orders of his Prince. Would they who act in
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disobedience to the Divine will, be served by attendants who despise their commands, and pursue the bent of their
own inclinations? Would such attendants receive their wages on the day of payment? Certainly not. They would
be punished and discarded; while those servants who have performed all the duties assigned to them, would
receive their established wages and probably a voluntarily conferred sum of money over and above, as the reward
of their fidelity.
Has not the worship of God been expressly ordained to be performed through the medium of idols, by unction
and other ceremonies? If so, the worship of idols, as ordained in the Vedanta, is the worship of God.
In the accounts of ancient Greece, we meet with the worship of idols, and the practice of austerities, but these
acts have been contemned by the more enlightened moderns. But he who asserts that those who worship several
deities, for the sake of attaining their several wishes, are careless about their eternal salvation, and have invested
the system from motives of self-interest, appears to have displayed a still more modem invention, though he
cannot be accused of so adequate a motive. Those learned and wise ancients who first cut the road through forests
and mountains, and cleared away the thorns with which it was choked up, are entitled to greater gratitude than
those who succeeded them, although the latter completed the labors of the former; but the path so commenced and
so improved is the true path.
Search for the footsteps of a virtuous fame,
They show the road, do you pursue the same.

That road leads to danger which has been hewn out with the pick-axe of pride, by those moderns, whose minds
are intoxicated by the possession of worldly wealth. He will incur danger, who forsaking the high road, deviates
into an unfrequented path; but greater danger will attend him who does this in defiance of repeated prohibitions.
The worship of images, which is included among the duties of religion, is established by various kinds of proof,
by ratiocination and by experience, is observable in the customs of ancient sages in various parts of Europe, and is
immemorably prevalent\fn{I.e., so commonplace that its origins have been forgotten } in Asia.
There are those who look upon the worship of God as a duty, and who are at the same time not to be convinced
of the utility of performing ceremonial rites, of anointing, adorning, and contemplating a beautiful image. But is it
not certain that by this means the constantly wavering mind of man may be brought steadfastly to bear upon the
object worshipped? Let anyone reflect how much more welcome is his food, when dressed and prepared, than
when in a crude state. Does there exist a master, who is indifferent whether his servant perform his duty in a
careless or slovenly manner, or is God such a master? But it has been said,
“In whatever light you consider me, so will I manifest myself.”
Let that question therefore rest. Except atheists, all acknowledge the necessity of worshipping God. Wise men
should not meddle with mere forms. Those who understand the Vedanta do not affirm that other things than God
can be worshipped, because they are totally in the dark concerning any existence independent of him. Those alone
who are ignorant of the Vedanta are alive to this knowledge; but in this discrepancy of opinion, there is nothing
singular, for we are told that,
In that dull pause when nature soundly sleeps,
The pious sage his painful vigil keeps;
But when the morn appears to vulgar sight,
He slumbers, shunning the intrusive light.

*
The question of Oopasuna, or service, has already been sufficiently discussed; let us now proceed to the
consideration of Gnyan, or knowledge.
“When that (meaning Tutwugnyan, or holy knowledge) is attained, every worldly act previously done is
destroyed, and that which may be subsequently done, becomes unconnected with the agent.”
From the doctrines of the Commentator on the Vedanta, it would appear that, as the ideas of actions, whether
good or bad or indifferent, conceived by a dreaming person, vanish when his sleep is broken, so when the night of
holy knowledge—[as distinct] from the sleep of delusion, and to whom the inseparable Divine Spirit becomes
apparent, [is revealed]—all former actions committed by him in other stages of existence are nullified.\fn{ The text I
have before me reads as follows: From the doctrines of the Commentator on the Vedanta, it would appear that, as the ideas of actions,
whether good or bad or indifferent, conceived by a dreaming person, vanish when his sleep is broken,—so when the night of holy
knowledge, from the sleep of delusion, and to whom the inseparable Divine Spirit becomes apparent, all former actions committed by him
in other stages of existence are nullified. This translation does not seem clear to me:H } As it is agreed that there is an interval
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between the destruction of the indiviual threads which compose a piece of cloth, and the destruction of the cloth
itself, so there is an interval between holy knowledge and absorption. That interval lasts until the man is freed
from the sensations of pleasure and pain, whether depending on the will of himself or on that of another, but
always resulting from irresistible destiny, which continues its course with the velocity of a discharged arrow.
When emancipation from consciousness is obtained, the Supreme Being will be found. This fact is given on
the authority of the Vedas. After the entrance of the light of true knowledge, all actions, whether prescribed or
forbidden, occasioned by delusion or its effects, apprehension and self-consciousness, in compliance with
irresistible necessity, do not bring fourth their fruits in one who has attained that holy knowledge. But in the same
manner as sons succeed to patrimonies, his friends, after his death, reap the fruits of his virtues, and his enemies
the fruits of his vices.
From this it is evident that, still retaining the impulse acquired in a former state, the constant succession of
prescribed and forbidden actions may be observable in him who has acquired holy knowledge; those actions also
produce fruits, but their fruits do not appear in him. To him therefore those actions which produce pleasure or pain
(the result of unavoidable necessity) are alike. He feels them as one who has a burden imposed. He entertains no
anxiety about the performance of any action, whether prescribed or forbidden. In this state of indifference, when
the passions are dormant, pain or pleasure, whenever the Divine will occasions always remain. The proof of this is
obtained from the following texts of revelation.
“The mind of him who has attainted holy knowledge, will be as that of a child.”
“He who has divested himself of all desires, temporal or eternal, will find the Supreme Being.”
In ignorant men, the idea of self is observed chiefly to prevail, and to consist in corporeal, divested of spiritual,
substance. When the opposite idea is observed to prevail, and a man is divested of the idea of personal identity,
and its consequent idea of property—then indeed may he be said to have acquired holy knowledge. The particular
essentials of such a character have been described in the Bhagavad Gita, and other tracts.
*
If a person can be said to have obtained the character, who is unacquainted with that which the true authorities
have declared essential to it—if he forsakes prescribed duties in opposition to Divine precepts, and practices those
acts which are forbidden—is he not on a level in point of holy knowledge with the brute creation? Sublunary
sensual pleasures cannot be purchased without labour or expenditure of wealth. If then absorption, or eternal
felicity, can be without difficulty procured by those who pursue the bent of their own inclinations, why have we
been directed to search after it by the imposition of severe austerities?
If every shrub could grateful honey yield,
Why should we climb the mountain, scour the field?

Was this truth unknown to the all-wise Creator, or can it be supposed consistent with his goodness to impose
an unnecessarily severe task of labor on mankind?
*
The Vedanta has declared, when treating of futurity, that God alone is existing, that is to say, real. All else is
false or non-existent. As in common conversation, a man, when earnestly engrossed with a certain object, affirms
it to be real, and when any other subject is mentioned to which he is much disinclined, breaks out into expressions
of displeasure, and affirms it to be false—so is it with the Vedanta, when contemplating the Supreme Being, and
its object is to inculcate that all other ideas should give way to him who is alone worthy of contemplation.
It has also been said that, as by the effect of illusion a rope may be fancied a snake—so the world may be
considered as the Supreme Being. But holy knowledge dispels the illusion.\fn{ A note reads: As long as a man has not
obtained that real knowledge of God, which will enable him to be independent of extraneous aid, so long may he (by the doctrine of the
snake and the rope) fancy him to be the world, but the operations of Fancy are superseded by the attainment of that knowledge . I would
emend the last nineteen words thus: fancy Him to be the world; but the operations of fancy are superseded by the attainment of that
knowledge—as opposed to: fancy him[self] to be the world, etc., which would introduce an unnecessary observation into what seems to be
merely a clarifying addenda:H} The world has been compared to a conjuror’s hall. This is inculcatory of its illusive

effects—to objects seen in dreams. This inculcates that it is the effect of Divine energy, otherwise called
Muhanidra, or the great sleep—to the state of darkness, in which an owl is continually involved even while the
sun shines.
This teaches that when the Supreme Being is manifest, the world disappears, but to the ignorant man, as to the
owl,\fn{The text has: own} it remains continually in the same state. The commentator Vachespati Misr has said, that
the world is not real as the Supreme Being, for then absorption would not be the lot of anyone; nor is it imaginary,
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as the child of a barren woman; for that would be contrary to the evidence of our senses. And this contrariety
would oppose the doctrine of inference; but mere verbal authorities cannot hold against the evidence of our sense,
and that of inference deduced therefrom.
*
The Scriptures therefore in the exposition of their precepts, call in the aid of reasoning. Ye who have sense,
commune with yourselves. All that has hitherto been inculcated, has been to generate a contempt of the world,
and thereby to superinduce undivided love towards the incomparable Divine Spirit. The ancient Mimangsuk
writers, in treating of vice and virtue, had for their object the deterring form the former, and the directing to the
latter. They did not, as seems to be the object of the deterring from the former, and the directing to the latter. They
did not, as seems to be the object of atheistical mistaken modems, inculcate that prescribed rites should be
abandoned, and forbidden acts performed.
Some Vedanta writers have asserted, that as the moon is variously reflected in various writers, so is the Divine
Spirit universally present in various bodies and under various appearances. From hence is deducible, that while
the moon is reflected on the water, its image must of necessity be equally visible to those who are convinced of its
insubstantiality, as to those who mistake it for its original. So, while the body and the senses remain, the idea of
the pure Divine Spirit will remain, as well with those who entertain the notion of its real substance as with those
whose knowledge of it is confined to its resemblance. They will equally have the ideas requisite to make up that
knowledge, viz. those of agent, cause, and effect.
But the distinction lies in this, that the mere semblance of an object will not operate in any way on the mind of
him who is convinced of its insubstantiality. But in the mind of him who mistakes the semblance for the reality, an
effect will be produced, correspondent with the erroneous notion thus entertained.
But while an object exists it is improper to act towards it from a certainty of its extinction. Thus while a sick
person exists, although we may be confident of his speedy dissolution, it is improper to act towards him, as if that
event had already taken place. On the contrary, as long as life remains, it is requisite that every attention should be
manifested towards him.
The object of the Vedanta is to show that so long as the knowledge of body and sensation remains to one who
has attained holy knowledge, he cannot even by dint of that holy knowledge divest himself of those ideas which
are inseparable from life, [even] where there is only the semblance of Spirit; and he will also be under the
necessity for performing those acts which are inseparable from those ideas. A holy man performing worldly acts,
has been compared by Vidiarunia Teertha Swamee, to a disconsolate female, who, busied in the conduct of her
household affairs, still dwells on the absent form of her lover.
It may be objected that, as the Vedanta affirms that the Supreme Being exists in all things, no distinction can be
made between acts which are forbidden, and acts which are prescribed, between what is to be done and what left
undone, between what is to be eaten and what is not to be eaten, between whither we should go, and whither we
should not go, and thus that everything which gives pleasure should be practiced, and everything which produces
uneasiness should be avoided. But to found this objection it will be requisite to prove that the object of the
Vedanta is to support the doctrine of that class of freethinkers called Arhuts, who except men altogether from
moral responsibility; or that it is to confound the order of nature, by inculcating that burning iron is food, that
poison is drink, one’s own life and others, etc., etc., and to deny that different effects are produced by different
substances—a fact of which our senses continually remind us. If the imputation of any one of these
opinions\fn{The text has here: nay ione of these opi ion} be cast on the Vedanta, I must leave the objector to himself. He
is a great man, and above the reach of my advice.
*
If he asserts that everything, except God, is unreal, and that consequently every action of his own must be
unreal, as a dream, let him continue to entertain the same idea. It may support him while undergoing the pains of
eternal punishment.
*
Proof cannot be derived from analogy, which is contrary to the evidence of our senses—as for instance you
cannot affirm that because a man whose hand has been cut off, may survive, that one whose head has been cut off
(both being parts of the same body) may survive also. In like manner, analogy is of no avail when in contradiction
to holy writ. As for instance, you cannot affirm that a human bone is a pure substance (being equally the
component part of an animal) as an elephant’s tooth, or a conch, which are declared to be pure. But by a system of
self-created analogy you may affirm, that a butcher’s stall is the favorite residence of the deity, because the sacred
writings have declared that he is present in those places where many animals are sacrificed. But I would ask those
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who are in the habits of generalizing by analogy, in what manner they behave to other women, and in what
manner to their own wives.
To those who reject the doctrine of accidents,\fn{ A note reads: Videlicet—those who affirm that God cannot be vested with
properties} I put this question: what are you yourselves? If they reply, we are dissenters from the doctrine of
independent existence, I again ask them: do you dissent from that doctrine verbally or mentally? If they answer
that they both believe and profess the doctrine of universality, I assert that, by their own words they have
displayed a belief in the doctrine of independent existence, by having considered themselves in two distinct ways.
For such expressions could not be used were your self numerically the same or identical. If I am asked whether it
becomes those who believe in universality, to remain as a lump of earth or a log of wood without speech or
motion, I reply in the negative; but I say, as when diverse objects present themselves to the mind, through the
medium of the senses in a state of wakefulness, and being thus received, appear in dreams with the same
impressions as they made in the waking state—so by the contemplative sage, impressed with holy knowledge, the
result of long continual and intense meditation, actions are performed suitable to the time and to the knowledge
with which he is furnished by his senses, at the very period when his mind may be turned enthusiastically towards
the Divine Unity. He is as an interpreter, his mind is doubly engaged, or as a tender, young and amiable wife, who
not withstanding her thoughts being fixed on her absent husband, performs all her household duties in the time of
need. He is divested of sublunary consideration in the hour of leisure, when nothing occurs to call off his
attention. A belief in Unity does not consist in ignorance of surrounding objects, if it—unaccompanied by holy
knowledge (otherwise, a man in sleep, in a swoon, or in a state of total apathy, an inanimate object or an irrational
animal)—might with equal propriety be called an Unitarian.
*
Knowledge is of two descriptions, latent and perceptible. The latter is also called immediate, as when a man in
a fever experiences pain in himself. The former is that kind of knowledge which a physician obtains by feeling the
pulse. This latter knowledge is not conducible to absorption, no more than a person who merely knows the
number of the Vedas is thereby qualified to teach their contents. But he who like the man in the fever, experiences
in himself the presence of the ineffable Supreme Being, inseparable from his nature, is a true bliever in
universality. He may at the same time profess to believe in independent existences—he may instruct in the
sciences which teach of worldly duties, and he may practice the duties they inculcate.
But as for you, take care how you assert that you are such a believer in universality, you are not so. The
qualities which such a character should possess, have been described in the Gita and in the Jevun Mukte Viveka.
You possess not an atom of that character. On the contrary, you have many qualities which are inconsistent with it.
You have a love of the world, a love of riches, a love of children, and a desire to enjoy worldly luxuries, and
where one of these exist even, the spirit of holy knowledge cannot appear. The tree whose trunk contains fire will
not put forth blossoms. It is well if it consumes not itself.
If you say that you have no desire in your mind, I grant your assertion, let it be so. Such a person is rarely to be
met with. He is called in the Patunjul Durshun, the chief possessor of abstraction from sublunary affairs. But be
contented with this distinction and remain absorbed in the ocean of universality. The delusion of youth should not
be your aim. This is what you have no concern with.
Have you not heard of those who have done this and how they have been recompensed? While the flail is
sticking in your own eye, why do you attempt to extract the chaff out of the eyes of others? Why do you form an
idea of becoming the high priest of Puribrajuks and Purumhungses?
If you say that, while you are endeavoring to arrive at the state of perfection, prescribed acts should be
performed, but that they should be abandoned when that object is accomplished, I ask, do you wish to gain that
state which the sages have called absorption solely for the sake of doing that which is forbidden?
Two descriptions of absorption have been held: absorption in life, and absorption after death; the former state
is known by its description in the Gita; all other conditions fall short of this state of perfection, and consequently
in all other conditions, by the relinquishment of forbidden actions, it is requisite to perform prescribed duties.
*
The above brief abstract of the doctrine which the Vedanta inculcates, has been stated for the information of
just and virtuous men who are mindful of futurity. In the pure water of their minds, it will spread its influence
widely as a diminutive drop of oil extends itself. As a precious jewel is not suffered to be on the highway, but is
carefully shut up by jewelers in a strong casket, so the meaning of the shasters cannot be conveyed by ordinary
discourse, but it is enshrined in language which, like the well-ripened jujube fruit, is externally beautiful and
internally hard, and as the intelligent, who are admitted to converse with an adorned, beautiful and virtuous
177

woman, turns away disgusted at the very sight of a naked and wanton female, so those who are acquainted with
the secrets of the ornamented and beautiful language of the shasters, turn away in disgust at hearing the
unembellished and unmethodical style of vulgar language.
*
The Vedanta Chandrika, or Lunar Light of the Vedanta, has thus been made apparent, and thus the glowworm’s light has been eclipsed.
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1
Now is the commencement of the history.
At the end of the great war of the descendants of Bhurut, when Shree Krishnù disappeared, Pandoo being
greatly grieved went to the Himalaya to undergo dissolution; and the Raja Pureechit having conquered all
countries, began to rule with justice.
Some days afterwards, the Raja Pureechit went out hunting, when he saw a bullock and a cow running towards
him, in pursuit of whom a Soodrú with a wooden pestle in his hand was coming along and striking them. When
they came near, the Raja grieved and enraged, called out to the Soodrú,
“Who art thou, explain who thou art, that knowingly beatest a bullock and a cow; do you suppose Urjoon to be
far off, that you do not observe his ordinances? Hear me, in the family of Pandoo, you will not find any such
person, in whose presence any one will be permitted to vex the poor.” Saying this, the Raja took his sword in his
hand; the Soodrú on seeing this, stood still with fear.
The Raja (the lord of men,) having called the bullock and cow near him, enquired of them,
“Explain to me who you are, are you gods or Brahmins, and why are you running away? Speak without fear; in
my presence no one has the power of afflicting you.” On hearing this, the bullock bending its head said,
“O great king! this black colored, frightful figure in the form of Sin, which is standing in your presence is the
Black Age, I am running away on account of its approach. This, my companion, is the earth in the form of a cow;
she too has come running towards you from dread of the Black Age. My name is Religion: I have four feet—
penance, truth, compassion, meditation. In the Age of Truth my feet were complete—consisted of twenty parts; in
the Treta Age, they consisted of sixteen parts; in the Dwapur Age of twelve; and now in the Black Age, I have
only four parts left, for which reason I am not able to move about in the Black Age.” The earth said,
“O incarnation of justice! I also cannot remain in this age, because men of the Soodrú caste, having become
Rajas, will inflict very many acts of injustice on me, the weight of which I shall not be able to endure: from dread
of this injustice, I too am running away.” On hearing this, the Raja, being angry, said to the Black Age,
“I will put thee to death immediately.” On hearing this, the Black Age falling at the Raja's feet, and imploring
him earnestly, began to say,
“O lord of the earth! I have now come under your protection, appoint me some place to dwell in—because the
three times and the four ages, which Bruhmù has established, shall not be effaced in any way.” Hearing this, the
Raja Pureechit said to the Black Age,
“Dwell in the following places, in gambling, lying, in the spirit market, harlots’ houses, murder, theft and
gold.”
Having heard this, the Black Age went to his appointed abode, and the Raja established Religion in his own
mind; the earth assumed his own form, the Raja returned to his own city, and began to govern justly and
religiously.
*
After some days, the Raja went again to hunt, and whilst engaged in the sport, became thirsty. The Black Age
was dwelling in the golden crown on the Raja’s head, and having obtained his opportunity, deprived the Raja of
knowledge. The Raja from thirst came to the spot where Lomus, a chief of the saints, was seated with his eyes
shut, meditating on Muhadeo, and engaged in religious penance. On seeing him, Pureechit began to say to
himself,
“This person through pride of penance remains with his eyes shut, although he saw me.” Entertaining this
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wicked idea, and having raised up with a bow a dead snake which had fallen there, and thrown it on the neck of
the chief of the saints, he came home.
On taking off his crown, the Raja recovered his knowledge, and reflecting began to say, the abode of the Black
Age is in gold, he was upon my head, and this is the reason of my having performed so vicious an act, as throwing
a dead snake on the neck of a chief of the saints; I now know, that the Black Age has taken his revenge upon me;
how shall I escape from this great sin; why have I not been deprived today of my caste, wealth, family, wives and
kingdom—I know not in what birth, this injustice of my having vexed a Brahmin will be effaced.
*
Whilst the Raja Pureechit was drowned in this sea of unfathomable reflection, some boys engaged in play
came to the place where Lomus, a chief of the saints, was. They were astonished at seeing a dead snake on his
neck, and being frightened, began to say to each other,
“Brother, let some one go and tell his son of this, who is playing with the saints’ children in the grove on the
bank of the river Koushkee.”
One of the boys hearing this ran to where Shringee the saint was playing with the saints’ children. The boy said
to Shringee,
“Brother, why are you playing here? Some devil has thrown a dead black snake on your father’s neck and gone
off.”
On hearing this, Shringee’s eyes became red. Gnashing his teeth, he began to tremble; and, being enraged, to
say,
“In the Black Age proud Rajas have been produced: from the intoxication of wealth, they have become blind
and inflictors of pain. I will now pronounce a curse on him, who threw the snake, he shall die on the seventh day
from this.”
Having thus spoken, Shringee the saint took the water of the Koushkee river in the palm of his hand, and
pronounced a curse on the Raja Pureechit, that the snake would bite him on the seventh day. Having pronounced
this curse on the Raja, he came to his father and took the snake from his neck, and began to say to him,
“Father, be of good cheer, I have pronounced a curse on him, who threw the dead snake on your neck.” On
hearing this, Lomus the saint, awaking from his meditation, opening his eyes and deeply considering in his mind
his son's speech, said to him,
“O son! what is this thou hast done why have you pronounced a curse on the Raja, under whose government
we lived at ease; not a bird, nor a beast even was afflicted. So just was the government, that the lion and cow
dwelt under it without altercation. O son! what mattered it, if he, in whose country we lived, threw a dead snake
upon me in sport, why did you curse him, and inflict so heavy a curse for a slight fault? You have been guilty of a
great crime, and neglected to think of what you were doing—you have abandoned good, and embraced evil. It is
necessary for a good man to cultivate amiable dispositions; not to say anything himself, to hear what others say,
and imitate the good qualities, and avoid the bad qualities, of all.”
*
Saying this, Lomus the saint called one of his pupils, and told him to go and tell the Raja Pureechit, that
Shringee had pronounced a curse on him; good men will impute blame to Shringee for what he has done, but the
Raja on receiving this message will be on his guard. In obedience to the words of his spiritual preceptor, the pupil
came to the place where the Raja was sitting in meditation, and said to him on his arrival,
“Shringee the saint has pronounced this curse on you, that the snake shall bite you on the seventh day—do you
now arrange so that you may escape from the noose of fate.” On hearing this, the Raja stood up with delight, and
joining his hands together began to say,
“The saint has done me a great kindness in pronouncing a curse, because I had fallen into the boundless
thoughted sea of delusion, from which he has released me.”
When the disciple of the sage departed, the Raja performed penance by abandoning all the pleasures of the
world, and having sent for Junmejye and made over his throne to him, said,
“O son! cherish the cow and the Brahmin, and give contentment to the subject.”
Saying this, he went into the female apartments: the women on seeing him were all sad; his wives (the Ranees)
on beholding him fell weeping at his feet, and exclaimed,
“O great king! we weak creatures will not be able to endure separation from you; for which reason it is better
that we should give up our lives with yours.” The Raja said in reply,
“It is right for a woman to act in such a way, that the character and dignity of her husband may be maintained,
and not to throw any obstacle in the way of an excellent work.”
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Having said this, and having abandoned relatives, kindred, and all private and public wealth, he went and sat
down on the shore of the Ganges to perform penance: whoever heard of the circumstance was much grieved and
distressed, and shed tears.
*
When the sages heard that the Raja Pureechit had gone to the bank of the Ganges to die, in consequence of
Shringee’s curse, Byas, Bisist, Bhurdooaj, Kaiyayun, Purasur, Narud, Biswamittrù, Bamdeo, Jumdugun, and
eighty-eight thousand sages came, and sat down in rows, and thinking upon their shastrùs began to explain
various kinds of religious observances to the Raja.
In the meantime, having seen the Raja’s faith, Shree Shookdeo Jee came also, with a book under his arm, and
naked. On seeing him, all the sages rose up, and the Raja Pureechit rising up in a supplicating posture, and
making an obeisance began to say,
“O abode of compassion you have shown great mercy in remembering me at this time.” When the Raja had
thus spoken, Shookdeo the sage also sat down, when the Raja said to the sages,
“O great kings! Shookdeo Jee is the son of Byas Jee, and the grandson of Purasur Jee, on seeing whom you,
who are saints of high rank, rose up, which I do not think right: explain the reason of this, that the doubts of my
mind may be dissipated.” Purasur the sage said,
“Raja! all of us saints, however high in degree, are inferior in understanding to Shook, and, therefore, we have
all treated him with such respect; some in this hope, that he is the Saviour of the saved, because from the time of
his birth he has spent his life in sadness in the desert; and Raja! all your great excellencies have been increased by
the coming of Shookdeo Jee. This will be pronounced the greatest and best of religious and virtuous acts,
(dhurum) by means of which having been freed from life and death, you will cross over the sea of the world.” On
hearing this, Raja Pureechit having prostrated himself before Shookdeo Jee, said,
“O great king! explain the duties of religion to me; how shall I escape from the noose of fate, what shall I do in
seven days? My impiety has been very great, how shall I cross over the sea of the world?” Shree Shookdeo Jee
replied,
“Raja! do not think the time short, as release can be obtained by religious meditation for an hour, just in the
same way that Narud the sage imparted understanding to the Raja Ruktangool, and he obtained release in two
hours; seven days are quite sufficient time for you; if you will meditate attentively, you will understand all; what
the body is, whose abode it is, and who manifests light in it.” On hearing this the Raja enquired with great delight,
“O great king! which is the most excellent Dhurum, kindly explain to me.” Shookdeo Jee said,
“The Vishnù Dhurum is the greatest amongst the Dhurums, and the Shree Bhagwut amongst the Pooranùs;
wherever the worshippers of Vishnù recite this history, there all religious observances, and pilgrimages will come
together: Among all the Pooranùs, there is none equal to the Bhagwut, for which reason I will recite to you nine
parts of the great Pooranù, in which Byas the sage has instructed me; listen with faith and joy.”
Upon this the Raja Pureechit began to listen with pleasure, and Shookdeo Jee according to his promise to
recite. When the sage had recited nine parts of the history, the Raja said,
“Kind to the poor! have the goodness now to explain to me the history of the descent upon earth of Shree
Krishnù, because he is our supporter and the object of worship of our family.” Shookdeo Jee said,
“You have conferred great pleasure on me in asking for this account; I shall most joyfully relate it.
*
“In the family of Yudoo the first Raja was named Bhugwan, whose son was Prithikoo, and Prithikoo’s son was
Bidooruth, Bidooruth’s son was Soorsen, who, having conquered nine divisions of the earth, obtained celebrity.
Bidooruth’s wife’s name was Mirkya, who had ten sons and five daughters; the eldest son was Basoodeo in whose
wife’s eighth pregnancy Shree Krishnù Chund Jee was born. When Basoodeo Jee was born, the gods had musical
rejoicings in the heavens.
“And amongst the five daughters of Soorsen, Koontee was the eldest, who married Pandoo, whose story has
been sung in the Muhabharut; and Basoodeo Jee married first Rohnee, the daughter of Raja Rohun, and
afterwards seventeen other wives.
“After he had married eighteen times, he married at Muttra, Dewukee, the sister of Kuns, upon which there
was a voice from heaven, that in the eighth pregnancy of this girl the destroyer of Kuns shall be born. On hearing
this Kuns had his sister and her husband shut up in a house, and Shree Krishnù was born there.” On hearing thus
much of the story, the Raja Pureechit said,
“O great king! how was Kuns born, who conferred a great blessing upon him, and in what manner was Krishnù
brought into the world, and how did he arrive in Gokool; please explain these circumstances to me.” Shree
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Shookdeo Jee said,
“There was a Raja of Muttra named Ahuk, who had two sons, one named Dewuk, the other Oogursen. After
some time, Oogursen became Raja, who had only one wife, named Paourekha, very beautiful and chaste, and at
all times obedient to the commands of her husband. One day she had the menses, and by permission of her
husband had gone out on a party of pleasure to the jungle, in company with her female attendants; there on trees
of many kinds, all sorts of flowers were blossoming; a cool gentle breeze filled with perfume was blowing;
cuckoos, pigeons, parrots and peacocks were pouring forth sweet and pleasing notes, and on one side under a hill,
the Jumna was flowing apart.
“The Ranee, on viewing this scene, descended from her car, and whilst walking along alone, suddenly lost her
way. By accident, a demon named Dromullik, came there, and remained gazing in astonishment at her youth, and
beautiful appearance; and he began to say to himself, I must have connexion with her. Having resolved upon this,
and immediately assuming the form of the Raja Oogursen, he went into the presence of the Ranee, and said to her,
embrace me. The Ranee replied,
“‘O great king! it is not right to indulge in amatory pleasures in the daytime, because by so doing the good and
religious qualities of the mind are destroyed. What are you not aware of this, that you have thought of such a
vicious act?’
“When Paourekha had thus spoken, Dromullik having seized the Ranee by the hand drew her towards him, and
accomplished what he wished. After he had connexion with the Ranee through the artifice of the disguise, he
assumed his own proper form; upon which, the Ranee, being exceedingly grieved and afflicted, exclaimed,
“‘O unjust, vile sinner! what tyranny have you committed in destroying my virtue! there is a curse on your
father, mother and spiritual preceptor in thus having formed your understanding. Why was not thy mother barren,
rather than produce a son like thee? O devil! all men, who destroy the virtue of women, fall into hell in each
successive birth.’ Dromullik said,
“‘Ranee, do not curse me, for I have given you the fruit of my excellence: seeing your womb closed, I suffered
great anxiety of mind, which is now gone: from today there is a hope of your pregnancy, and you shall have a son
in the tenth month; and from the good properties of my body, thy son having conquered the nine divisions of the
earth shall be a king, and shall fight with Krishnû. My first name was Kalnem: then I had an encounter with
Billoo: in my present birth I am called Dromullik; I have given thee a son, dismiss all anxiety from thy mind.’
After having thus spoken, when Kalnem had gone away, the Ranee was restored on reflection to patience of mind.
“‘Whatever our fate may be, our understanding will be fashioned in accordance with it. What is to be, will
dwell in the mind, all memory and consciousness will vanish.’ In the mean while, or after this, all the female
attendants came up, and on seeing the Ranee’s ornaments in disorder, one attendant said,
“‘Where have you been delayed so long, and what has happened to you?’ Paourekha replied,
“‘You left me, O attendants! alone in the forest—a monkey came and gave me great annoyance, from fear of
which I am even now trembling.’ On hearing this, all the attendants were alarmed and seating the Ranee
immediately on her ruth,\fn{Car; this is so defined later on in chapter two:H} brought her home.
“When ten months were completed, a son was born, at which time a violent tempest occurred, the earth began
to quake, it became so dark, that day was turned into night, stars began to fall broken in fragments, the clouds to
thunder, and the lightning to crack. In this manner, on the thirteenth of the light part of the month Magh, on a
Thursday, Kuns was born, on which occasion the Raja Oogursen being delighted and having sent for all the
musicians of the city, caused musical entertainments to be given, and he also sent for all the Brahmins, pundits
and astrologers, and treated them with very great respect, and dignity. On their arrival, the Raja offered them
seats, after receiving them with great civility. After this, the astrologers having fixed upon the lucky moment, and
division of time, said to the Raja,
“‘O lord of the earth! this child, named Kuns, who has been born in your family, shall be very powerful, and
shall reign, associating devils with him, and having caused affliction to the gods, and the worshippers of Vishnù,
after having obtained your kingdom, he shall die suddenly by the hand of Huri.’
*
Having told so much of the history, Shookdeo, the Sage, said to the Raja Pureechit,
“Raja! I will now tell you the history of Dewuk, the brother of Oogursen, who had four sons, and six
daughters, which six he gave in marriage to Basoodeo; the seventh was Dewukee, in consequence of whose birth,
the gods were delighted; and Oogursen also had ten sons, the eldest of whom was Kuns.
“From the time of his birth he was in the habit of going into the city, and violently seizing little children, and
putting them to death after having shut them up in caves in the hills. Those who were grown up, he got upon their
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chests, and strangled them. No one could escape from this calamity—every one concealed his children. The
subjects said,
“‘This Kuns is a devil, he does not belong to the family of Oogursen. Some great sinner has been born, who
has brought affliction on the whole city.’
“On hearing this, Oogursen sent for him, and entered into many explanations with him regarding his conduct,
but Kuns paid no attention to what he said. Upon this, being grieved and distressed, Oogursen said,
“‘Why was I not without sons rather than have such a son as this?’
“It is said, that when a degenerate son is born in a family, good name and character depart. When Kuns was
eight years old, he made an attack upon the Mugudh country. The Raja of that country, Jurasindhoo, was very
powerful, with whom Kuns contended; and Jurasindhoo acknowledged the power of Kuns, and, treating him with
great deference as his superior, gave him two daughters in marriage, whom Kuns brought with him to Muttra, and
began to increase his enmity against Oogursen. One day he said in a fit of rage to his father,
“‘Give up calling on the name of Ram, and offer up your secret prayers to Muhadeo.’ The father replied,
“‘Ram is my lord and the dispeller of my griefs; if I do not worship him, how shall I as a sinful man cross over
the sea of the world”
“Hearing this, Kuns was enraged, and having seized his father took possession of the whole government, and
issued a proclamation in the city, that no one should be allowed to offer up sacrifices or gifts, or say prayers, or
call upon the name of Ram. Such great tyranny prevailed, that the Cow and Brahmin, and the worshipper of
Vishnù began to suffer affliction, and the earth to perish from excessive burdens.
“When Kuns had taken possession of the government of all the Rajas, he went one day with his army to attack
the Raja Indrù. Upon this occasion, a minister said to him,
“‘O great king! the country of Indrù cannot be obtained without prayer and devotion: do not be proud on
account of your strength—consider, how their pride brought Kawun and Koonbhkurun to such destruction that
not one of their family has been left.”
*
Having narrated so much of the history, Shookdeo Jee said to the Raja Pureechit,
“O Raja! when this excessive tyranny was exercised upon the earth, she (the earth) assumed the form of a cow,
and went lowing into the country of the gods; and having gone to Indrù’s court, bowing her head, she told all her
troubles.
“‘O great king! evil spirits have begun to commit great crimes in the world, from dread of whom Religion and
Justice have departed—and if I receive your orders, I will abandon the world, and descend to the regions below.”
“On hearing this, Indrù, accompanied by all the gods, went to Bruhmù. Bruhmù having heard what they said
took them all to Muhadeo, who, having heard the circumstances, went, accompanied by all the gods, to the place
where Narayun was sleeping in a sea of milk. Knowing him to be asleep, Bruhmù, Roodrù, Indrù and all the gods
stood up with their hands in a supplicating posture, and making obeisances began to sing the praises of the Vedas,
“‘O great and powerful king! who can describe thy greatness? In the form of a fish you rescued the drowning
Vedas; in the shape of a tortoise you supported a hill on your back; being transformed into a boar, you placed the
earth upon one of your tusks; in the form of a dwarf, you circumvented the Raja Bul; descending on the earth as
Purusram, and having destroyed the Chutrees, you gave the earth to Kusyp, the sage; descending on the earth as
Rain, you destroyed the great demon, Kawun: and whenever devils afflict your worshippers, you come to their
assistance.
“‘O lord! the earth, much distressed by the tyranny of Kunsù, is calling out to thee; be pleased to take her case
quickly into consideration, and having destroyed all demons, give pleasure to the good.’
“The gods continued thus singing the excellencies of Narayun, when there was a voice from Heaven. Bruhmù
explained to all the gods, that the voice they had just heard instructed them all, both gods and goddesses to go to
Brujmundul, and to be born in the city of Muttra: hereafter Vishnù, assuming four shapes, will descend upon the
earth in the house of Basoodeo, and the womb of Dewukee, and by his childish sports will give pleasure to Nund
and Jusodha.
“When Bruhmù had given this explanation, the gods, sages, heavenly musicians and singers were all, together
with their wives, born upon the earth, and came to Brujmundul; they called themselves of the family of Yudoo,
and cowherds, and the female guardians of the four Vedas went to Bruhmù, and said,
“‘We too will descend upon the earth as cowherdesses, and attend upon Basoodeo.’ Saying this, they also came
to Bruj, and called themselves cowherdesses.
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“When all the gods had arrived at Muttra, Vishnù began to meditate in the sea of milk, that Luchmun should
first be Bulram, afterwards he (Vishnù) should be named Basoodeo; Bhurut should be Purdomun; Suttroogun
should be Anooroodrù, and Seeta should descend on the earth as Rookmunee.
2
Having narrated so much of the history, Shree Shookdeo Jee said to the Raja Pureechit.
“O great king! Kuns continued to rule tyrannically in Muttra, and Oogursen to be afflicted with many griefs.
When Dewukee, the daughter of Dewuk, Kuns’s uncle, was fit for marriage, Dewuk went to Kuns, and asked him
to whom she should be given in marriage; he replied,
“‘Give her to Basoodeo, the son of Soorsen.”
“On hearing this, Dewuk having sent for a Brahmin, and having fixed upon a fortunate time, sent the nuptial
gifts to Soorsen’s house; and Soorsen also having formed a marriage procession with great splendor, and taking
with him Rajas of all countries, came to Basoodeo’s marriage.
“Having heard of the arrival of the marriage procession near the city, Oogursen, Dewuk and Kuns, taking their
armies with them; and advancing to meet it brought the procession with them into the city. Having advanced to
meet the bridegroom with the greatest respect, they appointed a place in the bride’s house for the reception of him
and his attendants; having entertained all who composed the marriage procession, they seated them in a hall,
erected for the occasion, and adorned with flowers; and Kuns gave away Dewukee to Basoodeo in the manner
prescribed by the Vedas, and bestowed a dowry of fifteen thousand horses, four thousand elephants, eighteen
hundred ruths or cars, numerous male and female servants, and golden dishes, or trays filled with dresses
ornamented with jewels without number; and Kuns gave jeweled dresses also to all who composed the marriage
procession.
“After this, all assembled to escort the procession to Basoodeo's house, upon which there was a voice from
heaven, saying,
“‘O Kuns, the eighth son of her whom you are escorting shall be your destruction, you shall die by his hand.’
“On hearing this, Kuns trembled with fear, and being enraged, seizing Dewukee by the hair, he dragged her
from her ruth: snatching a sword, he began to say, gnashing his teeth,
“The tree which is plucked up by the roots will not produce blossoms and fruits; I will now put her to death,
and reign without fear.” On hearing and seeing what had happened, Basoodeo began to say to himself,
“‘This fool has given pain, he does not distinguish between good and evil; if I should show rage now, the
business in hand would be ruined; wherefore, it is better in the present instance to forgive; it is said, that, “when
an enemy draws a sword, a virtuous man will strive to soothe him; the fool on coming to his senses will regret his
conduct, just as fire is put out by water.”’ Reflecting thus, Basoodeo went into the presence of Kuns, and joining
his hands in a supplicating manner, and speaking submissively began to say,
“‘O lord of the earth! there is no one in the world so powerful as you, and all men live under your shadow;
being so great a hero, it is very improper that you should raise your sword against a woman, and it is a great crime
to kill a sister—men will be guilty of injustice, if they know that they will never die: this is the custom of the
world, we are born in one place, and die in another: a man may cherish his body by doing good or evil in ten
million different ways, but his body will never be at his own disposal: wealth, poverty, royal power will be of no
use; for this reason, be pleased to listen to what I say, and release your poor, weak sister.’
“On hearing this, Kuns, looking upon his sister as the instrument of his death, was alarmed, and became more
enraged. Upon this Basoodeo thought within himself,
“‘This sinner, with the mind of a devil, is obstinately determined to follow out his own plans; we must take
measures, by which Dewukee may be rescued from his hands.’ Reflecting thus, he began to say to himself,
“‘I will save Dewukee by saying to Kuns, that I will give him every son of her’s that is born; who has seen the
future, there may not be a child, or this devil may die? The present crisis is before us, we can take measures for
the future hereafter.’ Having resolved upon this, Basoodeo said to Kuns,
“O great king! your death shall not be caused by the hand of any son of her’s, because I have determined that I
will bring and deliver over to you all the sons she, Dewukee, may have: this I promise you.’ When Basoodeo had
thus spoken, Kuns consented to what he had proposed, and releasing Dewukee, began to say,
“O Basoodeo! you have thought well in saving me from the commission of so great a crime.’ Saying this, Kuns
dismissed him, and himself returned home.
*
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After dwelling some days in Muttra, when Dewukee had her first son, Basoodeo took it, and weeping placed it
before Kuns; on seeing the infant, Kuns exclaimed,
“‘Basoodeo! you are very true to your word; I have had reason to know this today, because you have not
deceived me; sacrificing all your affections, you have brought and given your child to me. I have no fear from it; I
therefore give the child back to you.’ Hearing this, Basoodeo took the child, and making a salutation to Kuns,
returned home. And at that time Narud Jee, the sage, went to Kuns and said,
“‘Raja! why have you given the infant back? Do you not know that all the gods have been born, and come to
Bruj to serve Basoodeo; and in the eighth pregnancy of Dewukee, Shree Krishnù being born, and having put all
devils to death, will remove all the burthens of the world?’
“Saying this, Narud Jee drew eight lines, and counted them: when in eight countings, each in turn was the
eighth, Kuns being alarmed sent for Basoodeo and the child. Narud, the sage, departed, after having thus informed
Kuns, who took the infant from Basoodeo, and put it to death.
“In this manlier, whenever a son was born, Basoodeo brought it to Kuns, and he destroyed it. Six infants were
thus killed, when Shree Bhugwan, in the form of the great serpent, Shesh, took up his abode in the seventh
pregnancy. On the hearing this, the Raja Pureechit said to Shookdeo the sage,
“O great king! give me some account of Narud, the sage, who was the cause of so many crimes being
committed, in order that the doubts of my mind may disappear.’ Shree Shookdeo replied,
“Raja! Narud Jee thought rightly that Kuns would commit very many crimes, in consequence of which Shree
Bhugwan would speedily appear upon the earth.’
3
Again Shookdeo Jee began to say to the Raja Pureechit,
“O Raja! I will now narrate how Huri came into the womb, and how Bruhmù and the other gods sung the
praises of the fœtus, and how Dewee took Buldeo Jee to Gokool.
“One day the Raja Kuns came and sat in his court, and having summoned all his demons said to them,
“‘All the gods have been born upon the earth, and amongst them Krishnù will also make his descent. Narud,
the sage, has explained this secret to me; for this reason, it is right, that you should go, and utterly destroy all the
family of Judoo, so that not one of them may be left alive.’
“Having obtained this order, all made their obeisance and departed, and after coming to the city, searching for
and seizing the members of the family of Judoo, they began to bind them; and whether they were eating, drinking,
standing, sitting, asleep, awake, or going to and fro from place to place, they did not let go a single one; and
having surrounded them, they brought them into one place, and put them all to death by burning, drowning,
dashing them against stones, and other tortures. In this manner, all the devils both great and small, assuming
various frightful shapes, began to search every city, village, lane, and house for the members of the family of
Judoo, and to destroy them; and the family of Judoo being distressed, and abandoning their country, fled, taking
only their lives with them.
“All this time, all the other wives of Basoodeo came with Rohnee from Muttra to Gokool, where Basoodeo’s
chief friend, Nund Jee was dwelling, who received them with great affection, and restored them to confidence,
and they dwelt in his house with great delight. When Kuns began thus to vex the gods, and to commit great
crimes, Vishnù created an illusive form from his eyes, which, joining its hands, came before him Vishnù said to it,
“‘Go thou now, and make a descent into the city of Muttra, where the demon Kuns is causing distress to my
worshippers, and Kusyp and Adit, that is, Jusodha and Dewukee, have gone; Kuns has closely confined them, and
put six of their children to death; the seventh in the womb now is Luchman Jee, whom having taken from the
womb of Dewukee, and carried to Gokool, place in such a manner in the womb of Rohnee, that no devil may
know of it, and all the people of that part of the country will celebrate your praises.’ Having thus instructed the
illusive form, Shree Narayun said,
“‘Having first gone, and completed this work, be born in the house of Nund, and afterwards in that of
Basoodeo; I also will come to Nund’s house.’
“On hearing this, the illusive form came quickly to Muttra, and entered the house of Basoodeo, in the form of
Mohnee. The fœtus she took away secretly, she went and gave to Rohnee; all people thought it her first pregnancy
—Bhugwan was born from Rohnee.
“In this manner on the fourteenth of the light part of the month Sawun, on a Wednesday, Buldeo Jee was born
in Gokool; and the illusion caused Basoodeo and Dewukee to dream, that she had carried away their child from
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the womb of Dewukee, and given it to Rohnee, and told them not to be at all anxious. On hearing this in their
dream, Basoodeo and Dewukee awoke from sleep, and began to say to each other,
“‘Bhugwan has done well in this, but we must now inform Kuns of the circumstance; otherwise, there is no
knowing what pain he may inflict on us hereafter.’ Thinking thus, they informed their guards, who went and said
to Kuns,
“‘O great king! Dewukee has miscarried; no child has been born.’ On hearing this Kuns said in alarm,
“‘Be very careful this time, because I have a dread of the eighth pregnancy, which the voice from heaven
spoke of.’
*
Having narrated thus much, Shree Shookdeo Jee said,
“Raja! Buldeo Jee having thus appeared, when Shree Krishnù came into the womb of Dewukee, the illusion
went and took up its abode in the womb of Jusodha, the wife of Nund. Both were pregnant, when Dewukee
during a festival went to the Jumna to bathe; by chance Jusodha came, and met her there. They began to talk of
their mutual troubles: suddenly, Jusodha said to Dewukee,
“‘I will keep your child, and give you mine.’
“After this conversation, they both returned to their respective homes. Afterwards, when Kuns learnt that
Dewukee was pregnant with her eighth child, he surrounded Basoodeo’s house; he placed guards of devils on all
four sides, and having sent for Basoodeo, said to him,
“‘Do not deceive me this time, bring your child to me; because on a former occasion I believed what you said.’
“Having thus spoken, he placed fetters and handcuffs on Basoodeo and Dewukee; and having shut them up in
one room, placing locks upon locks to prevent access, Kuns came to his own house, and fasting through fear went
to sleep; and again very early in the morning went to the place, where Basoodeo and Dewukee were. Seeing that
the pregnancy was clearly manifest, he exclaimed,
“‘In this cave of death, my destruction is contained; I could kill the mother, but I am afraid of the infamy
which would attach to me from the act, because it would not be right for me, who am so powerful, to kill a
woman—well, I will destroy her son.’
“Saying this, and coming outside, he placed as guards elephants, lions, dogs, and his own powerful warriors—
and he himself watched constantly—but did not obtain a moment's ease. Wherever he looked, he beheld during
the eight puhurs and sixty-four ghurees Krishnù in the form of death; from dread of which, he spent every night
and day in most anxious thought.
“This was the state of Kuns; while Basoodeo and Dewukee in great affliction, the time for the birth having
arrived, were propitiating Shree Krishnù, when Bhugwan came, and caused them to dream, and banished all their
care by telling them, that he would soon be born, and put an end to all their anxiety, and told them not to indulge
in regrets. On hearing this, Basoodeo and Dewukee awoke.
“At this time Bruhmù, Roodrù, Indrù and all the gods, having left their chariots in mid air, and being invisible,
came to Basoodeo’s house, and joining their hands, and singing the Vedas, they began to celebrate the praises of
the child in the womb. At which time, no one saw them, but all heard the musical sounds of the singing of the
Vedas. All the guards were amazed at this strange circumstance, and Basoodeo and Dewukee were certain, that
Bhugwan would quickly put an end to their troubles.
4
Shree Shookdeo Jee said,
“Raja! At the time Shree Krishnù Chund was about to be born, such joy arose in the minds of all men, that the
name even of grief did not remain. Through delight the forests and groves being green began to produce flowers
and fruits; the rivers, nullahs and ponds to be filled with water; birds of different kinds to sport and hop about;
and there were rejoicings in every city, village and house; Brahmins offered up sacrifices; the guardians of the ten
quarters were delighted; clouds rolled over Brujmundul; the gods seated in their chariots rained flowers from the
sky, the celestial dancers, musicians, bands, playing upon drums and pipes began to sing praises; and in one
quarter Oorbusee and all the celestial courtesans were dancing.
“Under such a combination of circumstances on the eighth of the dark part of the month of Bhadon, in the
Rohnee division of the zodiac, on a Wednesday at midnight, Shree Krishnù Jee was born; and being of the color
of a cloud, with a face like the moon, lotus-eyed, wearing a yellow vest, with a crown on his head, and adorned
with the byjuntee—necklace, composed of jewels, produced from the five elements of nature—and having
ornaments studded with jewels, in a form with four arms, holding a shell, quoit, club, and a lotus, he appeared
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before Basoodeo and Dewukee. On seeing him, both being amazed imagined him to be the first mortal; then
joining their hands, they submissively said,
“‘Great is our good fortune, that you have shown yourself to us, and given us a release from birth and death.’
“Having thus spoken, they narrated the first part of the history, how Kuns had caused them affliction; upon
this, Shree Krishnù Chund said,
“‘Do not now suffer any anxiety of mind, because I have descended upon the earth to dispel your griefs, but
carry me now to Gokool; and at this very time Jusodha has had a daughter, which take and deliver to Kuns; listen
to the reason of my going, which I will explain. Nund and Jusodha have performed religious penance; fixing their
affections upon me, they desire to see their child’s happiness: I will go and stay some days with them. Hereafter,
after having killed Kuns, I will return to you: keep up your confidence.’
“Having made this explanation to Basoodeo and Dewukee, Shree Krishnù being transformed into an infant,
began to cry, and dissipated his delusion. And upon this, all the knowledge of Basoodeo and Dewukee departed,
and they supposed the infant to be their own son. Thinking thus, and having made a vow in their minds to offer up
ten thousand cows, they took the child in their arms and fondled it. On looking at its face, both heaving deep
sighs, began to say to each other,
“‘Let us contrive some means of carrying off this infant, that he may escape from the hands of that sinner
Kuns.’ Basoodeo said,
“‘Without the assistance of Bruhmù, no one will be able to support him; whatever has been written in fate, that
will happen.’ Then joining. her hands Jusodha said,
“‘Your friend Nund lives at Gokool. Jusodha will dispel our troubles, and there is your wife Rohnee. Take this
infant there.’ On hearing this, Basoodeo said with agitation,
“‘How shall I escape from these strong fastenings?’
“Upon this, all their handcuffs and chains upon their legs fell off; the doors flew open on all four sides: the
watchmen, off their guard, were fast asleep. Basoodeo Jee having then placed Shree Krishnù in a basket, put it on
his head, and went off immediately to Gokool.
*
“Above the gods were pouring rain, behind him lions roared. Basoodeo became anxious, on beholding the
great stream of the Jumna. Standing on the bank of the river, Basoodeo began to reflect,
“‘That behind lions are roaring, and in front the fathomless Jumna is flowing, what shall I do now?’
“Saying this, and fixing his thoughts upon Bhugwan, he went into the Jumna; and the depth of the river
increased as he advanced. When the water came up to his nose, he was very much frightened. Perceiving that he
was agitated, Shree Krishnù, extending his foot, uttered the mystical sound, “Hoon”, and in consequence of the
stretching out of his foot, the Jumna became fordable.
“Basoodeo having crossed the river, came to Nund’s house, and found the doors open; on going in, he found
all asleep. Dewee had thrown her into such a trance, that Jusodha was not conscious of having been delivered of a
girl. Basoodeo, having put Krishnù asleep by the side of Jusodha, and taken away her infant daughter, quickly
returned homeward. After re-crossing the river, he came to the spot where Dewukee was sitting in anxious
thought. Having given her the little girl, he told her all the news of his journey. On hearing the account, Jusodha,
delighted with joy, exclaimed,
“‘O husband! what need we care now, if Kuns should put us to death, since our son has escaped from the hands
of that demon.’ Having told thus much of the history, Shree Shookdeo Jee said to the Raja Pureechit,
“When Basoodeo had brought the female infant, the doors of their prison became closed as before, and both
had chains and handcuffs fastened on again; the little girl began to cry. On hearing the noise or the crying, the
sentinels awoke, and snatching up their arms, and being on the alert, began to fire their muskets. On hearing their
report, the elephants began to scream, lions to roar, and dogs to bark. At this time amidst the darkness of night,
and in the rain, a sentinel came, and having joined his hands, said to Kuns,
“‘O great king! your enemy has been born.’ On hearing this, Kuns fell down insensible.
5
“On hearing of the birth of the infant, Kuns trembling with fear arose, and taking a sword ran reeling along; his
hair disheveled, bathed in sweat, he came to his sister in extreme agitation. When he snatched away the child from
her, she said, joining her hands,
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“‘O brother! this infant girl is thy niece, do not kill her, as she is my last child. You have put to death my sons,
the loss of whom afflicts me greatly; why will you increase your crimes by killing this infant without cause?’
Kuns replied,
“‘I will not give the child alive to thee; that is; I will not let her live, because whoever marries her, will put me
to death.’ Having said this, and gone outside, just as he was about to dash the child to pieces, she escaped from his
hand, and ascended to heaven, and exclaimed,
“‘O Kuns! what have you gained by attempting to dash me to pieces, thy enemy has been born somewhere,
and now thou shalt not escape with life?’
“Having heard this, Kuns filled with regret, came to where Basoodeo and Dewukee were standing, and on his
arrival, had their handcuffs and leg irons cut off; and submissively said,
“‘I have committed a great crime in putting your sons to death; how will this stain be washed out, in what birth
shall I obtain salvation? Your gods were false, who said, that in Dewukee’s eighth pregnancy a boy should be
born; this has not been the case, but a girl has been produced, and she too having escaped from my hands has
ascended to heaven; exercise compassion, and do not allow your thoughts to dwell upon my sins; because no one
can obliterate what has been written in fate. After having come into the world, a man cannot be free from life,
death, good and bad fortune. They, who are wise, consider life and death alike, and the proud look upon them as
friendly and hostile. You are great observers of truth in having brought your sons to me.’ Having thus spoken,
when Kuns began repeatedly to entreat them, Basoodeo Jee said,
“‘O great king! you say truly, that the fault is not yours in this case, as God had written what has happened in
our fate.’ Hearing this, Kuns, being highly delighted, brought Basoodeo and Dewukee in the most friendly manner
to his house; and having entertained them, and presented them with robes, brought them back again with the
greatest respect: and having sent for a counselor, he said,
“‘Dewee has stated, that my enemy has been born; for which reason, put the gods to death wherever you find
them; because they have spoken falsely to me, in stating, that my foe should be born in the eighth pregnancy of
Dewukee.’ The counselor said,
“‘O great king! what great difficulty will there be in destroying them? They are beggars from birth; and
whenever you show anger, they will run away. What power have they of opposing you? Bruhmù is engaged
during the eight puhurs, in reflection and contemplation; Muhadeo eats bhang, and the thorn apple; Indrù has no
power over you. There remains Narayun, who does not understand war; he remains enjoying himself with
Luchmee.’ Kuns said,
“‘Explain, how can we find Narayun, and conquer him?’ The counselor replied,
“‘If you wish to conquer Narayun, destroy all those in whose houses he dwells during the eight puhurs:
Brahmins, worshippers of Vishnù, Jogees, devotees with matted hair, religious ascetics, Sunyasees, wandering
religionists, and all the worshippers of Huri—seize them all, from children to old men, so that not one may be left
alive.’ On hearing this, Kuns said to the counselor,
“‘Do you go, and destroy them all.’ Having obtained this order, the counselor, taking with him all sorts of
devils, departed, and having gone into the city began to search for cows, Brahmins, children, and the worshippers
of Huri, and adopting treachery and violence, to put them to death.
6
Having narrated so much of the history, Shree Shookdeo Jee said,
“Raja! once on a time, Nund and Jusodha performed a great religious penance for a son; when Shree Narayun
himself gave a promise, that he would be born in their house. When Shree Krishnù came at midnight on a
Wednesday, the eighth of the dark part of the month Bhadon, Jusodha being awake at the time, and having beheld
her son’s face, sending for Nund, was highly delighted, and thought that she had gained every object of her life.
“Early in the morning, Nund Jee having got up sent for pundits and astrologers, who came with their books
and almanacks, and Nund offered them seats with great respect, and honor. They, according to the precepts of the
shastrùs, having fixed upon the year, month, lunar-day, solar-day, division of the zodiac, the lucky moment, and
exact ray of light, and having considered the rising of a sign of the zodiac, and having settled a division of time
equal to forty-eight minutes, said,
“‘O great king! after consulting our shastrùs we are of opinion, that the child about to be born will be a second
deity, as Bruhmù; having destroyed all evil spirits, and relieved the burthens of Bruj, he shall be called the lord of
cowherdesses, and the whole world shall sing his praises.’
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“On hearing this, Nund Jee made a vow to offer up two hundred thousand, (200,000) cows, with horns of gold,
hoofs of silver, backs of copper, and arrayed in yellow silk robes; and having given all sorts of gifts and presents
to Brahmins, and receiving their blessing, he dismissed them.
“After this, he sent for all the musicians and singers of the city: they came, and began to display their
accomplishments; the musicians to play, the dancers to dance, singers to sing, and the bards to celebrate praises.
And all the cowherds of Gokool made their wives bring vessels, containing sour milk, on their heads. Assuming
various disguises, dancing and singing, they came to offer congratulatory presents to Nund. On their arrival, they
threw about, and at each other, so much coagulated milk and clay, that the whole of Gokool seemed to be covered
with coagulated milk.
“When they had finished this sport, Nund having entertained them all, presented them with dresses, made the
marks of tiluk on their foreheads, and given them paan, dismissed them.
“The congratulations lasted in this manner for some days; during this time, everyone obtained whatever he
asked from Nund Jee. Being free from the congratulations, Nund Jee sent for all the cowherds, and said to them,
“‘Brothers! I have heard that Kuns is laying hold of all the little children he can find; there is no knowing but
some wicked person may say something against us; for which reason it is proper that we should in a body take
presents, and offer annual tribute.’
“They all agreed to this, and taking with them from their houses, milk, curds, butter and money, loading them
on carts, they came from Gokool to Muttra, accompanied by Nund. Having had an interview with Kuns, they
offered presents, and having paid their tribute, being permitted to depart, making their salutations, they returned
homewards. When they reached the bank of the Jumna, Basoodeo Jee having received information of their
coming, went there also: embracing Nund, and making enquiries regarding his affairs, he began to say,
“‘I have not such a relative and friend as you in the whole world, because when a great calamity happened to
me, I sent Rohnee, then with child, to you. She has had a son, whom you have nurtured with great care—how can
I sufficiently describe your virtues?’ Saying this, he asked him,
“‘Tell me, are Ram Krishnù, and your wife Jusodha well?’ Nund Jee replied,
“‘By your kindness all are well, and the root of my life, your Buldeo Jee is also well. In consequence of his
being born, by reason of your virtue and majesty, I also have had a son: but there is one of your griefs, which
much afflicts me.’ Busoodeo said,
“‘Friend! we have no power over the deity, the lines of fate cannot be effaced by [any]one. For this reason,
after coming into the world, who should regret, if he suffers pain and affliction?’ Having thus informed him, he
said,
“‘Go quickly to your home; Kuns has committed many acts of violence; the vile wretch is making search for,
and having brought to him all the infant children he can, good subjects have been put to death, you have all come
here, and evil spirits are on the search, and prowling about: who knows but that some wicked person may go to
Gokool, and cause injustice to be done?’ On hearing this, Nund Jee being agitated, and taking all with him,
engaged in thought, went from Muttra to Gokool.
7
Shree Shookdeo Jee said,
“Raja! Kuns’ counselor having taken many devils with him, was roaming about and destroying, when Kuns,
having sent for a female devil, named Pootna, said to her,
“‘Go and kill as many of the family of Judoo as you can find.”
She, hearing this, being highly pleased, and making a salutation, departed. She began to say to herself,
“‘Nund has had a son, I heard it in the village of Gokool, I will now lay hold of it by stratagem; I will go as a
cowherdess.’
“Having said this, ornamenting herself in a most elaborate manner, putting poison in her breast, assuming a
fascinating appearance, practicing deceit, taking a lotus in her hand, being fully adorned, she went forth like
Luchmee, when arrayed in all the ornaments of dress, she goes to meet her lord. Having arrived in Gokool, she
came laughing into the house of Nund.
“On seeing her, all being fascinated, remained as though dispossessed of their senses. She went and sat near
Jusodha, and asking the news, gave her a blessing.
“‘Sister, may your Krishnù live a crore of years!’
“Having thus proffered friendship, taking the child from Jusodha, and placing it in her bosom, when she
offered to suckle it, Shree Krishnù, having seized her breast with both his hands, began fastening his mouth on her
breast, to suck her life with the milk; upon this, Pootna being greatly agitated, exclaimed,
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“‘Jusodha, what sort of son is this of yours? He is not a mortal, but the messenger of death. Thinking it a cord,
I have laid hold of a snake. If I escape alive from his hands, I will never come to Gokool again.’
“Saying this, she ran off outside the village, but Krishnù did not let go his hold; and all of a sudden, he took
her life. She fell down, just as a thunderbolt would fall from heaven. Having heard a very great noise, Rohnee and
Jusodha, weeping and lamenting, came to the spot where Pootna, occupying a space of two koss, had fallen dead;
and the whole village came running out after them; they saw Krishnù upon her breast and in the act of sucking the
milk. Taking him up quickly, and kissing him, they pressed him to their bosoms, and brought him home. Having
sent for charmers, they began to exorcise him; and the cowherdesses and cowherds, standing near Pootna, began
to say to each other,
“‘Friend! hearing the sound of her fall, we were so alarmed, that our bosoms are still palpitating. Who can say,
what the child’s state may be?”
“In the meantime, Nund Jee having cone from Muttra, saw that a female devil had fallen dead, and that a
crowd of the inhabitants of Bruj had surrounded her. He enquired how this act of violence had occurred. They
began to explain to him,
“‘O great king! First of all she came to your house in a beautiful form, and gave a blessing; on seeing her, all
the women of Bruj were like persons deprived of their senses. She took Krishnù, and began to suckle him, and
after that, we do not know what occurred.’ On hearing this, Nund Jee said,
“‘It is very lucky the child has escaped, and that she did not fall upon Gokool; had she fallen, not one would
have escaped; all would have been crushed under her, and died.”
“Having thus spoken, Nund Jee came home, and bestowed gifts and presents; and the cowherds having
brought axes, spades, mattocks and hoes, and cutting off the bones and feet of Pootna, dug holes, and buried
them; and collecting the flesh and skin together burnt them. From her burning, there was such a sweet scent
spread abroad, that it filled the whole world with perfume. Having heard thus much, Raja Pureechit said to
Shookdeo Jee,
“‘O great king! That female devil was very unclean, an eater of flesh and drinker of wine, please explain how
it happened, that a sweet smell came from her body.’ The sage replied,
“‘Raja! Shree Krishnù Chund, having drank her milk, granted her absolution, and that was the cause of the
perfume coming from her body.’ …
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262.22 Hoping To Blossom (One Day) Into A Flower\fn{by Mahlaqa Bai Chanda (1767-1824)} Aurangabad,
Aurangabad District, Maharashtra State, India (F) -1
Hoping to blossom one day into a flower,
Every bud sits, holding its soul in its fist.
*
Between the fear of the fowler and approaching autumn
The bulbul’s life hangs by a thread.
*
Thy sly glance is more murderous than arrow or sword;
It has shed the blood of many a lover.
*
How can I liken a candle to thy glowing cheek?
The candle is blind with the fat in its eyes.
*
How can Chanda be dry lipped, O saqi of the heavenly wine!
She has drained the cap of thy love.
1772
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Rammohun Roy (1772-1833)} Radhanagore, Hooghly District, West Bengal State, India (M) 7
1
Letter to The Right Honourable Lord Minto, Governor-General, etc, etc.
The humble petition of Rammohun Roy.
12th April, 1809.
Most Humbly Showeth:
That your petitioner, in common with all the native subjects of the British Government, looks up to your
Lordship as the guardian of the just rights and dignities of that class of your subjects against all acts which have a
tendency either directly or indirectly to invade those rights and dignities, and your petitioner more especially
appeals to your Lordship as, from the nature of the treatment, however degrading, which he has experienced and
from the nature of the existing circumstances with reference to the rank and destination of the gentleman from
whom it proceeded, your petitioner is precluded from any other means of obtaining redress:
Confiding therefore in the impartial justice of the British Government and in the acknowledged wisdom which
governs and directs all its measures in the just spirit of an enlarged and liberal policy, your petitioner proceeds
with diffidence and humility to lay before your Lordship, the following circumstances of severe degradation and
injury, which he has experienced at the hands of Sir Frederick Hamilton.
On the 1st of January last, your petitioner arrived at the Ghaut of the river of Bhaugulpur, and hired a house in
that town. Proceeding to that house at about 4 o’clock in the afternoon, your petitioner passed in his palanquin
through a road on the left side of which Sir Frederick Hamilton was standing among some bricks. The door of the
palanquin being shut to exclude the dust of the road, your petitioner did not see that gentleman nor did the peon
who preceded the palanquin, apprise your petitioner of the circumstance, he not knowing the gentleman, much
less supposing that, that gentleman (who was standing alone among the bricks), was the Collector of the district.
As your petitioner was passing, Sir Frederick Hamilton repeatedly called out to him to get out of his
palanquin, and that with an epithet of abuse too gross to admit of being stated here without a departure from the
respect due to your Lordship. One of the servants of your petitioner who followed in the retinue, explained to Sir
Frederick Hamilton, that your petitioner had not observed him in passing by; nevertheless that gentleman still
continued to use the same offensive language, and when the palanquin had proceeded to the distance of about 300
yards from the spot where Sir Frederick Hamilton had stood, that gentleman overtook it on horseback.
Your petitioner then for the first time understood that the gentleman who was riding alongside of his palanquin,
was the Collector of the district, and that he was required a form of external respect, which, to whatever extent it
might have been enforced under the Mogul Government, your petitioner had conceived from daily observation, to
have fallen under the milder, more enlightened and more liberal policy of the British Government, into entire
disuse and disesteem.
Your petitioner then, far from wishing to withhold any manifestation of the respect due to the public officers of
a Government which he held in the highest veneration, and notwithstanding the novelty of the form in which that
respect was required to be testified, alighted from his palanquin, and saluted Sir Frederick Hamilton, apologizing
to him for the omission of that act of public respect on the grounds that in point of fact your petitioner did not see
him before, on account of the doors of his palanquin being nearly closed.
Your petitioner stated however at the same time that even if the doors had been open your petitioner would not
have known him, nor would have supposed him to be the Collector of the district. Upon this, Sir Frederick asked
your petitioner how the servant of the latter came to explain to him already, with your petitioner’s salaam, the
reason of your petitioner’s not having alighted from his palanquin.
Your petitioner’s servant stated in reply to the observations of Sir Frederick Hamilton that, he had not been
desired by your petitioner, had gone on, and, knowing that the doors of the palanquin were almost shut, he had
explained the circumstance to Sir Frederick Hamilton in the hope of inducing that gentleman to discontinue his
abusive language, but that he the servant had not expressed your petitioner’s salaam as he had no communication
with your petitioner on the subject; Sir Frederick Hamilton then desired your petitioner to discharge the servant
from his service and went away.
In the course of that conversation, calculated by concession and apology to pacify the temper of Sir Frederick
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Hamilton, that gentleman still did not abstain from harsh and indecorous language. The intelligence of your
petitioner’s having been thus disgraced has been spread over the town and your Lordship’s humane and
enlightened mind will easily conceive, what must be the sensations of any native gentleman under a public
indignity and disgrace, which as being inflicted by an English gentleman, and that gentleman an officer of
Government, he is precluded from resenting, however strong the conviction of his own mind, that such illtreatment he has unmerited, is wanton and capricious.
If natives, therefore, of caste and rank were to be subjected to treatment which must infallibly dishonor and
degrade them, not only within the pale of their own religion and society, but also within the circle of English
societies of high respectability into which they have the honor of being most liberally and affably admitted, they
would be virtually condemned to close confinements within their house from the dread of being assaulted in the
streets with every species of ignominy and degradation.
Your petitioner is aware that the spirit of the British laws would not tolerate an act of arbitrary aggression, even
against the lowest class of individuals, but much less would it continue an unjust degradation of persons of
respectability, whether that respectability be derived from the society in which they move or from birth, fortune or
education; that your petitioner has some pretensions to urge on this point, the following circumstances will shew:
Your petitioner’s grandfather was at various times, chief of different districts during the administration of His
Highness the Nawab Mohabut Jung, and your petitioner’s father for several years, rented a farm from
Government the revenue of which was lakhs of rupees. The education which your petitioner has received, as well
as the particulars of his birth and parentage, will be made known to your Lordship by a reference to the principal
officers of the Sudder Dewani Adawlats and the College of Fort William, and many of the gentlemen in the
service of the Honorable Company, as well as other gentlemen of respect, ability and character.
Your petitioner throwing himself, his character and the honor of his family on the impartial justice, liberality
and feeling of your Lordship, entertains the most confident expectation that your Lordship will be pleased to
afford to your petitioner every just degree of satisfaction for the injury which his character has sustained, from the
hasty and indecorous conduct of Sir Frederick Hamilton, by taking such notice of that conduct, as it may appear
to your Lordship to merit.
And your petitioner in duty bound shall ever pray.
2
Letter to His Excellency the Right Honorable William Pitt, Lord Amherst.
11th December, 1823
My Lord,
Humbly reluctant as the natives of India are to obtrude upon the notice of Government the sentiments they
entertain on any public measure, there are circumstances when silence would be carrying this respectful feeling to
culpable excess.
The present Rulers of India, coming from a distance of many thousand miles to govern a people whose
language, literature, manners, customs, and ideas are almost entirely new and strange to them, cannot easily
become so intimately acquainted with their real circumstances, as the natives of the country are themselves.
We would, therefore, be guilty of a gross dereliction of duty to ourselves, and afford our Rulers just ground of
complaint at our apathy, did we omit on occasions of importance like the present to supply them with such
accurate information as might enable them to devise and adopt measures calculated to be beneficial to the country,
and thus second by our local knowledge and experience their declared benevolent intentions for its improvement.
*
The establishment of a new Sangscrit School in Calcutta evinces the laudable desire of Government to improve
the Natives of India by Education, a blessing for which they must ever be grateful; and every well wisher of the
human race must be desirous that the efforts made to promote it should be guided by the most enlightened
principles, so that the stream of intelligence may flow into the most useful channels. When this Seminary of
learning was proposed, we understood that the Government in England had ordered a considerable sum of money
to be annually devoted to the instruction of its Indian Subjects. We were filled with sanguine hopes that this sum
would be laid out in employing European Gentlemen of talents and education to instruct the natives of India in
Mathematics, Natural Philosophy, Chemistry, Anatomy and other useful Sciences, which the Nations of Europe
have carried to a degree of perfection that has raised them above the inhabitants of other parts of the world.
While we looked forward with pleasing hope to the dawn of knowledge thus promised to the rising generation,
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our hearts were filled with mingled feelings of delight and gratitude; we already offered up thanks to Providence
for inspiring the most generous and enlightened of the Nations of the West with the glorious ambitions of planting
in Asia the Arts and Sciences of modern Europe.
We now find that the Government are establishing a Sangscrit school under Hindu Pundits to impart such
knowledge as is already current in India. This Seminary (similar in character to those which existed in Europe
before the time of Lord Bacon) can only be expected to load the minds of youth with grammatical niceties and
metaphysical distinctions of little or no practicable use to the possessors or to society. The pupils will there
acquire what was known two thousand years ago, with the addition of vain and empty subtleties since produced
by speculative men, such as is already commonly taught in all parts of India.
The Sangscrit language, so difficult that almost a lifetime is necessary for its perfect acquisition, is well known
to have been for ages a lamentable check on the diffusion of knowledge; and the learning concealed under this
almost impervious veil is far from sufficient to reward the labor of acquiring it. But if it were thought necessary to
perpetuate this language for the sake of the portion of the valuable information it contains, this might be much
more easily accomplished by other means than the establishment of a new Sangscrit College; for there have been
always and are now numerous professors of Sangscrit in the different parts of the country engaged in teaching this
language as well as the other branches of literature, which are to be the object of the new seminary.
Therefore their more diligent cultivation, if desirable, would be effectually promoted by holding out premiums
and granting certain allowances to those most eminent Professors, who have already undertaken on their own
account to teach them and would by such rewards be stimulated to still greater exertions.
From these considerations, as the sum set apart for the instruction of the Natives of India was intended by the
Government in England, for the improvement of its Indian subjects, I beg leave to state, with due deference to
your Lordship’s exalted situation, that if the plan now adopted be followed, it will completely defeat the object
proposed; since no improvement can be expected from inducing young men to consume a dozen of years of the
most valuable period of their lives in acquiring the niceties of the Byakurun or Sangscrit Grammar.
For instance, in learning to discuss such points as the following: Khad signifying to eat, Khaduti, he or she or it
eats. Query, whether does the word Khaduti taken as a whole, convey the meaning he, she, or it eats, or are
separate parts of this meaning conveyed by distinct portions of the word? As if in the English language, it were
asked, how much meaning is there in the “eat”, how much in the “s”? And is the whole meaning of the word
conveyed by those two portions of it distinctly, or by them taken jointly?
Neither can such improvement arise from such speculations as the following, which are the themes suggested
by the Vedant: In what manner is the soul absorbed into the deity? What relation does it bear to the divine
essence? Nor will youths be fitted to be better members of society by the Vedantic doctrines which teach them to
believe that all visible things have no real existence; that as father, brother, etc. have no actual entirety, they
consequently deserve no real affection and therefore the sooner we escape from them and leave the world the
better.
Again, no essential benefit can be derived by the student of the Meemangsa from knowing what it is that
makes the killer of a goat sinless on pronouncing certain passages of the Veds and what is the real nature and
operative influence of passages of Ved, etc.
Again, the student of Nyaya Shastra cannot be said to have improved his mind after he has learned it into how
many ideal classes the objects in the Universe are divided, and what speculative relation the soul bears to the
body, the body to the soul, the eye to the ear, etc.
In order to enable your Lordship to appreciate the futility of encouraging such imaginary learning as above
characterized, I beg your Lordship will be pleased to compare the state of science and literature in Europe before
the time of Lord Bacon with the progress of knowledge made since he wrote. If it had been intended to keep the
British nation in ignorance of real knowledge, the Baconian philosophy would not have been allowed to displace
the system of the schoolmen, which was the best calculated to perpetuate ignorance.
In the same manner the Sangscrit system of education would be best calculated to keep this country in
darkness if such had been the policy of the British Legislature. But as the improvement of the native population is
the object of the Government, it will consequently promote a more liberal and enlightened system of instruction,
embracing mathematics, natural philosophy, chemistry and anatomy with other useful sciences which may be
accomplished with the sum proposed by employing a few gentlemen of talents and learning educated in Europe,
and providing a college furnished with the necessary books, instruments and other apparatus.
In representing this subject to your Lordship I conceive myself discharging a solemn duty which I owe to my
countrymen and also to that enlightened Sovereign and Legislature which have extended their benevolent cares to
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this distant land actuated by a desire to improve its inhabitants; and I therefore humbly trust you will excuse the
liberty I have taken in thus expressing my sentiments to your Lordship.
3
My dear Sir,
Having unexpectedly been informed that Dr. Dutton of the Ship Georgian is about to depart I find myself unable
to prepare a letter that might give you a full account of our Society and our views in forming it. I therefore content
myself at present with an expression of gratitude I feel both for your kind remembrance of me and for the present of
several valuable books which you kindly forwarded to my address in charge of Dr. Dutton. They are duly received
and placed in the Theological Library under the care of the Revd Mr. Adam. I anticipate much advantage from a
perusal of them, though I have hitherto been prevented by other engagements of greater importance from receiving
that satisfaction.
I feel rather surprised than grieved to learn that the harmony and concord which existed among the Friends have
been shaken and interrupted by the illiberal spirit of bigots. Their fondness for the notion of a two fold nature Divine
and human has driven them to this excess. I would not regret much were I separated from the victims to prejudice
who at the expense of reason and common sense and in defiance of Scripture eagerly maintain the idea of a close
union between the pure and unsearchable nature of the Deity and that of man which these very men most
vehemently condemn.
On the same ground and impression the resistance and animosity which I for several years experienced on the
part of my Hindoo neighbors, did not and could not tend to annoy or grieve me much.
I beg to enclose a list of books and pamphlets with which you have favored me & for which I beg to return my
sincere thanks. If you ever write to the respected and venerable Elias Hicks I hope you will oblige me by presenting to
that worthy minister my respectful compliments.
I entreat your acceptance of the two accompanying tracts, one exhibiting a sketch of the notions which the ancient
Hindoos entertained respecting the nature of the Deity, and the other shewing what opinion the intelligent Hindoos
have formed of the strange doctrines inculcated in orthodox pulpits and works.
With my best respect and sincere esteem I remain
My dear Sir
Your’s most faithfully
Rammohun Roy
4
Much has been said and written by persons in the employ of the Honorable East India Company and
others on the subject of the settlement of Europeans in India, and many various opinions have been expressed
as to the advantages and disadvantages which might attend such a political measure. I shall here briefly and
candidly state the principal effects which, in my humble opinion, may be expected to result from this
measure.
I notice, first, some of the advantages that might be derived from such a change.
Firstly, European settlers in India will introduce the knowledge they possess of superior modes of
cultivating the soil and improving its products (in the article of sugar, for example), as has already happened
with respect to indigo, and improvements in the mechanical arts, and in the agricultural and commercial
systems generally, by which the natives would of course benefit.
Secondly, by a free and extensive communication with the various classes of the native inhabitants the
European settlers would gradually deliver their minds from the superstitions and prejudices, which have subjected
the great body of the Indian people to social and domestic inconvenience, and disqualified them from useful
exertions.
Thirdly, the European settlers being more on a par with the rulers of the country, and aware of the rights belonging to
the subjects of a liberal Government, and the proper mode of administering justice, would obtain from the local
Governments, or from the Legislature in England, the introduction of many necessary improvements in the laws and judicial
system; the benefit of which would of course extend to the inhabitants generally, whose condition would thus be raised
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Fourthly, the presence, countenance and support of the European settlers would not only afford to the natives
protection against the impositions and oppression of their landlords and other superiors, but also against any abuse of
power on the part of those in authority.
Fifthly, the European settlers, from motives of benevolence, public spirit and fellow-feeling towards their native
neighbors, would establish schools and other seminaries of education for the cultivation of the English language
throughout the country, and for the diffusion of a knowledge of European arts and sciences; whereas at present the bulk of
the natives (those residing at the Presidencies and some large towns excepted) have no more opportunities of acquiring
this means of national improvement than if the country had never had any intercourse or connexion whatever with
Europe.
Sixthly, as the intercourse between the settlers and their friends and connexions in Europe would greatly
multiply the channels of communication with this country, the public and the Government here would become
much more correctly informed, and consequently much better qualified to legislate on Indian matters than at
present, when, for any authentic information, the country is at the mercy of the representations of comparatively a
few individuals, and those chiefly the parties who have the management of public affairs in their hands, and who
can hardly fail therefore to regard the result of their own labors with a favorable eye.
Seventhly, in the event of an invasion from any quarter, east or west, the Government would be better able to
resist it, if, in addition to the native population, it were supported by a large body of European inhabitants, closely
connected by national sympathies with the ruling power, and dependent on its stability for the continued enjoyment
of their civil and political rights.
Eighthly, the same cause would operate to continue the connexion between Great Britain and India on a solid and
permanent footing; provided only the latter country be governed in a liberal manner, by means of Parliamentary
superintendence, and such other legislative checks in this country as may be devised and established. India may thus,
for an unlimited period, enjoy union with England, and the advantage of her enlightened Government; and in return
contribute to support the greatness of this country.
Ninthly, if, however, events should occur to effect a separation between the two countries, then still the existence` of
a large body of respectable settlers (consisting of Europeans and their descendants, professing Christianity, and
speaking the English language in common with the bulk of the people, as well as possessed of superior knowledge,
scientific, mechanical, and political) would bring that vast empire in the East to a level with other large Christian
countries in Europe, and by means of its immense riches and extensive population, and by the help which may be
reasonably expected from Europe, they (the settlers and their descendants) may succeed sooner or later in enlightening
and civilizing the surrounding nations of Asia.
*
I now proceed to state some of the principal disadvantages which may be apprehended, with the remedies which
I think calculated to prevent them, or at any rate their frequent occurrence.
Firstly, the European settlers being a distinct race, belonging to the class of the rulers of the country, may be apt to
assume an ascendancy over the aboriginal inhabitants, and aim at enjoying exclusive rights and privileges, to the
depression of the larger, but less favored class; and the former being also of another religion, may be disposed to
wound the feelings of the natives, and subject them to humiliations on account of their being of a different creed, colour
and habits.
As a remedy or preventive of such a result, I would suggest: 1st, that as the higher and better educated classes of
Europeans are known from experience to be less disposed to annoy and insult the natives than persons of a lower
class, the European settlers, for the first twenty years at least, should be from among educated persons of character
and capital, since such persons are very seldom, if ever, found guilty of intruding upon the religions or national
prejudices of persons of uncultivated minds; 2nd, the enactment of equal laws, placing all classes on the same footing
as to civil rights, and the establishment of trial by Jury (the jury being composed impartially of both classes), would
be felt as a strong check on any turbulent or overbearing characters amongst Europeans.
The second probable disadvantage is as follows: the Europeans possess an undue advantage over the natives,
from having readier access to persons in authority, these being their own countrymen, as proved by long experience
in numerous instances; therefore, a large increase of such a privileged population must subject the natives to many
sacrifices from this very circumstance.
I would therefore propose as a remedy, that in addition to the native vakeels, European pleaders should be appointed
in the country courts in the same manner as they are in the king’s courts at the Presidencies, where the evil referred to is
consequently not felt, because the counsel and attornies for both parties, whether for a native or a European, have the
same access to the judge, and are in all respects on an equal footing in pleading or defending the cause of their clients.
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The third disadvantage in contemplation is, that at present the natives of the interior of India have little or no
opportunity of seeing any Europeans except persons of rank holding public offices in the country, and officers and
troops stationed in or passing through it under the restraint of military discipline, and consequently those natives
entertain a notion of European superiority, and feel less reluctance in submission; but should Europeans of all ranks and
classes be allowed to settle in the country, the natives who come in contact with them will materially alter the estimate
now formed of the European character, and frequent collisions of interests and conflicting prejudices may gradually
lead to a struggle between the foreign and native race till either one or the other obtain a complete ascendancy, and
render the situation of their opponents so uncomfortable that no government could mediate between them with effect,
or ensure the public peace and tranquility of the country.
Though this may not happen in the interior of Bengal, yet it must be kept in mind, that no inference drawn from the
conduct of the Bengalese (whose submissive disposition and want of energy are notorious) can be applied with justice
to the natives of the Upper Provinces, whose temper of mind is directly the reverse. Among this spirited race the
jarrings above alluded to must be expected, if they be subjected to insult and intrusion—a state of things which would
ultimately weaken, if not entirely undermine, the British power in India, or at least occasion much bloodshed from time
to time to keep the natives in subordination.
The remedy already pointed out (para. 3d, art. 1st. remedy 1st.) will, however, also apply to this case, that is, the
restriction of the European settlers to the respectable and intelligent class already described, who in general may be
expected not only to raise the European character still higher, but also to emancipate their native neighbours from the
long standing bondage of ignorance and superstition, and thereby secure their affection, and attach them to the
government under which they may enjoy the liberty and privileges so dear to persons of enlightened minds.
Some apprehend, as the fourth probable danger, that if the population of India were raised in wealth,
intelligence, and public spirit, by the accession and by the example of numerous respectable European settlers, the
mixed community so formed would revolt (as the United States of America formerly did) against the power of
Great Britain, and would ultimately establish independence. In reference to this, however, it must be observed that
the Americans were driven to rebellion by misgovernment, otherwise they would not have revolted and separated
themselves from England. Canada is a standing proof that an anxiety to effect a separation from the mother country
is not the natural wish of a people, even tolerably well ruled. The mixed community of India, in like manner, so
long as they are treated liberally, and governed in an enlightened manner, will feel no disposition to cut off its
connexion with England, which may be preserved with so much mutual benefit to both countries.
Yet, as before observed, if events should occur to effect a separation, (which may arise from many accidental
causes, about which it is vain to speculate or make predictions), still a friendly and highly advantageous
commercial intercourse may be kept up between two free and Christian countries, united as they will then be by
resemblance of language, religion, and manners.
The fifth obstacle in the way of settlement in India by Europeans is, that the climate in many parts of India
may be found destructive, or at least very pernicious to European constitutions, which might oblige European
families who may be in possession of the means to retire to Europe to dispose of their property to disadvantage, or
leave it to ruin, and that they would impoverish themselves instead of enriching India. As a remedy I would
suggest that many cool and healthy spots could be selected and fixed upon as the headquarters of the settlers,
(where they and their respective families might reside and superintend the affairs of their estates in the favourable
season and occasionally visit them during the hot months, if their presence be absolutely required on their
estates), such as the Suppatoo, the Nielgherry Hills, and other similar places, which are by no means pernicious to
European constitutions. At all events, it will be borne in mind that the emigration of the settlers to India is not
compulsory, but entirely optional with themselves.
To these might be added some minor disadvantages, though not so important. These (as well as the above
circumstances) deserve fair consideration and impartial reflection. At all events, no one will, I trust, oppose me when I
say, that the settlement in India by Europeans should at least be undertaken experimentally, so that its effects may be
ascertained by actual observation on a moderate scale. If the result be such as to satisfy all parties, whether friendly or
opposed to it, the measure may then be carried on to a greater extent, till at last it may seem safe and expedient to throw
the country open to persons of all classes.
On mature consideration, therefore, I think I may safely recommend that educated persons of character and
capital should now be permitted and encouraged to settle in India, without any restriction of locality or any
liability to banishment, at the discretion of the government; and the result of this experiment may serve as a guide
in any future legislation on this subject.
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5
My dear friend,
In conformity with the wish you have frequently expressed, that I should give you an outline of my life, I have
now the pleasure to send you the following very brief sketch.
My ancestors were Brahmans of a high order; and, from time immemorial, were devoted to the religious duties
of their race, down to my fifth progenitor, who, about 140 years ago, gave up spiritual exercises for worldly pursuits
and aggrandizement. His descendants ever since have followed his example, and, according to the usual fate of
courtiers, with various success, sometimes rising to honor and sometimes falling; sometimes rich and sometimes
poor; sometimes excelling in success, sometimes miserable through disappointment. But my maternal ancestors
being of the sacerdotal order by profession, as well as by birth, and of a family than which none holds a higher rank
in the profession, have, up to the present day, uniformly adhered to a life of religious observances and devotion,
preferring peace and tranquility of mind to the excitements of ambition, and all the allurements of worldly grandeur.
In conformity with the usage of my paternal race, and the wish of my father, I studied the Persian and Arabic
languages—these being accomplishments indispensable to those who attached themselves to the Courts of the
Mohammedan Princes; and, agreeably to the usage of my maternal relations, I devoted myself to the study of the
Sanscrit and the theological works written in it, which contain the body of Hindoo literature, law and religion.
When about the age of sixteen, I composed a manuscript calling in question the validity of the idolatrous system of
the Hindoos. This, together with my known sentiments on the subject, having produced a coolness between me and my
immediate kindred, I proceeded on my travels, and passed through different countries, chiefly within, but some beyond,
the bounds of Hindoostan, with a feeling of great aversion to the establishment of the British power in India.
When I had reached the age of twenty my father recalled me, and restored me to his favor; after which I first saw and
began to associate with Europeans, and soon after made myself tolerably acquainted with their laws and form of
government. Finding them generally more intelligent, more steady and moderate in their conduct, I gave up my
prejudice against them, and became inclined in their favor, feeling persuaded that their rule, though a foreign yoke,
would lead more speedily and surely to the amelioration of the native inhabitants; and I enjoyed the confidence of
several of them even in their public capacity.
My continued controversies with the Brahmans, on the subject of their idolatry and superstition, and my interference
with their custom of burning widows, and other pernicious practices, revived and increased their animosity against me;
and through their influence with my family, my father was again obliged to withdraw his countenance openly, though his
limited pecuniary support was still continued to me.
After my father's death I opposed the advocates of idolatry with still greater boldness. Availing myself of the
art of printing now established in India, I published various works and pamphlets against their errors, in the native
and foreign languages. This raised such a feeling against me, that I was at last deserted by every person except
two or three Scotch friends, to whom, and the nation to which they belong, I always feel grateful.
The ground which I took in all my controversies was, not that of opposition to Brahmanism, but to a
perversion of it; and I endeavored to show that the idolatry of the Brahmans was contrary to the practice of their
ancestors, and the principles of the ancient books and authorities which they profess to revere and obey.
Notwithstanding the violence of the opposition and resistance to my opinions, highly respectable persons, both
among my own relations and others, began to adopt the same sentiments.
I now felt a strong wish to visit Europe, and obtain, by personal observation, a more thorough insight into its
manners, customs, religion, and political institutions. I refrained, however, from carrying this intention into effect
until the friends who coincided in my sentiments should be increased in number and strength. My expectations
having been at length realized, in November 1830, I embarked for England, as the discussion of the East India
Company’s charter was expected to come on, by which the treatment of the natives of India and its future government
would be determined for many years to come, and an appeal to the King in Council against the abolition of the practice
of burning widows was to he heard before the Privy Council; and his Majesty the Emperor of Delhi had likewise
commissioned me to bring before the authorities in England certain encroachments on his rights by the East India
Company. I accordingly arrived in England in April 1831.
I hope you will excuse the brevity of this sketch, as I have no leisure at present to enter into particulars; and I
remain,
&c.
Rammohun Roy.
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264.47 Quotations of Chennamma\fn{by Chennamma, Rani of Kittur (1778-1829)} Kakati, nr. Belgaum, Belgaum
District, Karnataka State, India (F) 2
We sent you, through Rajappoon, accounts of the proceedings of the Samsthan,\fn{ The court:H} the receipt of
which communications you have not acknowledged.
You have always known the support which the Samsthan has hitherto received from the gentleman here.\fn{ A
reference to St John Thackery, Principal Collector and political agent for the Southern Mahratta Doab Region of the British East India
Company} He continues to act as he thinks proper. We have never interfered with him in any manner. There is a

certain polite attention due to us which, as of everything else, you are aware of, and which we have always
received from you. Unmindful, however, of the respect to which we are entitled, Sahib Mr. Thackeray requested
an interview with us; we, feeling that the Samsthan was in his hands and that to him we must look for everything,
replied to all respecting which he asked us. He begged for the keys, which we gave to him. Opening the treasury,
he counted the treasure and sealed it with his own seal. The expenses of the Samsthan are great. Many Jungamas
are constantly coming here, for giving alms to whom no appropriate place has been reserved.
We never go out; for friendship’s sake. However, we had an interview with Mr. Thackeray. To this, God has
reduced us. We have endured everything patiently, but to you we look for ordering the continuation of the whole
Samsthan.
Sahib is taking an account of the stables, palkhanas, siledar, sebundies, etc., every minute thing is subject to
scrutiny; we can have nothing that we wish for. We find it, therefore, difficult to remain and show ourselves in the
Samsthan. It rests, therefore, with you to support the Samsthan and maintain its renown. We have placed at the
head of the Samsthan a child “Chiranjeev” in whose name the seal has been engraved. It is now peremptorily
desired that he be sent away. The child was kept in the Samsthan but an opportunity for obtaining orders
respecting him did not occur.
The child was here. What was the usage of the Samsthan to do, was done, and no novelty occurred. It was the
act of the assembled dependants of the Samsthan and the child cannot, therefore be sent away. If he be sent away,
it will not be proper for us to remain.
The tyranny exercised here becoming intolerable, feeling confident that you would relieve our pain and
support our honour, we sent a vakil to represent to Mr. Thackeray, that he having taken charge of the treasury of
the Samsthan and possessed himself of all the deeds and Sannads and having appointed his Mamlatdars, there was
little advantage to us to remain in the Samsthan, that we had heard the promises of making arrangements for us
but, after his proceedings of the nature described, we begged therefore, for permission to go to Poona and
Bombay for the attainment of our wishes and that failing in that quarter we proposed going to Banaras.
To this message we received for answer that as we were about to depart we need not have made the reference
to him and that we might go.
His language towards us differs daily. He is constantly charging the vassals of the Samsthan with wrong. These
persons have lived happily in the service until the present; how are they now to seek for employment elsewhere?
Having been once employed they cannot be discharged. The language described has been altered towards them
who have faithfully and peaceably performed their duties, how can they now be maltreated?
We have written and send you this statement for your information. By ordering Mr. Thackeray to continue the
Samsthan you will acquire fame. The garrisoning of the forts with strangers, your subjects, is a measure now in
contemplation. A rumor of the arrival of troops from Kaladgi has reached us. New servants are taken into employ.
In a word, arrangements are making for no other purpose than the full resumption of the Samsthan. To collect
troops and drive out the child and to meet every word of remonstrance by rigor are acts in contemplation., We
inform you of the circumstances.
Finally, we must look to you to give us possession of the Samsthan, to support us as in former days, and
thereby to acquire renown. Except yourself we have none to assist us. Feeling confidence in you, we have
endured patiently all that has been done to us. Rachappa will inform you of the rest. (55-58)
*
Kittur is ours. We are masters of our own territory. The Britishers say that the adoption is not valid because we
did not take their permission. Where is it stipulated that we should take their permission for taking a son in
adoption? The political agent Mr. Thackeray, in his insolence of power, has said that we have lied regarding the
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adoption. He is prepared to believe the words of a mere servant of the Company like Dr. Bell, but is not prepared
to believe us.
These Britishers have come to our land on the pretext of carrying on trade and now seeing that we are
quarrelling amongst ourselves they want to grab our land and rule over us. They want us to pay them huge sums
of nazarana. They might have vanquished other rulers in this part of the country by their cunning and wicked
maneuvers. If the Peshwaw has done some wrong to us, let us not forget that they are our own kith and kin. Some
day they may realize their follies and join hands with us to drive away these foreigners from our sacred land.
Are these Britishers our kith and kin? Do they belong to our country? Thackeray and his sycophants are
laboring under a great illusion that they can vanquish Kittur, a small state, in no time. They are certainly mistaken.
They do not know that the people of Kittur love freedom more than life. This sacred land of Kittur has been
sanctified by the blood of thousands of martyrs who have fought for independence and held its banner of freedom
flying high all these years.
We are no doubt a small State. Our army compared to the British may be small in number. But they are not
mercenaries. Patriotism and the love of this sacred soil and love of freedom, flows in their veins. Each one of us is
equal to ten of their soldiers. We will tell Mr. Thackeray and Mr. Chaplin that we will not submit to them
whatever be the consequences. Kittur will fight to the last man on its soil. They would die rather than be slaves of
the British. (58-59)
*
The letter sent by you reached us; its purport has been understood. You wrote that you could not see the
advantage that would accrue to us by the detention of the two gentlemen as prisoners, that the circumstance had
only the effect of casting a reflection upon the Sarkar. To this, we reply that the imprisonment of the two
gentlemen is of use to the Samsthan; by their means and their representation to Government we wish that
arrangements should be made for the continuation of the Samsthan according to ancient usage. In this hope they
are retained; all the circumstances of the case are known to these kind gentlemen; they were appointed by Mr.
Thackeray as his agents with authority to conduct the affairs of the Samsthan.
Regarding what you say respecting the dishonor which attaches to the Government by the imprisonment of the
gentlemen, we have to reply that such has never been our wish; or we should not thus long have maintained a
friendship with the British government. For the purpose of conciliation we have hitherto behaved in exact
conformity to the wishes of the Sahib.\fn{Mr. Thackeray} Notwithstanding this, however, he has brought this state
of affairs upon us. What remedy have we?
In reply to your request that the Karbarees should have an interview with you to arrange matters and report the
same to Government, we have to state, you are the person by whom matters should be settled. We have, by letter,
made you acquainted with all the circumstances of the case; we have no apprehensions for the safety of the
Karbarees, should they be sent to you; and when a letter should be received from you intimating that the
Samsthan shall be continued to us as formerly, then the Karbarees shall wait upon you; let the ancient good
feeling towards the Samsthan be continued in you.
What more need we write? You have engaged in this affair. That you will represent to the Government
whatever may benefit the Samsthan is our hope. Upon this score we are not apprehensive. Govind Srinivas will
relate other particulars in person. (108-109)
*
Your letter of yesterday’s date has been received and the communication conveyed through Narasing Rao
Mazumdar understood by us; in neither can we perceive any symptoms of benefit towards the Samsthan. You
desire in your letter that all the people should come forth from the fort loyally disposed towards the Government,
and that, failing to do so, their lives would not be saved.
Mr. Thackeray by his severity brought this present state of affairs on us. We were extremely desirous that
through your coming everything should be continued to us upon the ancient footing, but you, feeling differently
disposed toward us have written as we have mentioned.
You wrote that if we released the gentlemen there would be no war; upon this promise we released the
gentlemen; your horse then began to advance and your battery was prepared to open upon us. Our horses were
then sent out as a picket and four cannon shots were fired at them. We then fired two guns; we committed no
aggression until we had been attacked by you in the first instance.
You wish the fort to be evacuated. To this we reply that we consider you as our superior and could not have
believed that we should have been brought to this condition.
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You wrote that if we did not surrender and declare ourselves loyal subjects of the Government by 10 o’clock
today, you would commence an attack upon us. We were before told by you that there would be no war and were
satisfied that an investigation would be made respecting Mr. Thackeray’s proceedings and that the Samsthan
would be confirmed to us. We can perceive in your last letter, no demonstration of such a result.
You desire us today to declare our allegiance to the British Government. We accompanied and assisted General
Wellesley with our arms. We acted as allies to Major General Sir Thomas Munro, Governor of Belgaum, when he,
feeling satisfied with the assistance that we had afforded, gave us a Sannad for the continuation of our Samsthan
from generation to generation, which\fn{ The text has: with} Sannad by your kindness has been in force up to this
day. What can we now write in reply to your communication, that putting aside investigation you will attack us?
You are superior. Let it be your part to acquire to yourselves renown by supporting us and the 1000 dependents
who are with us; by this course you will be esteemed. We mentioned that we were wholly averse to war. You,
disregarding this feeling, show a disposition to be hostile. When the period given us shall have expired what
remedy have we? It is according to your own pleasure.
Let your favorable disposition towards the Samsthan be continued undiminished.
1780

252.1 Excerpt from Ènugula Veeraswamy’s Journal: 18th May 1830-18th June 1830\fn{by Ènugula Veeraswamy
(c.1780-1836)} Madras?, Tamil Nadu State, India (M) 10
18 May 1830
I left Madras on the 18 th, Tuesday of May in the year 1830 at 9 in the night and camped at Mdhavaratn
village. This place is situated at a distance of about an hour’s journey from my garden at Thandayaruveydu. A
salt canal, which has been bridged, has to be crossed on the way. The water table is high in the soil here. Water
is also sweet and plentiful. The Dravida Vaishnavas who reside here make a living by trading in
samidhas\fn{Twigs used for sacrificial fires and other rituals } and such other materials at Madras.
19 May 1830
Starting on the morning of the 19th, I arrived at Venkatesa Nyadu Choultry, through Palavaya Chathram. This
choultry located near a tank is in a dilapidated state. This place is situated at a distance of about ninety minutes
from Madhavaram. The path is straight and an easy traverse for carts and carriages. There are shops at this place.
I reached Peddapalem this night, crossing Korathalru on the way. The path is straight with several villages on
the route. There is a Sakthi temple in this palem,\fn{Hamlet} where worship is by tamasa practices.\fn{I.e., by blood
sacrifice} This temple is small; the Sakthi here is a small Sivalinga which has manifested itself from the earth.
Worship here is by Sudras. The palem which is on the fringe of a jungle stream, is habitable and an agraharam\fn
{A street or village granted to Brahmins previously by Government for charitable or religious purposes, either rent free, or at a favorable
assessment} of Brahmins. In addition to the Siva temple, there are habitations here of all castes. The palem is at a
distance of sixteen miles from Venkatesa-Nayadu Chathram.
20 and 21 May 830
I stayed at Peddapalem during the day-time and arrived at Tiruvellore on the 20 th night. Korathalru had
to be crossed again en route. From here the path is easy and suitable for use by carts. There is a choultry at
Vengali village on the way. Tiruvellore is a Vishnukshetra. The holy theertham\fn{ Sacred pond for bathing and
ablutions } here is called Hrruthapa Nsinee. Devotees worship at this theertham by making offerings of
jaggery. The smrithis make a mention of the sanctity of this theerthain and especially its efficacy of
atonement of sin. It is a small township where all provisions are available. This place is twenty miles from
Peddapalem. I stayed at this place until the afternoon of the 21 st .
I reached Kanakamma Chathram, a small township by way of Ramanjeri, on the night of the 21 st.
The distance is sixteen miles. The pathway near Ramanjeri is rocky and difficult, while the rest of the pathway is
easy. This choultry was constructed by one Bommakanti Sankarayya. There is an agraharam belonging to
komatis,\fn{Traders; persons belonging to the Vaisya caste} a prosperous people here. The Karve-tinagaram estate
commences from this region. Water here is potable.
22 May 1830
I reached Buggagudi on the 22 nd morning. The path is easy. The distance is twelve miles. This is a holy
place. Three eternal springs—as holy as the Ganges, the Yamuna and Saraswathi—ooze out from the nether
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regions of this shrine and join the river near the shrine. The deities in the shrine bear the same appellations as
in the shrine at Benares.
The shrine is located at a place where there is neither a township nor any habitations. Pilgrims have to
perforce purchase or obtain their victuals from a far-off place and cook their meals in the garden near the
shrine. This is a picturesque place on the banks of the jungle stream, with adequate water facilities.
I reached Puttur this night, by way of Nagari. The distance is twelve miles. The ghat section at Nagari is
rocky and a difficult traverse, though the rest of the way is easy. Nagari is a township. Travelers can obtain
all articles needed by them at this place. Venkatesa Nyadu’s son is persevering to construct a big choultry
here. Puttur however has a choultry bearing the name of Muniyappapillai Chathram.
There is an arrangement here to supply free provisions and victuals to Brahmins, gosains\fn{Religious
mendicants or monks } and bairgis.\fn{Wandering religious mendicants, especially in North India } The officers of the
company have the use of a traveler’s bungalow here. Puttur is a very small township. All articles required are
available for purchase here. Several Brahmins reside at this place. There is a fresh water pond. This is a
charming place with a view of hills all around.
23 May 1830
Crossing Anjalamma pass, I arrived at Vadamalapeta choultry. The distance is eight miles. The ghat
section is rocky but traversing it is not difficult. The Sakthi Anjalamma is worshipped in this pass and
her image is installed in a pandal here. The Lord’s active principle is reflected through this deity, and her
worshippers are being granted all their earthy desires.
The choultry at Vadamalapet was constructed by one Kolla Pedaswmy Chetty. The choultry is spacious and
sadavarthi\fn{An ancient custom according to which charity, especially in choultries and dharmasalas, provided for the free supply of
victuals and necessary provisions to travelers, pilgrims, mendicants, etc. } is being given here to Brahmins only. This place has
become a township. There are several komati houses here; and they have arranged for the free supply of victuals
on a co-operative and contribution basis to bairagis and gosins. In view of this, the place is well-known. The
region between Kanakamma chathram and this place forms part of the Krvetinagaram estate.
I reached Diguva Tirupati that night traveling through Alamelumangapuram. The river Suvarnamukhi has to be
crossed on the way at a distance of about eight miles from Tirupati. Wayfarers have again to walk on a tank bund
for some distance on the route here. The path way is easy with several urbanized villages en route.
23 Sunday to 30 May, Sunday 1830
I stayed at Tirupati for eight days—on 23 rd Sunday, 24 th Monday, 25 th Tuesday, 26 th Wednesday, 27 th
Thursday, 28th Friday, 29 th Saturday and 30 th Sunday. I climbed up the hill on the 26 th Wednesday, and came
down the same day. I gave a religious feast at Kapilatheertham on 27 th Tuesday. I left Tirupati for
Karakambadi, on the morning of 30 th, Sunday.
The shrines of Lord Govindarqajaswami and Lord Kodanda Ramaswami are located at Diguva Tirupati.
The shrine of Lord Kodanda Ramaswami does not get any grant or help from the Government.fn{ Regulation No.
7 of 1817 was in force at that time in the native state. The net proceeds of the temple revenues after meeting expenses (controlled) of
the temple was appropriated by the Government } The shrine of Lord Govindaraja is with achrayapurushas, under the

general control of the Government. About 200 houses of Brahmins belonging to the three different sects are
located here. There is an annachathram\fn{A choultry where free food is supplied } for smarthas here a gift of
Gurunatha Chetty. The Vedas are being taught here in a school founded by Muniyapillai; sixteen pupils in this
school are enjoying the bounty of free-food scholarship here. Sadavarthi is being given here to gosains and
others thanks to the benefactions of Chandulal\fn{ The dewan of Hyderabad [Native] State during this period } and two
other pious souls.
There are two or three ramanujakutams\fn{ Places where followers of Sri Ramanuja particularly and others are
given free offerings of prasad and food } also here and srivaishnavas are given free prasad\fn{ Food and offerings
made to the Lord which are later distributed to devotees } here daily. This is a big place and a township. All articles
are available in the market here. Artisans and workmen with various kinds of skills live here. Panguluru
Gurunatha Chetty and other shaukars\fn{ Rich men or moneyed men usually from the trading community } live here.
Monkeys are a nuisance at this place. The waters of Narasimha theertham only are potable.
Kapilatheertham is located at a distance of fifty minutes from Tirupati and is an enchanting place.
There is a perennial waterfall here and this water is ponded at the bottom of the hill; the theertham itself
is enclosed in a spacious mantapam.\fn{ An open structure with a stone ceiling supported by stone pillars, usually with
ornamental and decorative bas-reliefs, standing both as parts of temples and also apart from them, used for sacred rituals }
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This mantapam is very suitable for giving feasts to Brahmins. The benefactions of Chandulal are to be
particularly mentioned in the sacred places around this region.
In view of the cold, I stayed on the hills during the day time one day only. The distance between
Diguva Tirupati and Tirumalai where the Lord’s temple is located is twelve miles. The ascent up to the
Galigopuram along with the descent from Galigopuram is rather arduous. There is level land thereafter on
the pilgrims walk to the hills. The ascents and descents in the pilgrim’s walk on the rest of the way
however are not as difficult as on the climbs at Galigopuram. There are drinking water facilities and
several mantapams on the way.
A bairagi stationed near the Galigopuram is supplying free buttermilk to pilgrims. An idol of Sri Rama
is being worshipped here by the bairagi at the Galigopuram.
The East India Company is obtaining a lakh of rupees as revenue at the Tirupati temple by way of
offerings made to the Lord. Every proceeding and rite on the hill entails the payment of suitable fees to
the Government here. While the Lord is bestowing his blessings on his devotees cleansing away their
sins, they are also out of pocket due to the system of collection of various fees here.
Lord Srinivasamurti, who has manifested himself here, is a Divyamangalamurti. This Lord, it appears,
has been worshipped from ancient times by celestials and great perso nages. There is a mahant’s matham
here—built very spaciously—which is the headquarters of gosains and baiagis. This mahant\fn{ A title
assumed by some gurus or teachers } has disciples in large numbers.
The houses on the hill are congested and small. The cold wind blows here during the period between
Chaitram and Jyestham. This cold wind is injurious to the health of the inhabitants on the hill. There is
also much nuisance due to monkeys here. Boars also move rather freely among the people on the hills.
During the cold-wind season, men do not stay on the hills in large numbers.
Paying a fee of Rs. 220/- Aratirupavada worship was performed by me, with offerings of prasad to
the Lord.
30 May 1830
th
I reached Karakambadi on the night of the 30 Sunday, covering a distance of less than eight miles. This is
a township under the control of a palegar. The palegar has been granted this and a few other villages by the
East India Company for protection of Tirupati and other places.
Karakambadi is not a convenient place with all facilities; however, in view of the jungle terrain ahead, I
was forced to camp here. Postal facilities are available here. Travelers can obtain the provisions they require
here. There is also a travelers bungalow at this place.
31 May 1830
Starting at 2 a.m. I reached Settigunta on the morning of the 31 st at nine, traveling through a great forest.
Portions of this pathway are rocky. In addition, one has to be on one’s guard against robbers. Two palegar
villages, Mamandur and Krishnapuram, are on the way. Travelers—especially the rich—cannot hope to
traverse this jungle without the assistance of the palegars of the above villages. Even Collectors have not been
able to make this path safe for travelers.
Balapalle is a village located at a distance of two hours from Mamandur. The border of Cuddapah district
commences here. The water of Balapalle is very unhealthy. Two or three big streams, as big as rivers, have to
be crossed here. A ghat has also to be traversed here. The path is rocky and arduous with several ascents and
descents. The forest comprises of thick clusters of wild bamboo groves There is a fresh water pond at
Settigunta. There are also two Brahmin habitations here. This is a small township where provisions needed are
available.
The Collector of Cuddapah has got the path widened from Balapalli after clearing it of jungle; he has also
arranged for thnas en route. The path up to Settigunta is rocky passing through jungle terrain. I however
reached Settigunta accompanied by twenty gunmen, thanks to the good offices of the plegars at Karakambadi.
There is a travelers bungalow at Balapalli.
Starting at three in the day time and covering a distance of eight miles, I arrived at a choultry near Koduru
agraharam. Koduru is a small town. There is a travelers bungalow here. There are no Brahmin habita tions at
this place. It is very difficult to get one’s requirements at this place. There are no shops and the Brahmins here
are not helpful.
1 June 1830
Starting at 5 o’clock, I reached Vorambadu at 9 o’clock, after covering a distance of eight miles. This is a
small township where all provisions are available. There is a traveler’s bungalow here. The path is easy. There
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are two routes to Koduru from Settigunta, one a footpath with several villages on the way and another a military
track through the forest. Palanquins can also move on the first track which has to be covered by foot. After
leaving Koduru, one has no worry of jungle terrain. There are several villages en route. Water facilities are
available. The cultivation of crops is evident from Koduru onwards. There are also innumerable tamarind
trees everywhere.
One of my palanquin bearers and another luggage carrier were down with fever as a result of their
drinking unhealthy water from a hill stream at Balapalli; I therefore had to halt at Vorambadi in the
afternoon. I noticed a Srinivasamurti-Padam near the above hill-stream at the Balapalli ghat. Pilgrims
from the western lands can reach the Lord on the Hills, from this place.
Starting today at 3 o’clock, I reached Pullampeta, a distance of about ninety minutes, within an hour of
nightfall. This is a small township. There is a traveler’s bungalow here. There are Brahmin habitations.
2 June 1830
Again getting up at 3 o’clock in the morning and covering a distance of 16 miles broad, I arrived at Nandalur
soon. The pathway is in good condition. The river Cheyyaru near this town is broad and can be crossed within
half an hour. There are shrines on both the banks of this river. This is a sacred place. Sri Parusurama is said to
have atoned the sin of assassination of his mother here.
Atthirala along with its agraharam is located at a distance of an hour from here. This place is overflowing with
Muslims. There is a travelers bungalow here. This is a small township where all provisions are available. The
facility of Brahmin habitations is available. I stayed here the whole day.
3 June 1830
Awaking early in the morning at 2 o’clock and covering a distance of 16 miles, I arrived at Bhakaraopet at
nine. The path is easy but rocky. The route runs by the side of hills. The jungle here has several dried-up trees
and shrubs. There is a village by name Vontimitta on the way. There is also a big tank here, with the hills as
bunds on all its four sides. The road runs on the tank bund here, with the hills as bunds on all its four sides.
There are several interesting shrines at Vontimitta. This is a semi-urban village with a traveler’s bungalow.
Bhakaraopet is a small township where all provisions are available.
It is rocky everywhere here. The convenience of a Brahmin habitation is absent. Starting again at 3 o’clock
I arrived at Cuddapah at nine the same night. Several hills and ghats have to be traversed on the way. The
pathway is very rocky and drinking water facilities are absent.
4 to 6 June 1830
I stayed at Cuddapah on the 3 rd Thursday, 4th Friday, 5th Saturday and 6 th Sunday. This is a good
township. All kinds of artisans and workmen live here. The District Court and the Collector’s office are
located here. There are habitations of all castes here. There is a river flowing near the township. A fresh
water spring is located in the center of the town. The town is full of small lanes. A military regiment along
with its offices is stationed here on one side. The civilian officers are stationed in one part of the town.
On my arrival I was well received at Cuddapah and the courtesy of returning calls, calling on the officers of
the company and collection of medicines from the regimental center made me stay at this place for all these days.
7 June 1830
Starting at 5 in the morning at Cuddapah, I reached Pushpagiri at 9. Traveling on this pathway was easy. I had
to cross a river at Cuddapah. During rains, this river is in floods quickly but the floods abate soon. Pushpagiri is a
sacred place on the banks of the river Pinkini. There is a picturesque temple on the banks of the river near the
hills. This is a sacred place suitable for the relinquishment of ashes and bones, remains of the mortal coil after
death’s toll of life The Pushpagiriswami who is the peetadhipathi for smarthas has his abode here. There are nineteen Brahmin habitations here. The Brahmins here appear to be Vedanthis.
All provisions are available in the nearby township, only nothing being available at this place. The town how ever can be entered into after crossing the river. The river has to be again crossed by one to be back on the road.
This is a fine place.
I started again at 3 in the evening and after crossing the streams of the river, arrived at Kajipet a distance of
about two hours. The path is not in a good condition. Kajipet is a small township. Convenient houses are not to be
found here; some Brahmins reside here, all the same.
8 June 1830
Awaking at 3 in the morning and covering a distance of twelve miles I arrived at Duvvur at 9 the same
morning. The path is not across jungle terrain and one notices vast open spaces and cultivated land. Duvvur has
several convenient habitations and chavadies. It is a compact township where all articles are available. This is a
part of Cuddapah district.
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Leaving this place at 3 that afternoon and covering a distance of two hours, I arrived at Vengali village before
twilight. There are several big houses and chvadies here along with a township nearby. This is owned by the
Nawb of Kandanur. This and a few other villages have been given as a jagir for service to Sardar Roop Singh.
Hill people belonging to the blacksmith caste manufacture iron from iron ore from Duvvur onwards.
9 June 1830
It was raining on this morning and therefore, I started at 12 noon, with the assistance of a few guides, and
left for Ahobalam at a distance of twelve miles and reached that place about a few minutes before sunset. It was
an easy road. I had to cross a small river, one hill stream and several other streams on the way. There are
several villages on the way. It was easy going though the path ran through forests.
This kshetra comprises of Eguva Ahobalam and Diguva Ahobalam lying at a distance of ninety minutes
from each other. There is a sacred steel pillar on a hill near Eguva Ahobalam. There is only a footpath across
thick forests to this place. This place is not accessible by any kind of mounted conveyance.
Lord Narasimhamurty is said to have manifested Himself from this pillar. Several stone idols of this Lord
found in this area and on the hill, are being worshipped by devotees
This place is under the control of the Ahobalam Jiyyar residing at Kumbakonam. His representative is in
charge of this place and is residing at Bachepalle at a distance of four miles from Ahobalam. This
representative has arranged for worship of the Lord here by two archakas\fn{Officiating priests} at both the places
of Eguva Ahobalam and Diguva Ahobalam, on a monthly salary of rupees six each. The expenditure of the
temple is met out of the allowances remitted now and then by the Jiyyar. Raja Chandulal has however
sanctioned a largesse of rupees one thousand per annum for expenses on the temple.
It is rather arduous for palanquins, to go up to Eguva Ahobalam. There are several huts belonging to sudras
at Diguva Ahobalam. Even these habitations are not to be seen at Eguva Ahobalam. Pilgrims have to reside in
the precincts of the shrines here.
This is a thick forest area, injurious to health and therefore men are afraid of residing here. There is also fear
of wild animals. The temple area is in a rather unsatisfactory condition with growth of thorny bushes, jilledu\fn
{Calotropis Gigantea} etc. The Brahmotsavam is celebrated here in the month of Phalguna when devotees arrive
here in large numbers.
During this period, the receipts amount to four hundred varahas. The Nawab of Kandanur appropriates all
these fees and thereafter neglects the maintenance of the shrines. It can be said that Bhakti is radiant among
devotees only due to the activating principle and Self-luminous Light of the Lord and not in response to any
ritualistic worship performed here to the Lord.
Provisions are not available at these two places; all victuals starting from salt have to be carried from
Bachepalle
I halted here this night. Bachepalle is under the control of the East India Company. A good village.
10 June 1830
I stayed here till 12 noon. After worshipping the Lord with such materials as were available, I started from
Srirangapuram at 1 in the afternoon after lunch. The distance covered was twelve miles. It was an easy
path but one which passed through thick forests. Rudravaram is a village on the way. It is urbanized
and a part of Cuddapah district. All provisions are available at this township. Liquor shops are also to
be found here. There are Brahmin habitations. Sri Rangapuram is a Company village with small
houses without drinking water facilities.
11 June 1830
Awaking early morning at three and proceeding further a distance of twelve miles I reached the holy
place of Mahanandi. This was an easy path with urbanized villages of Mahadevapuram and Basava puram on
the way. This place is located in the midst of a very thick forest on the fringe of a hill. There are several
fruit-bearing trees around the temple. Not even a hut is to be seen near the shrine.
All requirements and provisions have to be taken by one from Basavapuram. Even starting a fire (for
culinary purposes) is a problem here. People are prohibited to halt here at night. The holy waters of the
Kshetra-theertham flow under the Sivalinga here, get collected in a trough and flow out thereafter.
This theertham of the temple is magnificent. This is a place which has manifested itself as laid down in
the sastras. The archaka here belongs to the thambala class of worshippers of Siva. Devotees however,
according to custom are permitted to worship the Lord and perform abhisekam themselves.
The archaka arrives every day early in the morning, the doors of the sanctum sanctorum are unlocked and
then the temple is open for worship. Gosins and bairagis reside here from one to three days and worship the
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Lord. I stayed here till two in the afternoon and proceeding further after lunch arrived by nightfall at a place
called Bandathukuru.
Regadi thorn bushes abound here for a distance of eight miles. I had to cross a small river and several
streams on the way. There is no jungle on the way. This place is a part of the Kandanuru estate. All
provisions are available here. There are also large habitations at this place.
I noticed that cows are not milked at all in this region. The cows with calves are allowed to graze out. The
people of this region have buffalo cattle in plenty for milking purposes. It is remarkable that they take pains
to look after these cattle by giving them good cattle sheds, more convenient than their own habitations.
Paddy is not cultivated in this region. Dry crops however are cultivated extensively; the cultivators are hardworking. Brahmins here have an easy livelihood depending on their lands.
12 June 1830
Awaking at four in the morning, I reached Velapanuru at a distance of eight miles. The pathway passes through
a region of black clay. There is not much of jungle here and traveling is easy enough. There are big habitations at
this place including cloth shops. All articles are available in the bazaar here. The Brahmins here are good and
helpful. The village karnam, by name Seshappa, a pious soul, is well known for his annadana—i.e. feeding
the poor and the needy. The officers of the Nawab also reside here. Drinking water facilities are not
satisfactory. A place called Omkaram at a distance of five miles from here is located in the middle of the
forest.
I started at 2 o’clock in the afternoon and covering a distance of eight miles arrived at a place called
Vempenta, a little before twilight time. The road is across jungle terrain and there is fear of wild animals. The
soil here is a mixture of barns and clays. A place called Chebhandu forming part of the Nawab’s estate is on
the way. The habitations here are small. Provisions are not available here in plenty.
13 June 1830
Starting at day break and covering a distance of eight miles, I reached Atmakur. This place is a part of the
estate of the Nawab of Kandanur. His officials stay here. The Kandanur Nawb has divided his estate into four
metis and has appointed an amaldar for each such sub-taluk. A portion of the estate has been given to his
dependents as jagir en lieu of payment by way of salary.
This Nawb pays a revenue of a lakh rupees a year to the East India Company. His estate is under the control of
the Collector of Bellary district. A representative of the Collector, a vakil, stays at Kandanur.
The Nawb has established a kazi-court for his people here. Thus the courts of the East India Company are not
operative here. It is however rumored here that he is not paying the salaries of his employees regularly. These
employees are paid small amounts only.
The work of the taluk amaldars is supervised by a superior, one Akhbar Nivees; consequently the subordinate
officials do not have much initiative in ensuring efficient work nor confidence.
Atmakur is a great place according to hearsay; however it is actually a small township. A shandy is conducted
here every Sunday While the reputation is that any article would be available in the shandy market here, actually,
articles useful for travelers are not at all available in adequate quantities while other articles in which travelers are
not interested are available.
Archakas of Srisailam and others who collect fees from pilgrims are located here. According to hearsay,
Srisailam is at a distance of thirty-two miles from this place. No provisions are available on this way though there
are several villages on this route. It is therefore essential that wayfarers should take all their requirements along
with them. Articles forgotten by oversight are sure to be in short supply on the way!
The fees to be paid on the Srisailaytra are collectable by the Nawab of Kandanur. The rates of fees during the
Sivarthri Utsavams are Rs.7/- for a group of sudras, Rs. 5/- for a horse, Rs. 3/- for abhishekam,\fn{For giving an idol
a ritualistic bath} Rs.3/- for vahanaradostavam (including on non-Utsavam days), Rs.3/- for dharpanasevotsavam
etc. There are four pathways to Srisailam. The distance by way of these paths to Srisailam is thirty-two miles
each; verily this is how the Lord would have it! The pathways pass through very thick forests. One pathway
is by way of Nellore and necessitates the ascent of Chukkalaparvaiham en route. The second is across
Cumbhum and Dupati requiring the traversing again of Chukkalaparvatham on the way. The third is suitable to
be taken by the people of the western region necessitating their crossing of the river Krishna. This river bears the
name of Pathala Ganga and flows at the bottom of Srisailam. A pilgrim would have to ascend and descend
Srisailam for a distance of four miles to reach this Pathala Ganga site; a portion of this distance can be done on
dholis.\fn{Carriages used to transport people on hills, the swing being carried by men } As the steps on the pilgrim’s walk are
rather steep and large sized, ascent and descent on this way is rather arduous. It is necessary for the pilgrims to
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reach Srisailam by walk only on all the other routes even during the period of Utsavas except by way of the
Atrnakur road taken by me.
It is not however possible for pilgrims to traverse these paths at will at any time. The fear of wild animals and
the Chenchus on the way has to be borne in mind.
These Chenchus are jungle men all right but they are accustomed to live on the charity of the pilgrims
here. The Utsavam of Pallaki seva is performed at Srisailam every day from Sivarathri to the month of
Chaitra. During the month of Chaitra tamasa worship is performed for Mother Brahmas ramba at Srisailam,
and thereafter the flow of pilgrims to Srisailam stops. After Chaitra, one or two archakas only visit
Srisailam by teams from Atmakor. They also do not stay at Srisailam for long periods. It is said that the
water here disagrees with one’s constitution resulting in fever, mahodaram, sobha and such other diseases.
There are twenty Chenchu huts at Srisailam near the shrine. These Chenchs leave their habitations
during the month of Bhadrapadha and migrate to healthier places, to avoid the nuisance of flies, which is
unbearable.
There are about one hundred cows for the Lord at Srisailam near the temple; consequently good milk and
curds can be seen only at Srisailam after leaving Cuddapah. At other places on the way, one only sees cows
and not cow-products. These cows are not milked at all, the mother’s milk being left for the calves. In spite
of cattle being given all attention in this region, local people here have to purchase bulls fit for cultivation
from traders of Nellore area. The buffaloes in this region are fit only for milking purposes and not for
cultivation. The bullocks are purchased paying prices varying between ten and twenty varahs.
The inhabitants of Atmakur have been accustomed to meet the High and the Low, in view of the
advantage of their location; however, instead of utilizing this opportunity and being generally helpful, they
are past masters in the art of neglect and unhelpfulness. Travelers here can get accommodation only from
the two homes of the laganya Brahmins, Devi-Archakas—and also from a jangam who is the archaka of the
Lord. Others in the village are not helpful and do not accommodate travelers, whatever be their status.
There are two or three temple precincts and chavadis where one could get accommodation if hard
pressed for a night’s shelter. Learning that it would be possible to reach Srisailam on the mounted
conveyances of this town, I arranged for three dholies at the rate of rupees two each for my use.
The dholies were manufactured by the carpenter of the town within a day. There is a difference of a
quarter of a rupee in the values of the local rupee and the rupee of Chennapatnam. Paying the local
rupees instead of the city rupee, I fixed up eight palanquin bearers at the rate of rupees four each for the
outward and return journeys from Srisailam. Eight Uppada boyees, (two boyees to carry the luggage of
the Uppada boyees and six of my luggage carriers) accompanied me on my trip to Srisailam. One other
luggage carrier accompanied us to carry the luggage and victuals of the luggage carriers. In addition, I
was accompanied by 15 Brahmins; food for them for five days was also carried in our entourage.
I stayed at Atmakur on Monday the 14 th and 15th June 1830 with all the above-mentioned paraphernalia; I left
Atmakur on 15th Tuesday and covering a distance of ten miles I reached Nagulotigudi. The small villages of
Radhapuram, Krishnapuram, Venkatapuram and Siddhapuram are on the way. Chenchus and others reside here.
The road from there to Venkatpuram is again easy but passes through very thick forests on both sides.
The Nawab’s men collect a fee of three dabbulu for each person, apparently for the benefit of the Chenchus.
Each dabbu is equal to two duddus of Chennapatnam. Annas, half-rupees and quarter-rupees are not available
here. It is therefore necessary to carry small change for rupees in this area. An anna is equivalent to 3 dabbus.
These dabbus show signs of much wear and tear similar to the wear and tear of the duddus of Lingisetti of a
township on the way.
Mounted conveyances and others can reach Ngulotigudi without difficulty. The Chenchs of Naguloti and
Siddhapuram are second to none in the skilled art of hunting. Nagulotigudi is a convenient camping place with
water facilities. The deity in the shrine is Veerabhadra Swami. A jangam from Atmakur performs the puja of the
deity twice a week.
After lunch in the afternoon, I started at 1 p.m. and, covering a distance of ten miles, reached a town called
Peddhacheruvu at 9 p.m. The pathway up to a distance of two miles from Nagulotigudi is arduous, with steep
ascents and descents. The steps on the way are constructed well. A distance of four miles thereafter does not
have the ascents and descents though the pathway is rocky with thick forests on both sides. In view of the
forests, palanquins cannot be taken on this route, due to the overhanging branches of trees. After crossing this
rocky way, the road is wide enough on level ground for use even by horse-drawn carriages.
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On the return trip, one finds the road at Peddacheruvu branching off in three directions. Unless one is
accompanied by Chenchu guides, one is apt to lose one’s way. To reach Nagulotigudi, the pathway on the left
has to be taken avoiding the pathways branching to the right. Shelters of any kind and water facilities are not
available on the road strips between Peddacheruvu and Srisailam and Nagulotigudi and Cheskoni.
Peddacheruvu has ten huts belonging to the local hunters, which can just accommodate swine. No other
shelter is available. The tank here is very pretty with lotus flowers in it. I have not seen such a big pond after
leaving the Koneru waters of Chennapatnam. Travelers have to cook their food on this tank bund, and eat their
meals here; if it rains they have to sit in the huts aforementioned.
One of the Chenchu boya-hunters here is the owner of these huts with the title of a Nyaka. This Nyaka is a
pious soul. He collects a fee of three dabbus from each wayfarer on behalf of his master, the Nawab; however
he helps the needy and the starving pilgrim by giving him gifts of free rice along with cooking facilities
needed. Pilgrims on the outward and return journeys have perforce to camp at this place.
On my return journey, I learned that a spacious chavadi could be built here at a cost of Rs. 10/-. I therefore
arranged with the Nyaka for the putting up of such a chavadi. According to customs, such chavadis are
constructed with bamboo mats and such other wooden materials available in the forest. I believe what I paid
was sufficient for a good chavadi.
After cooking our meals on this tank bund that night, I rested in one of the huts, as it was drizzling all
night. I started again on my journey the next morning.
16 June 1830
I reached Srisailam on the 16 th after covering a distance of ten miles from Peddacheruvu. The ascent started
immediately after Peddacheruvu. The ascents and descents on the way covered a distance of 2 miles. Steps were,
however, carved out on the path and the traveling was not very arduous.
There was forest on this strip of the road on both sides. Thereafter a distance of two miles had to be covered on
level land. The path was rocky. Thereafter there was a steep ascent and descent at Bheemuni Kollam, with steps
again carved out on the way.
I found a stream flowing in a canyon here. The path took seven curves here involving the trekking up of a
mountain with about 2000 steps. This journey would be taxing to anyone unused to such trekking, resulting in an
uncomfortable sensation of giddiness and a feeling of eyes moving in whorls. The steps however cover the entire
ascending pathway, with mountain views on all sides.
After covering a distance of about four miles in this manner, the pathway is on level—but rocky—land up to
Srisailam. The trekking up these mountainous regions can easily be manipulated in dholies with six palanquin
bearers of Tirupati for each dholi. This ascent however is not so arduous as the flight at the Galigopuram of
Tirupati. The nine Uppada palanquin-bearers who accompanied me carried my dholi here with ease. The ascent at
the hill after leaving Naguloti was more arduous than the ascent of the mountain, which had to be covered later,
discouraging wayfarers even at the beginning, though the path thereafter was easier.
The Uppada palanquin-bearers were as good as the palanquin-bearers of Athmakur in trekking up this difficult
terrain. The Athmakur palanquin-bearers appeared to be unaccustomed to this arduous track, probably due to their
being employed less often, once a year usually, compared to the Tirupati palanquin-bearers. The dholi made to
order for me by me had a width of 2 feet as in the case of Bengal palanquins, and this dholi could make a trip to
Srisailam without difficulty, the only worry being whether the branches of the trees on both sides of the pathway
would be in one’s way.
I learned that the Nawab of Kandanur and others travel on this way in palanquins of the kind used by me. Being
influential, they must have, however, arranged for the lopping off of the interfering branches on their way, by
making advance clearance arrangements of such impediments.
17 June 1830
I was in the kalyana mantapam of the Srisailam shrine on the 17 th Thursday evening by 3. Once there was a
great township around this shrine. It is said that the houses of the courtesans itself numbered about 360 at this
place. This township then fell into ruins. The wells in the houses are in dilapidated condition. The walls that
remain here and there stand in testimony of this past.
It is said that 5,000 years ago one Anavema Reddi reaped a harvest of gold cereals here, by the grace of
God. He is said to have covered the Lord’s sanctum sanctorum, the Mukhamantapam, Vimanam,
Dhwajasthambam etc., with gold plating. These can be seen in a ruined condition now.
The temple has two prakaras. Sivaleela carvings and bas relief on the theme of love are to be found on
the outer prakara wall, on all the four sides of the temple depicting the skill of the sculptor’s hand. The bas
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relief are not to be found on the more rocky portions. The arches as on a fort are to be seen on the prakara
top. An image is found to be carved for each such arch. The inner prakara inside the temple is in a ruined
condition. The mantapas are in a similar condition.
The worship and nivedana to the Lord along with the offering of lights is according to the pleasure of
the archakas here and not at all an established daily routine. Brahmins, however, can touch the Lord and
perform abhishekam and naivedyam. Worship, however, at the temple of Devi Bhramaramba is being done
regularly by the mirasi-archakas who reside in the temple precincts.
This archaka-clerk does not usually last for more than a year; whether it is due to the disease prevalent
in this area or whether due to some failure on the part of his worship is not clear. However, a Brahmin by
name Rajasri Botlu, aged about fifty, has been surviving here as archaka and ekangi for the last five years
and this is amazing!
The Lord’s lingam in the temple is about as high as the span of a hand from the floor. The five sikharas\fn
{Tops} of the vimanam\fn{The upper dome of a temple over the sanctuary } on all its four sides are in a ruined state. The
sikhara in the center is available for darshan by pilgrims. On this way, the sikharadarsan is not possible until
the pilgrim actually enters the temple. However, the pilgrim on the Nellore-Cumbham route obtains such a view
at a distance of 6 miles from the temple at a high place called Sikhareswaram.
The Chenchus residing near the temple, like the Chenchus at Atmakur, are arrogant. Their habitations,
which are only huts, are located on an elevated place very near the Bhramaramba shrine and the shrine for
Lord Mallikarjunaswmi. The image of the Mother Bhramaramba is small, beautiful and in the seated pose. A
srichakram has been installed on the step of this deity’s sanctum sanctorum.
There are eleven iheerthams in the temple. Water oozing out of the hills and flowing underground make up
the waters of the theertham and flow out thereafter. Mantapams have been built over every theertham to keep
away the sun’s heat. No theertham is deeper than the height up to a man’s knees. The waters are said to be
unhealthy according to local versions. The water is clear though very cold.
The receipts of this temple are about Rs. 18,000 a year but the Kandanur Nawab who receives this revenue
does not bother about the requirements of the temple in the least. Fees are payable even on the expenditure on
repairs undertaken by anyone. Raja Chandulal has abandoned some work taken up by him, disgusted with these
pressures. He has arranged for the engaging of six Brahmins at a monthly salary of Rs. 6/- for the daily
abhishekam of the Lord.
It is said that Mahishasura was destroyed by Bhramaramba and the area in which this took place came to be
called Mahisuru, or Mysore. After mahishasura mardhanam, Mother Bhramaramba is said to have entered
Srisailam.
Mysore is therefore treated as her place of birth, and as such people of Mysore need not pay any fees here.
Jangams, Brahmins and other reverend persons need not pay any fees here.
Jungle shrubs have sprung up all over the place in the temple precincts; this area is also infested with snakes
and tigers. There is no one to clear the jungle and set things right here. In cases of devotees dedicating jewels,
clothes etc., to the Lord and the Mother, an equal value is collected from them by way of fees, and subsequently
even these are appropriated by the Nawab of Kandanuru.
Keeping this in view, the East India Company in Tirupati has perhaps to be given more credit, remembering
the Sanskrit sloka
“Aho Gunavathi, Bharya, Bhandmulyam, Nayachatha.”\fn{The consort that does not deprive one of one’s capital by
asking for it is a gunavathi; i.e., one endowed with right conduct}
This is the period of Kali and obviously the Lord could do no better favor than giving his devotees the fruit of
their actions. This is a place famous as one to be worshipped by one and all. It is said in the puranas that the very
sight of the Lord’s temple sikharam will release man from rebirth.
I was grateful to the Lord that I had been given the opportunity to visit this holy place and worship the Lord’s
chaitanya.\fn{Active Principle}
I left this place at 3 in the morning and reached Bhimunikollanu and Peddacheruvu easily as it was only a case
of descents on the way. I stayed that night at Peddacheruvu and starting on the morning of 18 th Friday at 6:30,
reached Naguloti by nine. I started there again at 3 o’clock after lunch and reached Atmakur by six in the evening.
1793
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264.35 Quotations of Rani Rasmani\fn{by Rani Rasmani (1793-1861)} Kona Village, nr. Nibra, Howrah District,
West Bengal State, India (F) -1
Yes, you are right. But it is very difficult to get such a faithful person. … That would be nice. But at present I
do not know how much money and property I have, and how much money has been given out in loans. I know
that my husband lent you two hundred thousand rupees. If I could get back that money now, it would be very
helpful to me. … I am a widow and my property is not large. It would be discourteous of me to request a
venerable person like you to be my manager. My sons-in-law are the heirs of this estate and they will manage it.
(6-7)\fn{These numbers are the pages of the book from which the quotations have been absracted:H }
*
The road is mine. Without receiving compensation I shall not allow anyone to pass through it. (8)
*
How much money do you want? How many are there in your group? … I don’t have any cash right now.
Tomorrow evening I shall send twelve thousand rupees to you. If you are unwilling to accept this offer then take
my gold necklace and these few silver vessels. (10-11)
*
The young priest is not to blame. Do not take any action against him. … You do not understand it. The Divine
Mother herself punished me, and thus illumined my heart. (15)
*
Remove, remove these lights. I don’t care for this artificial illumination any more. Now my Mother has come
and the brilliance of her form has illumined the whole place. … Mother, you have come! (16)

† Dakshineswar Kali Temple in Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India. Built in 1855. †
1794

Excerpt from The History Of India: From The Earliest Period To The Close of Lord Dalhousie’s Administration:
“Early History To The Ghuzni Invasion”\fn{by John Clark Marshman (1794-1877)} Bristol, Bristol Unitary
Authority, England, United Kingdom (M) 9\fn{He was taken at the age of 5 by his parents to Serampore, Hooghly District, West
Bengal State, India (M), where he became fluent in Bengali, returning to England permanently only in 1855. W says of him: “On his death
it is said that he had known as much about Indian affairs as if he had been the personal assistant to four successive Viceroys. … Marshman
was a student of Indian history and he wrote what was for many years the only history of Bengal. He was also long engaged on the writing
of the history of India; his reading was very wide and he was a distinguished Oriental scholar. He studied Chinese (like his father) and
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knew the major Sanskrit poems. He also gave much attention to Persian. All this entitles him to an exception to the general rule requiring
authors to be born in the country to which they have been accredited. I have not attempted to modernize his spelling or italicize the foreign
expressions he uses: all the italics used are in the text:H }

India is bounded on the north and the east by the Himalayu mountains, on the west by the Indus, and on the
south by the sea. Its length from Cashmere to Cape Comorin is 1,900 miles; its breadth from Kurrachee to Sudiya,
in Assam, 1,500 miles. The superficial contents are 1,287,000 miles, and the population, under British and native
rule, is now\fn{This book was published in 1867} estimated at 200,000,000. It is crossed from east to west by a chain of
mountains called the Vindya, at the base of which flows the Nerbudda. The country to the north of this river is
generally designated Hindostan, and that to the south of it the Deccan. Hindostan is composed of the basin of the
Indus on one side, and of the Ganges on the other, with the great sandy desert on the west, and an elevated tract
now called, from its position, Central India. The Deccan has on its northern boundary a chain of mountains
running parallel with the Vindya, to the south of which stretches a table land of triangular form, terminating at
Cape Comorin, with the western Ghauts, on the western coast, and the eastern Ghauts, of minor altitude, on the
opposite coast. Between the Ghauts and the sea lies a narrow belt of land which runs round the whole peninsula.
*
Of the ancient history or chronology of the Hindoos there are no credible memorials. The history was compiled
by poets, who drew on their imagination for their facts, and the chronology was computed by astronomers, who
have made the successive ages of the world to correspond with the conjunctions of the heavenly bodies. The age
of the world is thus divided into four periods: the sutyu yogu, extending to 1,728,000, and the second, or treta
yogu, to 1,296,000 years; the third, or the dwapur yogu, comprises 864,000 years; and the fourth, or kulee yogu, is
predicted to last 432,000 years. A kulpa, or a day of Brumha, is composed of a thousand such periods, or
4,320,000,000 years. Extravagant as these calculations may appear, they are outdone by the Burmese, who affirm
that the lives of the ancient inhabitants extended to a period equal to the sum of every drop of rain which falls on
the surface of the globe in three years. The dates given for the first three ages must, therefore, be rejected as
altogether imaginary, while the commencement of the fourth, or present age, which corresponds, to a certain
degree, with the authentic eras of other nations, may be received as generally correct.
*
India is designated by native writers Bharutvursu, from king Bharut, who is said to have reigned over the
whole country. That he did not enjoy universal monarchy in India is certain, though he was doubtless one of the
earliest and most renowned of its rulers; but this fact loses all historical value when we are told in the shasters that
he reigned ten thousand years, and, on his death, was transformed into a deer. Thus do we plod our way through
darkness and mystery; at every step fact is confounded with fable, and all our researches end only in conjecture.
The original settlers are identified with the various tribes of Bheels, Coles, Goads, Meenas, and Chooars, still
living in a state almost of nature, in the forests of the Soane, the Nerbudda, and the Muhanuddee, and in the hills
of Surgooja and Chota Nagpore. Their languages have no affinity with the Sanscrit, and their religion differs from
Hindooism. In those fastnesses, amidst all the revolutions which have convulsed India, they have continued to
maintain, unchanged, their original simplicity of habits, creed, and speech. They were apparently driven from the
plains by fresh colonies of emigrants; and these were in their turn conquered by the Hindoos, who brought their
religion and language with them from regions beyond the Indus, and, having reduced the inhabitants to a servile
condition, branded them with the name of soodras. Of the four Hindoo castes, three are designated the twice born,
which seems to indicate that they all belonged to the conquering race, although the term is now applied
exclusively to brahmins. In the Institutes of Munoo reference is also made to cities governed by soodras, which
the twice born were forbidden to enter, and the allusion evidently applies to soodra chiefs, who continued to
maintain their independence after the Hindoo invasion.
The Hindoos who originally crossed the Indus took possession of a small tract of land, 100 miles north-west of
Delhi, about 65 miles by 30, which was considered the residence of gods and holy sages, while the brahmins
appear to have subsequently occupied the country north of the Jumna and the Ganges, stretching to the confines
of north Behar. The India of the Vedas, of Munoo, and the earliest writers was exclusively confined to the region
north of the Nerbudda, and comprised but a small portion even of that limited quarter. It was in the north that the
four places of greatest sanctity were situated during the early ages, though the Deccan now contains many places
of distinguished merit. The north was also the seat of the solar and lunar races, the scene of chivalrous adventures,
and the abode of all those who are celebrated in the legends, the mythology, and the philosophy of the Hindoos.
Even in the polished age in which the Ramayun and the Muhabharut were composed, the south was the land of
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fable, the dwelling of bears and monkeys and it was not till a very late period that these apes and goblins and
monsters were transformed into orthodox Hindoos. It must, therefore, be distinctly borne in mind that the
revolutions described in the sacred books of the Hindoos belong to Hindostan, and not to the Deccan.
*
Some of the Poorans describe India as having been formerly divided into ten kingdoms; of these five were
situated in Hindostan, – Suruswuttee, comprising the Punjab; Cunouj, embracing Delhi, Agra, and Oude; Tirhoot,
from the Coosee to the Gunduk; Gour, or Bengal, with a portion of Behar; and Guzerat, which evidently included
Candesh, and part of Malwa. Five are assigned to the Deccan, – Muharastru, or the Mahratta country on the
western coast, and Orissa on the eastern coast; Telingana, lying between the Godavery and the Kistna; Dravira, or
the Tamul country, stretching down to Cape Comorin; and Carnata on the western face of the peninsula. In
correspondence with these divisions, which are comparatively modern, ten languages, of similar names, are
enumerated as being current in them. Of these, the language of the five divisions of Hindostan, as well as the
Mahratta and the Orissa are branches of the Sanscrit, modified by the mixture of local and foreign words, and new
inflections. The Teloogoo – spoken in Telingana – as well as the Tamul and the Carnata belong, however, to a
distinct family, and the only Sanscrit words found in them are those which have reference to religious
observances. The brahmins, crossing the Indus, brought their own language from the west, where it was in
constant use – as the ancient inscriptions in Persia testify – and diffused it through the north of India in connection
with their religion. It thus became gradually mixed up with the dialects of the different provinces, which at length
lost their original distinctions. The word Sanscrit signifies refined, and that language bears every indication of
having received the improvements of the literati for many centuries, till it became the most exquisite medium of
communication in the world.
*
The worship taught in the Vedus was the earliest form of the Hindoo religion, and was introduced into
Hindostan by a body of priests, who crossed the Indus either in the train of a conqueror or on a mission of
proselytism, possibly 1,400 years before our era. The Vedus are a collection of hymns, prayers, and precepts,
composed by different authors, at different periods, and were delivered down orally till the time of Vyasu, the
bastard son of a fisher-woman, though, on his father’s side, of royal lineage, who employed four brahmins to
collect and arrange them. Their leading doctrine is the unity of God, and the various divinities, the personification
of the elements, whom the devotee is required to invoke, are manifestations of the Supreme Being. The gods are
mentioned, it is true, but without any pre-eminence, and never as objects of adoration; and there is no trace of the
legends of Krishnu and Sivu to be found in them. In that early age, indeed, there appears to have been no images,
and no visible types of worship. Though the customs and habits of the Hindoos are said to be immutable, yet,
strange to say, in a country which still regards the Vedus with profound veneration as the great fountain of
religion, the ritual they prescribe has become so obsolete that the man who ventured to regulate his devotions by it
would be considered in the light of an infidel.
*
Next in order comes the work called the “Institutes of Munoo,” a code of rules and precepts, religious and
secular, collected together about 900 years before our era, and attributed to Munoo. It inculcates the worship of
the elements, of the heavenly bodies, and of inferior deities; but none of the objects of modern worship are
alluded to. Brumha is mentioned more than once, but the names of Vishnoo and Sivu do not occur. Idols are
noticed, and one passage enjoins that they shall be respected, but, the adoration of them is discountenanced. The
caste of brahmins is in this code placed on an equality with the gods, and endowed with extraordinary privileges;
but they were at the same time allowed to eat flesh, and even beef, when it had been offered in sacrifice – which
was a daily practice – and to intermarry with soodras. The worship enjoined in Munoo appears to have been
succeeded by that of Brumha, which was almost, if not altogether, spiritual. Then came the deification of heroes,
with which the popular system of idolatry may be said to have commenced. Perhaps the creed of Boodh and of
the Jains may have been next in succession; and there is every probability that it was not till the boodhists had
been expelled from the soil of India that the Hindoo pantheon was completed to its full complement of three
hundred and thirty-three millions of gods; and this was apparently effected under the authority of the Poorans, of
which the oldest is only a thousand years old, and the latest about four hundred and fifty.
*
The Hindoo annals describe two races of kings as having reigned in India, that is, in Hindostan, from the
earliest age, the race of the sun and the race of the moon. Ikswakoo, the progenitor of the former, founded the
kingdom of Oude, and Boodh, the ancestor of the latter, made Priyag, the modern Allahabad, the seat of his
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government. We are, moreover, told that there was constant war between the brahmins, the champions of the solar
race, and the military tribe of the kshetriyus, the adherents of the lunar race, until Purusramu, a great solar prince,
arose and extinguished the warriors. They are said to have recovered their strength, and chased king Sagur up into
the Himalayu. Sagur was evidently the sea-king of the Bay of Bengal, who engaged largely in maritime
expeditions, and extended his power, and with it probably his religion, to the islands of the eastern archipelago, in
one of which, Bali, he is still worshipped as the god of the ocean.
*
The Hindoo writers assign fifty-seven reigns to the period between Ikswakoo and Ramu, the great hero and
ornament of the solar race, whose deeds have been immortalized in the great epic of Valmeeki. He was married at
an early age to Seeta, the daughter of the king of Mithila, another branch of the solar line, whose capital lay
within a hundred miles of Oude. He passed many years with her in religious retirement in the forest till she was
carried off by Ravunu, the king of Ceylon. Ramu assembled a large army, and having in his progress secured the
assistance of the ling of the monkeys, marched southward through the great forest of Dunduku, which terminated
on the banks of the Cavery. That forest is described as the abode of holy sages and devotees, and of apes and
bears. Crossing the Cavery, Ramu entered on Junustan, or the abode of men – the continental territory of Ravunu.
The expedition was crowned with success, and Ramu recovered his wife; but having inadvertently caused the
death of his brother, he cast himself into a river, and as the Hindoo writers affirm, was reunited to the deity. The
expedition of Ramu was the most chivalrous exploit of that age, more especially when we consider the very
limited resources of the kingdom of Oude, with two independent sovereigns – one at Mithila, and the other at
Benares, – within a hundred and fifty miles of his capital. He is, perhaps, the earliest of deified heroes, as his age
is generally fixed at 1,200 years before our era, though on calculations by no means satisfactory.
*
The next great event in the heroic age of India was the great war, celebrated in another Hindoo epic, the
Muhabharut. The main object of this poem is to commemorate the exploits of Krishnu, another deified hero, who
took a prominent part in the contest between the Pandoos and the Kooroos, two branches of the lunar line, for the
possession of Hustinapore, situated in the neighbourhood of Delhi. Yoodistheer, the chief of the Pandoos, was
resolved, it is said, to celebrate the sacrifice of the horse, which implied the possession of supreme dominion. The
Kooroos burned with indignation at this arrogant assumption; and their chief, unable to prevent it, had recourse to
artifice. He engaged Yoodistheer in deep play, and led him on to stake his wife and his kingdom, both of which
were lost at one throw of the dice, and he was obliged to go into exile for twelve years. Krishnu, a scion of the
royal family at Muttra, on the Ganges, had already signalized himself in a conflict with the king of Mugudu, in
south Behar, and now, in conjunction with Buluram, accompanied Yoodistheer and his four brothers in their exile.
The heroes wandered through the various provinces of India, performing notable feats of valour, and leaving
some memorial of their romantic adventures in every direction. At the close of the period of exile Yoodistheer
returned with his companions to the banks of the Jumna, and demanded the restoration of his kingdom. His
opponent, Dooryudhun, refused his claim, and declared that he should not have as much land as could be covered
by the point of a needle. There remained, therefore, no alternative but to decide the question by an appeal to arms.
*
In this great battle fought on the plain, where, in after time, the last decisive battle between the Hindoos and
the Mahomedans took place, all the tribes in northern India were ranged on one side or the other. Chiefs from
Culinga, the sea-coast of Orissa, and even the Yuvunsthe name generally given to the residents beyond the Indus –
are said to have taken a share in it. It lasted eighteen days, and the carnage on both sides was prodigious.
Dooryudhun was at length slain, and victory declared for the Pandoos; but when Yoodistheer beheld the field
covered with the bodies of friends and foes, all descended from a common ancestor, he became disgusted with the
world and determined to withdraw from it. He entered Hustinapore and performed the funeral obsequies of his
rival; after which he placed the grandson of his brother Urjoon on the throne, and retired to Dwarka, in Guzerat,
in company with Krishnu, who had founded a kingdom there. That hero was soon after slain “at the fountain of
the lotus,” by one of the wild foresters of the tribe of the Bheels. Yoodistheer proceeded through Sinde towards
the north, and is supposed to have perished in the snowy range. According to the popular notion, he ascended to
heaven, which was by no means incredible, as the paradise of more than one of the Hindoo deities is placed on the
inaccessible peaks of the Himalayu.
*
These two events, the expedition of Ramu, and the battle of Kooroo-kshetru, are the most important in the
annals of the lunar and the solar race. The genius of poetry has fixed the admiration of a hundred generations on
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them, and supplied a rich mine of images from age to age. The author of the Ramayun was Valmeeki, whom the
gratitude of his fellow countrymen has crowned with the wreath of immortality, by ranking him among those who
never die. He is supposed to have flourished in the second century before our era. The same period has also been
assigned to the composer of the Muhabharut. Indeed, from the terms in which he describes the Yuvun Usoor, the
demon or giant who engaged in combat with Krishnu, it has been conjectured that the poem must have been
written after the invasion of Alexander the Great. The author was Vyasu, who has been confounded, through
ignorance or flattery, with the great man who collected the Vedus, which is chronologically impossible. It is,
moreover said, that a Vyasu appears in every age, though it is certain that no second Vyasu has since appeared
among the poets of India. Krishnu was deified after his death. His adventures, and more particularly his flirtations
with the milkmaids, have rendered him the most popular of gods among an amorous people; but the sects founded
on the worship of Rarngu, Krishnu, and other deities, are among the more modern innovations of Hindooism.
Buluram, the brother of Krishnu, is said to have founded a kingdom, of which Palibothra, the capital, became the
wonder of India, though even the site of it is now matter of conjecture.
*
The annals of Hindostan for several centuries after the assumed period of the great war, are involved in
impenetrable obscurity, but it would appear that about six centuries before our era, a new swarm from the teeming
hive of Scythia poured across the Indus upon the plains of India. Another swarm is supposed to have moved down
at the same time on the north of Europe, and settled in Scandinavia, the cradle of the English nation. This
simultaneous emigration to the east and to the west, may assist in explaining that similarity of manners and
customs which has been discovered on many points between the Scandinavians and the natives of India. These
invaders were denominated the Takshuk, or serpent race, because the serpent was said to be their national
emblem. Under their chief, Suhesnag, they probably overran the northern provinces of Hindostan, and became
gradually incorporated with the tribes which had preceded them. They flourished for ten generations, and appear
to have professed the Boodhist creed. Of this dynasty was Nundu, or Muhanundu, who was seated on the throne
when Alexander the Great appeared on the banks of the Sutlege, and was denominated by the Grecian historians,
the king of the Prasii, or of the east.
*
The first expedition to India from the west of which we have anything like an authentic record, is that of
Darius, the king of Persia, who ascended the throne of Cyrus, in the year 518 before our era, and extended his
conquests from the sea of Greece to the confines of India. His admiral, Scylax, was then directed to construct a
flotilla on the higher Indus, and proceed down that stream to the ocean. The report which he made of the wealth
and magnificence of the country through which he passed, determined Darius to attempt the conquest of it. He
crossed the Indus with a large army, and succeeded in annexing the countries bordering on that river to his great
empire. The precise extent of his conquest cannot be determined, but there is every reason to conclude that his
Indian province must have been of no inconsiderable magnitude, since it was esteemed more valuable than any
other satrapy, and is said to have furnished one-third the revenues of the Persian empire. This tribute, moreover. is
said to have been paid in gold, while that from the other divisions west of the Indus was delivered in silver.
*
It was about the period of the Persian invasion, that Goutumu gave a fixed character to the institutions of
Boodhism. It has been supposed that all the fifty-six tribes of the lunar race professed that creed, and Goutumu
was reckoned the seventh Boodh. He was born at Bupilu, but the seat of the religion was planted at Gya, in the
kingdom of Mugudu, or Behar, which the Chinese and Indo-Chinese nations consider the most sacred spot in the
world. The Boodhists rejected the whole of the brahminical system of gods and goddesses, repudiated the doctrine
of caste, and adhered exclusively to the spiritual worship of the Vedus. The priesthood amongst them was not
hereditary, but formed a distinct community, recruited from the secular ranks, bound to observe a vow of celibacy,
and to renounce the pleasures of sense. The hereditary priesthood of the brahmins, on the contrary, admitted no
accessions from the lay classes, and considered marriage as indispensable as investiture with the thread, in the
hope of giving birth to a son who should perform the funeral rites of his father, and secure him a seat in paradise.
The death of Goutumu, is fixed by the general concurrence of authorities, in the year 550 before our era.
*
The religion of Boodh made prodigious progress after the death of Goutumu, while the creed of the brahmins
was confined to the small kingdom of Cunouj. Two centuries later, in the reign of Asoca, Boodhism was
triumphant through Hindostan. His edicts are still to be seen inscribed on the celebrated column at Delhi, on a
similar column in Guzerat, and on a third in Cuttack, as well as in numerous caves and rocks. Boodhism was
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introduced into Ceylon about the end of the third century before our era. Shortly after, it spread through Tibet and
Tartary, and was carried into China about the year 65. In Hindostan the brahmins exhibited the most rancorous
hostility to their powerful rivals; and we learn from the report of a Chinese pilgrim to the shrine at Gya, in the
fifth century, that the strength of Boodhism had materially declined. But it appears subsequently to have
recovered some of its pristine vigour, and was not finally expelled from India till the tenth century; though we
have the assurance that it was the prevailing creed at Benares a century later, and was predominant in Guzerat as
late as the twelfth century. At the present time its votaries throughout Asia are more numerous than those of any
other religion.
*
The empire of Persia was broken up by Alexander the Great, the Grecian king of Macedon, and the greatest
military genius of antiquity. After the defeat and death of Darius, the last Persian monarch of his dynasty, the
troops of Alexander were engaged for three years in the most arduous military enterprises, and suffered incredible
hardships in their winter campaigns, amidst mountains covered with snow. As a recompense for these toils their
commander held out to them the spoils of India; and, having subjugated Cabul, arrived on the banks of the Indus,
in the year 331 before our era, at the. age of thirty. Hindostan was ill-prepared to resist the legions of this mighty
conqueror. It was split up into a number of independent states, oftener at war than at peace with each other; and a
Greek historian affirms that there were no fewer than a hundred and eighteen different kingdoms in the north.
Alexander, after having sent envoys to demand the submission of the princes in the Punjab, crossed the Indus, like
all previous invaders, at Attok, and entered India with 120,000 troops. Of the principal chiefs of the country,
Abissares, whose territory lay in the mountainous region, probably of Cashmere, sent his brother with rich
presents to conciliate the invader. Taxiles, who ruled the country between the Indus and the Hydaspes, or Jelum,
entertained him with great hospitality at his capital, Taxila, where Alexander left his invalids. But Porus, whose
dominions stretched eastward in the direction of Hustinapore, or Delhi, resolved to offer the most determined
resistance to the progress of Alexander, and assembled his whole force on the banks of the Jelum. The river,
swelled by the periodical rains, and at the time a mile broad, rolled impetuously between the two camps. Porus
planted a long line of elephants on the margin of the stream, and presented an impenetrable line of defence to his
opponent. But Alexander discovered an island in the river, about ten miles above the camp, and took advantage of
a dark and tempestuous night to cross over to it with 11,000 men, who were landed on the opposite bank before
dawn. The main body of the Grecian army was in the meantime drawn up as usual, facing the Indian camp, and
Porus was thus led to believe that the troops who had crossed consisted only of a small brigade. But he was
speedily undeceived by the rout of the force which he had sent to meet it, and the death of his son who was in
command, and being now certain that it was Alexander himself who had crossed the river, prepared to encounter
him with 4,000 horse and 30,000 foot, all of the kshetriyu tribe; warriors by birth and profession. Alexander’s
small army was composed of veterans, strangers to defeat, and, under such a leader, invincible. The field was
obstinately contested, but nothing could withstand the charge of Alexander’s cavalry. Porus continued to maintain
the conflict long after the great body of his troops had deserted him, but was at length persuaded to yield
Alexander, who always honoured valour in an enemy, received him with distinguished courtesy; and not only
restored his kingdom, but made considerable additions to it. Porus did not abuse this confidence, but remained
ever after faithful to his generous victor.
*
After the defeat of Porus, Alexander crossed the Chenab and the Ravee, and came in contact with a body of
Cathaians, probably Tartar immigrants, who maintained an obstinate struggle, which is said to have terminated
only after the slaughter of 16,000, and the captivity of 70,000 of their number. On reaching the banks of the
Sutlege Alexander heard of the great Gangetic kingdom of Mugudu, the king of which, it was reported, could
bring 80,000 cavalry, and 600,000 foot, and 9,000 elephants into the field. He determined to march down and
plant his standard on the battlements of its magnificent capital, Palibothra, which was nine miles in length; and his
troops received orders to prepare for crossing the river. But they were worn out with the fatigue and wounds of
eight campaigns; their spirits had moreover been depressed by the deluge of rain to which they had been exposed
during the monsoon, and they refused to accompany him any farther. He employed menace and flattery by turns,
but nothing could shake their resolution, and he was reluctantly obliged to make the Sutlege the limit of his
expedition, and return to the Indus, where he caused a large flotilla to be constructed, and sailed down the stream
with all the pomp of a conqueror.
*
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The views of Alexander were gigantic and beneficial beyond those of every other ruler in ancient times. He
had erected the port of Alexandria on the Mediterranean shore of Egypt, and at the end of twenty-two centuries it
still continues to attest the grandeur of his plans. He now resolved to establish a commercial intercourse between
the coast of India, the rivers of Persia and the Red Sea. For this object he built a city and harbour at the estuary of
the Indus, and fitted out a large fleet, which he entrusted to his admiral, Nearchus, with orders to proceed to the
mouth of the Euphrates. The voyage, though tedious, proved successful, and was justly considered one of the
greatest naval achievements of the age. In the midst of these great projects Alexander caught a jungle fever in the
marshes of Babylon, and died two years after his return from India, at the early age of thirty-two. He was fully
bent on returning to it; and there eau be little doubt that if he had succeeded in crossing the Sutlege he would have
made a complete conquest of the country, and given it the benefit of European civilization. His name does not
appear in any Hindoo work – a proof of the lamentable imperfection of the records which have come down to us;
but his fame was widely diffused through India by the Mahomedan conquerors, among whom he was esteemed a
magnificent hero. It was carried far and wide on the ocean with the stream of their conquests; and the distant
islander of Java and Sumatra may be found singing the deeds of the mighty “Iscander.”
*
At the period of Alexander’s invasion, Nunda, a prince of the Takshuk race. was seated on the Mugudu throne
at Palibothra. He was assassinated by his prime minister, and is said to have been succeeded by eight sons in
succession. Their illegitimate brother, Chundra-goopta, the offspring of a barber’s wife, was expelled from the
kingdom, and wandered for some years through the various provinces of Hindostan. He was at length placed upon
the throne through the efforts of the minister, Chanikya, who put all the members of the royal family to death, and
afterwards endeavoured to atone for the crime by penances so severe, that after the lapse of 2,000 years, the
“remorse of Chanikya,” is still the popular emblem of penitence. Chundra-goopta was a prince of extraordinary
energy and talent, and, though a soodra, is stated in the hyperbolical language of the Poorans to have “brought the
whole earth under one umbrella.” The empire of Alexander the Great was, on his death, divided among his
generals, of whom Seleucus, one of the ablest and most enterprising, obtained the province of Babylon, which
comprised all the territory up to the Indus which had been subjugated by his master. Having determined to carry
out his ambitious views on the east, he crossed the Indus with a powerful army, and was opposed by Chundragoopta and the whole strength of the Mugudu empire. According to the Greek historians, Seleucus was
completely victorious, which it is difficult to reconcile with the, fact that in the treaty he made with the Indian
prince, he resigned all the territory which had been acquired east of the Indus for an annual subsidy of fifty
elephants, and likewise bestowed his daughter in marriage on him. Megasthenes was at the same time appointed
his representative at the court of Palibothra, and it is from his reports that the Greek writers chiefly derived their
knowledge of India.
*
After a reign of twenty-four years, Chundra-goopta was succeeded by his son, Mitra-goopta, with whom
Seleucus renewed the treaty. The great kingdom of Mugudu maintained its pre-eminence in the valley of the
Ganges, under a succession of royal families who appear to have been either soodras or boodhists, for a period of
eight centuries from the year 350 before our era to 450 after it. Under their government the country is said to have
attained the highest prosperity. A royal road extended from Palibothra to the Indus, with a small column at every
stage. Another road stretched across the country to Broach, at that time the great emporium of commerce on the
western coast. They encouraged learning with great munificence, and it is recorded that they endeavoured to
diffuse it among the common people by the cultivation of the vernacular tongues; and this, as it would seem, at
the period when the Sanscrit had reached the summit of perfection in the two epics of the Muhabharut and the
Ramayun. They appear also to have given every encouragement to trade, both domestic and foreign. While the
silent Indus, as at present, exhibited no sign of commercial activity, the Ganges was covered with sails, and the
produce of its various provinces was brought down to the sea-coast and conveyed across the ocean to the east and
the west. The kingdom of Mugudu embraced what is designated in history the three Culingas; that is, the northern
section of the Coromandel coast; – the sea face of Bengal from Balasore to Chittagong, – then the abode of men
and not of tigers, – and the coast of Arracan. Its subjects were thus stimulated to engage in maritime enterprise,
and the Mugudu fleet crossed the bay of Bengal to the island of Java, and introduced the Hindoo religion to its
inhabitants either in the current of conquest or of commerce. The native historians of that island fix the year To
before our era as the time when they received Hindooism from India. Many magnificent monuments attest the
diffusion of this religion, besides the fact that the language of literature and devotion in Java is a form of the
Sanscrit. In the fourth century a Chinese pilgrim recorded that the island was peopled by Hindoos; that in its ports
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he found vessels manned by Hindoo sailors which had sailed from the mouth of the Ganges to Ceylon, and from
thence to Java, and were preparing to proceed on to China. A Hindoo government existed in Java till within the
last 400 years, when it was subverted by the Mahomedans. Hindooism still continues to flourish in the
neighbouring island of Bali, where the fourfold division of caste still survives, and widows are said still to ascend
the funeral pile. Yet so signal has been the mutation of habits and opinions among the Hindoos of India, that any
Hindoo who might visit the country to which his ancestors carried the institutes of his religion, and in which they
exist in greater integrity than in India itself, would not be permitted to remain within the pale of the caste.
*
The Hindoo annalists affirm that about two centuries before our era, the brahmins “regenerated the
Ugnikools,” literally the fiery generation, to fight their battles with the boodhists. The real origin of this race is
lost in hopeless obscurity, and we have only a poetical version of their appearance, which may serve as an
example of the mode in which historical facts have been bequeathed to posterity, and of the difficulty of
separating them from allegory. Ignorance and infidelity, we are told, had spread over the land; the sacred books
were trampled under foot, and mankind had no refuge from the monstrous brood – of boodhists. At the summit of
Mount Aboo dwelt the holy sages who had carried their complaints to the sea of curds, on which the father of
creation was floating on the back of a hydra. He commanded them to return to Mount Aboo, and recreate the race
of the kshetriyas – whom Purusramu, an incarnation of the deity, had exterminated. They returned accordingly
with the four chief divinities, and a multitude of secondary gods. The fountain of fire was purified with water
brought from the sacred stream of the Ganges. After the performance of expiatory rites, each of the four gods
formed an image and cast it into the fountain, and there sprung up the four men who became the founders of
Rajpoot greatness. They were sent out to combat the monsters, who were slaughtered in great numbers, but as
their blood touched the ground fresh demons arose; upon which, the four gods stopped the multiplication of the
race, by drinking up their blood. The infidels thus became extinct; shouts of joy rent the skies; ambrosial showers
descended from above, and the gods drove about the firmament in their cars, exulting in the victory they had
gained.
*
This allegory of the regeneration of the Ugnikools at the fire fountain, evidently points to some religious
conversion, or some political revolution. Of the four divisions into which they branched, the Prumuras became the
most powerful. Their dominions extended beyond the Nerbudda, and comprehended all central and western India.
The Indus formed their boundary on the west. They carried their arms into the Deccan, and appear, in fact, to have
been the first to extend the Hindoo religion and power to the south of the Nerbudda. As brahminism did not
become predominant till after many bloody conflicts with boodhism, it is not improbable that it was the alliance
with the Ugnikools, which rendered the brahmins triumphant, and enabled them to extend their religious power
from the kingdom of Cunouj to the southern extremities of the peninsula. The boodhists retreated in great
numbers to Ceylon, carrying with them that passion for cave temples, for which they were distinguished. In that
island they raised one of the most stupendous monuments of human labour in the world. Excavated by their
exertions from the solid rock, we discover a series of temples, of which the largest is 140 feet long, 90 wide, and
45 in height, and which contains a recumbent image of Boodh, 30 feet in length. The temples which the boodhists
were constrained to relinquish were speedily occupied by the brahmins, and Vishnoo and Sivu displaced Boodh.
*
Under the brahmins, the construction of these cave temples was extended and improved. Those which they
erected at Ellora, in the Deccan, exceed in magnificence anything to be seen elsewhere. In a range of hills which
extend five miles in the form of a horse shoe, we discover a range of grotto temples, two and often three stories in
height. The most remarkable of them is the temple of Koilas, or the palace of Muhadevu. Here is to be found
whatever is splendid in architecture, or exquisite in sculpture. The scene is crowded with staircases, bridges,
chapels, columns, porticoes, obelisks, and colossal statues, all chiselled out of the solid rock. The sides of these
wonderful chambers are covered with figures of the Hindoo gods and goddesses, and representations from the
Ramayun and the Muhabharut. The pantheon of Ellora seems to have been the citadel of Hindooism when it
spread into the Deccan. The precise age of these magnificent excavations it is impossible to fix, but it must have
been at some period during the ten or twelve centuries which elapsed between the subjugation of the boodhists,
and the arrival of the Mahomedans, in the high and palmy state of Hindooism, when the brahmins swayed the
ecclesiastical sceptre of India without a rival or an enemy.
*
215

The age of Vikramadityu follows the supposed subjection of the boodhists. He is said to have been descended
from one of the Ugnikool chieftains, the Prumura, now contracted to Puar. His reign began fifty-six years before
our era, and the ancient city of Oojein was his capital. He is described as the greatest monarch of his age, of
which there is the most satisfactory proof in the fact that his era is still current throughout Hindostan. He
encouraged literature beyond all former example. He invited learned brahmins from every part of India, and
rewarded them with magnificent presents, and they have repaid him by investing him with immortality. They have
exhausted the resources of flattery in their attempt to describe the magnitude of his power, and have assured us,
that without his permission the loadstone had no power over iron, or amber on the chaff of the field. So exemplary
was his temperance, that while in the enjoyment of supreme power, he constantly slept on a mat, which, with a
waterpot replenished from the spring, formed the whole furniture of his chamber. It is stated that while he
extended his patronage to the worship of the gods and goddesses, then rising into popularity, he himself continued
to profess the old creed, and adored the one infinite and invisible God.
*
Fifty-six years after the accession of Vikramadityu, Jesus Christ, the promised Messiah, became incarnate in
the land of Judea, and made an atonement for the sins of men, by offering himself as a sacrifice. On the third day
he rose from the dead, and after giving his disciples a commission to proclaim to mankind the glad tidings of
salvation through his redemption, ascended to heaven. One of his disciples, St. Thomas, is generally supposed to
have introduced Christianity into India, where he obtained many converts. The Hindoo legends present so many
points of similarity with the facts of the New Testament, as to leave little doubt that the events connected with the
life and death of the Saviour of mankind were widely disseminated through India, and embodied, though in a
distorted form, in the writings of Hindoo poets and sages.
*
It is about this period that we find the Andras dynasty enjoying great power in the Gangetic provinces, and
their fame extending even to Rome. They were probably one of the families which successively filled the Mugudu
throne. They appear to have gained it about twenty years before our era, and to have held it on till the year 436.
The only notice of any of the monarchs of this line which has survived their extinction refers to Kurnu, whose
fame was spread to the islands of the eastern archipelago, which were probably visited by his fleet. He still lives
in the memory of posterity, and a man of extraordinary liberality is always compared to king Kurnu. The centuries
which elapsed between the decay of the Andras and the invasion of the Mahomedans are filled up by the
historians with barren lists of dynasties and kings which can be turned to no account; and we turn therefore from
the history of Hindostan to the annals of the Deccan.
*
The early history of the Deccan is less obscure and less romantic than that of the northern division of India. All
the traditions and records recognise in every province of it a period when the inhabitants did not profess the
Hindoo religion. The brahminical writers describe them as mountaineers and foresters, goblins, and monsters; but
there is every reason to conclude that they had reached a high degree of civilization at a very early age. Ravunu,
when attacked by Ramu, was the sovereign of a powerful and civilized state, which embraced not only the island
of Ceylon, but the whole of the southern division of the peninsula; and his subjects were, doubtless, far more
advanced in the arts and literature than the invaders. A Tamul literature existed before the introduction of
brahminism; and some of the best authors in that language were of the tribe now stigmatised as pariars, which
incontestibly proves that the pariars were the aborigines of the country, and a highly cultivated people, who were
reduced to subjection and degraded by the triumphant brahmins. This remark applies to the group of tribes
comprised in the ancient Telingana, Draviru and Kerulu.
*
The most ancient kingdoms of the Deccan appear to have been those of the Pandyas and the Cholas,
established in the extreme south, where the Tamul language prevailed. Of the former, the seat of government, after
having been twice removed, was fixed at Madura, where it was in existence in the time of Ptolemy, the great
geographer of antiquity. In the ninth century the reigning family lost its consequence, but continued to linger in
the scene of its early power till 1736, when the last of that royal line was conquered by the nabob of Arcot. The
kingdom of Chola – which some identify with Coromandel – had Canchi, or Conjeveram, for its capital, and
retained its vigour for many centuries, and, about the eighth century, appears to have extended its authority over a
considerable portion of Carnata and Telingana. But its princes were driven back and confined to their former
limits about the tenth century, and maintained a feeble existence, either as independent sovereigns, or as
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tributaries to the great Hindoo monarchy of Beejuynugur, till the province was subdued in the middle of the
seventeenth century by Shahjee, the father of Sevajee, the founder of Mahratta greatness.
*
The ancient division of Kerulu included Malabar and Carnata, which are said to have been miraculously
peopled with brahmins by their champion Purusramu, the renowned destroyer of the kshetriyus. Apart from this
legend, it would appear that about the second century a colony of brahmins introduced themselves and their
religion into this province, which they divided into sixty-four districts, and governed for a time by an
ecclesiastical senate, over which a brahmin was chosen to preside every three years; but they were subsequently
subjected to the Pandya kingdom. About the ninth century the country was broken into various principalities; one
of the most important of which, Calicut, was under the government of the Hindoo Zamorin when the Europeans
first landed in India, under Vasco de Gama, in 1498. Of the history of Telingana no authentic records have been
discovered, but it appears that about the eleventh century the Bellal dynasty attained paramount power in this
region. They dignified themselves with the title of Rajpoots, of the Yadoo branch, and at one period extended their
authority over the whole of Carnata, Malabar, and Telingana; but it was extinguished by the Mahomedans in and
1310.
*
The early annals of Orissa are equally indistinct. The authentic history of the province does not commence
before the year 473. when the Kesari family obtained the throne, and held it till 1131. They were succeeded by the
line of Gungu-bungsu, who maintained their power till it was subverted by the Mahomedan in 1568. Of the
Mahratta province there are only two facts distinctly visible in history; the existence, more than twenty centuries
ago, of the great commercial mart of Tagara, so well known to the Romans, which has been identified with
Deogur, the modern Dowlutabad, and was the capital of a long line of monarchs. The other event is the reign of
Salivahun. All that is known of that prince, however, is that he was the son of a potter, that he headed a successful
insurrection, dethroned the reigning family, and established a monarchy so powerful and extensive that it gave
rise to an era which has survived him for eighteen centuries, and still continues current in the Deccan.
*
While the Gangetic empire of the Andras was crumbling to pieces, the Rajpoot family of Chittore, now settled
at Oodypore, was rising into notice. By the general suffrage of the Hindoos in the western provinces its descent is
traced from Loh, the eldest son of Ramu, the hero of the Rumayun, and it, therefore, claims pre-eminence among
the Hindoo princes of India. The family originally migrated to the country of Surat, and fixed their capital at
Balabhipore, in the Gulf of Cambay. The town was sacked about the year 524 by the son of Noshirvan the just,
king of Persia, but the Rajpoot queen escaped the general destruction and took refuge in a cave, where she gave
birth to a son, Goha. The youth subsequently established a kingdom at Edur, and married the granddaughter of the
Persian king, and of his queen, the daughter of Maurice, the Christian emperor of Constantinople. From Goha are
lineally descended the rajas of Oodypore. “Thus,” remarks the historian of Rajpootana, “we are led to the singular
conclusion that the Hindoo sooruj, or sun, the descendant of a hundred kings, the undisputed possessor of the
honours of Ramu, the patriarch of the solar race, from whom other Hindoo princes, before they can succeed to the
throne of their fathers, must obtain the teluk, or sign of royalty and investiture, is in fact the offspring of a
Christian princess.” Eight princes succeeded Goha on the throne of Edur, the last of whom was put to death by his
sons while hunting, but his infant son, Bappa, was conveyed to the fortress of Bhandere, and brought up among
the shepherds. His mother aroused his ambition by revealing to him the secret of his royal birth, and he
immediately proceeded to the court of Chittore, together with the followers he had been able to collect, and was
favourably received by the king, but the nobles took umbrage at the favour shown to an unknown youth. At this
juncture a formidable foe came down upon the country, and the chiefs refused to furnish their feudal contingents,
but Bappa offered without any hesitation to lead the national troops into the field. That enemy was the
Mahomedans, who now for the first time advanced into the heart of a country destined in after times to form one
of their most magnificent empires.
*
Mahomed was born at Mecca, in Arabia, in the year 569, and at the age of forty, announced himself a prophet
commissioned by God to convert the human race to the “true faith,” by the agency of the sword. Having, by the
force of his genius and eloquence, gained many proselytes in his native land, he raised an army of Arabs to
subjugate the surrounding nations to his power and his creed, and commenced that career of conquest which was
pursued by his successors with unexampled vigour and rapidity. Province after province, and kingdom after
kingdom submitted to their arms, and in the brief period of half a century, they had subverted or shaken the
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political institutions of the west. From the birth of Mahomedanism, its votaries were animated with the resolution
to establish, by force of arms, a universal monarchy in which there should be but one law civil and religious, one
prophet and one creed. Every Musulman who fell in this warfare, was promised a residence in paradise in the
society of the black-eyed houris. It was not to be expected, that when the “Faithful,” as they were termed, had
conquered Africa and Spain, subverted the Persian empire, and looked on Europe as already their own, the rich
provinces of India, which had been for ages the prey of every invader, should escape their notice.
*
Within a few years after the death of Mahomed, the Caliph Omar founded Bussorah, at the estuary of the
Tigris, and despatched an army into the province of Sinde. The invasion was repeated under his successors, but it
was not till the days of Walid, that any successful effort was made to obtain a footing in the country. Between the
years 705 and 715, he not only made an entire conquest of the province, but carried his victorious army to the
banks of the Ganges. It was the generals of this caliph who crossed the Straits of Gibraltar, planted the standard of
the crescent on the soil of Europe, and subdued Spain in a single campaign. So lofty was the ambition which
animated the early successors of Mahomed, that their arms were triumphant at the same time on the banks of the
Ebro and the Ganges, and they aspired to the conquest both of Europe and India. Three years after the invasion of
Walid, his general Mahomed ben Cossim overran the kingdom of Guzerat, and called on every city either to
embrace the creed of the prophet, or to pay tribute. In case of refusal, the fighting men were put to the sword, and
the women and children reduced to slavery, but the cultivators, artizans, and merchants are said to have suffered
little molestation. Cossim at length advanced to Chittore, when the young Bappa placed himself at the head of the
Rajpoot army, and not only completely defeated him, but expelled him from India. On his return to Chittore,
Bappa was hailed by the nobles and people as their deliverer, and advanced to the throne, and from him are
descended the rajas who now reign at Oodypore. After having governed the country for many years with great
success, he abandoned his kingdom and his religion, and marched with his troops across the Indus to Khorasan,
where he married many Mahomedan wives, and left a numerous progeny.
*
It was about this period that the Prumura family, which had ruled for many centuries at Oojein, is supposed to
have lost its authority in the north of India, and other kingdoms rose on its ruins. The Tuars occupied the districts
around Delhi, and made that city their capital. Guzerat became independent, and was governed at first by the
Chouras and then by the Solankis. The Rajpoot annalists state, that in the days of Khoman, the great grandson of
Bappa, whose reign extended from 812 to 836, Chittore was again invaded by the Mahomedans under Mahmoon,
the governor of Khorasan, probably the son of the celebrated Caliph, Haroun-ul-Rashid, the contemporary and
friend of Charlemagne. The other princes in the north of India hastened to the assistance of the Rajpoots against
the common enemy, and the national bard gives an animated description of the different tribes who composed the
chivalry of the north on this occasion. With the aid of these allies, Khoman defeated and expelled the Musulmans,
with whom he is said to have fought no fewer than twenty-four engagements. For a century and a half after this
period, we hear of no further Mahomedan invasion, and it cannot but appear a very notable circumstance, that
while the followers of the Prophet completely subjugated Persia and Spain in two or three campaigns, the
resistance which they met in their early encounters with the Hindoos was so compact and resolute, that nearly
three centuries elapsed after the first invasion, before they could make any permanent impression on India.
*
The only authentic event to be further noticed previous to the irruption of Mahmood of Ghuzni, relates to the
kingdom of Bengal. Cunouj, the cradle and the citadel of Hindooism, had recovered its importance under a new
dynasty. Adisoor, of the Vidyu, or medical race of kings then ruling Bengal, and holding its court at Nuddea,
became dissatisfied with the ignorance of his priests, and applied to the king of Cunouj for a supply of brahmins
well versed in the Hindoo shasters and observances. That monarch, about nine centuries ago sent him five
brahmins, from whom all the brahminical families in Bengal trace their descent; while the kayusts, the next in
order, derive their origin from the five servants who attended the priests.
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… We have a chronogram for this year which is expressed in the phrase rast khezi bija, which means
unwarranted revolt. If you should ask I would tell you that suddenly, at noon on Monday, the sixteenth of
Ramazan, 1273 A.H., which is the same as the eleventh of May, 1857, the walls and ramparts of the Red Fort
shook with such force that the vibrations were felt in the four corners of the city. This was not an earthquake. On
that infamous day rebellious soldiers from Meerut, faithless to the salt, entered Delhi thirsty for the blood of the
British. It would not be surprising if the guards of Delhi’s gates, being brothers in profession with the rebels, had
entered into conspiracy with them. Ignoring their orders to protect the city, forgetting their loyalty to the salt, the
guards welcomed their uninvited, or invited, guests. Swarming through the opened gates of Delhi, the intoxicated
horsemen and rough foot soldiers ravished the city like madmen. They did not leave their bloody work until they
had killed officers and Englishmen, wherever they found them, and had destroyed their houses.
A few poor, reclusive men, who received their bread and salt by the grace of the British, lived scattered
throughout different parts of the city, in lanes and by-lanes, but quite distant from one another. These humble,
peaceful people did not know an arrow from an axe; their hands were empty of the sword; and even the sound of
thieves in the dark night frightened them. These were not men who could do battle. They could do nothing but sit,
helpless and grief-stricken, in their locked houses; for no blade of grass can stop the swift flow of the running
water.
I was one of these helpless, stricken men. Shut in my room, I listened to the noise and tumult, and I heard it
shouted that the guardian of the Red Fort and the British agent there had been murdered. From all sides one could
hear the foot soldiers running and the hoof beats of the horsemen and, looking out, one could see the earth stained
by the blood of the rose-bodied. Every corner of the garden had become the graveyard of spring.
Oh, pity those great men, who embodied wisdom, who personified justice—those courteous rulers bearing a
good name! Oh, pity those fairy-faced, slim-bodied women whose faces shone like the moon and whose bodies
glittered like raw silver! A thousand times pity the children, innocent of the world, who put roses and tulips to
shame and whose step was more beautiful than that of the deer and the partridge! All of these were sucked into
the whirlpool of death and were drowned in an ocean of blood.
Even Death himself—who strikes sparks of extinction and consumes by fire, who finally clothes all men in
black—must wail at the bedside of the slaughtered, and wear mourning in grief for the murdered ones. The skies
in their sorrow must fade like smoke, and the earth, like a cyclone, spin from its accustomed place.
O Spring, be dust and blood like the slaughtered ones! O Times, be dark as the dark night! O Sun, beat your
cheeks in grief until they are blue! P Moon, become, in despair, the scar of the heart of the sorrowful times!
*
Somehow this long and terrible day came to an end and darkness fell. The black-hearted, cruel killers made
camp throughout the city; they stabled their horses in the Red Fort and took the royal chambers for their sleeping
rooms. Gradually news flowed in from distant towns: the rebel soldiers had murdered the officers in their barracks
and open rebellion had broken out. All through the country soldiers and landlords had joined forces and become
as one body in a shameful lust that only waves of blood could satisfy. As the straws of a broom are tied up with
one string so the multitude of rebels were bound together by a single cord. Such cataclysmic strokes swept India
that, if one sought prosperity or peace, no single grass blade would be found. Some of the soldiers, although they
had no leaders, prepared themselves for battle by seizing guns, gunpowder and gunshot from the British. All the
tactics they had learned they employed against their former teachers.
The heart is not stone or steel but will be moved. The eyes are not lifeless cracks in a wall but will shed tears at
the panorama of death and at India’s desolation. The city of Delhi was emptied of its rulers and peopled instead
with creatures of the Lord who acknowledged no lord—as if it were a garden without a gardener, and full of
fruitless trees.
*
The raiders threw off all restraint and the merchants ceased paying taxes. Houses were abandoned and the
apartments were like free tables of booty to be plundered at will. In its shamelessness, the rabble, sword in hand,
rallied to one group after another. And if peaceful, good people came into the bazaar they were made to
acknowledge their defeat and humility before the lawless multitude. Throughout the day the rebels looted the city
and at night they slept in silken beds.
In the noblemen’s houses there is no oil for the lamps. In total darkness they must await the flash of lightning,
and so find the glass and jug with which to quench their thirst.
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How can I describe the lack of judgment, the indifference of these times? Those rough laborers who spend
their days digging and selling mud, have now found in it pieces of gold. And those others whose assemblies were
illuminated by the blaze of flowers are plunged into failure and despair.
With the sole exception of the wife and daughter of the police chief, the ornaments of all the young women of
Delhi have been seized by the black-hearted, cowardly robbers. Bereft of their embellishments, these women have
been further debauched of their remaining charm and grace by the newly rich sons of beggars, and they have no
choice but to satisfy the conceit of this rabble. Those loving and courteous people who sheltered the coquetries of
the young women with their respect and affection, can do nothing now but bow beneath the wickedness of these
newly rich, vile-natured ones who are so filled with pride that to see them you would say they were not men but
whirlwinds puffed up with conceit. These lowly men, engrossed only in their own self-importance, are but small
blades of grass floating pompously on the wide water.
*
Noble men and great scholars have fallen from power; and the lowly ones, who have never known wealth or
honor, now have prestige and unlimited riches. One whose father wandered dust-stained through the streets now
proclaims himself ruler of the wind. One whose mother borrowed from her neighbor fire with which to light her
kitchen declares himself sovereign of fire. These are the men who hope to rule over fire and wind and we unhappy
ones have no desires left but for moments of respite and a little justice.
For you this is only a sorrowful story, but the pain is so great that to hear it the stars will weep tears of blood.
The postal system is in utter chaos and service has virtually stopped. It is impossible for postmen to come and
go: thus letters can neither be sent nor received. However, through the telegraph system which operates by
vibrations and not wires, messages can be sent out.
Tell me, you who believe in law and justice, is there not cause for weeping and breast-beating in the complete
breakdown of administration, the looting of God-given wealth, the chaos of the postal system and the failure of
news as to the welfare of our relations and friends? In this anarchy brave men are afraid of their own shadows and
soldiers rule over dervish and king alike. Is this not cause for grief? Do these heartbreaking events not merit our
tears? None can ridicule our sorrowing, for to lament such wrongs is not unbelief or lack of faith.
How can poetry soothe me when my heart is burned with hot sighs? My heart fails, my limbs weaken and I
neither fear punishment nor do I crave reward.
*
This prisoner of loneliness, this afflicted Ghalib, now resumes his narrative of grief. When these wayward,
hostile rebels first entered Delhi, they brought treasure with them. This they deposited with the royal treasury and
they bowed their heads on the royal threshold. Rebellious armies from various directions converged on Delhi and
assembled here. When the emperor could no longer control this army, the army itself took control into its own
hands and the king was rendered helpless.
As the moon is eclipsed, so the army over-shadowed the King. An eclipse cannot obscure the crescent moon,
but only the full moon of the fourteenth night. The King was a waning moon, yet his light was eclipsed.
Although it is worth mentioning, I have not yet said that these adventurers, before starting towards Delhi,
opened the doors of the prisons and set the prisoners free. In their newly found liberty these culprits came to the
royal court and knelt in obeisance to the emperor demanding governorships; these faithless slaves who had
escaped their masters came to kiss the royal threshold and demand fertile lands for themselves.
No one has told me, and I am at a loss to understand, how all who sought audience were allowed to go before
the emperor; how every seeker after shelter was, by the royal authorities, given shelter. This can only be
considered as part of the strangeness of the times.
At the moment, inside and outside of Delhi, there is an encampment of approximately fifty thousand cavalry
and infantry; and the British, those possessors of knowledge and wisdom, control no ground except for a ridge at
the western edge of the city. Here they have skillfully arranged their batteries and so have converted it into a kind
of fortress. On all four sides they have fixed their fire-breathing, lightning-striking cannons; and, in this manner,
through their perseverance they have made a haven of peace in a land of adversity.
The soldiers have seized guns from the armory, which they have set up on the ramparts of the city, and the
rebels are now actually confronted with the courageous British officers. The heavy smoke from the guns and
cannons is like dark clouds hanging in the sky and the noise is like the rain of hailstones. Cannon fire is heard all
day long, as if stones were falling from the skies.
These are the hot months of May and June and the heat has become intolerable. The sun has entered into the
sphere of Gemini, and the heat increases steadily, until it seems that the sun itself is consumed by its own fire.
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People who lived comfortably in cool and ventilated houses are now scorching under the flaming sun and they
spend their nights in restlessness on burning stones.
Had Isfandyar been engaged in this war, he would, in spite of his renowned bravery, have lost his will and
confidence. If Rustam had heard this story he would have been overcome by despair.
The soldiers who have assembled from all parts of India leave their encampments when the sun is well above
the horizon and go forth to fight the lion-hearted British. They return to their camps just before sunset. That is the
situation outside the town.
*
Now I shall relate an incident which has occurred inside the town.
Concealed within the strings of my harp are notes which flare out like sparks. I am fearful that the musician
will himself be burned by fire. On my lips is a story which cuts like a knife relentlessly into my heart.
A servant who was filled with pride and a hunger for power became the secret enemy of his master. He
believed that if his master lived, it would become known that he (the servant) had wrongfully accumulated
treasure. Wishing harm to the master, who was called Ahsanullah Khan, some rebels sought him in his mansion,
but it so happened that the Hakim Sahib was with the emperor. These impetuous people then rushed to the Red
Fort and there besieged the Hakim. But out of gracious love for his faithful subject, the emperor threw himself
over the Hakim, and so saved him from death.
Although his life was saved, the mischief was not finished until his house was completely devastated. That
mansion, which in beauty and ornament, was equal to the picture galleries of China, was looted and the roofs
were burned. The great beams and the inlaid panels of the ceiling were reduced to ashes. The walls were so
completely blackened by smoke it seemed that, in grief, the mansion wore a black mantle.
Do not be misled by fortunes the skies may bestow. The treacherous skies entangle in anguish and torment
those whom they formerly laid in the lap of love.
Unless he were a bastard, the meanest slave would not behave in such a manner towards his master. This
contemptible man, this wretch untrue to the salt, with cheeks pitted by smallpox and a gaping mouth, whose eyes
stare in shamelessness, considers himself a Venus. He walks with swaying hips and believes his gait lovelier than
that of the partridge. I have purposely not mentioned his name as he is the infamous son of a tramp. Now that I
have heaped coals of fire upon the head of this man, I shall resume my story.
*
The rebel armies were assembling from various places in India. Since the name of the emperor was associated
with the revolt, many officers from great distances had joined the rebellion. A nobleman of Farrukhabad, Tafazzul
Husain Khan, who previously had not explicitly expressed his loyalty to the emperor now paid homage to him
from afar and signed his message as from an old royal servant.
Khan Bahadur Khan, a misguided nobleman who was thirsty for power, collected around him some soldiers
from Bareilly and proclaimed himself leader. He sent to the emperor one hundred gold coins, and horses and
elephants caparisoned with silver paraphernalia.
May the effects of the evil eye be warded off Nawwab Yusuf Ali Khan Bahadur, the sun-symboled ruler of
Rampur, the successor to his parents and grandparents, enjoys ties with the British government so strong that,
even after a lapse of one thousand years, they would be impossible to sever. This ruler sent only a verbal message
to the rebels and so circumvented them.
*
In Lucknow the army had separated itself from the British and most of them left the city and went over to their
relatives in other towns. However some officers, together with their soldiers, made camp in Bailey Guard and
bravely barred the gates of the town (against the rebels).
Ignoring the small group of distinguished British, Sharafuddaulah, a wise man of considerable understanding
who had been wazir during the days of the Nawwab of Avadh, installed the ten-year old son of Nawwab Wajid Ali
Shah as wazir of India’s emperor and declared himself chamberlain and deputy wazir. Surely this renowned man
had captured the fabulous huma in his net. When these things were done he sent a messenger to Delhi with
appropriate gifts. The messenger arrived in the city where he remained for two days before seeking audience with
the emperor and presenting him with two wind-swift horses, two elephants as high as mountains, one hundred and
twenty-one gold coins, and a golden cup which was ornamented with priceless pearls of many colors. To the
queen inside the women’s palace, he sent a pair of armlets, studded with diamonds.
All of this grandeur was like a flickering lamp, as if the evil eye was watching the short-lived splendor; for,
after the arrival of these rare gifts from the kingdom of Avadh, this fable of pomp and splendor, which equaled
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that of Alexander and the fabulous mirror, and Jamshid and the wonderful cup, came to an end. No sooner had the
din and clamor of the rebel army caused the eyes of fortune to turn towards the emperor than those same eyes
turned away from him. I put it in different words when I say that the emperor’s auspicious star reached such lofty
heights that it went quite out of sight of the world’s eyes. When the path of good fortune’s star wavers the crown
shall fall. See how the sun in the fear of change trembles in the sky!
*
On the fourteenth of September. the twenty-fourth day of the lunar month and the very day after the arrival of
this inauspicious messenger and his subsequent reception at the palace, the British, who had taken refuge on the
outskirts of the ridge, attacked Kashmiri Gate with such violence that the rebels were forced into headlong flight.
In the month of May justice was taken from Delhi; in September the days of atrocity drew to an end and justice
again prevailed. After four months and four days the shining sun emerged and Delhi was divested of its madmen
and was conquered by the brave and the wise.
The lapse of time from the eleventh of May to the fourteenth of September is actually four months and four
days. However, since the town fell on a Monday, and was also re-captured on a Monday, it is as if the city were
lost and retaken on the same day. The victors killed all whom they found on the streets. Those of noble birth and
position, in order to protect their honor, which was all that remained to them, stayed inside their locked houses.
Some of the black-hearted (rebel) army attempted to escape but others, out of pride, were determined to fight
and confronted the lion-hearted conquerors. In their own view they were attacking the enemy but in actual fact
they were destroying the honor and prestige of Delhi.
For two or three days all the roads from Kashmiri Gate to Chandni Chauk became battle-grounds. Delhi Gate,
Turkman Gate and Ajmeri Gate were under the control of the Indian army. The house of sorrow in which I dwell,
down-hearted and dejected, is situated exactly between Kashmiri Gate and Delhi Gate. Although we had locked
the gate of our lane, at certain times we were able to open it and bring in food.
I have told you that when the angry lions entered the town, they killed the helpless and the weak and they
burned their houses. It may be that such atrocities always occur after conquest.
Seeing the anger and fury, the townspeople turned pale. Hordes of men and women, commoners and
noblemen. poured out of Delhi from the three gates and took shelter in small communities and tombs outside the
city. There they remained, hoping, at a later time either to return to Delhi or to move on to another town.
*
In my heart I felt no dread nor did my legs tremble in fear. I said to myself that I am not a wrong-doer and I
deserve no punishment, for the English do not kill the innocent. The atmosphere of Delhi was not unfavourable to
me and I believed I should entertain no thought of escape. Now, in desolation, I sit in a corner of my house with
my pen as my sole companion. My eyes weep tears and from my pen issue words of anguish.
I am destitute and utterly impoverished! O Lord, how long will this idle fancy give me comfort-that my verses
are jewels and these jewels are treasures from my own mine?
All has been written in eternity and nothing can be changed. Our fates are decreed in an eternity that has no
beginning and no end; and each of us has received according to his written destiny. Sorrow and joy issue from this
eternal order. So I should leave my cowardly state of listlessness and, in my old age, watch like a child, with
ready excitement, all the astonishing things which are occurring.
*
At noon on Friday, the twenty-sixth of Muharram, which is the eighteenth of September, an eclipse occurred
when the sun, which sheds joy and light upon the world, entered into a new constellation. The darkness so
frightened the people that inside and outside of the city the misguided rebels fled like swine, and the victors
captured the city and the Fort. The horror of mass arrests, assassinations, and slaughter now reached our lane and
the people shook with fear.
In this lane there are ten or twelve homes and only one entrance. There is no well inside the lane. Most of the
people have left—the women clutching their infants to their breasts and the men with their belongings on their
shoulders—and only a few of us have remained behind. We shut the door of the lane from the inside and piled
stones against the entrance, so closing it completely. Our little lane which was shadowed is now shuttered.
Sooner than my body’s weakening, my spirit faints; for my heart is trapped as if imprisoned in a narrow cell.
*
During all this turmoil something occurred which was of considerable help to us. The ruler of Patiala, Raja
Narendra Singh, magnificent as Mars, exalted to the skies, supports the conquerors in this battle; his army has
been assisting the British from the very beginning. Some of the raja’s highest officials live in this lane: Hakim
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Mahmud Khan, Hakim Murtaza Khan, Hakim Ghulamullah Khan—all of them progeny of Hakim Sharif Khan,
who dwells now in paradise—and themselves very honourable and famous men. The double row of their
extensive homes stretches for some distance and for the past ten years I have been the neighbour of one of these
rich men, Hakim Mahmud Khan who, with his family and relations, lives a very respectable life according to the
traditions of his ancestors. The remaining two stay in comfort and honour with the raja in Patiala.
When the British recapture of Delhi was imminent, the raja, out of his great kindness, had arranged with the
powerful and warlike British that as soon as Delhi was reconquered, guards from Patiala would be posted at the
gate of the lane to prevent the British white militia from damaging the houses or molesting their inhabitants.
Occasionally during the course of this narrative I have had to speak of other things (than the actual rebellion);
however, after this digression, I shall return to the main topic.
*
Since the fourteenth of September every door in the entire city of Delhi has been closed. There is neither
merchant nor buyer; there is no seller of wheat from whom we can buy flour, nor is there a washerman to whom
we can give our soiled garments; there is no barber to trim hair, or sweeper to clean our floors. However, as I have
written earlier, during these five days it was possible for us to leave the lane for water and occasionally to get
flour. But later even this became impossible. The door of the lane was blocked with stones and the mirror of our
hearts was clouded with sorrow.
All our endeavours have been chilled and sorrow now burns in our blood like fire.
Gradually, whatever provisions we had in our houses were consumed. Although we had used the water with
great care, not a single drop remained in cup or jar. The people have lost all their power to endure and the illusion
that passing our days courageously would bring an end to our hunger now faded completely and we were hungry
and thirsty throuhout the days and nights.
Oh, pity our wailing, beggary and dishonour! A hundred times pity our helplessness, affliction and poverty!
*
As I have said earlier, on the third day the soldiers of the army of the Maharaja of Patiala arrived and began
patrolling. In this way the inhabitants of the lane were relieved of their fear of looters. After saying “Come what
may!” they asked permission of the soldiers to leave the lane. As the patrolling was done out of friendship and not
out of enmity, the people were allowed to go as far as the bazaar of the Chauk. Beyond the Chauk mass slaughter
was rampant and the streets were filled with horror.
These tormented and helpless people opened the gate of the lane, but it was impossible to find a water-carrier
or water-skin. Therefore they selected one man from every house and, together with two of my servants, managed
to procure some brackish water. They filled their jars and pots with this salty water since the sweet water was at
some distance and it was not possible to travel so far. In such a way they quenched their fire with brackish water.
The other name for this fire is thirst.
Those who went out for water told us that in the lane beyond which we are not allowed to go, the soldiers had
broken into several houses. In these houses there are now neither sacks of flour nor pots of oil. I told them that the
Lord’s creatures do not speak of pots, sacks, flour and oil. Our bread is with the Bread-Giver who will not forsake
us. It is the work of Satan to be ungrateful for the gifts of the Lord.
*
In these days we think of ourselves as prisoners and we are, in truth, passing our days like prisoners. Nobody
comes to visit us and we receive no news. We cannot leave the lane so we are unable to see what is happening
with our own eyes. In fact, it is as if our ears were deaf and could not hear, and our eyes were blind and could not
see. In addition to this trouble we have neither bread to eat nor water to drink.
One day clouds suddenly appeared and it rained. We tied up a sheet in our courtyard and placed our jars
beneath it and in this way we collected water. It is said that the clouds take up water from the river and so spread
rain over the earth. But this time the cloud was like huma and gathered water from the very fountain of life. It was
as if this treasure, for which Alexander had searched during the days of his sovereignty, was found by one in
anguish during the days of destruction.
O Ghalib, our Heavenly Friend does not fail us but rather supports us in ways that are beyond our
understanding!
*
At this point I would like to write a bit about my life and my activities. I will try to do this in such a way that it
will not be divorced from the main story.
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I grieve myself by telling of my afflictions but it is like a healing ointment on the wounds of my heart. By
means of this lancet I remove the arrows which have pierced into my heart.
This is the sixty-second year of my life. For many years I have been straining the dust of this world through a
sieve; and for the last fifty years I have been opening the depths of my heart through poetry. I was five years old
when my father Abdullah Beg Khan Bahadur died—may the Lord shower His innumerable graces on his spirit!
My uncle Nasrullah Beg Khan Bahadur adopted me as his son and raised me with considerable indulgence. When
I was nine years old this uncle, who was also my patron, slipped into the sleep of death and with this death my
fortune also slept.
My uncle, an estimable man of position and prestige, was the captain of four hundred horsemen and a loyal
associate of General Lord Lake Bahadur. Through the kindness of this victorious and generous leader he was
appointed overlord of two parganas\fn{Provisional districts or divisions of land} near Agra. After his death these
parganas reverted to the British government and in place of this jagir\fn{Land granted as a reward for service } my
brother and I were awarded a pension, which became the source of my comfort and livelihood. I received the
pension from the treasury of the Delhi Collectorate until the end of April 1857, when the treasury was closed.
Now I am confronted by misfortune and my heart is the house of anxiety.
Earlier I had only my wife—no son or daughter. Nearly five years ago I adopted two orphan children who had
belonged to my wife’s family. I am extremely fond of these sweet-tongued children who, in the extremity of my
misfortune, are the flowers of my life.
At the age of thirty, my brother, who is two years younger than I, went mad. For the past thirty years he has
been living quietly and inoffensively in a house which is situated approximately two thousand paces from my
home. His wife and daughters, together with their children and maid-servants, have departed and have left the
crazy master of the house and all his belongings in the care of an aged darban\fn{Door-keeper} and a maid-servant.
Even if I had magic powers I could not possibly, during such times, have brought these three persons or their
possessions to my home. Because of this I am suffering grievously and my heart is troubled.
The two children whom I have raised with such indulgence ask me to give them fruits, milk and sweets but I
cannot satisfy their wishes. Alas, how can I explain that as long as I live I shall struggle for bread and water, and
for a shroud after my death? Day in and day out I think only of whether my brother has eaten, how he sleeps at
night. My lack of information is so complete that I do not know if he is living or if he has died under his
afflictions.
On my lips are wailings and sighs; and on my lips, O Lord, is my final breath!
These incidents which I have narrated are painful but the incidents I have not told of are heart-breaking.
However, I expect those in authority will listen with compassion to my sorrowful story and, after hearing it, will
see that justice is done.
In this old age I am like the flickering morning lamp or like the sun which will soon go down. I do not mean as
the full lamplight or the spreading rays of the mid-day sun, but as the last drops of oil in the lamp at morning
make a dim light or as the light of the sun grows weak at evening—this is my situation.
Two years ago sen a panegyric in praise of the just, exalted Queen Victoria, splendid as the stars. This was sent
to London from Delhi by way of Bombay through the courtesy of Lord Ellenborough, a renowned administrator
who valued talent and who, through his generosity, was my patron during the time he was governor.
Although my fortune did not lead me into the presence of the World-Conquering Queen, yet I have found ways
to hold conversation with her.
This verse concerns the panegyric and the entire poem is written in the same metrical pattern.
Who could have thought that the way out of my difficulties would have been made so easy, and in such a direct
manner! Suddenly, after three months, an auspicious courier arrived bearing a courteous letter from Lord
Ellenborough, that cypress of the garden of sovereignty. This letter was written in English, affectionately, and
reported that the panegyric had been received and had been entrusted for presentation at the court of the queen.
Hardly thirty days had passed since the arrival of this auspicious and welcome reply when I received a letter
from the gracious official, Mr. Resington, saying that
with regard to the panegyric sent to us through Lord Ellenborough, it is pointed out that the petitioner, in respect to the
norms of administrative procedure, should channel his petition through the administrator in India.

Therefore, in obedience to this request, a petition was sent to the queen of England through that administrator
who is magnificent as Alexander, splendid as Paridun—Lord Canning Nawab Governor-General Bahadur. In this
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petition it was requested that, as the kings of Rum, Iran and other countries had rewarded their poets and wellwishers by filling their mouths with pearls, weighing them in gold and granting them villages and recompense,
the exalted queen should bestow upon Ghalib, the petitioner, the title of Mihr-Khwan,\fn{“One who praises love and
kindness”} and present him with the robe of honor and a few crumbs from her bounteous table—that is, in English,
a “pension”.
The exalted Nawab Governor-General Bahadur was pleased to lighten my grief-stricken heart with the happy
tidings that my petition had been sent to England. At this fortunate news I was extravagantly happy, so much so
that I could scarcely contain my joy.
Four months later a reply to my petition came in the form of a friendly letter from the pen of the respected Mr.
Russell Clerk Bahadur. So was the period of my expectations and unfulfilled desires prolonged.
I have no doubt that had the administration of India not been disturbed during the recent revolt and had the
course of justice not been diverted at the hands of ungrateful soldiers, who did not fear the Lord, a royal decree
would have been issued from England satisfying all my desires, and my eyes and my heart would have rejoiced in
mutual merriment.
Now I have nothing but these letters of good omen, which are a talisman on the arm of wisdom and remind me
of my deep longings. I hold my heart in my hands and I weep tears of blood as a token of my great agony.
No sword or arrow wounds me. No tiger or lion does me harm. But in the abandonment of my grief I bite my
lips and I dip my tongue in blood. I drink the blood of my heart and I am sick of my life.
*
On Wednesday, the thirty-first September, seventeen days after victory and the closing of the door of our lane,
news was brought that looters had raided the house of my brother and the other houses in that street. However the
lives of my mad brother, Mirza Yusuf Khan, and of the two aged servants were spared. During the tumult two
Hindus asked for shelter in his house; and through the help of these Hindus the old darban and maid servant did
everything possible to procure food and drinking water.
It may be worth mentioning that during this storm and turmoil the nature of calamity is different in every lane
and bazaar. The manner of killing and looting by the soldiers is not uniform but varies, and whether a soldier
shows kindness or unkindness depends on his individual nature.
Orders have been given to spare the lives of those who do not resist these assaults, but whosoever does resist
them will lose his life along with his possessions. It is believed that those who were killed were ones who did not
show obedience (to the British) and it is widely known that although looting was common, killing was generally
abjured. Even in the few incidents, in two or three lanes, where the soldiers killed first and then looted, the lives
of old men and women and children have been spared.
*
Now the steed of my pen halts. Let me cry out that the steed may again go forth! O you who commend justice
and you lovers of truth who condemn injustice, if your tongue and your heart are one in this, for the sake of the
Lord, think of what we have done! Although everyone knows that disloyalty is a sin, without reason for enmity or
cause for envy we raised our swords against our masters and we killed helpless women, and infants playing in
their cradles.
The British rose up in revenge against such atrocity and, in order to punish the transgressors, deployed their
armies with care. Their anger at the citizens of Delhi was so great that, after capturing the city, one would think
they would leave not even a dog or a cat alive. However, although their hearts were full of the fire of fury, they
restrained themselves. Women and children were not molested. No general guarantee was offered for the
protection of life or property because they were determined to distinguish between the guilty and the innocent and
only those called for questioning were allowed to approach the authorities.
Most of the citizens had fled the city but some, caught between hope and despair, are still living inside the
walls. So far no information has been received concerning those hiding in lonely places outside of Delhi. Those
outside and those still living inside are both in great distress and there is no cure for their misery. If only each
could know the fate of the other, whether they were alive or dead, much of their grief and anxiety would be
allayed. This lack of knowledge is such that wherever one is, one is in despair. The hearts of the helpless
inhabitants of the city, and those of the grief-stricken people outside, are filled with sorrow, and they are afraid of
mass slaughter.
*
Monday, the fifth of October, was a day of calamity. Suddenly, at noon, white soldiers scaled the wall near the
closed entrance of our lane, climbed over the rooftops, and from there jumped down into the street. The guards of
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Raja Narendra Singh tried to intercept them but were unsuccessful. Ignoring the small houses nearby, the soldiers
entered directly into my house. They did not, in their consideration, touch my possessions but took me, my two
children, two or three servants and a few good neighbors to the wise and experienced Colonel Brown\fn{ This
should be Burn. Col. H. P. Burn was military governor of Delhi } who was staying in the merchant Qutbuddin’s mansion,
situated on this side of the Chauk at a distance of some furlongs. Colonel Brown talked with me gently and
humanely, asking of me my name only, but of the others their profession, and so dismissed me politely. I thanked
the Lord, praised the courteous Colonel Brown and returned home.
During the evening of October seventh I heard a salute of twenty-one guns, of which, although I was pleased
to hear it, I failed to understand the meaning. I remembered that on the arrival of the Lieutenant-Governor
Bahadur there is a salute of seventeen guns; when the Nawab Governor-General Bahadur arrives nineteen shots
are fired; but I was at a loss to know the reason for the twenty-one gun salute. The following day, although on this
point neither was my knowledge increased nor my ignorance decreased, I came to the conclusion that the British,
those levelers of the high and the low, had somewhere won a victory over the rebels.
In Bareilly, Parrukhabad and Lucknow there are still bands of rebels engaged in extending the rebellion and
the futile struggle. May the Lord cause the blood to run from their hearts, and may He wither their hands, for their
hearts and hands are openly engaged in this warfare.
In the areas of Sonh and Nuh the Mewatis have run amuck as if crazy men had thrown off their shackles and
rampaged. Under the devil’s guidance, the rebel Tularam, who was fighting in Rewari, joined forces with the
Mewatis, and this group has been fighting the British savagely in the plains and on the mountains. The warfare is
so bitter that it seems as if the entire land of India is engulfed in whirling storms and flaming fires.
In these painful circumstances, the beginning of which I do not remember and the end of which I cannot know,
if I have seen anything except tears, then may the holes of my eyes be filled with dust! Since my eyes have seen
only the black day of misfortune I have seen nothing, for it is impossible to see in darkness.
Except for the day I was taken out by the white soldiers, I have not been out of my house, put my foot on the
threshold, walked into the lane or bazaar, or seen the chauk\fn{Market} even from a distance. It is as if the wise
poet Nizami Ganjawi had said it for me and with my lips:
I know nothing of what is happening in the world;
I know neither what there is that is good
nor what there is that is evil.

Because of wounds which resist all healing and griefs which defy all cure, I have been like a dead man. I was
raised up for judgment and now, for the punishment of my transgressions, I am suspended in the pit of hell. I can
do nothing but exist in this prison of helplessness and despair.
How shall I endure if what happens to me today falls again to my lot tomorrow?
*
In this book I have, from the beginning to the end, told only of those events which have actually occurred to
me or of which I have personally heard. One should not think that the events I have learned of through hearsay are
lies, or that I have diminished their intensity in the writing. I seek the shelter of the Lord from these unwarranted
arrests and I seek my salvation in the truth. My eyes cannot see, my heart is a prisoner of grief, my lips are silent,
and my ears receive alms from the tongues of the people. How degrading is this helpless beggary!
Perhaps I should have begun my story of the capture of Delhi by relating the fate of the emperor and his sons,
about which I have not yet written. The reason I have not is that the treasure of my writing is derived from what I
hear, and there are many things yet to be heard. Certainly when I am freed from this confinement I shall gather
information about what I have still not heard and shall write it as confidences from an informed person. Out of
deference to me I hope that my readers will be patient with the disarrangement of sequence.
*
Monday, the nineteenth of October, should be erased from the calendar. Like a fire-breathing dragon that day
engulfed the world when in the morning the unfortunate darban brought the relieving news of my brother’s death.
He told me that this traveler speeding on the path of death (Yusuf Mirza) had been afflicted with a high fever for
five days and, close to midnight, had departed from this world.
Oh, do not speak to me, I beg you, of water or of the kerchief to clean the face, of the man who bathes the dead
body or digs the grave, or of bricks or mortar! Please tell me how I can go out (of this lane), where to take this
dead body, and in what graveyard to bury it? In the bazaar it is impossible to get cloth, either good or bad. It is as
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if laborers and earth-diggers had never existed in the city. The Hindus can carry their dead to the shores of the
river and burn them, but the Muslims dare not go abroad, even in groups of two or three, so how can their dead be
borne from the city?
The neighbors took pity on my plight and offered to perform this task. With one Patiala soldier leading them,
they took two servants and set out. They bathed the dead body and wrapped it in two or three white sheets which
they had taken from my house. They dug a grave in the mosque adjoining my house and put the dead body in the
pit before returning.
O pity this man who lived for sixty years and thirty years were happy but thirty years were sad! In his grave
not even a pillow of stone, and dust is his destiny. O Lord, pity this dead one who found no comfort in his life!
Send an angel for the solace of his heart and deliver his soul to paradise!
This kindly but unfortunate man spent sixty years of his life in happiness and sorrow; for thirty years he was
sane and for thirty years he was mad. During the days of his sanity he restrained his anger and during the days of
his madness he gave pain to no one. This was his custom. He died on the 29 th of Safar, 1274 AH.
Someone asked me, the afflicted, the date of the death of Mirza Yusuf, who lived his life a stranger to his own
self. I answered this question by sighing, and said
“Diregh diwana.”
It should be known that from the letters of diregh diwana we get 1290. If sixteen, which is the number
equivalent to the word oh (“sigh”), is subtracted from this, it gives us the correct date, 1274 A.H.
I address myself to the Lord in whose presence we should do penance. Wheresoever you bow your head, there
shall you touch His threshold.
*
During the week in which the British captured the city, those wise and esteemed men, Aminuddin Khan
Bahadur and Muhammad Ziyauddin Khan Bahadur. in order to uphold their dignity and in the hope of bettering
their positions, decided to leave the city. In addition to their wives and children they had with them three
elephants and forty horses and they set out for the pargana of Loharu, which is their ancestral estate.
First they went to Mihrauli. where they stayed in the luminous and sanctified burial ground. During this time
the plundering soldiers besieged their encampment and did not leave until they had taken from them everything
they owned except for the clothes they wore. Only the three elephants, which their faithful and kindly companions
had taken away before the looting began, remained, like three great burnt-out silos, as symbols of disaster.
These people, after suffering this calamitous looting, set out for Dujana, stripped of all their possessions. The
illustrious and warm-hearted ruler of Dujana, Hasan Ali Khan Bahadur, welcoming them with affection and
generosity, took them to Dujana, and told them to consider his house as their home.
In brief, this good natured leader (Hasan Ali Khan) showed the same courteous manner towards his guests as
was shown by the King of Iran towards the fugitive Humayun. When the Commissioner Bahadur heard of this
story he summoned these men to him and they returned to Delhi. At first the commissioner spoke to them
sarcastically but when he received only polite answers he desisted and allowed them to stay near the
chamberlain’s palace in the Fort.
Because of the sequence of the story I have not been able to tell of all the outrage and looting which fell to the
lot of this family. I can only say that they were robbed in Mihrauli and also in Delhi. While the masters were away
their homes were pillaged and all that they had carried with them was seized by looters in Mihrauli. Only the
people themselves reached Dujana unharmed. Their palaces were plundered and only the bricks and stones were
left behind. Neither their silver and gold was spared, nor a single thread of their clothes or bedding. May the Lord
pity these guiltless ones and may their inauspicious beginning come to an auspicious end! May they find comfort
after calamity!
*
It was Saturday, the seventeenth of October, when these distinguished men returned to the city and, as I have
said earlier, they stayed at the Fort. Two or three days after this incident the army was ordered to apprehend Abdur
Rahman, the ruler of Jhajjar, and they brought him in like a culprit. He was put in a small corner of the Diwan-iAm of the Fort and all his jagir was confiscated by the British.
On Friday, the thirty-first of October, the army seized Ahmad Ali Khan, the ruler of Farrukhnagar, and brought
him, in the same manner as they had brought Abdur Rahman Khan, to a secluded place in the Delhi Fort.
Farrukhnagar then became a target for the swift-handed looters, and the possessions of the inhabitants of this town
also were plundered.
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Bahadur Jung Khan, the ruler of Dadri and Bahadurgarh, was captured on Monday, November second, and
arrangements were made to put him in the Fort. On Saturday, November seventh, Raja Nahar Singh, ruler of
Ballabhgarh, was added to this company. In this way all the noblemen who lived at a distance were brought to the
Fort.
I should say that the jagirs under the Delhi agency are equal in number to the days of the week. They are
Jhajjar, Bahadurgarh, Ballabhgarh, Loharu, Farrukhnagar, Dujana and Pataudi. As I have said earlier, five of these
jagirdars are in the Fort, and the remaining two, the jagirdars of Pataudi and Dujana, are pierced by the arrows of
fear. Let us see what their all-seeing eyes behold and what befalls them.
*
It is no secret that Muzaffaruddaulah Saifuddin Haidar Khan and Zulfaqarrudin Haidar Khan, who carry the
title of Husain Mirza, like many other respectable men during these stormy days fled the city with their wives and
children. They went into the wilderness and left behind them their homes, filled with precious possessions. The
adjacent houses, palaces and mansions of these jagirdars were so vast that on surveying them they would be
found to be, if not equal to the area of a town, surely equal to that of a village. These great palaces, being
completely uninhabited, were ransacked by the looters.
In the night following the morning on which Raja Nahar Singh was captured some heavy and less precious
things such as curtains, canopies, tents, and rich coverings and carpets, which had been left behind in the palaces,
accidentally caught fire. The flames leapt up and all of the wood, walls and stones were burned. These buildings
are so near to my house on the western side that, from my roof, I could see the glare of the roaring fire; the hot
smoke reached my face and my eyes and a strong west wind blew ashes over my body. Music comes freely like a
gift from the home of a neighbor: why then should not fire from a nearby house shower ashes upon me?
The speed of my pen is like the speed of a half-dead ant, and it is difficult to put all of this on paper for the
benefit of my readers.
*
Nothing more can be said of the fate of the Mughal princes than that some were shot and devoured by the
dragon of death; and some were hung by their necks with ropes; and, in their twisting, their spirits left them. A
few unfortunates are imprisoned, others have fled, wretched and disordered, into the wilderness; and the aged and
fragile Mughal emperor is under trial by the court.
The jagirdars of Jhajjar, Ballabhgarh, and Farrukhnagar were executed separately on different days. Their lives
were ended in such a manner that none could say blood had been spilled.
*
In January 1858, the Hindus were given a proclamation of freedom by which they were allowed to live again
in the city, and these people have begun to return from the places where they had found refuge. But the houses of
the dispossessed Muslims had long remained empty and were so covered with vegetation that the walls seemed to
be made of grass—and every blade of grass tells that the house of the Muslim is still empty.
Probably because of the spying of devilish informants, the city administrator learned that the home of Raja
Narendra Singh Bahadur’s physicians had become the rendezvous and refuge of the Muslims. It would be no
surprise if some of these troublesome, evil-tongued informers are here also. Because of them, on Tuesday,
February second, the city administrator entered that house and took away with him sixty innocent refugees along
with the masters of the house. Although these people were held in confinement for several days and nights the
dignity of their position was respected.
On Friday, February fifth, Hakim Mahmud Khan, Hakim Murtaza Khan and his nephew Abdul Hakim Khan,
who went by the name of Hakim Kale, were released. On Friday, February twelfth, a few more people were
released and on Saturday, February thirteenth, others were permitted to leave; but more than half were ordered to
remain in the prison. Because of this terrible calamity which has befallen my neighborhood, and the storm which
has swept through my lane, the heart of this grief-stricken, suffering dervish is distracted. In spite of everything,
during all these arrests and seizures, I was not challenged. But even now I am uneasy all the time and at night I
sleep restlessly.
*
During the magnificent month that extends from February until the month of Farwardin, when the sun takes
one month to enter into the sign of Aries, and which is really the first month of Spring, when the light of the sun
becomes warm, news went round that the benevolent ruler, glorious as the sun and exalted as the stars, the Chief
Commissioner Sir John Lawrence, was about to arrive.
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Since it has been my practice to send a panegyric to whoever comes as ruler of India, and particularly of Delhi,
I composed a qasida\fn{A long, highly stylized poem employed for eulogy, elegy or self-praise, the composition of which was
considered the height of poetic genius and was the work by which the skill of a poet was judged } of congratulations and welcome
in praise of his lordship. This was posted on Friday, February nineteenth.
In the evening of February twentieth we heard, like the roar of a dragon, the terrifying sound of a twenty-one
gun salute. And on Sunday morning we received news of the capture of Lucknow, along with the information that
the bright star of the skies of sovereignty, I mean the illustrious commander-in-chief, had attacked the rebel
warriors with such skill that Mars, the commander of the heavens, blessed him, prayed for the safety of his hands
and arms, and commended him at such length that his tongue wearied and his lips blistered.
This was welcome news for the homeless, a propitious message of liberation, for the goal of the free and goodnatured British was achieved and the rule of the vicious rebels was overthrown. I learned then that the gun salute
and the music of the shah-nays\fn{Clarions, an ancient kind of trumpet having a shrill tone } had been in celebration of the
seizure of power by the British. During this battle the generals of the victorious army were concerned with
fearlessly slaughtering their opponents, rather than with occupying the town.
After killing and wounding as many of the enemy as possible they returned to their encampment.
*
At a propitious time in the mid-morning of Wednesday, February twenty-fourth, the sole cypress of the garden
of justice, the bright moon of the glorious sky, the blessed, gracious and exalted one—I mean the Chief
Commissioner Babadur—with the hooves of his horses marked the ground of Delhi like the starry sky and, by
means of a thirteen-gun salute, assured to the suffering the balm of love and charity.
At this coming a new soul has entered into the dead body of the city. A wave of happiness has swept through
the city as if the Emperor Shahjahan himself had returned.
Saturday, February twenty-seventh, came to an end and darkness fell over Delhi. When most of the night bad
passed such sighs from the hearts of the oppressed had risen into the skies that they obscured the face of the moon
and the people cried out saying that the moon was eclipsed. On that same Saturday the orders of durbash\fn{Orders
to keep a crowd from pressing too close during royal ceremonies } came to an end and those who sought justice, or audience,
or refuge were given these things.
*
There is a prison outside the city and a house of detention inside. In both of these places so many people have
been crowded together that it seems as if they must even be one inside the other. The angel of death alone knows
how many people have been hanged by the neck in these two prisons.
In the entire city of Delhi it is impossible to find more than one thousand Muslims; and I am one of these.
Some have gone so far from the city it seems as if they were never residents of Delhi. Many very important men
are living outside the city at a distance of two to four kos,\fn{Four to eight miles} on ridges and thatched roofs, in
ditches and mud huts, as if their fortunes were sleeping with blindfolded eyes. Among the people living in the
wilderness are those who are anxious to return to Delhi, relatives of the imprisoned, and those living on alms, that
is, on pensions. The ones who have sent petitions ask only for release from prison, permission to live in Delhi,
and renewal of their pensions. The courts have received two or three thousand petitions from the supplicants.
These seekers after justice keep eyes and ears open so that they may see and hear what the future holds for them.
I, too, am eagerly awaiting a reply to the letter of respect and praise which I had sent by post. Because of my
acute distress it was impossible for me to visit the administrator of Delhi at his residence. In short, there are
hardships encompassing me on all sides as if I am surrounded by thorns. If one goes abroad one will find them
spread on the path, if one remains inside, thorns stick to one’s clothes. Until now forbearance had restrained
impatience and on Monday, the eighth of March, the letter was returned to me with a note. The face of the letter
was illumined with the prudent administrator’s decree that it be returned to the sender to be channeled properly
through the district authorities.
Everyone said, and I also thought it myself, that this answer was a promising sign and not devoid of advantage
and that it would be likely that my representations would be accepted. I sent the letter which contained these
orders, with a suitable additional note, to the just, charitable and prudent Charles Saunders, Chief Commissioner
Bahadur, along with an accompanying memorandum to the afore-mentioned acclaimed lord relating to my old
desire for the renewal of my pension.
On Wednesday, March seventeenth, a communication arrived stating that my first letter (the panegyric), which
contained nothing but congratulations, should not have been sent. I said to myself that during these turbulent days
229

there was no place for love and affection, happiness and felicity. I am merely a slave to my belly and seek only
bread. Let us see what is the outcome regarding my second wish.
*
On the evening of Friday, March eighteenth, the soul-shattering sound of gunfire again rang through the blue
skies, heralding the victory at Lucknow and the spread of the vengeful British armies throughout the town. There
is no fort in the town, no city wall, no gate, and undoubtedly it was the compact wall of the rebel army that was
obstructing the advance of the courageous British. Surely when this solid wall was breached by the whirlwind
onslaught of the brave British soldiers it must have given way and the length of the thoroughfare must have been
buried in dust because of the passage of these horsemen and foot soldiers.
When the Lord confers sovereignty He confers dignity also and the talent for victory. Because of these things,
whosoever opposes the will of the ruler merits punishment, for to oppose the king is to do harm to oneself. It is
fitting for the people of the world to obey those whom the Lord has blessed with good fortune and, in obeying
them, they should consider it obedience to the Lord himself.
When one understands that fortune, power and sovereignty are the gifts of the Lord there should then be no
occasion for disaffection or for disobedience. How skilfully this idea has been put into verse by that gifted
ornament of music, Sa’di, of Shiraz:
The slave must bow his head before the master.
The ball has no choice but to follow the swing of the mallet.

Since the twenty-second of March the heart of this demented one has been stricken because throughout the
world it is the month of Farwardin; and Nau-roz—the day\fn{New Year’s Day} that lights up the earth—falls within
these two or three days. This year, since the city has become the abode of the dead, we hear no shouts of pleasure
at the arrival of Spring. Nobody can tell me when, according to the Turkish calendar, this year began and nobody
can tell me which is the day of the equinox. If all of the astronomers have died, and no longer write daily of
matters pertaining to the travels of the solar king, then it can be presumed that we have fewer liars, and that we
have listened to fewer lies. But the sun has not forgotten to remain in Aries and so the vegetation still grows, the
flowers still bloom and the principles of birth do not change; for it is not possible for the skies to alter their fixed
laws of rotation.
I do not shed tears for the garden, I shed tears for myself. I do not complain about the Spring, I complain of my
own misfortunes. The world is filled with tulips, and the scent of roses; but I am locked in a small place, helpless,
having nothing. It is the flowering season of Spring, but I, who am wholly without means or possessions have
shut the door of my house because of my impoverishment.
I weep and I think that the times are completely uncaring. If I, who am closed in my corner of grief, cannot
look at the green and the flowers or, by smelling the sweet flowers, fill my mind with perfume—the beauty of
Spring will not be diminished, and no one will punish the breeze.
*
During the month of April, of which two thirds is comprised of Farwardin and one third of Urai, those who
still remained in prison with Hakim Mahmud Khan were released and went on their various ways. The serene,
high-born Hakim Mahmud Khan, with his wife, children, relatives and retainers set out for Patiala. They say he is
now in Kamal and his future plans are not known.
Early in May I was happy to hear the news that the intrepid British soldiers had conquered Muradabad which
was on the route held by the depraved rebels. The city was then presented to that fountain of knowledge and
wisdom, the noble Nawwab Yusuf Ali Khan Bahadur, and so received the crown of justice. He who is capable of
conquering and ruling the world, now, under orders of the British, rules over this province and I hope will
continue to do so.
Further, it is reported that the mountain-shattering, dragon-killing army invaded Bareilly and the rebels were
thrown out like flotsam tossed up by powerful waves. Judging from the events so far, one can hope that the
regime of the stubborn rebels who still remain to torment the occupants of towns and villages and to harass those
who walk on the streets, will soon come to an end and the whole area pass under the banner of the righteous
rulers.
During the evening of Sunday, June thirteenth, the city administrator summoned Bahadur Jung Khan, who had
been imprisoned in the Fort. This man answered the summons with high hopes and there he was given the
welcome news that he had been pardoned, and had been granted a pension of one thousand rupees a month.
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However, he was also ordered to leave Bareilly for Lahore; and although he would then be a free man, he could
live nowhere but in Lahore. Certainly it would be prudent of him to shake off his grief over the loss of wealth and
position, and to be cheerful and contented with his freedom.
*
The King of Day, that is the Sun, whose head rotates on a spear, had risen up from the east more than the
length of a spear when, fierce as lightning, twenty-one gun salutes rang out. The number of these salutes was
equal to the lapsed days of this month of June and they filled the hearts of the faithful with joy and spread ashes
hotter than the fires of grief over the heads and faces of the enemy. By the capture of the city of Gwalior and its
rocky fort—which is truly the heart of the world and the darling of the mountains—the death decree of the rebels
was issued from the court of the Lord, and the British rulers and their allies rejoiced at this good news which lit
the lamp of their ambition.
This is the story:
When the rebels captured Gwalior, Maharaja Jayaji Rao, the monarch of Gwalior, fled his city and his realm
and went to Agra to seek the help of the British. With their support he retook the city. The rebels had converged
on Gwalior from many different directions but there they suffered a severe defeat. So now they will be scattered
and, in weakness and disarray, they will rove and plunder until, finally, they will be disgracefully defeated
everywhere and their forest-running horses will die in plains that are without water and without grass. From that
time on the land will be rid of thorns and thistles and the gardens will bloom and every path will glitter again like
the bazaar.
*
Sixty-three years of the life of this writer have gone by. Because of the sorrows that consume my soul I cannot
hope to live much longer. Therefore let me recite some verses of the magic poet of Shiraz (Sa’di), God bless his
soul, and as one sufferer to another I repeat these verses, if not to bring joy to my heart, at least to find relief from
the pangs of sorrow and despair.
Alas, when we have gone from the world,
innumerable springs will still refresh the land
and flowers will bloom in profusion.
The months of Spring—Tir, Day, and Urdi-Bihisht—
will return to the earth again and again
while we in our graves turn to dust.

To conceal the truth is not, in fact, the practice of honorable men. I am only half-Muslim, and quite free from
the rigidities of religion; and I am unconcerned with slander and infamy. It has always been my habit at night to
drink a foreign wine and if I cannot have it I cannot sleep. During these days the price of English wine has
become prohibitive and I have no money at all. If it had not been for one who knows and loves the Lord, the
generous Mahesh Das, bounteous as the river, I would have died of my consuming thirst. This man sent me Indian
wine made of sugar, with a bouquet even superior to that of imported wine, with which to cool the fire of my
heart.
My heart has craved the satisfaction of its thirst—and the thirst is for two cups of neat wine. The wise Mahesh
Das has offered me the elixir of life for which Alexander searched.
I cannot resist letting it be known that this kindly man left no stone unturned in his effort to bring back the
Muslims to the city but, as it was not the will of the Lord, he did not succeed. Everyone knows that it is because
of the gracious administrator that the Hindus now live freely in the city. However, that lover of righteousness and
virtue, Mahesh Das, has had a hand in these affairs. In brief, he is a much blessed man, considerate of others, and
lives in comfort and felicity. Although we have not known each other long and meet to talk only occasionally,
now and then he favors me by sending a gift.
Among my pupils and associates is Hira Singh, a well- known youth, conscious of his duties, who comes to me
very often and dispels my sorrow. There is another discerning young man in this half-inhabited, half-empty city,
who is as dear to me as a son—I mean the excellent Shivji Ram Brahman. He seldom leaves this sorrowing
dervish alone and in every way tries to assist me and to obey my wishes. His son Bal Mukund, a courteous and
reverent youth, always does what I ask of him and is always ready to share my sadness.
Among the friends who live at a distance is Har Gopal “Tafta”, the full moon of the sky of love, the sweettongued poet and my dearest friend and intimate. Since he considers me his master, his poetry, endowed with all
God-given excellence, is my proud treasure. In short, he is a fine man, full of affection and sincerity. He is
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renowned for his verse and because of him the poetry readings are full of warmth. In my great love I think of him
as part of my own soul and I have given him the title of Mirza Tafta. He has sent me a hundi\fn{A check, or bill of
exchange} and regularly sends letters and ghazals\fn{Short lyric poems} from Meerut.
These things, which are not actually necessary to record, I have written down in order to thank these people for
their generosity and love. Also, when this account reaches the hands of my friends, I want them to know that the
city is empty of Muslims—their houses are not lit at night and during the day their chimneys give forth no smoke.
And Ghalib, who had thousands of friends in the city and acquaintances in every house, now in his loneliness, has
none to talk with except his pen and no companion but his shadow.
No brightness colours my cheeks until my face is washed a thousand times in tears of blood. Within my body
grief and affliction have become my heart and soul; and my bed is woven of thorns.
If it had not been for these four people there would have been no witness to my helplessness.
*
Blessed by the rotation of the skies, my house was spared the onslaughts of the raiders although during these
days of plundering even the mud was looted from the houses of the city. However, I swear that nothing in my
house has been saved except bedding and the few clothes which I am wearing.
The solution to this perplexing enigma, the explanation of this paradox, is as follows: when the rebels captured
Delhi my wife, without telling me, gathered together all of our jewelry and precious things and sent them to the
house of Kale Sahib, the son of a saint. There they were secured in a cellar and the entrance to the cellar was
plastered over with mud.
My wife revealed this secret to me when the British had conquered Delhi and their soldiers had been given
orders to plunder the city; but by then it was too late to go there to retrieve our possessions. I composed myself
and consoled my heart with the knowledge that these things were destined to vanish; and I was glad that it was
not from my house that they were taken.
It is now July, the fifteenth month since the start of the rebellion, and there seems to be no way for me to get
back the old pension which I used to receive from the British government. I live by selling my clothes and my
bedding. While others eat bread, I eat clothes. I am afraid that when I have sold all my clothes I shall die, naked,
of starvation.
During these anxious days, two or three of my old servants have stayed with me and I must care for them. It is
true that men cannot live without each other, and it is very difficult to live without a servant. In addition to these
servants there are other needy people who have always looked to me for help, and even during these difficult
times they call to me in a voice that eats away my soul. This soul-demolishing voice is as painful to me as the
untimely crowing of a cock.
Now that the weight of physical suffering and spiritual agony has broken both my body and my soul, I
suddenly wonder how long I can continue embellishing this plaything with words. Surely the end of this struggle
will be death, or beggary. In the first case there will be no alternative to the story remaining unfinished, and my
readers disappointed. In the second case there will be no ending to the story except that Ghalib will be publicly
turned out of a lane here and given some crumbs at a door there. How long can such things be told and how long
can one be put to such shame! Even if I now receive the balance of my pension the film of sorrow caused by my
debts will not be wiped from the mirror of my heart. However, if I do not receive the arrears of my pension my
heart will be broken in pieces as a mirror by a stone. Ruin is certain, and moreover, since the climate of Delhi is
not congenial to this suffering one, I will have to leave the city and live in some other place.
I have written herein an account of the events from May of last year to July, 1858. On August first I have laid
down my pen. …
239.139 From Sepoy To Subedar: Being The Life And Adventures Of Subedar Sita Ram, A Native Officer
Of The Bengal Army, Written And Related By Himself\fn{by Sita Ram Pandey (1797-c.1875)} Tilowee Village,
Lucknow District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 50
I was born in the village of Tilowee, in Oudh,\fn{ A former province of the Mughal Empire, whose territory occupied much
of what is today central Uttar Pradesh:H } in the year 1797. My father was a yeoman farmer, by name Gangadin Pande.
He possessed about 150 acres of land, which he cultivated himself. My family when I was young were in easy
circumstances, and my father was considered a man of importance in our village. I was about six years old when I
was placed under the care of our family priest, Duleep Ram, in whom my father and mother placed implicit
confidence, and they never did anything of importance without his advice and consent.
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By him I was taught to write and read our own language; also a slight knowledge of figures was imparted to
me. After I had acquired this I considered myself far superior in knowledge to all the other boys of my age whom
I knew, and held up my head accordingly. All other castes were far below my notice. In fact I fancied myself more
clever than my preceptor Duleep himself, and if it had not been for the high respect he was held in by my father, I
should on some occasions have even dared to tell him so.
Until I was seventeen years of age I attended my father in the management of his land, and was entrusted to
give the corn to the coolies he sometimes employed in cutting his crops, drawing water, and so on.
My mother had a brother, by name Hanuman, who was in the service of the Company Bahadur, and was a
jemadar in an infantry battalion. He had come home on leave for six months, and on his way to his own home, he
stayed with my father. My uncle was a very handsome man, and of great personal strength. He used of an evening
to sit on the seat before our house, and relate the wonders of the world he had seen, and the prosperity of the great
Company Bahadur he served, to a crowd of eager listeners, who with open mouths and staring eyes took in all his
marvels as undoubted truths. None of his hearers were more attentive than myself, and from these recitals I
imbibed a strong desire to enter the world, and try the fortune of a soldier.
Nothing else could I think of, day or night. The rank of jemadar I looked on as quite equal to that of Ghazidin
Hydar, the King of Oudh himself; in fact, never having seen the latter, I naturally considered my uncle as of even
more importance. He had such a splendid necklace of gold beads, and a curious bright red coat, covered with gold
buttons; and, above all, he appeared to have an unlimited supply of gold mohurs.\fn{Part of the coinage of the Mughal
Empire, in the authors time in control only of Delhi, and that only until 1857 } I longed for the time when I might possess the
same, which I then thought would be directly I became the Company Bahadur’s servant.
My uncle had observed how attentive I was to all his stories, and how military ardour had inflamed my breast,
and certainly he did all in his power to encourage me. He never said anything about it before my father and
mother, or the priest; still, he repeatedly told me privately that if I wished to be a soldier, he would take me back
with him on his return to the regiment. How I longed to mention this to my mother, but dared not for I well knew
her dearest wish was for me to become a priest. However, one day when I had been reading with Duleep Ram,
about the mighty battles fought by the gods, I fairly told him my wish to become a soldier.
How horrified he seemed! How he reproached me, declaring that all the instruction he had so labored to impart
to me was thrown away, and that half the stories my uncle had told me were false; that I might be flogged, and
certainly should be defiled by entering the Company’s service. A hundred other terrors he conjured up, but these
had no effect on me.
The priest immediately went to my parents and informed them of my determination, and thus broke to them
the subject I had not the courage to tell. To my great surprise my father made no objections; these all came from
my mother, who wept, scolded, entreated, and threatened me, ending by imploring me to give up the idea, and
abused my father for not preventing such a catastrophe. At this particular period of which I now write a lawsuit
was impending over my father, about his right to a mango grove of some 400 trees, and he thought that having a
son in the Company Bahadur’s service would be the means of getting his case attended to in the law courts of
Lucknow; for it was well known that a petition sent by a soldier, through his commanding officer, who forwarded
it on to the Resident sahiba in Lucknow, generally had prompt attention paid to it, and carried more weight than
even the bribes and party interest of a mere subject of the King of Oudh.\fn{ The East India Company was represented at
the court of the King of Oudh by a Resident, who was a senior civil or military officer of the Company’s service. His duties were
supposedly advisory, but in fact the King knew that behind the advice lay the ultimate sanction of force }

Shortly after my parents had been informed of my desire to take service with Company Bahadur my uncle left
them to proceed to his own home fifty miles away. Although my mother never expressed any wish for him to pay
another visit when he was about to return to his regiment on the expiration of his leave, he told her that he
intended to do so, and that he should take me with him if I were still of the same mind. I walked the first few
miles with him on his journey, and made him tell me all about the service I wished to enter, over and over again.
Upon my return home I had to sustain the united attacks of the priest and my mother. They tried every
inducement to make me give up the idea. My mother even cursed the day her brother had set foot in our house,
but all they could get from me was a promise that I would think over the matter. This I did, and every day became
more and more determined to follow my uncle. I now felt idle, and did very little else than learn to wrestle or play
with sword-sticks, and consequently neglected my father’s fields, which caused me to fall under his displeasure.
However a threat from him that I should never be allowed to see my uncle again had the effect of bringing me a
little to my senses, and my father had no occasion to fmd fault with me afterwards.
*
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The months passed away, and the rainy season had ended. I was engaged in cutting sugar-cane, with my back
towards the road, when I was called by name by someone on a pony. I soon recognized my uncle and flew to his
embrace. After inquiries for my father and mother, he asked me if I wished to be a soldier still, and looked pleased
when I answered so decidedly, “Yes”. He told me I was a fine young fellow and that I should go with him.
My uncle remained a few days at our house, during which time, having my father to back him up, he in a
measure succeeded in bringing my mother to think it was my destiny to be a soldier, and her fate to part with her
son. The priest was requested to look at my horoscope and discover the lucky day for my departure, which he
informed us, in the evening, would be at six o’clock in the morning of the fourth day from that day, if no thunder
was heard during the period. How anxiously I watched the clouds during those days! How I prayed to the gods of
the rain and clouds! And in the evening of the third day, when some dark clouds came up, I was in despair lest
rain should fall, and fate be against me.
Duleep, the priest, who really loved me, gave me lots of advice, and made me promise never to disgrace my
brahminical thread. He also gave me a charm in which was some dust a thousand Brahmins had trod at holy
Allahabad, and he assured me that this charm was so powerful that as long as 1 kept it no harm could ever befall
me. He bestowed on me likewise a book of our holy poems. My father bought me a pony, but gave me no money,
as he considered I was now under my uncle’s care, and that he could well support me.
The morning came unclouded. It was 10 October 1812, and at six o’clock in the morning I and my uncle left
my home to enter what for me was an unknown world. Just before starting, my mother violently kissed me, and
gave me six gold mohurs sewn in a cloth bag, but being convinced that it was her fate to part with me, she uttered
no words but moaned piteously. My worldly baggage when I left home consisted of my pony, my bag of gold
mohurs, a small brass bowl and string,\fn{ To let down into a well to draw water; for at this time none but a Brahmin could cook
for a Brahmin, or draw water for a Brahmin, so holy were the members of this caste supposed to be } three brass dishes, one iron
dish and spoon, two changes of clothes, a smart turban, a small axe (for self-protection), and a pair of shoes. My
uncle’s baggage greatly exceeded mine; it was rolled up in a large bundle and carried by a coolie from village to
village. His poor man considered himself amply rewarded for his day’s work by our giving him whatever bread
was left over after the daily meal.
2
My uncle and I went one march in the morning. We rested during the heat of the day under a tree, and in the
evening we marched the same distance as we had in the morning. For the night we always put up at a serai\fn{A
resting place for travelers, where stables were usually provided for their horses } whenever this was possible. On the third day
we arrived at a village called Dersungpor where two sepoys\fn{Native soldiers} of my uncle’s regiment, whose leave
had finished, joined us. One was called Tillukdaree Gheer, and the other Deonarain. They appeared delighted to
meet my uncle and treated him with great respect. Deonarain was accompanied by his younger brother, who was
hoping to enlist. They were all carrying swords, and Tillukdaree also had a blunderbuss, called a Young Tiger. We
looked a rather formidable party, and felt secure against the bandits and thugs who then infested the roads.
After about three or four days a party of itinerant musicians came up with us and begged that we should join
forces for the sake of protection. They consisted of two men with drums, four men with sitars, two men with
cymbals, and one with a kind of trumpet. They told us that they were on their way to attend a marriage festival at
a town which lay on our way.
For several days everything went smoothly, and the musicians enlivened our march by playing pretty airs. But
during the night of the fourth day my uncle, happening to be awake, discovered that all the musicians had
collected together and were in some earnest debate, speaking in a low tone of voice and in a tongue which he
could not understand.
Alarmed at what he saw, he immediately aroused the other sepoys and told them he believed that the musicians
were in reality thugs. He then appointed one of our party to watch them while the rest of us again laid down to
sleep.
The next morning my uncle told the musicians that he was obliged to make long marches, and that therefore
they would be unable to keep up with us. They, however, begged to be allowed to accompany us, and at the same
time expressed great fear of being robbed on the road. Nevertheless my uncle marched very early the next
morning, leaving them behind. We went some eight miles on the high road, and then branched off by a side path,
intending to join the road again some thirty miles farther on.
The next four days passed without incident. At the evening’s halting-place on the fourth day we were joined by
a party of about twelve men, carrying bundles of bamboos which are used for making pipe-stems. These men
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begged to be allowed to join us for protection, as the musicians had done. In the morning, when it was light, I
fancied that one of these men was remarkably like one of the former party, and mentioned this to my uncle who
went to them and entered into conversation. But their language was different from that of the musicians, their
clothes were very dirty, and they looked like coolies. Still he was on his guard, and appointed one of the sepoys to
keep awake and watch the movements of these people.
During the night, after we had halted, I could not go to sleep for a long time, as I believed these men were also
thugs. However, in spite of my endeavors to keep awake, I fell asleep eventually, but was shortly afterwards
awakened by a noise like a cock crowing close by. I sat up, and in a moment one or two of these men were by the
side of the sleepers. I shouted loudly, and my uncle jumped up with his sword drawn, and rushed at them.
Although this was the work of a moment, the fiends had managed to strangle the brother of Deonarain with a silk
cord, and had rendered Tillukdaree senseless. He was just saved by my uncle who cut down the thug standing
over him. The others disappeared immediately, leaving their bundles of sticks behind them. However, in this short
space, the thugs had managed to steal my uncle’s gold beads, worth 250 rupees, and Tillukdaree’s blunderbuss.
He had fallen asleep when he was supposed to be on watch.
After all this had happened, we went to the village nearby and roused the entire population, but no-one showed
the slightest inclination to pursue the bloodthirsty murders. We passed the remainder of the night on the outskirts
of the village, having carried with us the dead body of Deonarain’s brother. In the morning we found the bamboos
still at our former camping place, and my uncle sold them to a tobacco merchant for 46 rupees,\fn{The rupee was
worth at this time about 2 English shillings } but not without an altercation with the village headman who claimed that
they belonged to him, by right of their having been left on his ground. We stayed a complete day at the village in
order to perform the funeral rites for Deonarain’s unfortunate brother. Fortunately for Deonarain’s comfort we
were only a few miles from the holy Ganges, and he had the satisfaction of seeing the priest cast his brother’s
ashes into the stream, thus securing his brother rest in our Hindu heaven. Tillukdaree was so weak from the effect
of the thug’s cord round his throat that he was obliged to hire a pony cart, and we proceeded, now a mournful
party, on our way.
*
My uncle now allowed no parties of any kind to join us, although several begged hard to do so since they saw
we were armed. Nothing of any consequence took place during the rest of the journey so far as I can remember,
until we arrived at Agra, where my uncle’s regiment was then stationed.
We arrived there on 14 November, and when we came near the lines we met several sepals of the regiment
going down to the Jumna to bathe. They all embraced my uncle, and, before we came to the lines, some thirty
men of his Company came running out to meet him and asked a thousand questions. My uncle went to his own
house, which had been kept neat and clean by a havildar who had lived in it during my uncle’s absence.
After bathing, and eating the morning meal, my uncle put on full regimentals and went to pay his respects to
the Adjutant sahib, and Commanding Officer. He took me with him. I was rather dreading this because I had
never yet seen a sahib and imagined they were terrible to look on and of great stature—at least seven feet tall! In
those days there were only a few sahibs in Oudh; only one or two sahib Residents in Lucknow, where I had never
been.
In the villages of my country the most extraordinary ideas existed about them, and anyone who had chanced to
see a sahib told the most curious stories. In fact nothing was too farfetched to be believed. It was said that they
were born from an egg which grew on a tree, and this idea still exists in remote villages. Had a memsahib come
suddenly into some of our villages, she would, if young and handsome, have been considered to be some kind of
fairy, and would probably have been worshipped; but should she have been old and ugly, the whole village would
have run away to hide in the jungle, believing her to be a witch. It is therefore hardly surprising that I should have
been so terrified at the prospect of seeing a sahib for the first time in my life.
I remember once, when I was attending a fair at the Taj Mahal in Agra, an old woman said she had always
believed that sahibs came from eggs which grew on a tree; but that morning she had seen a sahib with a fairy by
his side. The fairy was covered with feathers of the most beautiful colors, her face was as white as milk, and the
sahib had to keep his hand on her shoulders to prevent her from flying away. All this the old woman had seen
with her own eyes, and she swore it was true.
I am not so ignorant now, of course, but I would have believed it when first I arrived at Agra. I afterwards
often saw that sahib driving out with his lady. She wore a tippet made from peacock feathers, and the old woman
had mistaken this for wings.
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We went to the Adjutant’s house, which was four times the size of the headman’s house in my village. He was
on the verandah, with a long stick, measuring young men who were recruits. He was very young, not as tall as
myself, and had no whiskers nor moustache. His face was quite smooth and looked more like a woman’s than a
man’s.
This was the first sahib I had ever seen, and he did not fill me with much awe. I did not believe he could be
much of a warrior with a face as smooth as that since among us it is considered a disgrace to be clean-shaven; in
fact a smooth-faced soldier is usually the butt for many jokes. However he banged those young recruits’ heads
against the wall in a manner which showed he had no fear, and they looked as if they thought he was about to kill
them.
After he had finished with the measuring, the Adjutant took notice of my uncle, and to my surprise spoke to
him in my own language. He seemed glad to see him, asked after his welfare, and touched his sword.\fn{ Sita Ram’s
uncle, as a mark of respect, would have handed the Adjutant the hilt of his sword to touch. This custom was followed in the Indian cavalry
until 1940, or later} He then asked who I was, and on being informed that I had come to enlist and was my uncle’s

nephew, he told my uncle to take me to the Doctor sahib, to whom he wrote a letter. I was astonished at the speed
of his writing; in less time than I could have put water to the ink and written one line, he had filled a page, which
he then doubled up and gave to my uncle, and we went to the Doctor sahib’s house.
This was even bigger than the Adjutant’s. My uncle told me that the Doctor was married and had several
children. He was at home and we were ordered into his presence. A chair was provided for my uncle, but no
notice was taken of me so I squatted on the ground. My uncle made me stand up, and told me afterwards that it
was bad manners to sit down in the presence of a sahib.
After reading the note, the Doctor ordered me to strip, but I was so ashamed I could not move, for there was a
memsahib in the room. She was sitting at a table covered with a sheet, and feeding two children with eggs—those
unclean things!\fn{Eggs would have been taboo for a Brahmin, who would have been a strict vegetarian } I began to regret
having followed my uncle, and remembered the priest’s warning about being defiled. However I was ordered
sharply to take off my clothes, and both the children began calling out—“Papa says you are to take your clothes
off! Don’t you understand? Donkey, pig, owl!”—and the Doctor joined in, saying I was a fool and an ignorant
villager. Then the children cried out,
“Oh, mamma, is he covered with hair?”
I was so ashamed that I ran out onto the verandah, but my uncle came out and told me not to be afraid. No
harm would be done to me. The Doctor then pushed me into an empty room and examined me, by thrusting his
hand against my stomach, which nearly made me vomit. Then he opened my eyelids with such violence that tears
came into my eyes, and he thumped my chest. After this he pronounced me fit and ceased tormenting me—to my
great relief.
My uncle next went to pay his respects to the Colonel sahib. We were kept outside for an hour, and then
ordered to approach. I was now in such a state of terror, not knowing what horror might next befall me, that my
legs knocked together. I imagined that the Colonel sahib must be terrible to gaze upon—he commanded one
thousand men—his wish was law! Judge my surprise when I saw an old man, very short and stout, without a hair
on his head or face, and with a skin of a bright red color. He was smoking a magnificent hookah.\fn{Also called
hubble-bubbles or water-pipes, part of British social life in India until about 1850 or so, when the practice died out } He got up to
welcome my uncle, and after I was introduced spoke very kindly to me, telling me to be a good boy and imitate
my uncle in everything.
I have said this was the first time in my life I had ever seen any sahibs. I had now seen three, and how different
they were to my ideas of them. I could not believe they were so brave as they were reputed to be; they were all
smaller than my uncle and did not look half as strong. And what a number of curious things they had in their
houses. I could not imagine what they did with them.
In one corner of the Colonel’s room was a table full of glass cups of all sorts and sizes, and in another corner a
stand with seven or eight guns. The walls were hung with the heads of animals—tigers, stags, antelope, and other
deer. The sahib was wearing a tight blue coat, buttoned up to the throat with big brass buttons, and with two
lumps of what I then thought was gold on his shoulders. He wore white pantaloons, and long black boots with
golden tassels on either side.
Although I was not struck with his size or strength, still there was something in his eyes which I shall never
forget; they were like the eyes of a hawk and seemed to look through and through one. After we had left, my
uncle told me that the Colonel was a renowned sportsman who had killed as many as nine tigers.
*
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In a few days I was sent to begin my drill. It is a day I shall always remember, for is it not impressed for ever
on my mind? The parade-ground was covered by parties of six or eight men, performing the most extraordinary
movements I had ever seen, and these to orders in a language of which I did not understand a single word.\fn{ Only
in 1967—the note says, “only within the last three years”—did the Indian Army adopt Hindi words of command in place of English } I felt
inclined to laugh, and stood astonished at the sight. However a violent wrench of my ear by the drill havildar
\fn{Sergeant} soon brought me to my senses. I had to attend drill for many months, and one day I happened to
forget how to do something and was so severely cuffed on the head by the drill havildar that I fell down senseless.
I complained to my uncle who was very angry with the drill havildar. Although he never dared to strike me again,
from that day on he bullied me in every other way and used to abuse me at every opportunity.
As I had gone to great pains to learn my duties, I resented this treatment very much and had almost made up
my mind to run away. The drill havildar told the Adjutant that I was obstinate and stupid, and would never make a
soldier.
I told my uncle of the treatment I was receiving, and said I repented of ever having come with him. But he
encouraged me, and one day the Colonel sahib came to inspect the recruits and I managed to do my drill to his
satisfaction. He ordered the Adjutant to test me in the whole of my drill, and the Adjutant told the Colonel that I
was fit to join the ranks. I so longed to wear a red coat, and to have a musket of my own. Besides which I had
only been eight months at my drill, and out of a party of seventy-eight recruits, many of whom had enlisted before
me, I was the only one selected to join the ranks. Few were ever sent to do this, unless in war-time, until they had
been at drill for a year, and often for even longer periods.
3
I took my place as a regular sepoy in my uncle’s company, number 2, eight months from the day I had entered
the Sirkar’s\fn{The East Indian Company was almost invariably referred to by the natives as the Sirkar} service. But my
annoyances did not cease here. Through some influence of the drill havildar, the European sergeant of my
company took a dislike to me and was continually finding fault and getting me punished. I discovered that I had
never given the usual present to the drill havildar when I had passed my drill, and I determined never to do so
after his bad treatment of me. This fee was sixteen rupees, of which five or six went to the European sergeant of
the company to which the recruit was posted.
At this time there was a European sergeant with each company of sepoys.\fn{There was a small cadre of British noncommissioned officers in each sepoy unit, consisting usually of a sergeant-major, one sergeant per company and a quartermaster sergeant,
mostly men who had gone to India originally with a British regiment, but who elected to transfer to the Company’s service, where the pay
was better and the prerequisites considerable, either upon their discharge or when their companies left the Indian Establishment } Some of

them knew the language quite well, and on the whole were kind to us, but others did not know our language, or
could not make us understand their meaning, and instead resorted to low abuse. Numerous complaints were made
to the Adjutant, but he nearly always took the side of the European sergeant, and we could obtain very little or no
redress.
At first I found it very disagreeable wearing the red coat; although this was open in front, it was very tight
under the arms. The shako was very heavy and hurt my head, but of course it was very smart. I grew accustomed
to all this after a time, but I always found it a great relief when I could wear my own loose dress. The uniform of
the British was always very tight and prevented the free use of arms and legs. I also found the musket very heavy,
and for a long time my shoulder ached when carrying it.\fn{ This would have been the “Brown Bess”, weighing 9 pounds and
with an accurate range of only about 100 yards} The pouch-belt and knapsack were a load for a coolie.
There were eight English officers in my regiment,\fn{ The Establishment was 23 British officers, but of these at least twothirds would be absent on leave, or in staff or other employment } and the Captain of my company was a real sahib—just as I
had imagined all sahibs to be. His name was Burrumpeel. He was six feet three inches tall, his chest as broad as
the monkey god’s, and he was tremendously strong. He often used to wrestle with the sepoys and won universal
admiration when he was in the wrestling arena. He had learnt all the throws and no sepoy could defeat him.
This officer was always known among ourselves as the “Wrestler”. Nearly all our officers had nicknames by
which we knew them. One was the “Prince” sahib, and another was known as the “Camel” because he had a long
neck. Another we called “Damn” sahib because he always said that word when he gave an order. Some of the
officers were very young, mere boys, and when they were not on duty they were always hunting and shooting.
The Colonel sahib owned four elephants and often organized tiger hunts. At the time I am writing about there
were tigers in abundance in the jungles around Agra, near Bharatpore, and on the road to Mutthura. These jungles
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have since been cleared away and there is not a tiger to be seen, but Colonel “Estuart” sahib seldom returned from
a hunt without two tigers. He was well-known all around and the villagers came from as far as thirty miles away
to inform him where the game was; they were certain of receiving a good reward. Nowadays the sahibs do not go
out all day during the hot weather, but formerly they bore the heat just as well as we do, and sometimes even
better.
Most of our officers had Indian women living with them, and these had great influence in the regiment. They
always pretended to have more influence than was probably the case in order that they might be bribed to ask the
sahibs for favors on our behalf. The sepoys themselves were sometimes instrumental in persuading the officers to
take their female relations into their service, but such men were usually of low caste, or else Mahommedans. In
those days the sahibs could speak our language much better than they do now, and they mixed more with us.
Although officers today have to pass the language examination, and have to read books, they do not understand
our language. I have seldom met a sahib who could really read a book or letter although he had been passed by
the examining board. The only language they learn is that of the lower orders, which they pick up from their
servants, and which is unsuitable to be used in polite conversation.
The sahibs often used to give nautches\fn{Entertainments} for the regiment, and they attended all the men’s
games. They also took us with them when they went out hunting, or at least all those of us who wanted to go.
Nowadays they seldom attend nautches because their padre sahibs have told them it is wrong. These sahibs have
done, and are still doing, many things to estrange the British officers from the sepoys.\fn{Sita Ram is here expressing a
belief widely held by the sepoys that British chaplains were coming between the officers and their men. The sepoys also feared that the
chaplains were seeking to convert them to Christianity, as some of them undoubtedly tried to do, and this was another of the many causes
of the Mutiny}

When I was a sepoy the Captain of my company would have some of the men at his house all day long and he
talked with them. Of course many went with the intention of gaining something—to persuade the company
commander to recommend them to the Colonel for promotion, or to obtain this or that appointment in the
regiment—but far more of us went because we liked the sahib who always treated us as if we were his children. I
am a very old man now and my words are true. I have lived to see great changes in the sahibs’ attitude towards us.
I know that many officers nowadays only speak to their men when obliged to do so, and they show that the
business is irksome and try to get rid of the sepoys as quickly as possible.
One sahib told us that he never knew what to say to us. The sahibs always knew what to say, and how to say it,
when I was a young soldier. If I am speaking too boldly, your Honor must forgive me!
The officers of the Royal Army since the Mutiny do not treat us in the same fashion as they used to do. I am
fully aware of the execration my unworthy brethren deserve for their brutal conduct during the Mutiny, but surely
this should come from their own officers, and not from officers of the Royal Army. Even when it was known that
I had served with the force which relieved Lucknow, I can nevertheless remember being called “a damned black
pig” by more than one officer of the Royal Army.
And yet I can recall that officers of the 13 th and 41st Foot, when I made chappatis for them in Kabul, told me,
“Jack sepoy is a damned good fellow!” I have not served forty-eight years with English officers without knowing
the meaning of all this. It can largely be attributed to hastiness of temper, and who can struggle against fate? I
always was good friends with the English soldiers, and they used to treat the sepoy with great kindness. And why
not—did we not do all their work?
We performed all their guard duties in the heat. We stood sentry over their rum-casks. We gave them our own
food.\fn{During the siege of Jellalabad (1841-2), the sepoys of the 35th Bengal Native Infantry gave up their rations to Her Majesty’s 13 th
Foot}
Well, English soldiers are a different breed nowadays. They are neither as fine nor as tall as they used to be.
They can seldom speak one word of our language except to abuse us, and if they could learn polite expressions as
quickly as they can learn abusive ones, they would indeed be apt scholars. I have noticed that a regiment new to
India, both officers and men, always abuse us Indians more than an old regiment. The 17 th Foot always called us
brothers; the 16th Lancers never walked near our cooking places\fn{ At least at this time, if even the shadow of a nonBrahmin fell across the cooking place, or the dish, of a Brahmin, the food was regarded as defiled and could not be eaten } nor spat on
our food, and we served with them for years. I have heard it said, and once I asked a Colonel sahib who could
understand me a little whether it was true that the Sirkar’s best soldiers were all killed by the Russian
cannon.\fn{In the Crimean War} He told me that very few were killed, but that thousands died of cold and sickness as
they did in Kabul.\fn{Which the author covers later on in this memoir:H. A note reads: “No one struggled harder against this than the
Governor-General, Lord Canning, who was rewarded for his efforts by the contemptuous nickname, ‘Clemency Canning’” }
238

However, it was thought during the Mutiny that the Russians had killed all the Sirkar’s soldiers and that only
boys could be recruited in Britain. Some of this must be true because I have seen only boys in many red-coated
regiments in recent years.
*
A short time after I became a regular sepoy it was rumored that the Company was going to take Nepal from
Amar Singh Thapa,\fn{The leading Nepalese general at this time } and our officers were full of hopes of going with the
army which was being assembled at Mutthura. Orders soon arrived and we marched from Agra to Mutthura in
two days. There we were attached to General Gilspy’s force.\fn{ Major-General Sir Rollo Gillespie (1766-1814); “Gilspy” is
the vernacular rendering} There was also another force under General Loneyackty.\fn{ Major-General Sir David Ochterlony
(1758-1825), “whom even British troops found easier to call Malone!” }
We marched until we came to Dehra Dun, near the mountains, without seeing any of the enemy, but we heard
they were all collected at Nala Pani, which was a fort on a hill. The Gurkhas were always considered to be brave
soldiers, and their knives were much dreaded.\fn{ I remember the story as a boy, growing up in the late 1940s in a small countytown in Western New York State (i.e., long, long removed from the subjects under discussion here), that the knife of a Gurkha, once drawn,
could not be honorably returned to its scabbard until it had been soaked in the blood of its’ owner’s enemy:H } A touch from them

meant certain death.
Our force was ordered to march on the fort. The approach road ran through thick jungle and several of my
comrades were wounded by arrows. These came from the jungle without making any sound and we saw no-one.
Many of the sepoys said it was magic and the work of demons. We fired volleys of musketry when the arrows
came thick, but the jungle was so dense that we never knew whether any of the enemy were killed.
As we approached the fort, the General sahib ordered four columns for the attack. These were to approach the
fort from different directions, but the paths were so bad and steep that one column arrived before the others. It
was exposed to such heavy fire that it had to retreat, leaving behind many dead. This disheartened the sepoys very
much, and seeing the European soldiers running back made it worse.
At this moment General Gilspy led a European regiment to the attack, but despite all his bravery (and he was a
veritable lion), he was beaten back two or three times. He was on foot, cheering on his men, when he suddenly
fell dead.
Then we retreated again, and my regiment covered the withdrawal. We retreated about one mile, and then
halted for four or five days until the big guns could arrive from Delhi under Captain Hallow\fn{ Lieutenant Hall}
sahib. The walls of the fort were not very high, and the officers of my regiment wanted to try scaling ladders
which we soon made from the jungle trees. But General Maulay sahib\fn{Colonel Mawbey, who took temporary command
after Gillespie’s death} would not allow the attempt to be made because our losses had already been so terrible. In my
regiment forty-eight men had been killed. The British regiment had lost nearly two companies, but they never lost
heart and went into the attack again and again. They were like young fighting cocks.\fn{ The 53rd Foot had lost ninetyeight killed and wounded, or about a third of their number. The 8 th Light Dragoons had five officers and fifty-eight men killed and wounded
out of about one hundred}

The sepoys were rather dispirited, but their spirits revived when the guns came up. The walls were battered and
breaches were made. Another assault was then mounted, but although we pushed forward as hard as we could, the
British actually running up the breaches, we were still driven back. No-one succeeded in entering the fort. It was
the sight of the arrows filling the air which frightened many of the men, rather than the sound of the matchlock
balls which we could not see. The Mahommedans in the ranks were the most disheartened; as three attempts had
failed, they said that Allah must be against them.
However, next morning, when a grand attack was launched on the fort from all sides, we advanced nearer and
nearer without an arrow or a shot being fired at us. A drummer boy ran up the breach and then called out that the
fort was deserted. The Nepalese had all escaped through the jungle without our knowing anything of it, or hearing
a sound. It was now the turn of the British soldiers to be down-hearted because they were angry that the enemy
had tricked them.
I escaped without a wound, but my Captain sahib received an arrow in the chest. It was difficult to remove on
account of its broad point and the Doctor sahib said that the Captain would die if the arrow was extracted.
However, the sahib suffered great pain and was in such agony that he pulled out the arrowhead himself. Blood
and froth gushed from the wound and he nearly bled to death.
I never expected to see my Captain sahib recover. He was so loved by the men of his company, and was such a
universal favorite in the regiment, that his absence was hard to bear. But Burrumpeel sahib was sent to England,
and the regiment lost its champion.
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At this time a new General came, Martindale sahib,\fn{Major-General Gabriel Martindell (c.1759-1831)} to take
command. The enemy had collected at another fort, Jaithak, and our army was ordered to march against it. Here
again the British troops attacked like tigers and fought like madmen, but we were all driven back with
considerable loss. My uncle was wounded in the knee by a matchlock ball which caused him great pain. I was
permitted to look after him in the hospital tent. All the Mahommedan sepals now said that the war was an unlucky
one, and that it would never succeed, but my uncle said that the sahibs and their British soldiers always fought the
better for being beaten at the outset of a campaign.\fn{ Even in the Company’s time, there were always units of the British army
stationed in India. In 1824, there were some 30,000 British regimentals widely dispersed throughout the sub-continent. The native levies,
however, were much greater, and in 1824 there were some 200,000 sepoys divided between three Presidencies (as they were then called):
Bombay, Madras, and Bengal}

The next day we heard that the Sirkar’s army which had advanced by way of Gorakhpur and Bettiah had been
destroyed by the Nepalese. The sahibs began to look anxious, although our General told us that only several
companies had been cut off: but the entire army had not been destroyed. Nevertheless most of us believed the
rumor, and my uncle was the only one who believed the General’s story.\fn{ Only 3 companies under a Captain Sibley had
been overwhelmed at Parsa, in an attack on New Year’s Day, 1815, after a gallant resistance }
The army was now in a sad state and not much fit for fighting. Most of the wounded men died from green
fever. The local people thought the Company’s good fortune had vanished, and several local potentates, taking
advantage of this, began to collect soldiers to use against the Government. Our column retired to Dehra Dun to
rest the soldiers. The enemy did not harass us; being hillmen, they were afraid to venture out into the open plains.
Within a few weeks we received news that Loneyackty sahib had beaten Amar Thapa and that peace had been
made. Our force then marched to Saharanpore where there was a large fort.
The Sirkar permitted Amar Thapa to go back to his own country because of his bravery. The English respect
brave men and do not kill them. This is curious, for is not a brave man the most dangerous enemy? Indeed, as we
all expected, as a result of the Sirkar’s letting Amar Thapa go free, war broke out again after a few months.
I was never able to understand the sahibs. I have seen them spare the lives of their enemies when these were
wounded. I have seen an officer spare the life of a wounded man who shot him in the back as he turned
away.\fn{Almost certainly a reference to the wounding of Captain Hopper, 31st BNI, at Kalat on 13 November 1839, during the First
Afghan War (of which more later)} I saw another sahib spare the life of a wounded Afghan, and even offer him some
water to drink, but the man cut at him with his curved sword and lamed him for life. “The wounded snake can kill
as long as life remains,” says the proverb, and if your enemy is not worth killing, surely he is not worth fighting
against.
*
My regiment was now ordered to join General Loneyackty’s force by forced marches. One night, when we
were near a place called Peithan, the alarm was sounded. A dreadful uproar took place in the camp and at first we
could not account for it. A herd of wild elephants had entered the camp and were attacking our transport
elephants, which had broken their chains and were running wild. They ran among the tents, screaming and
roaring, upsetting tents, and trampling to death a European soldier and two officers’ servants.
The European soldiers wanted to open fire on the elephants, but in the dark it was impossible to tell which
were wild, and which were the Commissariat elephants.\fn{ Large numbers of elephants were employed by the Company in
carrying heavy baggage and pulling siege guns} The officers had great difficulty in preventing their men from opening
fire. Had the soldiers done so, no-one can say what damage would have been done; the musket balls would
doubtless have killed some of our own men.
After a while the wild elephants moved off and quiet was somewhat restored. The mahouts succeeded in
recovering all their elephants except two, and these were never seen again.
I was on sentry duty that night and never shall I forget it. I had never been so frightened before. I expected to
be trampled on at every moment and yet I dared not leave my post. Even my uncle admitted to being afraid
because he had not yet recovered from his wound and was unable to run. The guy ropes of one tent became
entangled with an elephant’s feet and the tent was torn down before the occupants could get out. They were
enfolded in the tent like fish in a net and were dragged for some distance. The sides of the tent saved them from
being seriously injured, but they were frightened as I had never seen men frightened before. They were greatly
laughed at the following morning when the new way they had chosen to strike their tent became known.
I saw the European who had been killed. His chest was stove in, his face was black, and his eyes nearly started
out of his face. It was an awful sight.
*
240

Our column joined the rest of the army near Chiriaghati where the enemy had taken up position. We marched
round towards Makwanpur, and two battles were fought in which the Gurkhas were severely beaten and the
village of Bichukuh was taken by storm. The Gurkhas thought that Kathmandu would be captured as we were not
more than thirty miles away from their capital. They sent envoys with flags of truce and peace was proclaimed.
The terms of this peace were very hard. The Company Bahadur took large provinces from the Gurkhas for
security, but they also returned some small places the enemy seemed to value. This part of the war had only lasted
a few weeks.\fn{“They retained their independence. Had Lord Dalhousie been Governor-General, they would probably have been
annexed”}
4
My regiment was ordered to return to Mutthura after the Gurkha War, but we had not been there long before
we were sent to join the large army which was assembling under the personal command of the Governor-General,
Lord Hastings. We were to take the field against the Pindaris.
These were a set of mounted robbers who seldom fought a battle if they could by any means avoid it, but who
marched about the Deccan and other provinces, plundering helpless towns, exacting large sums of money from
the bankers, carrying off the best looking women, and attacking and maiming people without regard to their age
or sex. No place or person was safe. On one day this village would be looted, and on the next another as much as
eighty miles away. Sometimes a thousand horsemen would appear before a town and hold it to ransom; in this
fashion as much as two lakhs of rupees has been carried off.\fn{One lakh was (and still is) a unit of 100,000, and was then
worth about £10,000}
If the robbers imagined from the way this money was paid that it was obtained without much difficulty, they
would then assume that the town was rich and contained even more booty. They would leave at a gallop, halt
twenty miles away, and return at night to loot the place of everything of value which could possibly be carried off.
They would kill any man, woman or child who offered the least resistance, and often carried off with them the
headman, or the richest citizen, in the hopes of extorting a large ransom. An exorbitant sum was usually
demanded, and the anxieties of the victim’s relatives would be aroused by accompanying the demands with his
ears, fingers, or hands, coupled with threats that if the ransom was not paid, the victim’s head would be the next to
follow.
Hindustan was at this time tormented by demons from the lowest hell. I cannot describe the horrors of those
days—may the Gods grant that they never return! The very word Pindari, and the name of Chitu, their Chief, was
accursed. Merchants trembled when they heard it; maidens wept; no-one felt safe. These robber bands were made
up from many kinds of people, and young men of noble family but of no wealth joined them. However they were
chiefly men from southern India. The Pindaris always bribed the big Rajahs or Nawabs who often shared in the
loot, although this might well be plunder from the Rajah’s own towns and villages. The robbers could therefore
always find a refuge in friendly territory whenever they were sore pressed.
*
I now considered myself an experienced soldier, for I had suffered defeats and had helped to win victories. I
had served with sahibs and with European soldiers. In my opinion the reason why the English are invincible is
because they do not worry about defeat. Four times have I seen a European regiment driven back with terrible
slaughter, and yet their fifth attempt was as fierce as their first.
It is astonishing that they do not become confused if their leader is killed; another officer will take his place
and will be obeyed in just the same fashion. Now in an Indian army, if the general or leader is killed, the whole
army falls into confusion and generally takes to flight; the men will not follow the next leader. The principal
reason for this is because Rajahs or Nawabs generally fight for their own benefit. They collect all the plunder into
their own treasuries and spend it only on themselves and their favorites. They do not use the treasure for the good
of their subjects. The result is that people do not care for war, other than for the opportunity it gives them for
plunder, or for seizing power.
Then again, few Princes of Hindustan ever pay their troops regularly. However brave the individual soldiers
may be, there can be no real discipline if an army is allowed to pay itself by plunder. Princes seldom grant
pensions to the families of soldiers killed in their service, and care little for the soldier when he is disabled and
can be of no further use to them.
The Company’s officers fight, but plunder is not their sole object. The strict rules of the army prevent this to a
great extent. They are paid regularly, and know they will continue to be. Also they know that if it is their fate to be
wounded, they will still be cared for, and often rewarded. As for the European soldiers—I hardly know why they
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love fighting as much as they do, unless it is for grog. They would fight ten battles in succession for one bowl of
spirits. Their pay is negligible, so it cannot be for that. They also love looting, but I have seen them give a cap full
of rupees for one bottle of brandy. I have been told that the English doctors have discovered some kind of essence
which is mixed with the soldiers’ grog. Great care has to be taken not to mix too much, since otherwise the men
would all kill themselves in battle by their rashness. I know that water has always to be mixed with their spirits,
although they do not realize this. Whenever I have seen them discouraged, or fighting half-heartedly, it has always
been on occasions when they were deprived of their usual ration spirit.
Sikh soldiers, who drink English liquor, say they have no fear when they can get ration rum, but country liquor
burns up their livers and makes them fools instead of heroes. I am sure there must be some kind of elixir of life in
ration rum; I have seen wounded men, all but dead, come to life after having some rum given to them.
Be this as it may, I am convinced there is something very extraordinary about it. I know European soldiers
worship liquor, give their lives for it, and often lose their lives trying to get it. I have spoken to Doctor sahibs
about this subject and they have told me that in their own language it is called water of fire, water of life, etc.
*
My regiment was ordered to join the headquarters of the Governor-General and we proceeded by forced
marches into Bundelkhand. There was a very large army—at least 100,000 soldiers. The work we had to perform
was very arduous, marching and countermarching in a country where there were no roads. News came of a body
of Pindaris being here one day, and there the next. Detachments were sent after them but seldom with any success.
The movements of an army can best be compared with the game of chess, but one day we accidentally came
upon a large body of the enemy. They had only just dismounted and were as ignorant of our approach as we were
of their presence. We managed to get close enough to fire several volleys at them but they were soon off at a full
gallop down slopes where even foot soldiers dare not venture. Some thirty or forty were killed and wounded, and
we captured several horses.
My company was sent in pursuit of some of the enemy who had been dismounted. While chasing one of them,
my foot caught in a bush and I was thrown headlong into a deep ravine. I lay at the bottom stunned for a while,
and when I recovered I saw a man with a matchlock taking aim at me from a range of less than twelve yards. I
covered him with my musket, but unfortunately the flint had been knocked out during my fall and naturally the
musket would not fire. The Pindari got round behind me and fired from above, hitting me in the back near the left
shoulder. I rolled farther down into the ravine and remember nothing until it was dark. Then I awoke with a
burning thirst to find myself covered with blood, not only from my wound, but also from the thorns that had
lacerated me. My face and hands were dreadfully cut. I was unable to move and lay there till dawn in terrible
pain. I then managed to crawl up the bank, but was so exhausted by the effort that I fell back into the ravine.
This made my wound start bleeding again, but the loss of blood did not weaken me as much as I had expected.
I dragged myself a little farther, and now began to think that death must be near as I had a raging thirst. I had just
about given up all hope of life when I heard the tinkle of a cattle-bell, and this sign of life in such a wilderness
gave me fresh vigor.
In about an hour or so I came across a herd of buffaloes under the care of a boy and girl. Although I called to
them in the name of God to give me some water, they disappeared into the jungle as soon as they saw me. After
about an hour the girl reappeared, and seeing I could not walk approached nearer to me. I spoke to her, but all she
would answer was, “yes! yes!” I could not understand her, nor she me. I tried by every sign I knew to make her
understand that I wanted water, and at last she seemed to understand. She pointed to a tree, and I crawled towards
it to find a small earth-walled well from which they drew water for the cattle. She drew me some, and I drank it,
although it was warm and tasted bitter like medicine. However it put life back into me and I washed my wound as
well as I could.
It was no use talking to the girl because we could not understand each other. I then tried explaining my
situation by sign language, but this frightened her and she ran off again into the jungle. I lay near the well all day,
and in the evening four men arrived. They had evidently been sent by the girl since they approached me with great
caution. After a great deal of jabbering they led me to their village which consisted of a few huts made of
branches and thatched with broad leaves. They were not unkind, but I could not eat their food as they were men of
low caste; they seemed to be iron smelters.
I managed to make one of them point out the direction of the road, and I enquired where the Sirkar’s army
was. I understood him to reply that it had moved off a long way, but was unable to discover in which direction. I
remained with these people for two days, existing on some dry chappatis I had in my knapsack and some milk
which I was permitted to draw myself.
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On the third day one of the men led me to a beaten track. He pointed to a large tree about two miles away, and
also to both sides of the track, at the same time going through the motions of an arrow flying from a bow. I took
this to be a warning to look out for my life. I found a thin piece of white stone which gave out sparks, and fixed
this to my musket in place of the flint. However, I was much too weak to have fired it, and despite my weapon I
was quite defenseless. I offered the man some money, but he shook his head and pointed to his stomach,
indicating by signs that I took to mean that money was useless in that country.
I think, from what I subsequently learnt, that these men were afraid of being found with any of the
government’s money in their possession. Had this been discovered at that time, it would have been quite sufficient
to bring down the Pindaris’ wrath on their heads, and this was so frightful to contemplate that these miserable
wretches, in that remote jungle, dared not do anything that might offend the Pindaris.
The men left me by the roadside, and I made for a large tree, using my musket to help me along. However, I
moved very slowly because the pain in my chest was so bad. I had an attack of coughing, during which I coughed
up clots of blood, and this frightened me so much that I gave up all hopes of life.
Towards evening I reached the tree, and found underneath it a tomb with its attendant holy man. He spoke to
me in my own language, much to my delight, although it was only to tell me to go away and not cause him any
trouble. I lay down close by, related my sad story, and his heart began to soften; but he told me that if the Pindaris
found me, or knew that he had rendered a sepoy of the Sirkar’s army any assistance, they would spear both him
and myself. He then made me a poultice of neem leaves and bathed my wounds which gave me great relief. The
fact that I was a Brahmin had a great effect on him. He hid my uniform and musket in the jungle and sprinkled me
with red ochre dust.\fm{Presumably to disguise the author as his disciple}
From the position he had chosen for his seat, he was able to see a good way up and down the road, and
therefore, whenever anyone approached, I had time to hide. No-one came near the place for five days, other than a
few herds of cattle and their drovers, and I was now able to move a little. However the musket ball had lodged in
the muscles of my back, and the wound began to suppurate, giving me great pain.
On the sixth day we saw a cloud of dust in the distance which was moving more rapidly than dust raised by a
herd of cattle. The holy man told me to hide inside the tomb which had a large slab of stone covering the entrance;
this slab was also smeared with red ochre. I crept in and was nearly suffocated, despite the small openings on
either side of the tomb, but my life depended upon my remaining perfectly still.
Within a few minutes a party of about thirty horsemen rode up and asked for water. They then asked the holy
man whether he had seen any Europeans, or their sepoys, or any of their own people. His answers appeared to
satisfy them. They dismounted and started to prepare some food they had brought with them. They began to talk
with the holy man, telling him how they were hemmed in on every side and chased hither and thither like
partridges. They had come eighty miles since the previous day and intended to join their leader, Karim Khan, who
was proposing to seek refuge in Gwalior territory. They also said their numbers were much reduced; whereas
formerly they had amounted to nearly 200,000, they had now dwindled to a few thousand. They complained that
their leaders had deserted them, and that Chitu and Karim were both seeking their own safety in flight.
Two of them lay down to rest on the shady side of the tomb, and I was terrified lest they should hear me move
or breathe. As the sun rose higher, the inside of the tomb was like a bread oven, and my sufferings were nearly as
bad as death. However, about midday, they mounted their horses and told the holy man that Teekur Garh was the
password to give any of their party who might come that way. They then disappeared into the jungle.
I waited for half an hour and emerged from my living tomb, more dead than alive. How I thanked the great
Siva for preserving my life!
Two more days elapsed and we saw another cloud of dust coming from the opposite direction. I ran into the
tomb once again, but this time they were cavalry troopers from the Company’s army. When I heard them talking
about the Governor-General and General Esmith sahib, I knew I was safe. I came out of the tomb and made
myself known to the rissaldar commanding the party. He would not believe my story at first, but the holy man
brought my musket and uniform from where he had concealed them in the jungle. They gave me a pony to ride,
and after bidding farewell to my kind protector, and leaving three rupees in his bowl, I went off with them.
It chanced that this party belonged to a cavalry unit which was with my column, and within three days I was in
the arms of my uncle who had given me up for dead. I had been absent thirteen days and no-one in my company
knew anything about me. Some said they had seen my dead body, while others said I had been taken prisoner by
the Pindaris. I was so weak, thin and exhausted that I had to go to hospital. The Colonel sahib came often to see
me and hear my story, and the other officers were equally kind.
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The Doctor sahib cut the ball out of my back, and I vomited a quantity of blood which gave me great relief. I
now began to get better and stronger each day, but I could not bear the recoil of a musket and was therefore no use
in the ranks. I was appointed orderly to the Colonel until such time as I could be sent home. I therefore avoided
having to carry a musket or take my turn as sentry.
The Adjutant sahib, who had never been very friendly before, now became very kind to me. He told me that he
was very pleased that I had retained my musket and ammunition, despite my injuries, and had brought them back
safely. I suppose this may have been the reason for his changed attitude towards me, but I think the notice taken
of me by the Colonel sahib and the other officers also had something to do with it.
5
It is noteworthy that during the Pindari War the enemy always had much better information about our
movements than we did of theirs. Any movements on our part, even if conducted with the utmost secrecy, were
immediately known to the enemy. Large numbers of spies were employed by us, and were permitted to help
themselves from a large bag of rupees whenever they gave us accurate information, but this was very rare. I am
sure they always informed the enemy of our activities, and only told of a party of Pindaris being near after they
had warned them of the approach of our force. Therefore the enemy always had time to escape. Our troops would
march as quickly as possible to the place where the Pindaris were reported to be, and it is perfectly true that they
had been there, for the villagers bore witness to the fact. The spies got the credit for being very good, but one
thing is certain—the enemy never were there at the time when the Sirkar’s troops arrived. Whenever our army did
fall in with the enemy, it was purely by chance, when no information about their presence had been received, or
when the spies claimed that there were no Pindaris within forty miles.
I would have thought that everyone would have been glad to assist the Government to exterminate these illbred dogs, but such was not the case. Numbers of rajahs and princes gave them assistance, some quite openly, and
others by stealth. All the folk in Bundelkhand\fn{ A hilly and heavily forested area lying due south of Cawnpore and the Jumna
River. One of the areas where thuggees were rampant, it had a bad reputation for lawlessness } were on their side, but this is hardly
surprising. If they had possessed horses, they would have been Pindaris as well, since an inhabitant of
Bundelkhand is a greater villain and lover of plunder than a Mahratta, if that be possible. It used to puzzle the
Generals and Colonels when they heard that a party of these robbers had taken refuge in the territory of some
rajah whose towns had themselves been looted, but I have already explained the reasons for this.
Detachments marched at all hours of the night without knowing which direction to take, and guides were then
ordered to show the way to such and such a place. But these guides, unless they were watched like hawks, usually
managed to fade away like wild animals into some dense piece of jungle. When a sahib, cleverer than others,
ordered the guides to be tied with ropes, they either selected the wrong road, or pretended not to understand what
was said to them. Shooting them had no effect—they sympathized with the Pindaris and hated the Sirkar. I have
also heard that the frightful punishments inflicted by the Pindaris on anyone suspected of informing or giving help
to their enemies was another reason for this refusal to co-operate with us. They would burn out eyes with a heated
spear-blade, cut off ears, nose, and lips, and perform other horrible mutilations. We sepoys hated them cordially,
and as we were servants of Government, they never spared us.
At this time the Pindaris’ fortunes seem to have been improving a little. We heard that the Mahratta chiefs had
agreed to come to their assistance, but the Company’s good fortune could not be resisted. The Mahratta army was
beaten on the Sipra Nadi near Uljain,\fn{Battle of Mehidpur, December 21, 1817, part of the Third Anglo-Maratha War } which
was a long way from where we were. The news soon spread all over Bundelkhand, and the Pindaris broke up into
small parties and were in flight throughout the countryside. They tried to escape into Maharajah Scindiah’s
territories near Rampura but were intercepted in several places and cut to pieces. Added to which, numbers of
their former supporters abandoned them.
When the Pindaris saw the Sirkar everywhere victorious, and when they could no longer count on receiving
information as had formerly been the case, their fear was like that of the deer when pursued by the cheetah. Karim
Khan was defeated and eventually surrendered to one of our General sahibs; Chitu, the other chief, ran off into the
deep jungle and is reported to have been killed by a snake. The power of the Pindaris had now been completely
broken, while the reputation of the Company Bahadur was correspondingly increased. The various columns of the
army were now broken up, and my battalion was sent to Ajmer. However I was attached to a regiment returning to
Agra as I had been given permission to return to my home for six months’ sick leave.
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Only twenty men in my regiment were killed during this campaign, but 180 died of cholera and fever, while
nearly 100 were ruined in health and fit only to return to their villages. It was said that 700 followers\fn{ “The term
“follower” includes water-carriers, sanitary-men, officers’ servants, cooks, grooms, grass cutters, and other menial workers and their
families. On the basis of ten followers for every soldier, there would have been around 5,000 followers with Sita Ram’s battalion.” Italics
his. Elsewhere, the author uses the term bazaar chowdree (head man of the bazaar) to describe the man in charge of them, “and as there
were probably itinerant shopkeepers among them, the expression is not inapt. There might also be dancing girls, jugglers, and musicians
trailing along with the regiment”} and servants died of the cholera, which was a disease which had not been

encountered in those parts previously. The European officers and soldiers also died from it. Their Doctor sahibs
had never seen it before and knew of no cure for it. It was more deadly than small-pox and a dreadful disease.
*
I arrived safely in Agra with the regiment to which I was attached and bought myself a pony for 11 rupees. I
then set off for my village in the company of four or five sepoys who had also been given leave. I arrived at home
early one morning before it was light and waited outside until daybreak.
When my mother came out to draw water I called to her, but she did not recognize me. During the four years I
had been away I had grown from youth to manhood, and I had also grown whiskers and a moustache. In fact I
considered myself a rather handsome sepoy. My mother seemed so alarmed when I spoke to her that I also
became frightened, but my father told me later that my uncle had written home to say I had been killed, and my
mother therefore thought she had met my ghost.
However my father now appeared from the house and I was pleased to learn that none of my family had died
during my absence. Everything was exactly the same as when I had left home. I also had the great pleasure of
experiencing some ease for the first time for many months. My health rapidly recovered. I also satisfied my
ambition by seating myself on the same bench in front of our house where my uncle had sat and recounting stories
of my own escapes to the crowd who came every evening to listen and gossip, as they had previously done when
my uncle was with us.
I soon became a man of some importance in my village. The old priest was still alive and greeted me most
warmly; he prided himself on the efficacy of the charm he had given me when first I left home.
*
While I had been away my mother had arranged my betrothal with the daughter of a local landowner. You will
be aware, your Honor, that betrothals are arranged by our parents, and we are not allowed to see the faces of our
wives until our wedding night. I did not much want to be married while I remained a soldier, but it was all part of
my fate so what could I do about it? The priest fixed the auspicious day which was six months ahead. I often tried
to get a glimpse of my betrothed’s face during this time, and asked her nurse about her. All I was told was that she
had a neck like a dove, her eyes were like doe’s, her feet like a lotus leaf: and that she was consumed with love for
me, and with this I had to be satisfied! I only saw her once while getting into a bullock-cart, but she was a long
way off and I could not see her face. My mother and the priest told me that my wife’s dowry would be quite
enough for us to live on and there was therefore no longer any need for me to remain in the army. She nearly
managed to persuade me to write to my uncle and obtain my discharge. However my father was not so keen for
me to be married because the priest’s marriage fees would cost him a lot of money. He also did not wish me to
leave the service because his lawsuit about the mango orchard had not yet been settled. Now that I had returned
home he wanted me to act as his agent in the courts, since my being in the Sirkar’s service would give me an
advantage over the other claimant who was now urging his suit.
I employed my time as formerly in looking after my father’s farm, and my wound quickly healed; however it
gave me great pain whenever it rained. One evening, when I was telling the story of how I was wounded, I
happened to mention the incident of the little girl who was looking after the cows in the jungle, and who gave me
water which saved my life. A Brahmin priest who was listening said that from my own description the girl must
have been of a lower caste than even a sweeper, and that therefore I must be defiled from having drunk water
drawn by her. I protested in vain that I drank the water from my own brass bowl, but he talked so loudly, and
reviled me so much, that the news was all over the village in no time at all.
Everyone now shunned me and refused to smoke with me.\fn{ Probably a reference to the communal hookah, which is
passed from one smoker to the other among members of the same cast } I consulted Duleep Ram, our priest, who heard all my
case and decided that I had broken my caste. He could no longer associate with me, and I was not even allowed to
enter my father’s house.
I was plunged into despair. Through my father’s influence a panchayat,\fn{An institution “as old as Indian history” }
or court composed of five persons, was assembled to sit in judgment over me. After the priests had performed
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many ceremonies over me, and ordered me to fast for many days, I was declared clean and was given a new
Brahminical cord. I had to give feasts for the priests and also gifts, and all the money I had saved during five
years’ service was spent. But who can struggle against destiny?
The day for my marriage drew nearer. All the ceremonies for this were conducted without my being present;
my mother and the girl’s mother arranged all these with the priests. The ceremony was performed, and on the first
night my bride’s face was allowed to be seen by the members of my family.
Her nurse’s description of her turned out to be false. How could the moon be beautiful if it had suffered from
small-pox? Moreover my wife’s dowry was mostly property settled on herself As my leave was soon finished I
decided to rejoin my regiment, leaving my wife in the care of my mother.
*
I set off for Ajmer in Rajputana where my regiment was supposed to be, or at least where it was under orders
to go at the time I went on leave. There had been no letter from my uncle during my stay at home although I had
sent him two. But in those days the posts were very uncertain, and letters were usually entrusted to people
traveling to a place, wherever it might be, instead of sending them by the Government’s posts.
I arrived in a few days at Agra and went to the Adjutant-General sahib for information. He could not tell me
much but thought my regiment had gone with a force to Nagpur. I was given two months’ advance of pay and set
off via Jaipur, meeting with no adventures until I arrived there. Jaipur is one of the cleanest cities I have ever seen.
Its streets are broad and it is altogether a beautiful place. Peacocks walked about everywhere; all the animals were
tame; the deer came close up to one; pigeons of all colors abounded; clear streams of water ran on either side of
the streets; the shops were large; and the gardens all round were beautiful.
“There creepers bloomed on numerous trees, different kinds of flowers were in blossom, on which swarms of
bees were gathering honey. Cuckoos were singing on the mango trees, and peacocks strutted about in shady
places.”\fn{Sita Ram’s translator put this passage into quotes but without specifying where the quotation originated. Attempts to identify
the quotation have been unsuccessful}
A priest told me that the town had been built by Maharajah Jai Singh, and that a French sahib had furnished
the plans; however the people do not like to be reminded of the latter. I went to the king’s garden and here I saw
an animal that astonished me. It had a head like a nilghai\fn{A species of antelope} with a neck four yards long and
hooves like a horse. Its skin was covered with spots like a cheetah, but it did not eat flesh. It lived on the boughs
of trees which it pulled down with its tongue which was a yard long. I asked the keeper about the animal and he
told me it came from the great desert in Africa, 8,000 miles away, and that it was very gentle. I do not know its
name or its species. All I do know is that it was a wonderful animal, and never has such a beast been described in
any grandmother’s tale.
This was an astonishing city, and truly a place of wonders. I soon saw yet another remarkable animal, a bird
one hundred times as large as a turkey, and ten times as big as a sarus crane. It could run as swiftly as the wind,
but although it had wings, it could not fly. Its keeper told me that its food was stones, and that it too came from
Africa where the people use it instead of a horse.
This really was a city of enchantments. These marvelous animals were all presents to the Rajah from the
Nawab of Sur at Nasiruddin, who had big ships trading with all parts of the world.
I remained in this place for several days and then proceeded to Ajmer. I could see the high hill of Taragarh
beside Ajmer while still two days’ journey away. I discovered that my regiment had left, and I therefore attached
myself to some irregular cavalry\fn{ They were often raised for a particular campaign, and then disbanded when the campaign was
over} and went on with them towards Nagpur. After fifteen days I found my regiment at Amboorah. My uncle was
quite well although he had again been wounded in his right arm by a bullet. To my great delight I found my
Captain sahib had returned, but he was much thinner and could no longer wrestle. However he was as brave as
ever and was worshipped by his men. I have only met two other sahibs like Burrumpeel sahib, and they were true
Englishmen—not sahibs from the hilly island.\fn{A note from the original translation reads: “It is not very evident what Sita
Ram means by the ‘hilly island’; all Europe is imagined by the Hindus to be composed of different islands” }
I was now quite fit enough to take my place in the ranks and my old wound never bothered me except in damp
weather. In a few days we were ordered to storm a village called Ahanpura, which was defended by Arab soldiers
in the pay of Apa Sahib. These men were said to be the bravest in the world, and even a match for European
troops. Nevertheless our Colonel did not hesitate to try and take the place with us Hindustanis. The Arabs fought
desperately for their lives, and my regiment lost many sepoys; in my company alone eleven men were killed and
wounded. As soon as one house was taken, the enemy retired to another. They did not run away, but died at their
posts like men. They were expert marksmen and we always suffered severe casualties whenever we fought them.
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Even dislodging them from a few huts was a difficult business.\fn{ These Arab mercenaries were long recruited as
bodyguards by Indian princes; they came from Yemen and South Arabia, the Yafa’i tribe from northeast Aden providing a great many of
them}

6
Although we tried every means to dislodge the enemy,\fn{ From Ahanpura} we made little progress for a
considerable time, but at last the few remaining enemy escaped down a ravine, and these were nearly all
Mahrattas. While running along a lane in the village, I came upon the enclosure of a house and entered it,
expecting to find it deserted. However I surprised an Arab in the very act of killing a girl who was kneeling at his
feet and imploring him to spare her life. The moment he saw me he shouted out, “Not yet!”, and rushed at me like
a tiger.
He came so frantically that he transfixed himself on my bayonet before I could recover my surprise. I then
fired my musket and blew a great hole in his chest, but even after this he managed in his dying struggles to give
me a severe cut on my arm. These men live like jackals and they fight like ghazis.\fn{A word which means a fighter for
the faith, or one who fights against infidels}
The girl threw herself at my feet and embraced my legs. She was in reality, with regard to beauty, what my
wife’s nurse had described my wife to be! I asked her who she was, and where she came from, and where her
friends and relations were? She told me she was the daughter of a thakur in Bundelkhand, by name Mokum
Singh. She had been carried off by the Pindaris who had sold her to this Arab, who had forced her to become his
mistress. Her father had been killed, and many of her relations also, while defending their property. She also
assured me that the survivors would never receive her back as she was disgraced beyond redemption, and she
ended her sad story by telling me that I was her Lord and now her only protector.
The village had been set on fire and smoke was coming in dense clouds into the enclosure. I hastily bound up
my arm with the turban of the dead Arab, and taking his sword as proof that I had slain him, I led the little fawn
through the unburnt part of the village and rejoined my company. But I did not know what to do with the girl
since I knew I should not be allowed to keep her with me.
Our force retired some miles after the fight and camped behind Ahanpura. I told my uncle about my adventure
and he advised me to abandon the girl and not encumber myself with a woman in these times of war. But how
could I have left her in the village to be burnt to death?
I went to my Captain and told him of the affair. He praised me very much and ordered the girl to be placed in
the care of the man in charge of our followers.
This young creature rode my pony but remained in the care of the head follower. I saw her every day and my
heart became inflamed with love, for she was beautiful to look on and always called me her protector. I am an old
man now but never before nor since have I seen any woman like her, not even in Delhi. For a week or more no
notice was taken of me nor the girl, but at the end of this time the Adjutant sent for me and told me I could not
keep her because women were not permitted to accompany the forces. At this my mind was filled with sadness
and my heart became a target for the arrows of despair. I pleaded that if she remained with the followers, the girl
could give no trouble, nor put the Sirkar to any expense.
The Adjutant then proposed to give me one hundred rupees for her, and ended by offering four hundred rupees
if I would give her up.\fn{More than two years pay for a sepoy} But I could not bring myself to part with her although I
now foresaw that I should soon lose her. My uncle strongly advised me to get rid of her as she would only bring
disgrace on me.
For the first time my uncle and I nearly had a quarrel. How true was the warning given me by the priest Duleep
Ram:
“More men are entangled by the wiles of a woman than fish in the net of the most skilful fisherman. The
arrows from their eyes wound more than the poisoned arrows of the Bhil’s.”\fn{ An aboriginal tribe of Central India who
used to hunt game with poisoned arrows}
If I had been in cantonments nothing would have been known, and no-one would have cared about my keeping
this girl. Many of the sepoys constantly had women living with them, and the sahibs never forbade this because
the women were all put down as relations. Had Burrumpeel sahib asked me for her, it might have been different,
but he never did this. He praised me for my kind action, took me to the Colonel, and told him about my killing the
Arab. I presented the sword to the Colonel who was graciously pleased to accept it. At the same time he promised
me promotion as soon as possible, and ordered me to be made a lance naik at once. This gave me no increase of
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pay, but I now had command of four men, and wore a stripe, and of course felt more important.\fn{ The noncommissioned officers were: havildar (sergeant; in the cavalry, called a duffadar), naik (corporal), and lance-naik (lance-corporal)}
My regiment marched from one hill fort to the next, sometimes with artillery and European troops attached to
us, and at other times on our own. Once or twice we were repulsed, and in one engagement two officers were shot
dead, and four wounded. Among the latter was the Adjutant sahib who received a severe cut from a sword in his
right shoulder. These Arabs had been in Apa Sahib’s service and were so highly esteemed for their bravery that
they were paid twice as much as we sepoys. They were now fighting on their own account because they would not
obey Apa Sahib’s orders to give themselves up. Since no sahib could speak their language, and as they were
always spoken to through a Mahommedan priest who pretended to know their speech, I think they did not
properly understand the Government’s surrender terms. These terms were that they should lay down their arms
and leave India, but this order, whether they understood it or not, was never obeyed. They fought to the last, never
asking for nor giving quarter. They destroyed nearly three entire companies of a newly-raised regiment, the 2 nd
battalion of the 10th under Major 'Esparks', having previously refused an offer [by him] to surrender under a white
flag. Brigadier-General Adams sahib subsequently avenged this treachery and annihilated the party of Arabs and
Gonds who were under their chief, Chyn Sab. Other engagements followed in which they were defeated, and then
a truce was made, but this was soon broken.
*
The Sirkar now had a large army with plenty of artillery. The fort of Hasser was summoned to surrender but its
governor, Jaswant Rao, would not listen to any terms and was determined to hold out to the last. He was a very
brave man. An English officer went down to the gateway to persuade Jaswant Rao to surrender; he pointed out
that Maharajah Scindiah was a friend of the British, and master of the governor of the fortress, but no heed was
paid to his words. Jaswant Rao was so confident in the strength of the fortress, and the bravery of his Arabs, that
the officer was insulted and a shot was fired at him in defiance.
This treatment of one of their officers enraged the British soldiers so much that they were keen to take the
fortress by storm. It was very strong and had walls of great thickness. It stood on a hill, one thousand feet high,
and all the approaches were exposed to a galling fire from the garrison. Many of the sepoys believed that it would
stand a long siege, but my uncle told me that the Company had already taken it once,\fn{ In 1803} and now that
they had assembled such a strong army with so many heavy guns, it would easily be taken again.
Until now my luck had been good, but even so I could not look on the fortifications without feeling some fear.
My liver turned to water. The siege was opened by our heavy artillery, and the enemy made frequent sallies, but
our shells (which were a new weapon for them) caused dreadful havoc among them. Great chunks of the
fortifications came tumbling down, while the perpetual thunder of the guns was like the onset of the monsoon. A
Colonel Frasan sahib\fn{Lieutenant-Colonel Frasere, Royal Scots Guards} forced his way into the town and took
possession of some merchants’ shops for two or three days, but he was killed while repulsing an enemy sortie.
The morning after this happened the citadel was abandoned by the enemy and my regiment was ordered to occupy
it.
We were running forward to do this when the enemy suddenly blew up a mine under our feet. I was blown up
into the air and became unconscious. I knew nothing, saw nothing, nor heard anything for a long time. When I
recovered consciousness I found two European artillerymen pulling me out of the rubble by my legs, and one of
them forced some rum down my throat. They took me to a sahib, and I was sent back to hospital to die. My legs
were not broken, but my left arm hung powerless by my side, and I had four severe cuts on my head from bricks
or flying wood. I consider that I may count these as wounds, and this means that I have been seven times
wounded in the service of the Sirkar.
I cannot say how many days I lay in that tent. The guns continued to thunder day after day, but one morning
they ceased and on the day this happened I partially recovered my speech. I asked about my uncle and the fate of
my company, and was horror-struck to be told by a wounded sepoy of my regiment that every man had been killed
except for myself: Tillukdaree Gheer, Kadir Bux, and Deonarain. There were also four men away on guard duty
who escaped, but forty-seven men were killed by this terrible explosion.
How right I was to have been afraid before the siege! My mind was oppressed with grief.
My uncle’s body was never found; the ruin was so widespread and there was no time to clear away the rubbish.
How I longed to go and search for his body but I could move neither hand nor foot. The hospital tents were so full
of wounded at this time that the officers even gave up their own tents for the wounded. My Captain was very kind
to me, and Captain Burma sahib\fn{Probably Captain F. L. Burman, 7th Madras Native Infantry} who was seriously
wounded was in the same tent as me.
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Burrumpeel sahib had had a miraculous escape. Although he was only a few yards from the mine when it
exploded, he was thrown down, and nearly suffocated with earth, but otherwise was unhurt. Number 2 Company
was destined to be destroyed.
Number 1 Company had gone over the same mine a few moments before it blew up. The fort was taken and I
was told all kinds of people were found inside it—Arabs, Baluchis, men from Kabul, and others. The Sirkar again
failed to punish Jaswant Rao, but allowed him to go free. I asked my Captain why Jaswant was not executed, and
he replied that he had only obeyed the orders of his master, Maharajah Scindiah, who had pretended to be a friend
of the Company Bahadur, but who was in reality its enemy. He would be the one to be punished.
The justice of this Government is indeed remarkable, and its conduct inexplicable. What is the use of fighting
if you do not destroy your enemy? These were strange customs for the people we were fighting. They thought the
Sirkar was crazy for showing mercy, and they sought in every way to take advantage of their kindness and often
succeeded. But Lord Malcolm sahib was such a mighty chief that they seldom deceived him. There were few
Lord sahibs like him. It only goes to prove what I have already said—the sahibs and the European soldiers like
fighting for the sake of fighting. And as for the latter, providing they have enough of their beloved grog they are
happy. War is an amusement, or kind of game, so far as they are concerned.
*
This war being now finished, the army broke up and the different regiments marched to their stations. My
battalion was ordered to Aligarh, and I was carried all the way in a hospital litter. I could have got sick leave again
at my home but for certain reasons I did not want to go just then. I was allowed to live in a hut by myself and the
young thakurin lived with me and looked after me. I was happier than I had ever been in my own home, and
within a few months I had recovered sufficiently to be able to walk.
Several new battalions were being raised at this time for the Government, and my Colonel sahib told me that if
I felt inclined to join one of these battalions, I could gain promotion to naik. Since my good and kind uncle was
dead, and nearly all my comrades in my company as well, I decided to leave my old corps.
But I felt the most painful thing in my undertaking was leaving my Captain sahib. There was only one
Burrumpeel sahib who ever left England, and he was in my old regiment.
I joined the headquarters of the new battalion at Fategarh in July 1820, and found it consisted of only two
companies made up from men of different regiments as a foundation for the new regiment the Sirkar intended to
form. There were only two British officers, Major Gardeen sahib, and the Adjutant. The Major was very tall and
dark. He was in the habit of coming on parade in shooting dress and throwing his heavy stick at the recruits’
heads, and sometimes even at the drill instructors’ if they did anything to annoy him. As a result he was much
disliked, but also feared. He told the Indian officers that he had been removed from his own regiment against his
wishes and sent to command them and he hated them all. In fact, through fear of him we only recruited forty men
in four months. After this we were given four more sahibs from other regiments and three new cadets. More men
also arrived and the drill commenced.
The Major sahib was not liked by the English officers; they never spoke to him before or after parade, nor did
they seem to associate with him in any way. The only person he appeared to be friends with was an old butler, and
no-one knew why this man had so much influence over the sahib. However I do know that any sepoy wanting
leave, or any other favor, always tried to secure the good graces of the butler to put in a good word to his master.
One day when I was on guard at his house the Major was about to start smoking his hookah in the evening; the
tobacco would not draw, and he flew into a violent passion, throwing the lighted bowl at the hookahbadar’s head.
The red-hot charcoal rolled over the room and set fire to the floor matting, which in turn set fire to a tent in the
next room. The servants and the guard rushed in and managed to extinguish the flames, but the tent was nearly
destroyed.
Throughout this scene the sahib never moved from his chair, but then the butler came and spoke to him and his
rage subsided in an instant. However, giving way to his irritation had cost him dear, for the tent was almost new
and must have been worth three hundred rupees. We endeavored to discover the secret of the butler’s influence
over this sahib but we never succeeded. Some said he was a near relation.
There was no doubt that the Major was slightly mad. His habits were quite different from other sahibs. He
used to walk up and down his verandah for hours at a time, with his hands behind his back, muttering to himself
and kicking the wall with his foot every time he turned round. He spoke our language perfectly but his chief
delight lay in teasing our recruits. He would make them tell him whether they were married or not, and also the
names of their wives, which is a great shame for a Hindu to mention.
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I could also see that his attitude towards the other officers of the regiment was very odd. The Adjutant sahib
was never allowed to sit in his presence, while his servant never offered a chair to any of the sahibs who came to
see him unless the Major told him to do so. An officer now joined the regiment who was quite as old in
appearance as the Major and I happened to be on guard at the Major’s house when this officer came to pay a call.
I was curious to see whether the Major would offer him a chair, but he remained standing for a short time, and
then took one himself and sat down. A storm of abuse then followed and I saw the Captain strike the Major and
knock him down. He then left speaking very loudly.
The following morning, while returning from the fields,\fn{ “In the absence of latrines, the fields were resorted to by the
sepoys in the early mornings”} I saw four officers behind the rifle butts. They were some way from the lines and near
some gullies. Since the officers were often in the habit of practicing with their pistols, I did not take much notice
at first. But as I drew nearer I saw that the Major and the Captain were both present and, as I knew it was the
custom among the British officers to fire pistols at each other in the event of a quarrel, I stopped to see what was
happening.
The Major was placed a short distance in front of the Captain by another officer, and there was another officer
attending upon the Captain. They both fired and the Major fell forward on his face. I now ran up and found that
the Major was dead. He had been shot through the head. I went to the hospital for a litter and the news was round
the lines in a moment. The Major was carried to his own house and was buried in the evening.
The only person who seemed to be affected was the butler. No sahib’s face displayed any grief.
How curious are the customs of these foreigners! Here, in this case, no revenge was taken at the time when
they were heated with anger, nor was the fight with swords. No words were spoken, nor was there any abuse. The
sahibs were as cool and collected as when on parade. I did not know at the time that the officer attending on the
Major was a great friend of the Captain, and both the attendant officers spoke to each other, and were friends, as
they shared the same house.
The English have very strict rules about honor and if insulted they must fight, since otherwise they are never
spoken to by their brother officers again. In those days the sahibs often fought one another, and after the fight they
frequently became greater friends than ever. I have not heard of sahibs fighting each other in recent years; if they
do, it is done secretly, as if nowadays they are ashamed to be seen. But I believe the real reason is that they fear
the new rules about dueling. The sahib who now takes part in a duel is tried by Court Martial and dismissed the
service without any excuse being taken. I have heard that the King of England was forced to put an end to this
habit because he lost so many good officers from it, and the family of the dead sahib had to be supported by the
state. I cannot imagine how they can fight after their tempers have cooled, but this, like everything else they do, is
managed by their remarkable arrangement of their affairs.
The European soldiers do not fight among themselves with pistols; they use their fists instead, which is just as
dangerous for I have known several men to be killed. After their fights, however, they soon become friends again,
but even among the soldiers they lose face if they refuse to fight.
Another officer was sent to command the regiment. He was Colonel Hamilteen sahib. He was quite different
from the Major and was popular with both officers and the soldiers. The regiment was now a thousand strong and
composed of fine, tall young men.
*
For two or three years nothing much happened except that we marched to Meerut. I had spent a lot of money
in order that the thakurin could regain her caste, and I was married to her by the ceremony called gardab. While
we were at Meerut “a joy of the world” was born to me—a son!
7
About this time it was generally reported that the Sirkar was going to provide assistance for Rajah Balwant
Singh of Bharatpore who had been driven from his throne by his brother Darjan Sal. The Rajah had begged and
prayed the Sirkar to support his right to the throne but he was only a boy and there was a strong party against him
at Bharatpore. General Loneyackty was then Governor of Delhi and he gave orders for an army to be assembled.
My regiment received instructions to march to Agra, but it only went four or five marches and was then recalled
to Meerut. Great was the disappointment of the officers for they longed for their new regiment to see service and
make a name for itself. After a month orders were again received and we marched to Agra where a large army was
encamped. We remained here for some time.
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Some people thought that Darjan Sal, hearing that an army was advancing against him, would give up the
fortress without a fight. On one day he would send to say that he would do this, and then on another day that he
intended to fight. All this was done in order to gain time for the collection of more men and arms. The English
had besieged Bharatpore before in Lad Lick’s\fn{ Lord Lake’s} time and had lost half an army there; the place had
been delivered up but had not surrendered. This was well known to everyone, and was also well remembered. The
place was much stronger now than formerly, and was reported to have many large guns which could throw a
cannonball six miles. The Bharatpore people put great trust in this artillery and considered the place impregnable.
The English Commander-in-Chief,\fn{Sir Stapleton Cotton (1773-1865), Wellington’s old cavalry commander of the Peninsula
Campaign, against Napoleon I, had been raised to the peerage as Viscount Combermere } getting tired of these useless
negotiations, marched the army from Agra and laid siege with many large guns. The great annoyance now came
from the enemy’s horsemen who always hovered round our camp and cut up large numbers of our followers and
stragglers. Whenever they were chased by our cavalry they always galloped under the guns of the fort, or into
some gateway known only to them.
The Sirkar’s guns were of no use in making a breach; the walls were so thick that a company could have been
drawn up in column upon them and been wheeled into line. The enemy made many attacks on our camp at night,
and all the neighbouring states were waiting to see the fortune of the Sirkar. If a reverse had taken place, they
would have come down on our camp from the rear where the jungle was thick and difficult to guard.
The Sappers and Miners were set to work to mine under the walls. I was on guard one night at the entrance to
one of these galleries, and about midnight a sentry reported that water was spreading over the surrounding fields.
The enemy had let the water out of the big moat, and if I had not given warning in time, all the Miners would
have been drowned, as mice are killed in the rains. However the Sappers soon constructed walls of earth and
diverted the water from the mine. This was on Christmas Day. Some weeks after this the gallery was continued
under one of the bastions and we heard that the mine would be exploded. All our troops turned out to see the
effect and the enemy, thinking an attack was imminent, manned the walls, and were busy bringing into action an
enormous cannon which was positioned on the bastion under which the mine was laid.
For a time there was a deep silence throughout our camp but the mine did not explode. The Sapper officers
were very anxious, thinking that the enemy had countermined. Several of them rushed to see whether the fuse had
burnt out, when off went the mine and the bastion, together with the big cannon, men and all, were hurled into the
moat. A hole was left in the fortress wall big enough to march a company through it. The enemy fire ceased for a
time for they were quite thunderstruck by the explosion. Our artillery kept up a brisk fire on the breach throughout
the night, and next morning a storming party was formed. My company, and part of another, were included in the
attacking column. Darjan’s people fought desperately, but who can stand up against the charge of European
soldiers?
By ten o’clock that morning the far-famed fortress of Bharatpore was in the hands of the Sirkar. Darjan
himself was captured while attempting to escape. There was plenty of loot and many sahibs acquired very
valuable property. I found a handsome necklace on a woman who had been killed, and decided this would be my
share. I thought I would put it round the neck of my son but I was seen by two European soldiers who took it
away from me by force. They cut it in two, each taking half, but I later came across one of these men who was
dead drunk and I easily regained one half of the necklace without any need for force. Great numbers of the enemy,
or rather people of the city, had been killed by shells and numbers had been destroyed by the mine.
I went to look at the place of the explosion, and it was incredible. The large cannon had fallen into the ditch,
crushing men beneath it like Juggernaut, but all these men had died at their guns and what better death could they
have chosen?
This gun was called Fateh-jang-sir-phorhua, or the “victorious in war—the head-smasher”. It was three
musket lengths’ long and the cannonball was the size of a large earthen pot. Engraved on the gun was the charge
which amounted to 150 pounds of gunpowder. I have heard the sahibs talk of the big new guns they have in
England but I can hardly believe that they are any bigger than four or five of the guns I saw at Bharatpore.
In spite of all that had been said about this fortress, it did not cost us much to capture it. Not more than 50
sepoys were killed, and in the storming party furnished by my regiment we lost only 5 men killed and 15
wounded. The European troops lost about the same, but many sahibs were wounded because they persisted in
going close up to the walls to fire their shot-guns and their rifles. This was strictly forbidden but the orders were
disregarded.

251

After this siege my regiment was sent to garrison several small forts in the neighborhood, and my company
was ordered to Biana Garhi. These places were soon dismantled, and the regiment then returned to Meerut after
an absence of about one year.
*
There now came a new Lad Sahib\fn{The vernacular term for the Governor-General, and later for the Viceroy } to India who
was much disliked by all the officers.\fn{ This was General Lord William Bentinck (1774-1839), Governor-General from 18251835, and the last Governor-General to be CIC as well } He wished to reduce their pay and the sahibs nearly mutinied. They
held many meetings in their own houses and were greatly disturbed. Many of them said they would serve the
Government no longer.
This Lad Sahib was sent by the Company Bahadur to save money, for, as a result of the great expense of the
wars,\fn{Three wars alone were fought against the Marathas:H } they said they were very poor. But who can credit this?
When did the Sirkar ever lack for money? I heard that the officers of one regiment asked the officers of another
whether their men would stand by them if they marched to Calcutta to compel the Lad Sahib to give them their
rights. I was also told that the European soldiers said they would not act against the officers of the Bengal Army
so long as their object was the Batta\fn{Field allowance} alone. Every sahib at this time was angry and spoke much
against the Sirkar, but most of the blame was laid on the new Lad Sahib. They said he was carrying out this
injustice without orders, and only because he wished to curry favor with the Company.
The Sirkar compelled the young Rajah Balwant Singh to pay all the expenses of the war\fn{ At Bharatpore} now
they had restored him to the throne, and this amounted to more than one crore of rupees.\fn{About £1,000,000} This
was regarded as a great insult by many of the rajahs and nawabs who had hitherto looked upon the Sirkar as their
friend and not as a paid ally. Some of them now boasted that they could hire the services of the English whenever
they wanted them. I have heard that one rajah sent an agent to the Sirkar to enquire how much they would require
to wallop another rajah who had insulted him, but this was bazaar gossip and may not be true.
All kinds of news, both true and false, are discussed in the bazaars of large military stations, and anything
injurious to the fortune of the Government is listened to with the keenest interest. This induces idle people with
nothing better to do to invent news, and the greater the lie, the more it is believed—that is, if it is any way
detrimental to the Sirkar. I remember during the Russian war, which was the only time when there was no war in
India, that news was always fabricated to show that the Sirkar was usually defeated, and that the Russians had
destroyed all the English soldiers and sunk all their warships. This idea was fostered by interested parties with the
result that when the Mutiny broke out, most Indians believed that the Sirkar had no other troops than those which
were already in India. Nothing could exceed the surprise of the rebels when they saw regiment after regiment
pouring into the country. They then lost heart, realizing they had been deceived, and soon discovered it was
useless to oppose the mighty power of the English.
*
After remaining two years at Meerut my regiment was sent to Shahjahanpore, and from thence to Kamal, and
later to Ludhiana. Nothing of note happened during these years except that there were some alterations in the
seoys’ uniform, and rifle companies were formed in many regiments.\fn{ These were formed after the gradual introduction
of the muzzle-loading “Brunswick” rifles in 1840 } Small wars took place every year in some part of Hindustan but my
regiment did not take any share in them. I had been promoted to havildar, and also held the appointment of payhavildar which in those days was a much sought-after appointment. Most of the sepoys in the company kept their
money with me, and as this was seldom required by them except when they went on leave, I used to lend some of
it at good interest. The money was shown at the end of every month to any sepoy who wanted to satisfy himself
that it was safe, and this went on every month until I had accumulated the sum of 500 rupees. Pay-havildars also
used to lend money to the sahibs; since all the sahibs’ pay passed through our hands, there was little risk of losing
the money unless a sahib died, in which case we did not dare to make a claim against his estate. The practice was
forbidden but I seldom heard of anyone being punished for doing it.
The officers’ pay was large but it seldom sufficed for their wants. There were only two officers in my regiment
who were not in debt, and many of them owed large amounts. They spent a great part of their pay in giving
entertainments; some gambled, while others lost large sums on the race-course. They are passionately fond of this
sport. All the married sahibs were permanently in debt for their expenses are great. But some became poor
through misfortune. The Captain of my company lost all his property when his boat sank in a river. He had no
money with which to replace his property and I lent him 500 rupees. Unfortunately the time of furlough was at
hand and the sepoys required their pay. Having lent some of theirs with my own, I was unable to make good the
whole amount I should have had in my hands.
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I was reported to the Colonel sahib, and although I sold everything I possessed, and the Captain tried all he
could to raise the money, I was still 137 rupees short. I was tried by court martial, found guilty of disobedience of
orders, and sentenced to be deprived of my appointment as pay-havildar. Had it not been for my previous good
conduct, I should have been reduced to the ranks again.
This was the first court I had ever appeared before. How entirely incomprehensible are the laws of the English
for us Hindus! I was found guilty by a number of Indian officers of my own regiment, not one of whom thought I
had done anything wrong, and every one of whom would have acted as I had done if they had been placed in my
position. And yet, because they thought the Colonel desired me to be punished, they found me guilty. The
European officers were equally well aware of the facts of the case, but the custom of the service required my
punishment. The Articles of War are often read out to regiments, but the language is seldom understood, being
nearly all Persian and Arabic. Some of it is of course intelligible, but the greater part, as with the orders of the
Governor-General, etc., is far beyond the comprehension of any but those who have had a good education.
As a general rule only two or three sepoys in a company understood what he must or must not do after hearing
these orders read. In the first place the Interpreter sahib nearly always reads too quickly, and secondly, he
frequently mispronounces the words.\fn{ “The appointment of Interpreter was usually filled by a junior British officer who had
passed the prescribed examination in languages. Persian was essential since it was the court language in the East, as French was in the
West. Most official documents were written in Persian which would be incomprehensible to a Hindi-speaking sepoy. Language continues to
be one of India’s principal problems—more than a century after Sita Ram’s death” }

Your Honour, a sepoy does not require a lot of rules and regulations to be read out to him. They only fill his
head with doubts and fears. He should look upon his Commander as his father and mother, his protector, his god,
and as such be taught to obey him. We do not understand divided power; absolute power is what we worship.
Power is much divided among the English. The Commanding Officer certainly has some power; also the
Adjutant, and sometimes more than the Commander. The Commander-in-Chief has a great deal, the GovernorGeneral still more, but they each have to ask some even higher authority before they can do anything. The
Commanding Officer has to ask half a dozen officers before he can punish a sepoy and the permission takes
months before it is received. By the time the punishment is inflicted, half the men will have forgotten all about the
case and the effect of the punishment entirely lost.
I remember in one regiment that a havildar was tried by a court martial and dismissed [from] the service for
insolence to a superior officer—a crime for which he ought to have been flogged. When his sentence was read out
to him on parade, he turned and told his Commanding Officer that he would go straightaway to the Commanderin-Chief sahib and lodge an appeal. Another havildar was promoted in his place, but he went up to Simla, threw
himself in front of the Governor-General’s lady, and cried out for justice and mercy. Within three months he was
restored to the service and sent back to his old regiment, thereby laughing in the face of the General, Brigadier
and his Commanding Officer.
No sepoy worried about a court martial at that time, but this was in the days when any complaint received
attention from the Commander-in-Chief. The Colonel sahib was furious, but he had no power, and what could he
do?
The Commander ought to have the power of life and death. When the sword is 600 miles away, who fears it?
When sepoys find that their Commander is not really their Commander, they will always look up to some higher
power.
This was one reason for the Mutiny.
I have already said that the people of India worship power. They also love splendor and the display of wealth.
A great impression is made on the masses by this—much greater than the English seem to believe. Our idea of the
power and might of our kings and princes was always associated with magnificent equipments shining with gold
and silver. Have we not thought this since we were children? Is it not the theme of every tale that is told? What
then can we think of a Governor-General, or Lieutenant-Governor, when we see him as a sahib driving in a buggy
without any ornaments or retinue?
People in Government employment know that he has power, but the ordinary people consider him all sham,
and he does not match up to their idea of a Rajah, Nawab, or even a minister. They then make comparisons which
the Sirkar would not like to know.
I have often asked the sahibs why they do not take a lesson from some of their memsahibs and wear more
jewelry, for I have seen some English ladies looking as princesses ought to look when they go to their balls and
dances. They have replied that it was considered shameful for a sahib to wear jewels or ornaments unless these
happen to be awards of honor, but what I have seen of the latter have seemed to me to be very paltry. One sahib
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told me that his memsahib spent so much money on her jewels that it was impossible for him to wear any even
should he feel inclined to do so.
We sometimes pay homage to peculiarities of character and superiority of intelligence but not so much as to
outward pomp and magnificence. General Nickalseyn sahib\fn{Brigadier-General John Nicholson (1821-1857)} was
believed by some to be an incarnation of the Deity,\fn{ “He gained a great reputation as a soldier-administrator on the northwestern marches of the newly conquered Punjab. He so impressed his personality on the wild tribesmen he ruled that some of them saw in
him the incarnation of the Divine and formed a sect to worship him” } and there are those who still mourn his removal from
the world. General Jacum\fn{Brigadier-General John Jacob (1812-1858)} was looked upon as next to the Prophet

Mahommed by many of the hill tribes, but I am told that he is also dead.

† Brigadier-General John Nicholson, drawn by a Mughal artist in 1856 †
The Sirkar should remember that the value of a regiment of sepoys greatly depends on the Commanding
Officer. If the men like him, if he understands them and can enter their feelings and has their confidence—which
is not to be done in one day, or even in one year—and above all if he has power and is just, they will do anything,
will go anywhere, and his word is law.
But when someone completely strange to them and their feelings is sent to command them, there is always
discontent. Among us there is a great dislike for new ways. One sahib upsets what the other has done, and we do
not know what to do because what we have been taught one day is wrong the next. I have known four
Commanding Officers come to a regiment within a year, and three Adjutants, and two Quartermasters; and this
was not as a result of officers having been killed in war.
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It takes us a long time to learn the ways of a sahib and once the men have got used to him it is wrong to have
him removed. Before the Mutiny any clever officer was always taken away from his regiment for some
appointment, and he never came back for years. When he did come back he knew very little about the men.
The Indian is not alone in his likes and dislikes of Commanding Officers; I can remember a European regiment
which refused to advance against a Sikh battery of guns because they disliked their Colonel. They preferred to be
turned into dust by cannon-fire rather than move. I heard that this officer was wounded—some say by his own
men—and was succeeded by a popular officer. The men then instantly took the battery and drove the Sikhs like
dust before the wind!\fn{“It should be remembered that Sita Ram is referring to the 1830s and 1840s when the East India Company’s
dominions had enormously increased, and Army officers were in great demand for civil employment, ranging from the political department
to the organization of famine relief. There were never enough European civilians to fill the required appointments and the Army had to
make up the deficiencies”}

8
And now, my Lord, I shall say something about the Sirkar’s new army, and by this I mean the army which has
been raised since the Mutiny.
As far as I know, everyone dislikes the service nowadays—Hindus, Mahommedans, Sikhs, Pathans, and
Dogras. They get no leisure; they never know their work; they have to learn one kind of drill this year, and
another the next, and they are punished for not remembering the new drill. They now have examinations and
promotion goes by supposed merit, which means in effect at the pleasure of the Commanding Officer, which is a
very precarious thing to depend upon for promotion. The Punjabis and Sikhs only entered the Sirkar’s service
because they thought there would be opportunities for plunder, and not because they were pleased at joining the
service, or looked on it for bread and pension. They do not respect the Government as we used to respect the
Company Bahadur.
If Delhi had not fallen at the time it did, the British would not have persuaded so many Pathans and other
northern men to enter their service. It is well known that these men hung back, waiting to see which side was
likely to win. Their great hope was that the Punjab would also have been disturbed, in which case they would
have gone against the Sirkar with the same alacrity as they displayed when entering its service. Their sole object
was love of loot.
More than half the men of these regiments now want their discharge, and the other half only remain because
they think there may be a chance of plunder for them in China or elsewhere. But thanks to the amazing good
fortune of the Sirkar, all prospect of war has been extinguished, like hot ashes after sprinkling from a waterskin,
and as peace is likely to last for many years to come, most of these men will wish to leave the service. If they are
prevented from doing this they will only be unwilling servants.
Numbers of young men can always be found to enlist but once the novelty has worn off they will soon want to
leave a service which is daily becoming more distasteful to them. Their officers will have had all the trouble of
drilling them for nothing. In the Punjab the Sikhs will take service because they are near their homes, but they do
not care for any other country.
There is also an uneasy feeling about pay. The cavalry trooper has had his pay increased, but the foot soldier’s
remains the same. Since throughout Hindustan everything nowadays has become so much more expensive, and
since the Government allows the moneylenders to do as they please, the pay of seven rupees a month will not
support either Sikhs, Punjabis, or Mahommedans. So far as the latter are concerned, they always think they will
reconquer Hindustan from the foreigners and they look forward to that day, flattering themselves that it is not far
off. They have not seen what I have, or they would not entertain such foolish notions, but they love to boast of
what they have done and what they one day will do again. They might have some idea of the absurdity of these
ideas when they remember that they could not hold Delhi even with the Company’s army in their service, and its
artillery in their possession, against four or five European regiments and a few hastily raised regiments of dirty
Punjabis.
After the Mutiny I was posted to a Punjabi corps, and I know what I have said to have been the general feeling.
I also know that if the people of the Punjab should rebel and fight the Sirkar, there would be 100,000 Hindustanis
ready and willing to take service against them, if only to pay off old scores.
The Government’s practice of keeping several regiments of Native troops together at the same station is
unwise. It is then that the young men become full of their own importance and swagger about the bazaars puffed
up with vain conceits and talking about things they had better not. They forget the giver of their salt. There are
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plenty of rascals in every city, and in most Suddar bazaars,\fn{The common name for markets that sprang up to serve the
soldiers and their families in cantonments of troops} who encourage the sepoys in every kind of villainy.
This idle behavior has much increased since the Mutiny. Before that time I never heard much about it, but now
that calamity has afflicted Hindustan, it has become common practice. These bazaar ruffians have nothing to lose,
and they reckon that in times of confusion and disorder they will benefit, as many of them did during the
rebellion. Meerut, Cawnpore, and some other cities are full of these men who escaped punishment for their evil
deeds and boast of the fact. Some bad men will be found in every regiment and their influence should be well
guarded against—especially among the young soldiers.
*
For several years nothing happened in my regiment. My son became a fine young man and was enlisted into
my corps. In the year 1837 it was common gossip throughout India that the Sirkar was going to assist Shah
Shujah-ul-Mulk, the Amir of Kabul, to regain his throne. Every day the rumors grew stronger and there was great
excitement throughout Hindustan. Some said the Sirkar would meet the Russians in Afghanistan and that they had
promised to help the Amir Dost Mahommed Khan, who was the favorite ruler among the Afghans. Therefore the
whole country, supported by a large army of both Russians and Persians, would be against the English. Many
people said that the Sirkar’s army would be beaten, while others considered that the English would succeed in
taking Kabul because there was a strong party which favored the deposed king, Shujah-ul-Mulk.
The sepoys dreaded crossing the Indus because it was beyond Hindustan; this is forbidden by our religion and
the very act means loss of caste.\fn{ “The 47th Bengal Native infantry mutinied in 1835 rather than take part in operations in
Arakan.” Arakan was and is still a part of Burma, and it was part of British India at the time, but it was not in Hindustan then, nor is it
now:H} Consequently many sepoys obtained their discharge, and many deserted. The Mahommedans said that a

large army was coming to invade India and tried by every means to excite the feelings of the people. They gave
out that this invading army was supported by a large force of Russians; when it made its appearance on the plains
on this side of the passes, it would be a signal for the entire Mahommedan population to rise against the Sirkar
and drive the foreigners out of India.
These reports daily gathered strength until fear filled the mind of the whole Native Army. The Russians were
said to have an army of hundreds of thousands and untold wealth. Their soldiers were represented to be of
enormous stature and as brave as lions. The end of the Sirkar’s rule was predicted, for how could they withstand
their enemies with only twelve or thirteen regiments of Europeans, which were all that were then in India?
There were some people, however, who still believed that the Company’s astonishing good luck would enable
it to overcome everything, but even they were appalled when they learned of the mighty armies that were being
assembled to invade India. Nevertheless troops began to be moved up-country, and a force was assembled at
Ferozepore, where my corps was stationed in October, 1838. Ten thousand soldiers were collected, and also an
army in the pay of Shah Shujah, but which was officered by English officers. It was composed of men from all
over India who felt inclined to try the fortunes of war.
I was offered a havildar’s appointment in this Legion, with higher pay, and I joined one of the regiments,
having lost any chance of promotion in my own because I had been tried by court martial. It was said at the time
that this army would be paid by the Company Bahadur, but all I know is that when the Shah regained his throne,
he could not pay his own bodyguard. This army consisted of artillery, cavalry, and infantry, and was called Shah
Shujah’s Levy. Only one weak regiment of Europeans from the Company’s army accompanied us to Kabul, as
well as the Burdwan, Castor, and Grand infantry regiments,\fn{Their popular names; otherwise the 2nd, 53rd and 5th regiments
of Bengal Native Infantry} and two others.
The nearest road to Kabul would have been through the Punjab, which at this time was ruled by Maharajah
Runjeet Singh who was a great ally of the Sirkar. I believe he offered to let the army march through his territories,
but he told Lord Fane sahib that his force was too small and a collision might therefore take place with some of
his own troops, whom he could hardly control, up in the northern part of the Punjab. The order was therefore
given for the force to march down into Sind and enter the country of the Afghans by the Bolan Pass.
We marched by the side of large rivers with thick low jungle along their banks. It was a vile country and the
people were very wild. After a march lasting two months, during which half the army was attacked with low
fever, we arrived at Rohri on the river Indus. A bridge of boats was constructed after a good deal of toil and
trouble, and the army crossed over to the dreaded other bank of the Indus, which was now trodden for the first
time by the Hindustani sepoy.
The country was much the same on the other side as this, and the people were also the same, they were a nasty
and dirty lot. I was crossing with my company when the bridge broke and three boats were carried away and
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swept down past Fort Bukkur with frightful force. The boatmen were unable to stop the boats until they had gone
six miles. Four sepoys were drowned and the company had to remain out all night in the thick wet jungle. No-one
knew the way, but in the morning we discovered the headquarters.
The Commander-in-Chief suffered so much from fever that he went away to Europe. The Bombay army joined
the Bengal army and we marched on to Shikarpur. The people of the country were all Mahommedans whose
language we did not understand and everything belonging to them was unclean. They offered no opposition to our
force and no robberies or murders occurred at first; it was only after leaving Shikarpur that our real troubles
began.
*
The whole country was a vast sandy desert. The water in the few wells was bitter and everything, even
firewood and water, had to be transported on camels. The Baluchis now began to harass us by night attacks and
drove off long strings of our camels. Their method .of carrying off these camels was very curious. A Baluch
horseman would watch a line of them going out to feed, or detached with the baggage. He would then thrust a
spear with a rag covered in camel’s blood in the face of a bull camel, and would excite the animal with it until it
rushed after the robber, followed by the whole string. The Baluch would thus lead off twenty camels at a time for
many miles into the hills.
This frequent loss of camels was a great problem for the army. Although many others were procured, many of
them were unbroken, and almost invariably threw off their loads and ran off into the desert.
Our march was in the middle of the cold weather and yet the heat was such that numbers of European soldiers
and sepoys died from the effects; on one day thirty-five men fell victim to it. At this stage the sepoy army had
almost determined to return to India and there were signs of mutiny in all three armies. However, partly on
account of the lavish promises of Shah Shujah, and partly for fear of the Baluchis who grew in numbers every
day, the armies marched on, and the sahibs did all in their power to encourage their men.
Our sufferings were frightful and the livers of all the Hindustanis were turned to water.
We went through one valley called Dadhart which was the mouth of hell.\fn{ A local saying runs: “Oh Allah!
Wherefrom make hell when thou hast made Dadhat?” } It was low-lying and surrounded by hills so that no air ever came
there. It was worse than my tomb in Bundelkhand.
Then we came to the Bolan Pass, and here many people were killed by the tribesmen. They murdered everyone
whenever they had the opportunity, and rolled large boulders down the mountain sides. The watercourses were all
blocked, and the wells were filled with pilu wood\fn{A desert shrub, the smoke from which is so offensive as to cause nausea
and spoil any food cooked by it} that made the water stink, so as to make one sick even when approaching the well.
We next arrived at Quetta. Here it was very cold and the sudden change in temperature caused many of us to
fall sick with fever.
Eventually Kandahar came in sight. All the opposition came from the Baluchis and the hill tribes—we were
not opposed by the people of Kandahar. It was said that the Afghans had never expected the Sirkar’s army to enter
their country by such a circuitous route. They believed it would come over the Khyber Pass, near Peshawar, or
through some of the other northern passes. Consequently they had defended those places and all their forces were
collected there. I dare say the Commander-in-Chief knew this and put out information through his secret agents
that the English army intended to come by the Khyber Pass, but I know that all the sahibs with our army were
much astonished that there was no enemy, and that we were not resisted on the Kabul side of the passes.
The hill men do not like venturing far into the plains and seldom leave their homes for more than a few miles
to raid a village or attack a caravan. They are very formidable behind their rocks from where they can fire their
long jezails\fn{Long-barreled muskets} that throw a ball three times the size of a musket-ball with accuracy at 400
yards, but they could never withstand a volley of our musketry at close quarters. They fight as individuals, and not
in formed bodies like the Company’s troops.
Everyone passing through these hills is robbed and attacked, no matter if he be friend or foe. They are often
bribed to allow caravans to traverse their country, and these are accustomed to visit India with dried fruits, skins,
and other products of their country. They return with the produce of Hindustan. These caravans pay large sums of
money to ensure safe conduct, but there is always one tribe or other that declares it has never received any money
and loots the caravan.
These hill tribes are supposedly subject to the ruler of Kabul, and Shah Shujah sent frequently to inform them
that the English were his friends. However, this made no difference—they fired at, and attacked, the Shah’s
soldiers just as much as the Sirkar’s. Truly they were a lawless set of bloodthirsty savages.
257

In a short time our army arrived at Kandahar, and it was hot when we arrived there, although not as hot as in
Hindustan. The Sirdars came out at first with a small force, but suddenly, when they saw the red coats of the
Sirkar’s army, fear seemed to fill their hearts, and they ran away. If they had defended the Bolan Pass, which took
seven or eight days to pass through, half our army might have been destroyed.
*
It was during this march of unheard of hardship that I saw, for the first time in my service, dissensions arise
among the officers. The Bombay Commander-in-Chief and the Bengal general quarreled. The former thought his
army the best. All the Bombay officers looked with contempt on the Bengal Army, and we were much abused by
the regular sepoys who called us “irregulars”. Lad Kain sahib was of higher rank than our general and he gave
orders for some of the force to be left behind in Sind. The good management, for which the Sirkar is so
celebrated, seems to have left the heads of both the commanders.
As we approached Kandahar the truth began to dawn on us that despite all the assurances Shah Shujah had
given us in Hindustan, that the Afghans were longing for his return, in reality they did not want him as their ruler.
Once again fear and remorse entered into the hearts of the sepoys. They imagined they had been deceived by
Shah Shujah’s promises and even thought that the Sirkar itself had been misled. However, as a result of the
wonderful example set by the British officers, the army marched on with nothing worse than lamentations and
grumblings, and our hearts were cheered by the thought we should in the end be rewarded by the Government if
we survived, and this despite Shah Shujah’s failure to live up to his promises.
When we saw the fertile country around Kandahar, where gardens with flowers and many kinds of fruit
abounded, we began to feel happier. I cooked my food beneath the shade of fine trees with pure water running
beside me. None of us had ever enjoyed a good meal since leaving Shikarpur. All we had had to eat was parched
grain or barley, or a small quantity of musty flour.
The country we came through must surely have been on the confines of hell! It was a land of stones with
nothing green except the camel-thorn, and no birds apart from the vultures that feasted on the carcasses of our
baggage animals, and on the bodies of our comrades we were unable to bury. There were no animals in that vile
country until our army came there, for what was there for them to live on? Troops of jackals followed in our track
right across the desert and grew sleek and fat by their attendance.
There was no wood with which to perform the funeral rites when a Hindu died, and he was far from holy
Benares and the pure Ganges. His fate was unhappy for he was conveyed about in divers places in the bellies of
hungry jackals! Now I understood why it was forbidden to cross the Indus. The fate of those who do so is truly
bad, and our misfortunes were increased by the knowledge that we had done that which is forbidden by our
religion.
*
The armies entered Kandahar, Shah Shujah-ul-Mulk was restored to his throne, and there were rejoicings
among the people. The Shah’s army entered first, before the Sirkar’s, and there were great celebrations. At first
the people seemed to be pleased at his return, but it was said that they despised him in their hearts, and only the
fear of the Sirkar’s army kept them civil. I think that the common people did not much mind who ruled them, but
the sirdars and head people were offended that Shah Shujah had returned with a foreign army.
They said he had shown the English the way into their country, and that shortly they would take possession of
it. They would use it as they had done all Hindustan and introduce their detested rules and laws. It was this that
enraged them. They said that if the Shah had come with his own army alone, all would have been well.
After the king had been a short time in Kandahar, I knew the people did not care the least about him, and their
anger grew when they saw that the English army was not returning to Hindustan. Instead they turned the place
into a regular cantonment. We found many Hindu merchants in Kandahar who had forgotten even when their
ancestors had arrived there. We were all surprised by this, but a merchant will go wherever he can cheat. We
found them afterwards in Ghazni and Kabul, and I have heard that some of them have even penetrated into the
land of the Russians.
We remained some time in Kandahar doing nothing, but the time for harvest was approaching and we had to
wait until the corn was ripe before we could march on. So miserable was this Kandahar that sufficient corn could
not be found. Either the storekeepers buried all their stores, or they really did not possess the amount required. It
took a long time to collect sufficient for our onward march.
Kandahar was in reality a very poor city and not to be compared with many smaller places in Hindustan. The
people did not dare to build any large houses on account of the earthquakes, which are stronger and more frequent
here than in Hindustan. The only large building is the tomb of Ahmed Shah.
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The sahibs had expected stiff fighting and were disappointed. The sepoys could see no signs of Shah Shujah
giving them the presents he had promised. In fact he only reigned in Kandahar and its vicinity. He was not King
of Afghanistan at all.
I never knew why the Sirkar’s and the Shah’s armies halted there so long. By doing so they gave Dost
Mahommed time to prepare things better for defense and call up support from the tribes. The presence of the
Europeans aroused the feelings of the people who regarded them as unwelcome intruders. Although they were
told that the English had not come to conquer or take their country away from them, they remembered the history
of Hindustan.
They could not believe that they had come only to put Shah Shujah-ul-Mulk Sudozai on his rightful throne.
9
After some months’ stay, the army moved on towards Ghazni. Ghazni had refused to acknowledge Shah
Shujah and lay about 280 miles from Kandahar. The road was very bad in places and yet quite easy compared
with our previous marches. To everyone’s astonishment Lord Kane sahib only took light guns with him, and left
behind all the heavy artillery, which we had such labor and difficulty in dragging through the passes, at Kandahar,
where a garrison of two or three thousand men from our force was also left. When we came in sight of the fortress
of Ghazni it was seen to be place of great strength and unlikely to be taken without the assistance of heavy guns.
The enemy came out in great force as we approached the town and sharp firing took place, but they were soon
driven back again. This was the first time we had any fighting since we entered Afghanistan. The governor of
Ghazni was Hyder Ali Khan and all the inhabitants supported Dost Mahommed, and were opposed to Shah
Shujah. They felt secure in the strength of the place. The walls were too high to scale and the horse artillery guns
were of little or no use against them.
The armies of the Sirkar and the Shah were about to leave the place untaken when one night a deserter came to
our camp. He said he wished to be taken direct to our General, and it was believed that he pointed out a gate by
which we could enter the fortress.
This man was one of the many sons of the Amir, with whom he had quarreled, and he now sought to revenge
himself on his father by betraying the secret of the door. In a few days a storming party was told off.\fn
{Organized:H} Orders were given to keep up a hot fire on that side of the fortress away from the gate in order to
deceive and distract the attention of the ghazis, while a party went up to the gate to blow it open with several bags
of gunpowder.
The wind blew hard on this night and the clouds of dust which were flying about made everything darker than
usual. When the guns opened fire, we saw the ghazis running with torches, which suddenly made the place look
like the Diwali Pujah. After waiting some time we saw a flash high in the air, but we heard no noise on account of
the firing of our guns. The bugles sounded the advance and the storming party rushed forward. They consisted of
the 13th Europeans, the 16th Grenadiers, and two companies of my regiment. No-one knew whether the gate had
been blown in or not. The Shah’s soldiers hung back a little until, hearing the continued firing of musketry and the
bugles still sounding, and with morning also beginning to break, they went forward.
The ghazis fought like demons but to no avail. Our musketry swept them away. There was much confusion at
this time. Some said that the gate had not been blown in; others said that the stormers had gone through. Our
Brigadier halted the columns which were in reserve and sent forward an officer. However, it was now getting light
and we could see the red coats inside the fortress.
The ghazis crowded to the gateway and defended it sword in hand. Some companies of Europeans were driven
back and two companies of sepoys charged and carried the gateway. The Europeans were so pleased by this that
they shook hands with every man of that regiment. I heard that the Brigadier sahib was severely wounded by a
ghazi who attacked him. The place was taken and was soon swimming with blood.
The leading citizens and the women all came out and begged protection from the English General sahib. The
Governor could nowhere be found and no-one knew whether he had been killed or not. After looking for him all
over the place an officer found him hiding in a house. He was just about to fire at him when the man called out
that he was Hyder Ali.
He was taken to the General who treated him very kindly. This man spoke out very boldly to the Commanderin-Chief. He said he was fighting for his country and his Amir. The Afghans had never annoyed the British; why,
therefore, had they come into his country to set up a king whom they all hated? They had brought death and
desolation into many Afghan families. He ended by saying,
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“Kill me if you like, but if you let me go, I shall ever be found as your enemy, and do all in my power to excite
the people against you, and drive you all out of Kabul!”
The General sahib was not angry. He told Hyder Ali that he was a brave man and that he respected his feelings.
But he, the General, was acting under the orders of his Government, whose servant he was.
Once again I saw here the curious customs in war of the English. Had this man said half as much before a rajah
or nawab, he would have been cut to pieces on the spot. And yet, in this instance, and in open durbar, the very
sahibs who had fought against him cried out Barekilla! Barekilla! (Bravo! Bravo!). This was wonderful!\fn{ He
means amazing, astounding, but a very common way of expressing these words in that day and time:H }
Why do they fight? Not to kill their enemies but to have the pleasure of capturing them and then letting them
go! Truly, their ways are unaccountable. It was also very odd that this man so brave in speech was found in hiding
after the battle!
Ghazni was a large town, surrounded by a high wall, and with a lofty citadel. The Afghans thought the place
secure against any invaders, and it certainly would have been against any of their tribes. But what place can
withstand the amazing good fortune of the Sirkar? A son of the Amir, Akbar Khan, was reported to be marching
on Ghazni to attack the English army, but when he heard that the place had fallen, he hastily retreated.
More sahibs were killed and wounded in the capture of this place than I can recall at any other siege, but our
loss in men was small—not more than 180. The cavalry of our Levy distinguished itself very much and the shah’s
army made a name for itself. This siege took place in the middle of the hot season of 1839.
Some sahibs’ ladies came up to this country with the other army, but how they got up here I do not know. They
are wonderful for courage. The General sahib had his lady, who was a real warrior memsahib. I never knew how
these ladies came, because the sepoys told me that there was much fighting in progress by whichever route they
had taken. But after having seen a lady lead a column through a pass, I can wonder at nothing.\fn{ A reference to
Lady Sale, who, during the retreat from Kabul, actually shouldered a musket and went through the motions of firing it in order to shame
those soldiers who were hanging back} The Pundit Duleep Ram had often told me:

“My son, put not your trust in the counsels of women, for they are like ice—firm in the morning, but melt
away as the sun rises.”
However, he had never met an English memsahib. If the officers had taken counsel from some of their wives
the calamities that afterwards befell the English army would never have occurred.
*
A garrison was left at Ghazni and our army marched on to Kabul. We received the news during the march of
Maharajah Runjeet Singh’s death and the officers were anxious concerning the outcome of this event. It was said
that the Sikhs would now make friends with the Afghans and help them against the Sirkar; they would cut off the
English forces marching through their territory. Other reports said that the Sirkar’s resources were limitless, and
that it possessed more money in one of its towns than the Afghans did in their entire country.
All kinds of rumors were flying around. First, the English had been driven out of Kandahar and their army had
been destroyed in the Bolan Pass. Then, again; that the English were coming through the Bolan Pass with 100,000
soldiers. These rurnors were incessant and at variance with each other. The sahibs did not know the real state of
affairs and therefore were unable to contradict this bazaar gossip.
Messengers now arrived in our camp and the General sahib told us that two large armies would soon be
arriving in Afghanistan. This encouraged our small force, and our commanders were keen to advance before the
other armies arrived, since they might take all the prizes out of our hands. Kabul was eight marches north of
Ghazni, and during this march emissaries from Dost Mahommed came into our camp. Among them was the
Nawab Jubar Khan, a brother of Dost Mahommed. He requested that the English army should leave Afghanistan
but he departed without having persuaded the political officers to agree.
It was curious to see the way agents continually came to the English camp with the most foolish demands.
They showed no fear and relied on the honor of the English.
About three days after the Nawab had left, we received news that Dost Mahommed had been deserted by
nearly all his followers, and a light column was prepared in order to pursue him. The officers were certain that he
would be captured. This column was accompanied by an Afghan called Hadji Khan Khaukar who said he was
well acquainted with all the movements and intentions of the Amir Dost Mahommed. He offered to lead the
column by a short cut to the Amir’s hiding place, but after several forced marches and halts, these latter always on
the advice of Khaukar, the Amir managed to escape over the hills into the country beyond Kabul. However, all his
camp equipment and guns were captured.
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When Shah Shujah learned that Dost Mahommed had escaped, he demanded Khaukar’s head since he had
discovered him to be a traitor. The English refused to give him up; they made him a prisoner and sent him to
Hindustan.
The army entered Kabul without any fighting and the Shah was proclaimed king. But here, as at Kandahar, the
people took no part in the rejoicings; these were all made by the Shah’s own soldiers and his court. The hearts of
the people were with the Amir, and not with Shah Shujah.
The Shah had murdered in open durbar a number of the prisoners taken at Ghazni, among whom were some of
the leading Afghan chiefs. This act greatly disgusted the English officers and incensed the people of Afghanistan.
Lad Macnaten sahib was also very angry and he told Shah Shujah that the English army would be withdrawn if
ever anything of this kind occurred again. It would have been well if the army had then left that wretched country.
Shah Shujah had been placed on the throne, and Dost Mahommed had been driven out.
However, it was common knowledge that a rebellion would break out the moment the foreign troops left. Shah
Shujah and all his party dreaded this, and I believe that it was on account of their earnest entreaties that the Sirkar
allowed its army to remain. The people of Kabul talked openly in the bazaars that the Shah would remain king
only so long as the red coats stayed to protect him.
The army went into quarters at Kabul. Some officers took over Afghan houses, while others occupied buildings
in the outskirts of the city. Life was much the same as it was in Hindustan. Soon it became very cold—such cold
as can never be experienced in our country. The sepoys suffered terribly; they lost the use of their limbs and their
blood froze in their veins. The English soldiers who came from Europe did not suffer so much, but many of them
became frost-bitten and affected with sores caused by the cold. Snow fell as deep as a man was high. Provisions
were very expensive.
We Hindus never dared bathe, since it was almost certain death. We had no comfort nor ease, and we never
received any of the lavish presents promised so profusely by Shah Shujah in order to persuade us to come to his
accursed country.
Before the cold weather set in several regiments of the Bombay army were sent back to Baluchistan. I believe
this force went by Jagdalak and the Khyber Passes—much the nearest route and with no deserts to be traversed.
However, there was some fear of meeting the Sikh troops, who would have been delighted to attack the
foreigners, despite the fact that their government was supposed to be at peace with Sirkar. Our army was much
reduced in strength, but for some time everything remained peaceful.
Soon, however, the Afghans began to chafe at the occupation of their country by the English. They complained
that the English were not adhering to Lad Macnaten sahib’s promise that the army would return to Hindustan as
soon as Shah Shujah was secured on his throne. They pointed out that the king had been restored, and yet the
foreigners still remained. Macnaten sahib explained that a great part of the army had been sent back to Hindustan,
but the chiefs complained that everyone had not departed and that, in reality, the English held possession of their
country. The Envoy said that the Sirkar did not consider the Afghans as enemies—only those who resisted Shah
Shujah, the rightful heir to the throne. But the Afghans replied that they had a right to have whatever king they
chose. There were therefore endless disputes between the Sirdars and the English.
Despite all this discontent, many Afghan gentlemen apparently became great friends of the sahibs. High-born
Afghan ladies used to visit the sahibs secretly. The women in this country are allowed to walk about under a thick
veil, through which they can see without being seen, and the fact that the sahibs were living in houses in the city
gave great opportunity for intrigue. The women liked the foreigners because they were fair; they pride themselves
in Kabul on being fair, and the whiter a woman is, the more beautiful she is considered to be.\fn{ “So many
eyewitnesses have referred to affairs between the British officers and Afghan ladies that there must have been many of them. Sir Alexander
Burnes, Macnaghten’s able young assistant, undoubtedly conducted intrigues with Afghan women, and there probably were several others
who followed his example. One British officer, who later achieved high rank, married the daughter of an Afghan chief whom he met while
a prisoner in Kabul after the retreat.”}

These proceedings gave rise to great jealousies, and more than one officer was stabbed or fired at. How true it
is that women are the cause of all evil! Several ladies of rank used to visit the political officers. Some said they
were sent by their husbands for political reasons, while others declared that business of another kind took them
there. However, it is certain that their husbands must have known they were in the habit of visiting the officers’
houses, since latterly there was very little attempt at concealment. It was a matter of wonder to us how this could
go on when the foreigners were regarded by the whole population in the bazaars with great contempt, and were
always referred to as “cursed kaffirs”.
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There is no comprehending the fancies of a woman. They may have been sent in the first place to try and gain
some knowledge of the designs of the Sirkar, but it was common gossip that they preferred the sahibs to their own
husbands. Shri Sukhdeoji says:
“Women of low degree leave their husbands. This is the custom all over the world, and has been so forever.”
But these were not women of low caste; some were the wives of the Sirdars themselves, and they did not
desert their husbands.
10
The English raised some Mghan regimentsl and the Mghans enlisted because they had heard that pay was
issued regularly. One of the captains of our (the Shah’s) force was made commander of a regiment. The Amir
Dost Mahommed was known to have gone towards Bokhara and it was said that he had been made a prisoner
there; but after a while we heard that he had escaped and was advancing with an army to fight the English. A force
from our army was sent to attack him, and they fought a battle at a town called Saighan, in which the newlyraised Afghan regiment refused to participate, and even threatened to kill their officers if they compelled the
soldiers to fight.
In spite of this, however, the English defeated the Amir, and he escaped for a second time. Nearly all his
followers dispersed and only a few remained with him. The English were occasionally defeated in some small
engagements which took place after this, but Dost Mahommed gained no decided advantage. More of the Sirkar’s
troops now arrived in Kabul, and to the Afghans’ surprise, as well as the English, Dost Mahommed came to
Kabul, accompanied by his favourite son, and surrendered. The Sirkar sent him to Hindustan and confined him at
Calcutta.
There were great rejoicings at Shah Shujah’s court because all his enemies had been removed but who can
govern a people when the ruler is hated? The Afghans believed that Dost Mohammed would be killed as a result
of Shah Shujah’s influence and that the English had taken him to Hindustan to be executed because they were
afraid of executing him in Kabul. When those Sirdars who hated Shah Shujah heard this they feared that they too
would be seized and exiled, and they therefore worked themselves up into a great state of excitement. These
chiefs worked upon the feelings of the hill tribes, convincing them that they would all be made subject to the
English. Several small rebellions broke out, but they were soon put down. The Afghans dreaded the deadly
volleys of the “red coats”.
*
About two years after the English first came to Kabul a rebellion broke out in the city itself. At the beginning
only a few discontented Afghans were involved but they surrounded the house of Burnes sahib, the political
officer, and set it on fire. As Burnes was escaping through the garden by a small door, he was cut down by his
Afghan servant. Two or three other English officers were also killed.
Once the report got around that Burnes sahib had been murdered the mob joined in the rioting and fighting
took place all over the city. The outburst was so sudden that our officers were taken by surprise. Some of them
lived in the city, and others near the king’s garden, two miles away. However the English still held their own, but
every day tribes came to join in the rebellion, and treachery showed itself in the Shah’s court.
Now came misfortune and calamity upon the English.
All their stores were looted or burnt by the enemy and the spirits of the army were much depressed. The cold
was so intense that it rendered the sepoy portion of the army next to useless. It was soon rumored that Akbar
Khan, son of Dost Mohammed, had arrived with many troops and that he commanded in person. There was
fighting every day, and because there was no good food for the European soldiers, they lost spirit and did not fight
as well as they used to do.
There were enemies on all sides. Numerous attempts were made to drive the enemy from their positions. These
sometimes were successful but they were always attended by great loss to the English. My regiment was engaged
at the battle of Behmeru in which it was driven back with great loss and behaved in a most cowardly fashion.
The sepoys were not accustomed to fighting and they regretted having come to Afghanistan. We were annoyed
day and night in the cantonment by cannon fire. The enemy seemed to increase by thousands and their long
matchlocks outranged our muskets. Although they would never withstand a regular charge, so long as they could
find cover behind walls, houses, etc., their fire was very distressing.
We repeatedly drove the Afghans from the hills round Kabul but they re-occupied them in even greater
strength as soon as we withdrew. The Afghans wore sheepskin coats, called nimchees or poshteens, and these
often turned sword cuts and even musket balls.
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The general opinion was that some of them were invulnerable, and especially a tribe called Bedouranis. On
one occasion I saw a party of their horsemen approach within twenty paces of a ravine where a regiment of ours
was concealed. The officers made their men reserve their fire and then the whole regiment sprang up and opened
fire. However, not more than three or four horses went away without riders.
This dispirited the sepoy army very much and, as the cold increased, we became helpless. Men lost the use of
their fingers and toes which fell off after great suffering. The whole English army was in a miserable plight, since
the men were worn out by continual fighting, guard duties, and bad food.
Our army was in two places, as I have said, which much weakened its strength. The enemy had possession of
the King’s garden, and from it were able to annoy us very much. Several attempts were made to recapture this
garden but without success. The only result was great loss of men which we could ill afford. Orders were sent to
Ghazni and Kandahar to hurry forward all the Shah’s and the Sirkar’s forces, but the messengers were probably
murdered.
After a while a Gurkha force, which was commanded by a sahib, tried to join us but it was cut to pieces and
only two officers managed to escape to Kabul. This misfortune made matters worse and we began to think this
would be the fate of all the Sirkar’s soldiers in Afghanistan.
At this time a circumstance occurred which I have never seen or heard of before. The Sirdars sent in messages
dictating terms to the Sirkar’s army. They stated that the English army was in their power and that they could
completely destroy it whenever they thought fit. However, they would spare it on condition that it left Afghanistan
forthwith.
I saw many sahibs shed tears of vexation when this became known and they blamed their generals and leaders
for their humiliation. They said their leaders were too old and virtually useless. Fighting ceased for a few days,
during which period the enemy sent more agents into our camp. All kinds of rumors were being spread. Some said
an immediate retreat would be carried out, or that the entire army would lay down its arms. Others said that the
army would still fight. Nothing of good seemed to come from these negotiations, and worse fighting than ever
began again.
Then at last the burra sahib, Macnaten, sent to say he would agree to the terms offered, and the Amir Akbar
Khan himself came to a meeting. It was soon known that the Lad sahib and the general had agreed to give up
hostages. In. two or three days after this the army left the Bala Hissar, and all came into the cantonment. This was
done without any opposition being offered.
Now was the time when the extraordinary courage of the officers’ ladies came forth. They were all against
giving up hostages and when, their advice not being heeded, these were given, all those sahibs who had wives
were followed by them into captivity. The Sirdars promised provisions and carriage for our army but it never was
forthcoming. The force remained some time longer in a wretched condition but it was not molested during this
period by the Afghans other than to prevent provisions from entering our camp. The price of food was perfectly
absurd and everyone endured great hardship; more particularly the Europeans, for all they could get was dried
fruit and parched corn.
*
One day, when the burra sahib and his ADC were at a meeting with the Sirdars, we received a report that
Macnaten sahib had been killed by Akbar Khan’s own hand. Soon the shouts of the people were heard like the
noise of the wind before a storm, and there was firing into our camp. The news of the Lad sahib’s death was
correct.
Both the senior political officers had now been murdered. The General sahib was going to take vengeance on
the city, but the officers represented that their men were too weak to take the offensive. Nevertheless it would
have been better to have died fighting than massacred in the retreat which followed.
Wisdom seemed to have departed from everyone. The usual energy of the English officers had vanished. They
had suffered such severe trials that their spirits had been depressed by misfortune. There were rumors that Shah
Shujah had joined the Sirdars against the English; now that things were going so badly, he was afraid of being
thought their friend.
*
The retreat of our army, in the middle of the winter and with the snow four feet deep, now began. There was no
interference by the Afghans during the first day’s march out of Kabul, and the second day passed quietly. But on
the third day the camp followers and the baggage crowded up with the marching troops and threw everything into
confusion.
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When the Afghans saw this they began to harass us by day and by night. They fired into us from the hills and
we were as helpless as a hand-cuffed prisoner. Akbar Khan himself was following us. When we complained of
this treachery, he swore that it was happening against his will, and that he could not control the ghilzais.
He demanded more officers be given up as hostages. I do not know why this was agreed, apart from the fact
that sense had left the brains of everyone, as I have already said. Once the enemy had the officers in their power,
our army was deprived of leaders. Every sahib taken away was as bad as two hundred men lost.
At last the Afghans said they would only protect the English army on condition that the General was given up.
To everyone’s amazement, he agreed to go, but with the example of Burnes and Macnaten before him, what could
he expect?
When the General sahib left all discipline fell away. As a result the Afghans were able to annoy us the more
and cut off more men than ever. A number of sepoys and followers went over to the enemy in an effort to save
their lives. My regiment had disappeared and I attached myself to the remnants of a European regiment. I thought
that by sticking to them I might have some chance of getting away from that detestable country.
But alas! alas! Who can withstand fate? We went on fighting and losing men at every step of the road. We were
attacked in front, in the rear, and from the tops of hills. In truth it was hell itself. I cannot describe the horrors.
At last we came upon a high wall of stones that blocked the road; in trying to force this, our whole party was
destroyed. The men fought like gods, not men, but numbers prevailed against them.
I was struck down by a jezail ball on the side of my head. After this I knew nothing until I found myself tied
crossways upon a horse which was being led rapidly away from the fighting towards Kabul. I now learned that I
was being taken there to be sold as a slave. I begged to be shot, or have my throat cut, and abused the Afghans in
Pushtu and in my own language. Many a knife shook in its sheath, but my captor could not prevent me speaking,
and as the fear of death had no effect on me he threatened to make me a Moslem on the spot if I did not keep
quiet.
What dreadful carnage I saw along the road—legs and arms protruding from the snow, Europeans and
Hindustanis half buried, horses and camels all dead! It was a sight I shall never forget as long as I live. My captor,
seeing that I desired death above anything else, became more merciful. I was taken from the horse and tied in a
camel pannier. This, bad as it was, was better than hanging downwards from a pony. The Afghan rubbed my
wound with snow which took away the pain; the ball had only ploughed up the skin where it had grazed my skull.
*
In four or five days we reached Kabul where I was clothed in Afghan garments and sold in the market place as
a slave. Rich Afghans valued Hindustanis as servants and employed many of them. I was a fine-looking, strong
man, and I fetched 240 rupees. One Osman Beg purchased me.
At the same time as I was sold, there were several other sepoys, and also a few Europeans for sale. The latter
were intended to be used as instructors for the Afghan Army, and since they were supplied with some skins of
Shiraz wine, they did not appear to lament their fate as we did.
I saw one sahib among the Europeans; he belonged to the Company Bahadur’s army. He spoke to me and said
that the Sirkar would send a large army and reconquer the country; if our lives were spared we should all be
rescued. I think he said his name was Wallan.\fn{ This was probably Robert Waller of the Bengal Artillery. Both he and his wife
were taken prisoner, and both survived captivity. Mrs. Waller died in 1905—the last survivor of the Kabul prisoners. } I have forgotten
now if I name him rightly but his words gave me some comfort.
I was not treated unkindly by my new master, but the threat was held over me that if I did not obey, or tried to
escape, I should be made a eunuch and sold for a large sum to attend some harem. I would have killed myself
during my captivity had I not felt certain that the words of Wallan sahib would come true, and that it would not be
long before I would be able to escape.
I was put under a maulvi, Mahommed Suffi, who at first did nothing but revile me, calling me an idolater, but
when he saw that I took pains to learn his accursed language, he changed his tune and tried every persuasion to
make me become a Mahommedan.
I did not become a Mahommedan but strove to bear up against my hard fate. At first I was principally
employed preparing my master’s tobacco, and was thankful that I did not have more degrading work to perform.
However, when it became known that I could keep accounts, Osman Beg entrusted me with the keeping of his,
and from this circumstance I became of more importance to his family.
11
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Upon the news of the total destruction of the European armies (for it was reported that their forces had been
destroyed at Ghazni and Kandahar as well as at Kabul) there were great rejoicings in the city. Although Shah
Shujah had sided with the Amir when he saw the sudden change things had taken, he was regarded with
suspicion. The people of the country hated him because he had brought ruin upon the land by persuading a foreign
army to come and place him on the throne.
He remained in the palace within the Bala Hissar and still seemed to be king. But his reign lasted only a short
time. One day when he was going out of the palace to visit the camp of the Sirdars, he was fired upon by some
Barakzais and killed on the spot. Sirdar Fath Jung seized the throne. However Amir Akbar Khan hastened back to
Kabul with a part of his force and drove him from the city. It was said that he fled to the English army which was
entering Afghanistan.
I made several attempts to contact some of the sahibs who were reported to be prisoners in Kabul, but on
account of the guards round their places of confinement I only once succeeded in seeing five sahibs and three
ladies who were kept in a small building in the city. I was unable to do them much good. I could only tell them
that there was a general report of an English army having entered the country, and this seemed to give them some
consolation. I promised to let them know when it approached.
One officer told me they had been repeatedly threatened with being sent out of the country and sold as slaves,
and he was very much afraid that this would be done before the army could reach Kabul. He complained that they
were all much annoyed by the mob who often came and abused them. He also made searching enquiries about
General Elphinstone sahib who was a prisoner, but this officer must have been kept outside the city since I could
never discover where he was.
This meeting took place late in the evening. I went pretending I had been sent by the Amir with some tobacco
but I was subjected to such a severe scrutiny that I did not dare to go again. I was thankful to have escaped with
my life.
The approach of the English army was now talked of daily. The reports said that the passes had been forced by
the Sirkar’s troops and that hundreds of thousands of troops were coming to take Afghanistan.
Everyone now became afraid and repented of the massacre, laying the chief blame for it on the ghazis.
Numbers of the wealthier citizens now left the city. I tried one day to interest my master in the sahibs who were
prisoners, telling him that he would be well rewarded if he helped them in any way, but this was only met by
abuse and the former threat was repeated.
Although I wore Afghan dress, my accent always gave me away, and I dare not go again to look after the
English officers. Since I had no money, I could not bribe anyone, but I did try to win over a young boy who
brought meat to my master’s house. I had heard him once express a desire to visit Calcutta and see the wonders of
the foreigners, and he said he would accompany a caravan to India when he was rich enough.
I wrote a small note in the Hindi language in Persian characters and entrusted it to him to give to one of the
sahibs, but as I never saw him again I do not know whether he ever delivered it, or if he did, whether its purport
was understood. It was to say that the English army was reported to be within ten days’ march of Kabul.
As this army approached the fear became greater and my master decided to flee from the city. I vainly tried to
explain that I knew the customs of the foreigners and that he would not be molested, since he had not taken any
part against them. However, he would not believe me and for this reason he left the city.
I was now watched so constantly that I had no chance to escape. My master and his family took the road for
Istalif and I abandoned any hope of regaining my freedom. Istalif was on the side of a hill, surrounded by
precipices, and almost unapproachable. The people defended it with thick stone walls and small towers. The
Afghans thought they could defend this place against the whole world, and it is very likely that they could have
done against any but English soldiers.
We heard after a while that Kabul had been taken and also Ghazni and Kandahar, so my master retired still
farther over the mountains to Sherkudo. On the road to this place we heard that the English had driven the
Afghans out of Istalif with great slaughter and had destroyed the town. I was very unhappy, not knowing which
way to go if ever I did manage to escape from bondage.
I had now learned to read and write Persian quite reasonably but I could never pass myself off as a native of
the country because of the difference in pronunciation.
For a long time no news arrived of the English and hope began to leave my breast. I became quite reckless of
my life at the idea of remaining a slave. How bitterly I regretted having left my old regiment!
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At last news reached this out-of-the-way place that the English had burnt Kabul to the ground and had returned
to India. Several Afghan families now returned to their homes and, when my master heard from a friend that these
reports were true, he also made preparations to return.
We arrived in Kabul just as the snow was beginning to fall. The city had not been burnt, but the bazaar had
been totally destroyed. The inhabitants had not been molested, which greatly astonished the population, since all
those who had had the means to do so had left the city for fear of retribution.
*
It was now more than three years since I had entered this vile country, and I had never heard from my own
family or from my father’s during this time. I wondered who had taken care of mine, supposing they were still
alive, and how they managed to exist. Many doubts filled my mind.
My master was not unkind to me, but I was made to do things against my caste without any consideration for
the horror this inspired in my breast. Now that the English had left the country, my chances of escape were so
much reduced that I almost gave up the idea.
However, within a few months, my master had occasion to go to Ghazni on business, and I was left behind. As
I had not lamented my lot for a long time, nor said anything about escaping, I was not watched so closely and
greater liberty was allowed me. I had become friendly with one Ahmed Shah, a leader of a caravan that used to go
every year to Hindustan. Since he knew every town in my own country, as well as being known to many
merchants in Oudh, I opened my heart to him about my desire to be free. I told him that if he would connive at my
escape, I would be able to pay him a handsome sum on reaching India.
After a great deal of haggling he agreed to let me go with him as his servant, on condition I promised to pay
him 500 rupees on reaching India, and this agreement he made me write down on paper. I was much afraid after I
had done this that he would disclose my secret, but I comforted myself with the thought that he would not gain so
much by betraying me as he would by helping me.
In a few days his camels were ready to depart. I bought a dirty set of clothes, pulled my hair down over my
face and burnt the ends with lime, in order to make it look as much like a Pathan’s as possible. I entered up all my
master’s accounts, and left even the clothes he had given me. The only thing I took was a long knife.
*
Early one morning I left Kabul with a caravan of 175 camels, but I soon discovered that my situation as a
servant, although only assumed, was in reality a hard one. Ahmed Shah was very hot-tempered and used to
shower me with abuse in his own language, which was hard to bear.
I had to attend on the camels, lead them out to feed, and perform the other duties of a camel-man. I put up with
all this, and as the caravan got farther away from Kabul my heart began to rejoice at the prospect of escape.
But suddenly, from some news received by the master of the caravan that it was dangerous to attempt to pass
through the Punjab by the north, on account of the disturbed state of the country and the numerous and heavy tolls
that were certain to be levied, Ahmed Shah decided to go by another route by way of Dehra Ismail Khan.
As we were now taking the road to Ghazni, I was afraid lest I might meet my old master and be claimed back
by him. I therefore kept a sharp lookout for any party of travelers attended by horsemen as I knew my former
master had hired some of them to escort him to Ghazni.
About two marches distant from Ghazni Osman Beg and his party passed our caravan. I saw him from a
distance and at once determined to use the pistol which I had been given, either against him or myself rather than
be taken back into slavery. It was an anxious moment, and any mistake on my part would have been certain to
lead to my detection. I happened at the time to be on the same side of the string of camels as my master and
therefore changed over to the other side, at the same time making loud noises that the Afghans make when driving
camels, which sound quite different from those the camel-men make in Hindustan.
As the party passed us, my former master called out to know whose caravan it was and how many days we had
been coming from Kabul. As luck would have it the man next to me replied, and thus saved me from speaking
which might well have betrayed me. Osman Beg and his horsemen moved on without noticing me and my
chances of escape were now more hopeful. I felt an even greater sense of relief when I saw the lances of his escort
disappearing in the distance than I did when the Pindaris departed from the tomb in Bundelkhand.
Few people have had to endure such trials twice in a lifetime.
*
After leaving Ghazni the caravan struck off to the east. By paying tribute to the hill tribes we got through—
wonderful to relate—without any annoyance and arrived at Dehra Ismail Khan which belonged to the Sikhs.
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Heavy duties were levied before the caravan could move on. Although I was not yet in my own country, I felt
very happy for having left the vile country of the Afghans, and for having re-crossed the Indus.
At Dehra Ismail Khan I heard that the English were fighting in Sind, and I wanted Ahmed Shah to take the
caravan that way, but he had determined to go direct to Ferozepore. After a great deal of trouble with the Sikh
authorities, who constantly demanded some tax or other from the caravan, in October 1843 we approached
Ferozepore.
As the buildings in the cantonment came in sight I could hear the drums and bugles of the garrison, and I was
overcome with delight. However Ahmed Shah would not let me go to the cantonments until he had made his own
arrangements in the serai and could accompany me. He would not let me out of his sight for a moment.
After the camels had been unloaded and had been led out to feed, we mounted and set off for the cantonment. I
went with him to the Brigade Major’s bungalow, but we were ordered out of the compound because the sahib
wanted no fruit. I then spoke to the orderlies in their own language, explaining my situation and requesting to see
the sahib.
It was not much use when I did see him since he would not believe me. He also told me that even if my story
was true, he was quite certain the Government would not pay as much as 500 rupees, or indeed anything, for my
ransom!
At first the sahib refused to listen to me, but when he discovered that I knew all the officers in several
regiments, he began to give me more attention. However, he still refused to advance me any money, and he also
said that the Sirkar would never do so.
I tried one last resource and went to the Commissioner sahib.
By good fortune I saw a subedar of my late regiment on guard; he had been promoted into some other corps. I
made myself known to him, but at first he would not credit my story until I spoke to him in Hindi and told him
facts which put all doubt out of his mind. He went with me to the Commissioner sahib who listened attentively to
my story and asked me a hundred questions about the army in Kabul; but he also said he did not think the
Government would pay my ransom. However, the subedar agreed to pay 250 rupees; and the sahib, after the
subedar told him that my family were well-off in Oudh, advanced me the remainder. My promissory note was
retained, the transaction was entered into some book, and I was free!
But I did not possess a pice and owned nothing apart from my dirty Afghan clothes. I went to the lines of one
of the regiments but when I informed the sepoys who I was, they all declared me unclean and defiled. Some even
accused me of having been made a Mahommedan. Therefore, until I could regain my caste, I could look for no
affection and friendship from my own people! This greatly mortified me, and I almost wished I had stayed in
Kabul where at any rate I had not been treated unkindly.
I returned to the Brigade Major much dispirited. After I told him that the Commissioner sahib had paid a part
of my ransom, he agreed to take me to the Brigadier sahib, who was very kind to me. He knew my old regiment
and told me it was now at Delhi. He also wrote about me to the Adjutant-General sahib in order that I could be
reinstated in my old regiment.
I was furnished with some money and allowed to live in his compound. I threw away my Afghan clothes
which I had now been wearing for one year and seven months. Having been shaven and shorn, I now looked more
like a soldier, but I was still shunned by all my brethren—in fact I was an outcaste.
The Brigadier sahib often called me onto his verandah and asked about my adventures in Kabul. He took a
great interest in me. It was entirely due to him that I owe my good fortune in being looked upon with favor by the
Sirkar.
After some time I received orders to join my former regiment at Delhi, and being furnished with the means by
some officers who were exceedingly kind to me, I marched down to Delhi and reported my arrival to my Colonel
sahib. He was very pleased to see me and seemed to have forgotten about my court-martial. I was supernumerary
to the establishment for some time, but I was restored to my former rank as havildar as soon as there was a
vacancy in my regiment.
*
I had written home and now received an answer. My first wife was dead and also my mother and my old
friend, the Pundit Duleep Ram. My father wished me to come home and promised to pay the 250 rupees which he
would send me.
All this time I was treated as an outcaste by the Brahmins. The only people who would associate with me and
speak to me were the Mahommedans, and the Christian drummers and musicians. The officers knew this and were
very kind to me but I had no money and therefore could not pay to regain my caste at that time.
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When the time for furlough came round I was permitted to take mine.
What changes I found at my home! My father had become an old man and my young brother managed his
affairs. The news that I had been made a slave had reached my village and I was not allowed to remain in my
father’s house. I discovered that my brother was my enemy. He had long supposed me to be dead and looked
forward to succeeding to the estate.
My father paid for my regaining my caste which I proved had been taken away forcibly. It did not cost as
much this time as on the last occasion but I was unhappy because I could obtain no news about my thakurin wife.
Some said she had returned to her own country, while others hinted that she had gone off with some sepoy. My
son had been transferred to another regiment, which had gone down to Sind, and nothing had been heard of him
for two years. I had inherited a small sum of money from my first wife, and with this I paid off the 250 rupees lent
to me by subedar Kushal Dubey,\fn{In Ferozepore}
My father did all that he could to persuade me to leave the army and live with him, but my heart yearned for
my son and my wife and I knew I should never find them by remaining at home. I therefore decided to set off for
Bundelkhand in search of my wife and went straight to the village where her brother was living.
When I arrived there, and when I discovered that her brother was a proud Rajput owning a considerable
property, who was greatly superior to me in position if not in caste, my heart began to fail me. I did not know
what kind of reception I would experience. However, I made up my mind and boldly said that I had come to claim
my wife.
To my great delight I found that she was living under her brother’s protection. I was permitted to take her away
to my home, where I left her in the care of my father, and set off to rejoin my regiment at Delhi.
But I now lacked spirit and was almost tired of life. When I was in Kabul the hope of escape kept up my
spirits; every day I dreamed of becoming free.
Now I was free but what had I gained? I had obtained neither promotion nor reward for all I had endured. Six
months’ pay was owing to me but I had little prospect of getting it. I had spent a lot of money to regain my liberty
and my caste, and also owed a considerable sum to a sahib.
I became ill and spent a long time on sick report. During this time I had requested my Colonel sahib to present
my petition to the Sirkar which he had promised to do. In it I had stated how long I had served the Sirkar, in how
many battles I had participated, how I had been wounded, etc., etc., and that I had entered Shah Shujah’s army by
the express desire of an officer, and with the promise of promotion and better pay. I then mentioned that I had
received no promotion, was owed six months’ pay, had been captured when wounded, and had been sold as a
slave. I had made my escape by promising to give 500 rupees, had forfeited one year and seven months service
towards my pension, and I begged the Sarkar in mercy to listen to my prayer.
12
After waiting six months the Colonel sahib informed me that the Sirkar would pay my ransom; but, as there
were no accounts to show how many months’ arrears of pay were due to me, or to any others of Shah Shujah’s
Levy, the money could not be given unless I could find some officer of my late regiment to certify how many
months’ pay was due to me at the time of the retreat from Kabul.
Since the day on which I joined the remnants of the European regiment at Kabul was the last day on which I
saw any of my own regiment, I imagined that all the officers must have been killed. I repeated all the officers’
names I could remember to the Colonel sahib, but he was unable to tell me where a single one of them was.
However, I was extremely fortunate to get even my ransom paid, and all this was due to the Colonel sahib. I
should never have succeeded had he not been as a father to me.
Although I had regained my caste, and was made a good deal of by the officers, I was nevertheless regarded
with jealousy by the men of my regiment. I had prevented a naik and a sepoy from being promoted by my return,
and I was constantly taunted with being made a Mohammedan, and also with having eaten beef while with the
European soldiers in Kabul.
The Government’s disasters in Afghanistan had become a common topic of conversation all over India. Many
declared that the English were not invincible, and this was particularly the case in Delhi. I imagine it was from
this time that the Mahommedans began to feel that one day they would be able to drive the Sirkar out of the
country.
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The sepoys were discontented, for they found they were liable to be sent across the Indus at any time. They
complained that the Sirkar had not fulfilled the promises made to induce the sepoys to go to Afghanistan; and now
they had returned without gaining anything, neither promotion nor reward.
The Mahommedans boasted that they all came originally from Kabul and Persia and could fight the English
just as well as the Afghans.
Several emissaries from the court of the Badshah at Delhi came into our lines and tried to discover the temper
and general feeling of the army. When the sepoys pointed out that the Sirkar had easily recaptured Kabul, these
people replied that had not the foreign army returned so quickly on the onset of the winter, it would have been as
easily destroyed as the first army had been.
*
As I have mentioned previously, I was always regarded with some degree of suspicion in my regiment. I was
not myself spoken to on the subject but I still heard the matter openly discussed. I reported all this to the QuarterMaster sahib, who only laughed at me, and I went to the Colonel sahib who listened to me very attentively.
However, he said he was afraid that I had brought an accusation against the regiment out of spite, and he warned
me not to talk to him again on such a subject. He considered it was all idle gossip from the bazaars.
Of course, after this reprimand, I did not report anything again to a sahib as it only got me into trouble.
After the Kabul war and the campaign in Sind most of the Sirkar’s regiments between Delhi and Ferozepore
were ripe for mutiny, and it was only the incredible good luck of the Sirkar that prevented a general uprising. The
sepoys complained that additional field allowances had been promised in order to persuade them to go down to
Sind, but after they had arrived there they were told that it had been a mistake and had never been authorized—
although their commanding officers had said they would certainly receive it.
You, my Lord, were in India then, and know that several regiments were in mutiny. In only four or five
regiments did this show itself very openly, but discontent was deeply seated throughout. Many people expected a
general mutiny throughout the army. Mahommedan agents were at work in every station and numbers of Afghan,
Persian, and other spies, who promised that if the army would rise, their countries would join in against the
foreigners and wipe out the disgrace they had suffered in Kabul when their bazaar was destroyed. They also said
they would restore the throne of Hindustan to the Delhi Badshah. Every Rajah and Nawab was sounded; if
friendly to the scheme, proposals were put forward to them to help in getting rid of the English.
It is true that many had just cause for complaint. I myself had been promised promotion and extra pay, but had
obtained neither the one nor the other. The Sirkar had, however, paid my ransom, and I was a free man instead of
being a slave. The recollection of this was never absent from my mind.
The year passed without any further signs of disaffection. It was well known in Delhi that during the Afghan
War the Sirkar itself had been afraid. It had ordered the artillery to fire more than usual that year in order to
remind the people of Delhi of its power.
But the disasters in Kabul went a long way towards showing that the Sirkar was not so invincible as had
always been supposed. It was certainly not feared as much now as had been the case formerly.
*
Another year passed and then the murmurs of discontent, together with the excitement, subsided. At this time it
was said that the Sikhs were anxious to try their strength against the Government. Their army was very large, well
drilled, and was confident of beating the English army.
The Sirkar now began to move up regiments to Ambala and Ludhiana. We arrived at Ludhiana and remained
there for some time. I think the English officers imagined the Sikhs would confine themselves to blustering on the
far side of the river and would never dare to cross it. Large numbers of them were seen on the banks of the Sutlej
but none had yet crossed.
Eventually a party of Sikh horsemen crossed the river at Hurreeputtun and cut up a number of grasscutters, as
well as looting some stores belonging to the Sirkar. This was the first evidence of their intentions. Nevertheless
the British officers thought the Sikhs would never invade Hindustan, but more troops were moved up to
Ferozepore.\fn{“Up to 1838 the troops on the frontier amounted to one regiment at Sabathu (Simla Hills) and two at Ludhiana, with six
pieces of artillery. Lord Auckland increased the strength at Ludhiana and created a new garrison at Ferozepore. Lord Ellenborough formed
further new stations at Ambala, Kasauli, and Simla, but closed Kamal. The frontier garrisons had therefore been increased from 2,500 to
around 40,000 by the time the Sikh Wars took place”}

Orders soon came for my regiment to proceed there, which we did by forced marches in four days. The Khalsa
army had a great name because they had been drilled by French sahibs and had muskets like the Sirkar’s army.
Their guns were innumerable.
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Most of the sepoy regiments were afraid of fighting the Sikhs, but there were several European regiments in
the force and this gave the sepoys more confidence.
After a few days some horsemen came galloping into Ferozepore with the news that the Khalsa army had
actually crossed the Sutlej—at least 500,000—and were intending to attack the station. Officers were sent to see,
and they reported it was true but that their numbers were about 20,000 There were only seven or eight regiments
at Ferozepore; however General Littler sahib moved out against the Sikhs, but to everyone’s surprise the Sikh
army retired and did not come to Ferozepore. It was said later that they thought the entire cantonment had been
mined, and therefore they wished to fight it out in the plain.
A few days after this we heard heavy firing at some distance from Ferozepore. News came in the evening that a
battle had been fought. Some said that the Sirkar’s army had been defeated and was retreating to our station, while
others reported that the Sikhs had been worsted and their army routed. There was another rumor that neither army
had won the day but were occupying the same ground on which the battle had been fought. However, several
officers arrived during the evening and it then became known that the Sirkar had been victorious and many Sikh
guns had been taken.
All the troops were ordered from Ferozepore to join forthwith with the army. We marched by night and went
by a circuitous route in order to avoid the Sikhs who were reported to be ready on the road to cut us off: Next day,
at 12 o’clock, we joined the other large division of the Sirkar’s army, but we were in great want of water, very
tired, and unfit for fighting. Despite this, the order was immediately given to prepare for battle.
Owing to some movement of the Sikhs the fight was delayed until the sun was nearly down and night was
closing in on us.

This was fighting indeed—I had never seen anything like it before. Volleys of musketry were delivered by us
at close quarters, and were returned just as steadily by the enemy. In all the previous actions in which I had taken
part one or two volleys at short range were as much as the Sirkar’s enemies could stand; but these Sikhs gave
volley for volley, and never gave way until nearly decimated. They had their infantry placed between, and behind,
their artillery, and their fire was terrible, such as no sepoy has ever had to endure.
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The Sirkar’s guns were almost silenced and the ammunition wagons exploded. I saw two or three European
regiments driven back by the weight of artillery fire which rained down on us like a monsoon downpour. They fell
into confusion, and several sepoy regiments did the same.
One European regiment was annihilated—totally swept away—and I now thought the Sirkar’s army would be
overpowered. Fear filled the minds of many of us.\fn{ Governor-General Hardinge wrote later: “The resistance met was wholly
unexpected … Guns were dismounted, and their ammunition was blown into the air; squadrons were checked in mid-career; battalion after
battalion was hurled back with shattered ranks; and it was not until after sunset that portions of the enemy’s position were finally carried.”
HM 62nd Regiment and the Duke of Edinburgh’s Royal Regiment lost 260 men in ten minutes. }

When it was almost dark a loud shout was heard. This did not sound like the Sikhs, and we next heard the
roaring noise of cavalry. The 3 rd Dragoons rushed right through the enemy’s entrenchment and rode over and cut
down their gunners. This charge was so sudden, and cavalry charging right into artillery batteries so unheard of,
that the Sikhs in perfect amazement left their guns for a short space.
It now became quite dark and the Sirkar’s army left off fighting, but the Sikhs continued firing whenever they
saw a light. The force I was with under General Littler sahib lost its way in the darkness. For fear of marching
straight into the Sikh camp we were ordered to lie down.
This night was nearly as bad as some of those in Kabul. We dare not light a fire, for fear of the enemy’s round
shot, there was no water, and we had nothing to eat except the few chapattis some men had put in their
haversacks.
The sahibs said this was real fighting and the Sikhs were noble enemies but they nevertheless looked anxious
and wondered what the morning would bring forth.
The weather was bitterly cold and nothing was heard among us but the chattering of teeth on empty stomachs.
I remember on this night a sahib from a regiment next to mine kept walking up and down singing; he was
checked by the other officers but he still continued. The sahib was not drunk but was trying to solace himself for
the absence of the officers’ mess tent.
It was a dreadful night. The English had not abandoned the field, nor had the Sikhs been driven from their
breastworks. It was a drawn game.
*
When morning dawned the English army got into shape again and we were ordered to storm the Sikh
entrenchments. My column joined up with the division from which we had become separated the previous night.
The Governor-General sahib himself rode about the field, speaking to the European soldiers, and telling his
aides-de-camp to bid us fight like men, and victory was certain.
I do not understand how it was, but some said that the Governor-General sahib was serving under the
command of the Commander-in-Chief. It was said that the former had been a great general in England, and had
fought many battles, in one of which he had lost an arm. Lad Guff sahib was a great favorite with the European
soldiers, for whenever he came near a regiment they began cheering him.
The Europeans rushed the batteries and the Sikhs fled. Then the horse artillery came up quite close and poured
grapeshot into the enemy ranks, but the English army was too tired and faint from lack of food to be able to
pursue the enemy. The Sikhs got to the ford and crossed the river. The whole of their camp was captured and 100
guns, but they had set flre to their tents, and powder was continually exploding. Several men were killed as a
result while engaged in looting. However, much booty was captured, such as tents lined with silk and shawls,
belonging to the Sikh sirdars, and arms of every description. Many men were severely burnt while trying to save
these tents.
After this great battle, while the whole of the English army was cooking its food, the bugles sounded the
alarm, and it was reported that all the Sikh cavalry was coming down on us. The fight began again, but the
Sirkar’s guns were unable to fire since their guns had expended all their ammunition.
The luck of the Sirkar was indeed great— without any apparent cause the Sikh army retreated! Everyone was
astonished since the Sikhs were all fresh troops. Some said they suddenly heard that another army of the Sirkar
was in the rear, but whatever the reason they fired only a few rounds and then withdrew. They were not attacked
by the English army since they never came within musket range.
It was reckoned that they possessed about 100,000 cavalry, which was quite enough to have surrounded our
force and totally destroy it. Some said that Sirdar Tej Singh was afraid to fight. The sahibs were as surprised as
everyone else, and the retreat of the Khalsa gave the sepoys great confidence as they thought the Sikhs dare not
fight the Sirkar again.
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Our army halted some days, throwing up entrenchments, and waited for the big guns to arrive. An English
army was in rear of the Sikhs, but it must have been a long way off as it did not arrive for ten days or more
afterwards. We then heard that there had been an engagement near Ludhiana and that some of the Sirkar’s guns
had been captured, and also all the baggage. Then news came that there had been another battle in which the
enemy had been defeated and all the lost baggage recaptured. This was true.
At the beginning of the month\fn{February, 1846} all the armies of the Sirkar had been assembled, as well as the
siege artillery. It was now a very large force, such as had never before been seen in India, but the Sikh army was
reported to be at least 60,000 strong, with 400 guns. The Sikh army had marched to Sobraon and had defended the
position with 100 guns. The English force moved at night and came upon the enemy’s camp early in the morning.
It was clear that the Sikhs had not learnt of its approach; there was great commotion in their camp and their
bugles sounded the alarm.

† Battle of Sobraon: February 10, 1846 †
The fight was commenced by the artillery and the fire was terrible. One part of the Sikh army was on the other
side of the river Sutlej, and the other inside British territory, with a bridge of boats across the river. After three
hours’ cannonading orders were given to charge the batteries.
If it were possible, the fire on this occasion was more severe than at Ferozeshah. Sections of the English army
were destroyed by the guns of the Khalsa, but it still stood firm. Several European regiments rushed on the guns,
followed by some sepoy regiments. It is well known that the sepoys dreaded the Sikhs as they were very strong
men, but in spite of everything their officers led them on. Through the smoke the flashing swords and helmets of
that wonderful regiment the 3rd Dragoons were again seen—they charged into the batteries a second time.
Never was there such fighting in India ever before. At last there was a tremendous shout, which was taken up
by the whole of the Sirka’s army, that the Sikhs were retreating over their bridge.
Both sides of this bridge were defended with guns, but the enemy dared not fire from the other side of the river
for fear of killing their own men. They marched down to the bridge in sections and many regiments managed to
get across. The Sirkar’s artillery moved close up and poured in grapeshot at close range, mowing down hundreds.
Infantry advanced and fired volley after volley. But the Sikhs marched on and seldom now answered the fire.
Not one of them asked for mercy.
Thousands of the Sikhs fell into the river which was very deep. Hundreds jumped into the water in order to
avoid being carried to the bank where the English forces were lined up.
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The slaughter was frightful. I have seen nothing like it. The river was full of masses of struggling men, who
clung to each other in their despair, and who were swept away by the current to rise no more alive.
I narrowly escaped with my life near this bridge. I saw a large round shot bounding straight into the leading
flies of my company and called out to my comrades. However, the cannon ball turned in some fashion and went
straight for the place where we had opened out in order to avoid it. Five sepoys and one Havildar were swept
away. The Havildar was thrown many paces by the force of the cannon ball.
One of the sepoy’s muskets was dashed against my chest and I fell down unconscious. When I came to, I found
my regiment had moved on. I was unable to move, but by good fortune was picked up later by parties sent out to
search for the wounded, and was sent to hospital.
*
The losses of the Sirkar's army in this action must have been very heavy.\fn{ The British losses at Sobraon were 320
killed and 2,063 wounded, of whom a considerable number died later } One General sahib was killed, and I heard that 100
officers were killed or wounded.\fn{Major-General Sir Robert Henry Dick (1787-1846) was killed at the head of his Division }
Everything belonging to the Sikh army was captured, and the plunder was very great. Some of our sepoys got
as much as 100 Nanukshaee rupees\fn{A Sikh coinage, and worth rather more than the Company’s} from one dead body. If
the river had not been so swollen, the Sirkar’s cavalry would have cut up hundreds of the enemy, as the river was
not usually so difficult to cross at this time of year. However, the boats from which the bridge was made were
carried miles downstream when the bridge broke, and all the other boats near at hand had been destroyed by fire.
More boats were collected after a few days and our army crossed the Sutlej into the Punjab.
*
It was always said that the Sikh troops had been drilled by French officers, but all of these had left before the
war began. They had either refused to fight against the Sirkar, or else the Sikh Sirdars, jealous of their influence,
had used their influence to have them dismissed. It is certainly true that I never saw any European officers among
the Sikh troops, nor did I ever hear of any being seen.
The Sikhs fought as no men had ever fought in India before, but it was clear that their leaders did not know
how to command an army. When they had decided advantages in their favor, they failed to make use of them.
Their cavalry never came near any battlefield so far as I could make out, and when I was in Lahore I heard many
Sikhs loudly proclaim that Sirdar Tej Singh was a traitor, and that he well knew, at the time he gave out that an
English army was in his rear (after the feint attack at Ferozeshah which I have already mentioned), that the said
army was miles away.
I remember, when I was close by the head of the bridge,\fn{ At Sobraon} seeing an English soldier about to
bayonet what I thought to be a wounded Sikh. To my surprise, the man begged for mercy, a thing no Sikh had
ever been known to do during the war, and he also called out in English. The soldier then pulled off the man’s
turban and jacket, and after this I saw him kick the prostrate man and run him through several times with his
bayonet. Several other soldiers kicked the body with great contempt and ran their bayonets through it.
I was told later that this was a deserter from some European regiment who had been fighting for the Sikhs
against his comrades.
The Sirkar’s army marched on Lahore a few days later and the whole of the Punjab lay at the feet of the
mighty Company Bahadur, whose power none could withstand, and against whom it was useless to resist. All this
happened towards the end of February 1846.
The Sirdars had a meeting with the Governor-General Sahib, Lahore was occupied by an English force, and
the pride of the mighty Khalsa was trampled in the dust. Large numbers of the Sikh army came to lay down their
arms and it was curious to see these men. They freely admitted that they had been defeated by the Sirkar, but they
said their time would come another day.
It was general opinion in the Punjab that the English would take possession of it, as had been the case
elsewhere in Hindustan. However a treaty was made, by which Rajah Lal Singh became the chief minister, and
the country of Kashmir was sold to Maharajah Gulab Singh.
The Sirkar then retired over the river to its own territories, leaving the Punjab to itself and its interminable
disputes.
13
The fortune of the Sirkar was very high at this time.\fn{ 1846} All ideas of resisting it had ceased, and the
mutinous feeling in the army, which I have mentioned as having existed previously, seemed to have disappeared.
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All that was now talked about was the good luck of the Company Bahadur, and since the Khalsa troops, who had
always been supposed a match for the English army, had now been beaten, even the Mahommedans held their
peace and for a time considered it folly to go against fate.
But fortune does not always remain the same, and who can tell where the seeds of the dandelion will alight?
My regiment was stationed at Ambala after this war, and after the end of the second year of its stay there I was
promoted to jemadar.
I had now been some thirty-five years as a servant of the government. True, I was a jemadar, but where were
the visions of wealth I had indulged in when first I took service? I had nothing to show, other than some seven
wounds and four medals. I was becoming an old man, but I wore a sword and was an officer. My eldest son, who
had formerly served with me in the same regiment before I entered Shah Shujah’s service, was somewhere in Sind
and I had not heard of him for two years. Numbers of native soldiers had been carried off by the terrible fever of
that country, and it had such a bad reputation that the native regiments were with great difficulty persuaded to go
there. The heat was greater than in any other part of India.
Those sepoys who escaped death from the effects of the fever were so affected by it that they were seldom any
use afterwards. They were subject to attacks of the disease long after they had returned to their native country. In
the last letter I had received from my son he said that 750 men of his regiment were ill with it, and that half a
European regiment had died.
He also was in hospital and had little hope of escaping death; for four weeks before he wrote he had been
unable to move.
*
In 1847 two English officers were killed at Multan. The Sirkar, to avenge this insult, went to war with Dewan
Mulraj of Multan and laid siege to the place. This inflamed the Sikhs. They began to collect troops and their
warlike ardor seemed to revive. The prospects of yet another Sikh War were now debated. The government began
to assemble troops and moved them up towards Ferozepore. My regiment was again ordered to form part of this
army.
The siege of Multan progressed very slowly and this gave great confidence to the Sikhs who boasted that they
would beat the foreigners this time. Regiments now came in every day from Delhi, Meerut, Ambala, etc., and then
they were all pushed on towards Ferozepore. A large English force crossed the Sutlej and entered the Punjab,
while the Sikhs were reported to have collected on the banks of the river Jhelum under the command of Sirdar
Sher Singh.
After two or three rather serious skirmishes on the banks of the river, and towards the end of the year, we came
up with the Sikh army. They were all encamped in very thick jungle and only their advance pickets were visible.
No-one could estimate their strength but spies brought in word that there were 50,000 of them, and that their
strength was increasing every day. They also had a vast number of guns. The enemy kept to the jungle and
displayed no inclination to begin the fight. However, our suspense was soon ended for the Sikhs fired with some
heavy guns on the Commander-in-Chief sahib when he was out riding with his staff:
The Lad sahib became enraged because someone was killed beside him and the order was given for immediate
engagement with the enemy. This was just as the gongs were sounding mid-day, but the jungle was so thick that it
was like fighting in the dark. Regiments became disorganized—rifle company number ten of my regiment was in
advance of the grenadier company. Our own regiments mistook each other for Sikhs and volleys were exchanged
before the mistake was discovered. The commanding officer of my regiment suffered greatly from fever and was
compelled to go away very sick only a few days before the battle. Another Colonel sahib was sent to us just as we
were going into action.
The firing had actually begun. He saw the red coats of the enemy and imagined them to be one of our
regiments. He immediately stopped us firing, saying he was certain we were firing on our friends. Some of the
officers then said they could see the black belts of the men of the other regiment and were certain they were
Sikhs.\fn{The Sikh army wore black belts, or very brown ones, and the English sepoys wore white}
The Colonel then rode at full gallop up to this dubious regiment which was about 200 yards away and half
hidden by the jungle. He was received with a volley full in his face but, wonderful to relate, he escaped without a
scratch. He returned among us and called out,
“All right, fire away, sepoys!”
He was a brave officer, and fearless but none of us knew him in the regiment, or his word of command, which
is great drawback for a regiment in action. Fighting continued all day and neither side seemed to be gaining a
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victory. The Sikhs lost guns, and the Sirkar had some captured by the Sikhs. Their batteries were so well
concealed by the thick jungle that it was impossible to tell the number of the guns.
One regiment, the 24th Europeans, charged a battery; the terrible fire of the guns and from a Sikh regiment
concealed behind the battery forced them to retire. This corps lost nearly half its strength, and more than twenty
officers were killed or wounded.
A native regiment was with them and was beaten back with great loss. How could they stand if the Europeans
could not?
In the evening the Sikhs retired to a village called Rasul and threw up entrenchments. This battle was called
Chillianmoosa and took place on the thirteenth day of the first month of the year. The Sirkar’s army remained on
the ground all night but it was not much of a victory. It also began to rain, which made the place a perfect swamp.
Not far from the thick jungle in which this bloody battle was fought were plains free from any jungle; these would
have been much better for fighting on.
This battle was not managed with the usual splendid arrangement of the Sirkar, but it was fought in haste and
before the orders could have been properly explained to our whole force. Besides which, the ground was not
known at all by the English officers, which is always a disadvantage in war. But then in this battle, the Sirkar had
nothing but disadvantages. The Sikhs fought well but the fire was not as heavy as at Ferozeshah. It was evident
that the Sikh army had not improved since its last war with the Sirkar, and there was not the same reluctance or
dread to meet the Sikhs as had been shown by the sepoy regiments during the first war.
Rasul was a small village surrounded by deep ravines with a steep bank on its near side and the river Jhelum
not far away. This place might have been shelled if its position had been accurately known, but the Sikhs were
allowed to retain it unmolested by us. However, they had very heavy artillery in position all around the village
and a close approach was never practicable.
During this time of inactivity we used to go down to the river to bathe and drink water. We repeatedly met the
Sikh soldiers who seemed to think that the English army had suffered a severe blow, so that it was stunned like a
snake, or else, they said, why did it not attack them? To be honest there was some measure of truth in this but the
Sikhs had had enough of fighting to prevent them from annoying our army.\fn{ The total British casualties were 602
killed, 1,651 wounded, and 104 missing. The majority of the wounded eventually returned to duty but the casualty figures horrified
contemporary British opinion}

*
One day a sepoy of my company, rather celebrated for boasting of his deeds of valour, came into the camp
drawing some water from a small nullah, or arm of the river, when one of the enemy came down and attacked
him. This sepoy made out that he had shot the man but I, knowing he was always making cats into tigers, received
his statement with some little doubt. Afterwards, when the Sikhs laid down their arms, a Hindustani in the Sikh
service told me that he saw the sepoy drinking at the nullah, and warned him to go away as the Sikhs would
certainly kill him if they saw him. But instead of taking this advice in a friendly way, the sepoy deliberately fired
at him when quite close and missed him.
The Hindustani became so angry at his countryman’s ingratitude that he attacked him with his sword and left
him for dead, as he thought; or at any rate with such scars as he would never get rid of for the rest of his life. After
this was made known in the man’s presence, boasting left his lips forever.
The Sikh horsemen used to come out and challenge the English army to single combat. One day a sirdar came
forth and the challenge was accepted by an English soldier in the Lancer regiment, and one out of the Dragoons.
One of these men was killed and the other severely wounded. The Europeans were angry at their defeat and some
of them fired at the Sikh and killed him. These men went without the orders of their officers who were very angry
and annoyed at their being beaten.
I was here struck with the difference between the European and the sepoy when wounded in action. The former
would shake his fist at the enemy and call down vengeance on their heads, but would never utter a cry of pain.
The latter, if hit in the legs or arms, would dance round hugging the limb and crying out,
“Pity! Take Pity! Mighty Company Bahadur!”
One morning it was reported that the Sikhs had left their position and moved up the bank of the river. The
English were now expecting the force that had been engaged in the siege of Multan to join forces, since Multan
had fallen into the hands of the Sirkar. This force did arrive some time in February and our army pursued the
Sikhs who had determined to make a stand at a place called Gujerat, where their religious leaders had promised
them victory. The Sikhs had also been joined by Sirdar Chattar Singh who had managed to get away from Multan
without being molested.
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An action was fought at this place, Gujerat, and it was almost entirely a fight between the heavy artillery. My
regiment was on guard over the baggage, and therefore a good way in the rear, and I do not know much about this
battle from actual eyesight. The Sikh guns were dismounted, their lines broken, the village carried at the point of
the bayonet, and the whole of the Sikh army fled towards Rawal Pindi. After this battle some Europeans were
walking about the field with lighted pipes when some dubah \fn{Skin containers in the shape of a jar } exploded, being
filled with powder, and burnt five or six Europeans and several sepoys so severely that they all died in dreadful
agony. The unfortunate men ran towards their comrades, begging they would put a bullet into their heads and put
them out of unbearable torment.
I saw one or two sepoys—I think they belonged to the 72 nd BNI. They were burnt from head to foot and the
flesh fell off in charred lumps. I have often seen Sikhs fearfully burnt by their matches setting free to their cottonwadded coats when wounded, and then exploding their powder pouches, but I never saw such a frightful sight as
these sepoys.
What a wonderful thing is fate! These men, Europeans and sepoys, had survived both battles without a scratch
and yet, when taking a stroll after the battle, for mere amusement, they met their death. The God of War was not
satisfied with the slain!
*
After this battle of Gujerat the Sikhs fled across the river Jhelum and were followed by a light column of our
army. They came up with them near an old fort on the road to Rawal Pindi, where the remainder of the Sikhs,
finding they had no chance of escape from the Sirkar and having lost nearly all their guns, surrendered to the
English general sahib. They were allowed to depart to their homes, after laying down their arms, and every man
was offered a rupee to help him on the way home. Some took this but many refused it with contempt.
There was a body of Afghan horse with the Sikhs, sent by Dost Mahommed to do mighty deeds against the
foreigners, but these all escaped on account of the quality of their horses and fled through the passes by Peshawar
without being attacked. I have heard that they made an attempt at attack at Chillianwallah but I never saw any of
them. I am inclined to think that they took good care to keep well clear of shot or shell, and confined their mighty
deeds to vainglorious boasting.
14
After the fall of Multan and the total defeat of the Sikhs at Gujerat, the English took possession of all the land
of the Punjab, or Five Rivers. The mighty power of the Sikh nation became as dust and the mantle of rule
descended upon the Sirkar, the great Company Bahadur. The sirdars were all taken prisoner and their troops,
deprived of their weapons, were disbanded and sent to their homes. English regiments were stationed all over the
Punjab—at Lahore, Wazirabad, Jhelum, Rawal Pindi, Attock, Peshawar, and many other places—without any
further opposition.
Truly, the English are a remarkable people; within six months barracks rose out of the ground as if by magic.
The sahibs built houses, police were organized, and the country appeared as if it had belonged to the Sirkar for
many years.
My regiment was now sent to Jullundur. Two regiments of old Sikh soldiers were enlisted for the Sirkar and
young Sikhs were taken into the native regiments. This annoyed the sepoys exceedingly, for the Sikhs were
disliked by the Hindustanis who considered them to be unclean and were not permitted to associate with them.
Their position was very uncomfortable for a long time but after a while this dislike to some extent disappeared.
However, these men always kept to themselves and were regarded as interlopers by the older sepoys. They
were never as smart as we were on parade and their practice of using curds to clean their long hair gave them an
extremely disagreeable odor, but many of them became like Hindus after they had been away from their own
country for a long time.
No wars took place for several years in Hindustan and nothing particular occurred apart from several
innovations which were introduced into the Army, and into the Civil Courts, which caused great offence among
the people.\fn{Sita Ram refers here to two events which caused great dissatisfaction in the army. The first was the withdrawal of field,
or foreign service, allowance for all troops stationed in the Punjab after its annexation in 1849. Mutiny occurred in several regiments, and
particularly in the 66th BNI stationed in Amritsar. This regiment was disbanded forthwith by the Commander-in-Chief, Sir Charles Napier,
without waiting for the Government’s sanction, and its place in the Bengal Native Army was taken by the Nasseri Gurkha battalion, which
later became the senior Gurkha regiment in the Indian Army. The other event to which Sita Ram refers is probably the annexation of Oudh
by Lord Dalhousie in 1856, as a result of the misgovernment of the King, or Nawab, of Oudh. This led to the sepoys losing their privileged
position as soldiers of the Company in the Civil Courts, and was most unpopular. Moreover the disappearance of one of the last
independent dynasties of India undoubtedly offended Indian sentiment }
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*
In 1855 a small war broke out in Bengal with some jungle people called Santhals, and my regiment formed
part of the force and was stationed near Raniganj, not far from Calcutta. It was there that I first saw the iron road
and the steam monster and this was more wonderful than anything I had ever seen before.
When I asked the people about it they said they believed that the English put some powerful demon into each
iron box, and it was his efforts to escape which made the wheels turn round. However I saw the water put in, and
the coals lighted under it, but I am so ignorant of how it works that if an officer had not told me that it was all the
force of steam, I might easily have believed that this demon fed on wood, coal, or stones, and drank gallons of
water.
I went down to Calcutta in the train but it went so fast that it nearly took away my senses. As it neared Calcutta
all kinds of low caste people entered the train and behaved as if they were equal to everyone.
This is not good and caused great annoyance to many. I was amazed by what I saw in Calcutta but what is the
use of describing it to you, my Lord, who know it so well?
The ships—what can I possibly say? They were a hundred times larger than I had expected. No wonder the
sahibs can travel all over the world. Each ship could carry a regiment. The Lord sahib’s house was very big, and if
every nobleman in England lives in a house as big as that, what a wonderful country England must be!
I noticed in this magnificent city that the sahibs seldom spoke to each other and I was told they did not know
one another. But can this be possible if they all come from such a small island?
The Santhals used bows, arrows, and large sharp axes, but they always dispersed when we fired on them. At
first it was reported that they used poisoned arrows, and for this reason they were much feared, but we soon
discovered that this was not the case. After a good deal of marching through thick jungle, and after guarding the
main road by the Sone river throughout one hot weather, the rebellion was put down and my regiment was sent to
——.
I was told by some of the Santhals that they rebelled because they could obtain no justice from the Civil
Courts. They had no money with which to bribe the native officials and their complaints were all against the rich
landlords and moneylenders, who had managed to get these simple folk into their clutches. I cannot vouch for the
truth of this but it was certainly a curious war. In one part of the jungle we were firing at them, while in another
the Sirkar was providing them with cart-loads of rice.
*
There was now a rumor that the Sirkar was going to take Oudh from the Nawab. This led to great excitement
within the army, which was largely composed of men from Oudh. Many of them did not much care whether the
Sirkar took Oudh or not but these were men who owned no property there. Nevertheless an undefined dislike and
disquiet took possession of all of us.
During the year\fn{1856} the Sirkar removed the Nawab to Calcutta and took over the government of the
Kingdom of Oudh. Regiments of local infantry and cavalry were formed, officered by English officers, and a
number of Assistant Commissioner sahibs were brought in. Many of these officers came from the Bombay and
Madras Armies and were totally ignorant of the language, manners, and customs of the people, and the same was
true of all the sahibs who came from Bengal from the college.
The occupation of the country was effected without any open resistance at the time. It took place so quickly
that the people did not have time to combine against it but the minds of all the taluqdars\fn{The hereditary land
revenue receivers of Oudh who had become the landed gentry } and headmen were excited against the Sirkar, which in their
view had acted dishonorably, and had been unfair to the Nawab.
There were plenty of interested people to keep this feeling alive. They assured everyone that the estates of the
rich would soon be confiscated by the Sirkar, which could easily manipulate the law courts to show that the
present owners had no right to these estates. The truth was that so many people in Oudh had acquired property by
methods which the Government would never recognize that they began to fear an inquiry. Since all these people
had large numbers of relations, retainers, and servants living with them, who were all interested parties, it explains
the great excitement prevailing in Oudh at the time, and consequently throughout the Sirkar’s army.
It is my humble opinion that this seizing of Oudh filled the minds of the sepoys with distrust and led them to
plot against the Government. Agents of the Nawab of Oudh and also of the King of Delhi were sent all over India
to discover the temper of the army. They worked upon the feelings of the sepoys, telling them how treacherously
the foreigners had behaved towards their king. They invented ten thousand lies and promises to persuade the
soldiers to mutiny and turn against their masters, the English, with the object of restoring the Emperor of Delhi to
the throne.\fn{Misgovernment in Oudh had been notorious for more than fifty years, but each Governor-General in succession had been
277

chary of annexing Oudh. Even Dalhousie had advised that the best solution would be to leave the Nawab as titular ruler, and for the
Company to administer Oudh in his name, but the India Board in London chose his alternative solution, which was outright annexation }

They maintained that this was wholly within the army’s powers if the soldiers would only act together and do as
they were advised.
It chanced that about this time the Sirkar sent parties of men from each regiment to different garrisons for
instruction in the use of the new rifle. These men performed the new drill for some time until a report got about,
by some means or other, that the cartridges used for these new rifles were greased with the fat of cows and pigs.
The men from our regiment wrote to others in the regiment telling them of this, and there was soon excitement in
every regiment.\fn{The new rifle was the Enfield, a muzzle-loading firearm; and, prior to loading the new rifle, it was necessary to bite
off the end of the cartridge. The cow is, of course, sacred to the Hindus, while the pig is unclean to the Muslims. “The authorities could
hardly have chosen a worse preservative for their cartridges than a mixture of cow’s fat and lard, which, according to Field-Marshal Lord
Roberts, were the ingredients used,” } Some men pointed out that in forty years’ service nothing had ever been done by

the Sirkar to insult their religion, but as I have already mentioned the sepoys’ minds had been inflamed by the
seizure of Oudh. Interested parties were quick to point out that the great aim of the English was to turn us all into
Christians, and they had therefore introduced the cartridge in order to bring this about, since both Mahommedans
and Hindus would be defiled by using it.
I reported this curious story to my officer but no notice was taken. He only told me not to talk about it. Some
time later an order was read out to the regiment from the Commander-in-Chief or Governor- General sahib, saying
that the Sirkar had not used any objectionable fat but that in future the men could make up their own cartridges
and use their own grease. They could then be satisfied that the Sirkar had no intention whatsoever of hurting their
feelings or breaking their caste.
However the very reading out of this order was seized upon by many as proof that the Sirkar had broken our
caste, since otherwise the order would never have been issued. What was the use of a denial if it had not been the
Government’s intention originally to break our caste?
It was the time of year for furlough—that is the month of April—\fn{ Furlough, or long leave, was taken to coincide
whenever possible with the harvest} and it was my turn to go on leave. Before I went I told my Commanding Officer
what I had heard, and I warned him that great madness had possessed the minds of all men. I could not say what
shape the discontent would take, but I never thought the entire army would mutiny—only those men who might
have suffered as a result of annexation of Oudh—and at present only a few of the really bad characters were
disaffected.
The Colonel sahib was of the opinion that the excitement, which even he could not fail to see,\fn{ Dissatisfaction
among the sepoys of the Bengal Native Army was not new; indeed, it had been gathering strength over a period of thirty years. The
surprising thing is that so many British officers seem to have been blind to the discontent } would pass off, as it had often done

before, and he recommended me to go to my home.
*
I arrived at my own village without hearing anything out of the ordinary on the road, but shortly afterwards we
heard that the troops of Meerut and Delhi had risen and killed their officers, and had proclaimed the King of Delhi
as Emperor. They were excited to revolt because a complete regiment had been cast into jail, having been loaded
with irons which destroyed their honor.\fn{ Eighty-five men of the 3rd Bengal Light Cavalry, stationed at Meerut, had refused to
receive the offending cartridges. They were tried by court martial on 8 May 1857, publicly degraded by being stripped of their uniform and
fettered in front of the entire garrison, and handed over to the civil authorities in the local jail. Two days later, on 10 May, the 3 rd Cavalry
broke into open mutiny, and were joined by the two Native Infantry regiments in the garrison. They released the prisoners and set off for
Delhi where they proclaimed Bahadur Shah Emperor of Hindustan, and where they were joined in mutiny by the Delhi garrison. The
British regiments stationed at Meerut failed to prevent the mutiny, and the local commanders were woefully dilatory in following up the
mutineers on the way to Delhi}

This was such an extraordinary story that I refused to believe it, considering it a story invented to inflame the
minds of the populace, but the rumor gathered strength daily, so I went to the Deputy Commissioner to enquire
whether it was true. I could not do this openly without arousing suspicion, for at this time all the office staff were
on the watch for all who came to the office. I went to the Deputy Commissioner’s house with a petition, but the
chaprassi\fn{The office messenger who waits on the verandah of his master } refused to take it in to the sahib, saying the
orders stated that no-one would be received except during office hours.
However I managed to see the sahib, and I told him the tale I had heard and asked if there was any truth in it.
The sahib said neither one thing nor the other but asked me a number of questions to discover how much I knew
and what effect it was having on the minds of the people in my district. Finally the sahib admitted that he had
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heard the rumor—as I had known from the beginning by the questions he asked me—but said that the reports
were very vague.
Had I asked some important Indian official, he would probably have denied any knowledge of the facts, and
the more vehemently he denied any knowledge, the more I would have been certain that he knew all about it. Had
I persisted, he would have attempted to discover my own feelings on the subject, and then, if I had committed
myself by wishing the mutineers well, he would have informed against me, even though he himself might have
been heart and soul in their favor.
By the time I returned to my village the whole place was talking about the news. In a short time the entire
country was in a ferment\fn{ Sita Ram is of course referring to his own country, Oudh, or what is now the north-central portion of
Uttar Pradesh. The mutiny was almost entirely confined to the Bengal Native Army. The Madras Army was unaffected, and there was little
disaffection in the Bombay Army, despite the fact that many of its sepoys were recruited from Oudh} and every regiment was

reported to be ripe for mutiny. Reports came in every day that the regiments at the different stations had risen and
killed their officers.
I went again to see the Deputy Commissioner and offered to collect the furlough men of my own regiment, as
well as any pensioners who could use arms. He thanked me and promised to let me know if I would be required to
do this. Shortly afterwards the regiments at Lucknow, Sitapore, and other stations in Oudh broke out into open
mutiny, and the country was overrun with sepoys from these regiments.
Many of these men returned to their homes and had nothing further to do with the mutiny, other than having
been in a regiment which had mutinied.
I now discovered that I was being watched.
I was suspected of giving information to the civilian officials.
One day a large party of sepoys from one of the mutinied regiments came through my village, and I tried to
persuade them to go quietly to their houses. I explained to them the folly of going against the English
Government, but these men were so intoxicated with the plunder they had taken, and by their hope of reward from
the Emperor of Delhi, that they turned on me and were about to shoot me on the spot for having dared to speak
out in favor of the English Government. They called me a traitor, and ended by taking me prisoner. They put
heavy irons on me and a chain round my neck, declaring they would take me to Lucknow where they would
receive a large reward for having captured me, and where my punishment would be to have molten lead poured
down my throat for having dared uphold the English rule under which I had served and eaten salt for so many
years.
I was treated with every possible indignity. My captors boasted of the deeds they had done—how the sahibs
had been so easily killed, or terrified into running away into the jungles like hares—and they were convinced that
the English rule had ended throughout India.
I never saw men behave in such a shameless fashion—not even during Holi.\fn{ One of the principal Hindu festivals,
described in the note as “a kind of Hindu saturnalia, connected with the god Krishna, but must originally have been a fertility ceremony.
Few things are barred during Holi; and most sober-minded citizens remain indoors; those who venture out must bear their indignities with
composure, if not with a smile.” } They all believed they would be made princes for what they had done, and debated

among themselves about the offices they would be given by the King of Delhi. I could not discover what they had
done, other than that they had shot down their officers on the parade groWld, looted the station without any
resistance, and set it on fire.
While we were on the march some people informed them that there was a European regiment not far behind,
and their boasting was redoubled. They would immediately annihilate it! This was what they said in public but
inwardly they were terrified of coming up against the English. The European regiment never materialized, nor
indeed was there the slightest truth in the report. I was relieved to hear this since they had told me that I should be
shot at once if any Europeans appeared on the scene.
The leader of this party was a sepoy, although there were two subedars with it. He came one day and showed
me a proclamation from the King of Delhi. It called upon all the sepoys to rise and destroy the English, promising
great rewards and promotion if the men of any regiment would mutiny and kill their officers. It stated that the
English Sirkar intended to make all Brahmins into Christians, which had in fact been proved correct, and in proof
of it one hundred padres were about to be stationed in Oudh.\fn{ “There was an almost obsessive belief that the British
intended to convert the population to Christianity, and the activities of missionaries in India added fuel to the flames. Moreover this was the
period of the evangelical revival in Britain, and men like Havelock and Nicholson, whose religion was a burning faith, merely added to the
confusion in the minds of the sepoys”} Caste was going to be broken by forcing everyone to eat beef and pork. The
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sepoys were exhorted not to allow this to happen, but to fight for their religion and drive the detested foreigners
out of the country.
It also stated that the king had received information from the Sultan of Turkey that all the English soldiers had
been destroyed by the Russians;\fn{“In the Crimean War”} there were only left the few regiments remaining in India;
and these were all separated by great distances and could easily be surrounded and destroyed.
This proclamation was printed on yellow paper and was said to have been issued by order of the king.
Every man who heard it believed every word of it. Even I was impressed by it. I had never known the Sirkar to
interfere with our religion or our caste in all the years since I had been a soldier, but I was nevertheless filled with
doubt. I remembered the treatment of many regiments with regard to field allowance—how it had first been
promised and then withheld. I could not forget that the Sirkar had seized Oudh without due cause.
I had also remarked the increase of padre sahibs during recent years, who stood up in the streets of our cities
and told the people that their cherished religion was all false, and who exhorted them to become Christians. They
always maintained that they were not employed by the Sirkar, but how could they have acted like this without the
Government’s sanction? Everyone believed that they were secretly employed by the Government; why else
should they take such trouble?
Then I remembered how the Sirkar had been my protector, and that I had eaten its salt for over forty years, and
I was determined never to betray it so long as it continued to rule but to do all that I could to support it.
But, my Lord, you must not forget that I was bound with chains at this time, and to all appearance being taken
to a terrible death. As each day passed and I heard that city after city, garrison after garrison, had fallen into the
hands of the local population, I must confess that the thought passed through my mind that the mighty Company’s
rule was passing away. All its guns had been captured, and also all its arsenals—how could I help thinking
otherwise?
However I still had faith in the incredible good fortune of the Sirkar, which had always been so wonderful and
marvellous. I also believe that those who had broken their word and committed such crimes could not expect to
have good fortune for long.
*
When the party of sepoys with whom I was drew near to Lucknow, from some orders they pretended to have
received direct from the Nana of Bithur,\fn{ “Dandu Pant, or the Nana Sahib, was the adopted son of the last Peshwa of Poona,
head of the Mahratha confederacy. He inherited a vast fortune in 1851, but the pension paid by the Company lapsed on the Peshwa’s death.
This rankled with the Nana Sahib, and although outwardly friendly to the English, he was in fact thoroughly disgruntled and disloyal. He
played a leading part in the massacre at Cawnpore, his estates being in the vicinity, and became one of the principal villains of the piece so
far as the British were concerned. He was never captured and his exact end remains one of the mysteries of the Mutiny” } the route was

changed and they marched towards Cawnpore and crossed over the river. While on the march, however, our party
was surprised by a troop of mounted sahibs\fn{“In the confusion following the outbreak of the Mutiny, individual Europeans
banded themselves together as Moss-Troopers, such as Vincent Eyre’s troop of twelve hog-spears. Indigo planters without plantations,
judges without courts, officers without regiments, and District Commissioners without districts took to the sword and saddle” } It was

early morning, just before the dawn, and we were attacked so suddenly that these brave warriors, so far from
attempting to fight and annihilate the Europeans, fled into the jungle. Luckily for me, they forgot to carry out their
threat to shoot me.
I was pulled out of the pony trap in which I was travelling and narrowly escaped being shot by one of these
trooper sahibs who thought I was a wounded or sick sepoy. He had not noticed my chains and could not
understand Hindustani. Luckily there was an officer nearby who came up, heard my story, and saw my chains,
which were very convincing proof of my story. He gave orders for my chains to be knocked off and took me to
the officer commanding who wrote down my statement, my name, and my regiment. He was also very anxious to
learn of the conditions in Oudh, and whether I had seen or heard of any sahibs or ladies in the jungles. The last
English officer I had seen was the Deputy Commissioner of —— who was, when I left, carrying on his work as
usual but this was a month ago.
As I was not a very good horseman, the Captain sahib could not turn me into a trooper but when he found out
that I could read and write Persian, he made me interpreter for the Troop. He also gave me a certificate of the
account of my recapture etc. I went about with this rissalah\fn{“A Troop of horse or cavalry”} for about six weeks,
during which time it destroyed several bands of mutineers and one day had a hand-to-hand fight with a party of
regular cavalry. They fired off their pistols and made off as hard as they could although they were three times the
size of our party. Nineteen sowars\fn{“Horsemen or cavalry troopers”} were killed and twenty-one of the best of the
Government’s horses were taken. We lost five men killed and seven wounded.
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After this our Troop returned to Cawnpore, which had been retaken twice by the English. Through the kindness
of my Captain—may the shadow of greatness always surround him—he took me to the officer commanding a
Punjab regiment, and I was taken on the strength of this corps as a supernumerary jemadar and attached to it.
This regiment was engaged in several actions, and also before Lucknow. We pursued the mutineers right into
Nepal and I passed the old place again where I had been so frightened by the elephants forty years previously. All
this is so well known that I need not tell it again, but in no fight that I was in—and they were not a few—did I
ever see the mutineers, be they Hindus or be they Mahommedans, ever make a good stand and fight. Usually they
stood the first discharge and then took to flight—if they could not find shelter behind walls or trees.
I am told it was tough work at Delhi. I was not there, but the sepoys could not have fought well to have
allowed an English force of under 10,000 defeat 70,000, with the latter in possession of all the houses and
fortifications.
*
One day, in one of the enclosed buildings near Lucknow, a great number of prisoners were taken. These were
nearly all sepoys. They were all brought in after the fight to the officer commanding my regiment, and in the
morning the order came that they were all to be shot. It happened that it was my turn to command the firing party.
I asked the prisoners their names and their regiments. After hearing some five or six, one sepoy said he
belonged to a certain regiment which was my son’s. I naturally inquired whether he had known my son, Ananti
Ram, of the Light Company. He answered that that was his own name. However this is a very common name, and
because I had always imagined that my son must have died from the Sind fever, since I had never heard from him,
it did not at first strike me.
But when he told me that he came from Tilowee, my heart leapt in my mouth.
Could he be my long lost son?
There was no doubt about it, for he gave my name as his father, and fell down at my feet imploring my pardon.
He had mutinied with the rest of his regiment and gone to Lucknow. Once the deed had been done, what else
could he do? Where could he have gone, even if he had wanted to escape?
The prisoners were to be shot at four o’clock in the afternoon and I must be my son’s executioner! Such is fate!
I went to the Major sahib and requested that I might be relieved of this duty as a very great favour. He was very
angry and said he would bring me before a court-martial for trying to shirk my duty. He would not believe I was a
faithful servant of the English Government—he thought my real sympathies were with the mutineers—and he
would not listen to me any further.
At last my feelings as a father got the better of me and I burst into floods of tears. I told him that I would shoot
every one of the prisoners with my own hands if he ordered me but I confessed that one of them was my own son.
The Major declared that I was only making up an excuse to avoid having to shoot my own brethren but at last his
heart seemed to be touched. He ordered my unfortunate son to be brought before him and questioned him very
strictly.
I shall never forget this terrible scene.
Not for one moment did I consider requesting that his life should be spared—that he did not deserve.
Eventually the Major came to believe in the truth of my statement and ordered me to be relieved from this duty. I
went to my tent bowed down with grief which was made worse by the gibes and taunts of the Sikhs, who declared
I was a renegade.\fn{“Sita Ram’s antipathy for the Sikhs was shared by many of the old-style British officers. ‘I recollect,’ says Lord
Roberts, ‘the commanding officer of the 25 th BNI, who had served all his life with clean-looking, closely-shaven Hindustanis, pointing with
a look of contempt, not to say disgust, to some Sikhs, and expressing his regret that he could not get them to shave their beards and cut
their hair. “They quite spoil the look of my regiment,” he said.’” }

In a short time I heard a volley. My son had received the reward for mutiny! He showed no fear but I would
much rather that he had been killed in battle. Through the kindness of the Major I was allowed to perform the
funeral rites over my misguided son. He was the only one of the prisoners over whom it was performed, for the
remainder were all thrown to the jackals and the vultures.
I had not heard from my son since just after my return from slavery. I had not seen him since I went to Kabul,
and thus I met him again, untrue to his salt, and in open rebellion against the master who had fed his father and
himself.
But I have said enough—more is unnecessary. He was not the only soldier who mutinied. The Major told me
later that he was much blamed by the other officers for allowing the funeral rites to be performed on a rebel but if
good deeds wipe away sins, and I believe some sahibs believe this as we do, then his sins will be very white. Bad
luck never waits upon the merciful! May my Major soon become a General.\fn{ “It is more than likely that this ‘merciful
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Major’ was Norgate, translator of Sita Ram’s memoirs. It is known that Sita Ram served under him during the Mutiny, and an incident such
as the one described would have formed a strong bond between the two men, and may have accounted for Norgate’s success in persuading
Sita Ram to part with his memoirs”}

15
After my return from my second campaign in Nepal, fought this time not against the Nepalese but against
those men with whom the Sirkar had formerly defeated the Nepalese, I was promoted to Subedar after forty-eight
years of hard wear and tear in the Sirkar’s service. I entered the army under the flag of the Company Bahadur,
and I ended under the flag of the Empress of the World; I was an old man of sixty-five years of age and had
attained the highest rank to be gained in the Native Army, but I would have been much better fitted for this
position thirty years earlier.
What could I do now at the head of my Company? How could I double-march, or perform Light Infantry drill?
But I was expected to be as active as ever and no allowance was made for my forty-eight years’ service. No one
bothered to remember that I had carried a musket for thirty years and had been present in as many battles as most
of the officers had lived years.
I was shouted at by the Adjutant as if I was a bullock, and he a mere boy, young enough to be my grandson. I
was abused by the Commanding Officer, and called a fool, a donkey, and an old woman! Finally I was taken
before the Commander-in-Chief and reported on as being utterly useless—a man the Commanding Officer could
do nothing with. I was taken before the Invaliding Committee which agreed my discharge, and I acquired the
pension of a Subedar.
Had any attention been paid to my rights, I should have received this pension years before. I wanted this
pension more than anything else in the world and yet I did not like to ask for it; and when I was, as it were,
discharged compulsorily, of course I was not pleased. I do not doubt that the Company Bahadur would have
wished me to have my pension earlier and the delay was not the Company’s fault. It was due to the new hard
regulations.
The time it took to become a Subedar was far too long for most sepoys to aspire to, for this promotion was
seldom given until after forty years’ service. In recent years some men have become jemadars and subedars more
quickly, and many of them were immediately promoted if they brought young men for enlistment during the
Mutiny. This is a much better system. These officers were men of influence and were much more highly regarded
by the sepoys, being looked upon as fathers of the company.
But if the Sirkar wants men of rank and position, the pay of sixty-seven rupees a month is hardly likely to
tempt them. The native officers of the Irregular Cavalry\fn{ “The Irregular Cavalry was largdy composed of the zemindari, or
landowning, class. The soldiers provided their own horses, while the Government fed, clothed and equipped them. An officer provided
recruits from his own tenants and a man’s place in the regiment (asami) was regarded as his own property and could be farmed out by him
to the highest bidder on his retirement, with the commandant’s approval, until he had a son or nephew to put into the regiment. The Mutiny
resulted in a great increase in the Irregular Cavalry, officers being deputed on the authority of a Commissioner or a General to raise a
regiment of Horse, such as Hodson’s, Wale’s, Murray’s, Cureton’s and Lind’s Horse. Many were later brought into the regular
establishment”} are generally men of some wealth, and the younger sons of good families, but then their pay is good

and this enables them to keep up their position.
Those native officers who became jemadars and subedars at once did good service during the Mutiny and led
their men well. They were young and full of spirit. However, once the fighting was finished, they were found not
to know their drill so well as a sepoy, who had spent forty years at it and was therefore much too old to perform it.
They were bullied, questioned, examined, and drilled until they became quite sick of the service, and numbers of
them left in disgust as they had nothing more to look for in the way of advancement.
Some were sent away with gifts of land which no-one else had cultivated. The ordinary sepoy would be quite
contented with a larger pension, and if he could obtain this after twenty-five years’ service, he would not worry
over becoming a subedar. He could only achieve this rank when he was too old to be fit for it, unable to march,
and at a time when he ought to have been at home taking his ease and preparing for death.
Our learned men had told us that the Company’s rule would come to an end in 1857, since this was one
hundred years after the Company’s first great battle,\fn{ “The Battle of Plassey, 23 June 1757”, was perhaps the decisive
victory by the British East India Company over the Nawab of Bengal and his French allies, for it established Company rule in South Asia,
which in its turn made it possible for the English power to expand its control over the sub-continent in all directions, while simultaneously
monopolizing the Indian trade for England, and keeping out any serious threat to their domination by any other European power. } but

they did not tell us that another kind of English rule would take its place. This rule was far harder and much
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harsher. The Company Bahadur and its officers were much kinder to the people of India than the present
Government. If it were not for the old servants of the Company, it would be even worse than it is.
In my last regiment there were five or six young sahibs who came to us from some European regiment.
Several of these commanded companies but it was obvious that they hated the sepoys. They always spoke
severely and sneeringly to us.
In my opinion this is not calculated to endear them to the sepoys. Very few of these officers could speak to the
men, and when they did so it was in unpleasant fashion. They may have learned how to command European
soldiers but they did not know how to command sepoys.
My Lord, sepoys will not fight well for those they do not like, or for a Government which is not kind to them.
They used to be treated kindly, but then they turned against their master. They will never find as good a master
again.
*
The Mahommedans were the first instigators of the Mutiny, and the Hindus followed like a flock of sheep over
the bank of a river. The principal cause of the rebellion was the feeling of power that the sepoys had, and the little
control the sahibs were allowed to exert over them. Naturally, they assumed from this that the Sirkar must be
afraid of them, whereas it only trusted them too well.
But a son is not discarded by a parent for once rebelling against his authority, and I trust that the chastisement
meted out to the rebellious son for this Mutiny will have a lasting effect, and that wickedness will never again be
permitted to enter into the hearts of the sepoys. It is obvious that all officers are now afraid to trust the sepoy, and
this must be so for many years to come, but it is unjust to condemn everyone. There were some who remained
faithful, and there were still more whose fate it was to be in a regiment that mutinied. These had no desire to rebel
against the Sirkar, but feared that no allowance would be made for them when so many others had gone wrong.
This was well understood by those who instigated the Mutiny. Their first object was to implicate an entire
regiment so that everyone had to throw in their lot with them. All regiments took their Colours with them. They
did not break their oath by deserting them. They left the service of the English and were supposed to have entered
the service of another government.
I know the sahibs. Nothing pleases them more than a straight answer to a plain question but the Indian does
not usually understand this. He will always try to answer a question in such a fashion as will please the asker—
exactly the answer he imagines the asker desires.
I never could feel myself again, nor hold my head as high as formerly, after the death of my son. The fact that
he had fought against the giver of his salt brought great disgrace upon me. My chief solace today is thinking over
the many years of my service, during which I was never punished, except for the single instance I have already
mentioned. I have given my entire life to the service of the Sirkar. I have one son left, by whom I send your
Lordship my papers, and I have two daughters who are married and have large families.
I have not acquired any fortune but I have my paternal estate and the pension of a Subedar. This is enough for
me. The people in my village seem to respect me, and are now fully satisfied with the ease and benefits they enjoy
under English rule. The man who sows now knows that he will reap, which he never could reckon on doing in the
old days. The people are still sometimes oppressed by the subordinate Indian officials but redress can often be
obtained, and in any case this oppression gets less and less each year. If the District Commissioner sahib goes
about himself and personally inquires into all complaints, as our good sahib does (may his office last forever!)
and takes an interest in our welfare, there will be little inclination to resist the Sirkar’s authority.
But if everything is left to the Indian officials, as is sometimes done through the inability of the sahib to
understand what is said to him, the people become dissatisfied, talk against the government and long for a change.
*
My Lord, the Indian officials are all corrupt, whether they be Hindus or Mahommedans; in this respect there is
no difference between them. There may be one man who would not take a bribe of five rupees, but I have never
yet heard of him.
The principal reason for this is the poor pay provided by the Sirkar, but if it was only half as much, there
would still be hundreds of applicants who would make up by bribes what was deficient in their wages. This was
always the case in former times—the man who could give the biggest bribe would always win his case.
“When there are those who are willing to receive, there will be found those who will give; and when there are
those who will give, it is not difficult to find those who will take.”\fn{ “This is marked as a quotation in the manuscript, but
there is no indication of its origin”}
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The sahibs have tried to put down bribery but there is such a combination against them that they will never be
successful.
A British official is always very angry when he learns that a petitioner has given a bribe. He asks him why he
did it.
Perhaps he does not know that the man firmly believes that part of the bribe went to the sahib himself!
Therefore he does not dare to say anything, because all the officials have told him this, from the office runner to
the head clerk. I have never yet heard of an office where the petty clerks did not make out somehow or other that
the sahib was amenable to a bribe. Since they live by bribes themselves, it is of course in their interest to maintain
the system.
The head patwari in my village told me one day that it must have been my own fault that promotion was so
slow in coming. When I replied that I had never done anything wrong, he laughed and said I was not wise, even
though I had been so much in the world.
He meant of course that I had not paid for my promotion, thinking that promotion could be bought like
everything else.
I have known very few cases of English officers taking bribes. I have been told that many did, but I have never
believed it since I know their personal honor is very strict. However I have seen no difference where bribery is
concerned between the Indian and the European soldier of subordinate rank. I know the sahibs do not take bribes
but I also know that many much better educated than I am firmly believe that the sahibs do so.
Since this is part of their own nature, how can they believe anything different?
I remember I once had occasion to go to the Deputy Commissioner’s office on some petty business of my own.
I was in Hindustani dress and imagined I could walk straight in, as I had been told it was an open court of justice.
Immediately two or three chaprassis came to me to know what my business was. I told them it was with the
sahib, not with them. They then said it was very difficult to see the sahib for he was engaged, and a hundred other
excuses were invented. They ended by telling me that one of them would take the petition himself and lay it
before the Commissioner if I gave him five rupees. I answered that I had no petition. I was then prevented from
entering the sahib’s presence for a long time and only because I would not produce a bribe.
At last a head clerk came out and spoke to me. He told me the sahib’s temper was very bad that day, but if I
particularly wished to see him, some other official would dare to brave his wrath by mentioning the fact to him,
but this would cost me ten rupees.
Tiring of these attempts at extortion, and also not believing the man’s story, I entered the office, but the
chaprassis and clerks did their best to prevent me. They all began talking against me, saying “what a mannerless
person I was to intrude in such fashion”, and they spoke out loudly in order to attract the sahib’s attention. I
walked straight up to him, gave him a military salute, and requested permission to speak but he ordered me to be
thrown out and also abused me. The office runners tried to throw me out but I would not allow them to touch me.
Since the sahib himself had ordered me to leave, I went outside, after giving him my name, regiment, and rank.
One of the chaprassis who had first accosted me then trumped up a case that I had resisted authority. The
entire office swore that I had beaten the man dreadfully. He showed his face all covered with blood, which he
must have had ready for the purpose, as I only pushed away those who were attempting to lay hands on me. I was
fined ten rupees for resisting authority.
When I returned to my regiment I reported the whole case, just as it had occurred, to my Commanding Officer.
He was very angry and wrote about it but I never received any redress for this great insult. If a District
Commissioner sahib is easy of access, and will take the trouble to listen to the complaints of the poor, bribery can
in large measure be prevented. The subordinate officials will then be afraid that the sahib will hear the rights of
the case and the people will then realize that there is no use offering bribes.
*
The Sirkar’s punishments for offences are considered by many to be absurd. A low-caste man is convicted of
breaking into a house and stealing jewels from the women, attended by violence. He is sent to prison for a year
where he is much better fed, clothed, and looked after than he has ever been in his life. It is true that he has lost
his liberty but he gets his food and laughs at the hard labour.
What is hard labour to a coolie who has to work so hard for his few ounces of flour?
His hand would have been chopped off under a native government. This is real punishment and one the thief
would never forget. It is a punishment that has great effect upon all evil-doers, and this I conceive to be the
purpose of punishment.
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The Sirkar should remember that the peasant is only a bullock. A bullock does not mind being beaten with a
small stick. He requires a goad, and so it is with these criminals. The Sirkar’s punishments have no effect on
them. They are in fact a perfect laughing stock.
The laws of the English are doubtless very wise and good for the English; but the laws of the Hindu code are
the best for us. We much prefer them. They are written in a language which can be understood, but few Hindus
can understand the English laws, which are all written in Arabic. I have often asked learned men why our laws
cannot be written in a language we understand and they have told me their meaning cannot be given in Hindi.
It would seem to me that crimes which cannot be described in a people’s tongue do not need any laws to lay
down the punishments. Who can understand why a man should not punish his wife if she is guilty of adultery?
Can money satisfy his desire for revenge? Yet we are not now permitted to punish either the wife or her
paramour. This is not justice and leads to great dissatisfaction. There can only be one opinion of this.
*
I have now written all I can remember of interest in my life, and I have given my opinion on many subjects.
I should never have thought of doing this but for your Lordship’s desire that I should so do. If I have said
anything unseemly, my Lord must grant me a pardon. But what I have said is true—I have fired at no mice with
cannon.\fn{I.e., I have not exaggerated}
I meet very few sahibs in my own village but sometimes the District Commissioner is pleased to listen to my
story. I go twice a year into cantonments to receive my pension and I then have a gossip about the old days.
However, there are few of the old sahibs left now, and the new sahibs do not much want to listen to an old man’s
babbling of things and events which took place before they were born.
Thanks be to God the Creator! I lack nothing thanks to the bounty of the Sirkar, and I have a son still left to
perform my funeral ceremonies.
If your Lordship, when you return to your own country, will always remember that the old Subedar Sita Ram
was a true and faithful servant of the English Government, it will be enough for me.
And now, with profound respect for one who has always been to me as a father, I make my most humble
obeisance.
c.1800

262.22 Excerpt from Vishnuparijatamu\fn{by Tarigonda Venkamamba (c.1800-1866)} Tarigonda, Chittoor District,
Andhra Pradesh State, India (F) 1
Gently he lifts me up
Wipes the stream of tears from my eyes
Trails his fingers softly through my twisted hair
Braids my tresses and decks them with flowers
Gently requests I change my crumpled clothes
Into a flowered raiment of his choice
And adorns me with trinkets of gold and silver.
On my forehead he places the
Vermilion mark of fidelity and artfully
Darkens my reddened eyes with kajal
And on my breasts with his own hands
Playfully rubs a sandal salve to
Cool my burning flesh:
Slowly guides me to his chamber
And cajoles me with
Loving appeals to “let me know”
The secret reason for my sulk
(As if he didn’t know)
And I, like a fool, tell him
About the flower that he
Gave Rukmini, the other one.
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Whereupon he laughs lightly,
“Oh that,” he says sweetly,
“To poor Rukmini I have given
A single petal of the Parijat.
To you I’ll present the whole
Tree if you wish.
And now come into my arms
I cannot tarry much longer.”
And so again, fool that I am,
I believe the charming rogue
And suffocate him with my kisses.
And as I lie in love-drugged sleep,
He leaves me, as is his wont,
For another bed.
Tell me, my dear, where Tarigonda’s Lord is now.
Find him, my dear, the beloved libertine,
And bring him back into my arms.
1807

310.29 1. The Harp Of India 2. Song Of The Hindustanee Minstrel 3. A Walk By Moonlight 4. Going Into
Darkness 5. To My Native Land 6. The Poet’s Grave 7. Excerpt from Fakeer of Jungheera: “Hymn To The
Sun”\fn{by Henry Louis Vivian Derozio (1807-1831)} Calcutta, West Bengal State, India (M) 5
1
Why hang’st thou lonely on yon withered bough?
Unstrung for ever, must thou there remain;
Thy music once was sweet—who hears it now?
Why doth the breeze sigh over thee in vain?
Silence hath bound thee with her fatal chain;
Neglected, mute, and desolate art thou,
Like ruined monument on desert plain:
O! many a hand more worthy far than mine
Once thy harmonious chords to sweetness gave,
And many a wreath for them did Fame entwine
Of flowers still blooming on the minstrel’s grave:
Those hands are cold—but if thy notes divine
May be by mortal wakened once again,
Harp of my country, let me strike the strain!
2
With surmah\fn{Eye-liner} tinge the black eye's fringe,
‘Twill sparkle like a star;
With roses dress each raven tress,
My only loved Dildar!
*
Dildar!\fn{A Muslim proper name, meaning “beloved”} There’s many a valued pearl
In richest Oman’s sea;
But none, my fair Cashmerian girl!
O! none can rival thee.
*
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In Busrah\fn{Now Basrah, Iraq} there is many a rose
Which many a maid may seek,
But who shall find a flower which blows
Like that upon thy cheek?
*
In verdant realms, ‘neath sunny skies,
With witching minstrelsy,
We’ll favour find in all young eyes,
And all shall welcome thee.
*
Around us now there’s but the night,
The heaven alone above;
But soon we’ll dwell in cities bright,
Then cheer thee, cheer thee, love!
*
The heart eternally is blest
Where hope eternal springs;
Then hush thy sorrows all to rest,
We’ll treat the courts of kings.
*
In palace halls our strains we’ll raise,
There all our songs shall flow;
Come cheer thee, sweet! for better days
Shall dawn upon our woe.
*
Nay weep not, love! thou shouldst not weep,
The world is all our home;
Life’s watch together we shall keep,
We’ll love where’er we roam.
*
Like birds from land to land we'll range,
And with our sweet sitar,
Our hearts the same, though worlds may change,
We’ll live, and love, Dildar!
3
Last night—it was a lovely night,
And I was very blest—
Shall it not be for Memory
A happy spot to rest?
*
Yes; there are in the backward past
Soft hours to which we turn—
Hours which, at distance, mildly shine,
Shine on, but never burn.
*
And some of these but yesternight
Across my path were thrown,
Which made my heart so very light,
I think it could have flown.
*
I had been out to see a friend
With whom I others saw:
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Like minds to like minds ever tend—
An universal law.
*
And when we were returning home,
“Come who will walk with me,
A little way”, I said, and lo!
I straight was joined by three:
*
Three whom I loved—two had high thoughts
And were, in age, my peers;
And one was young, but oh! endeared
As much as youth endears.
*
The moon stood silent in the sky,
And looked upon our earth:
The clouds divided, passing by,
In homage to her worth.
*
There was a dance among the leaves
Rejoicing at her power,
Who robes for them of silver weaves
Within one mystic hour.
*
There was a song among the winds,
Hymning her influence—
That low-breathed minstrelsy which binds
The soul to thought intense.
*
And there was something in the night
That with its magic wound us;
For we—oh! we not only saw,
But felt the moonlight around us.
*
How vague are all the mysteries
Which bind us to our earth;
How far they send into the heart
Their tones of holy mirth;
*
How lovely are the phantoms dim
Which bless that better sight,
That man enjoys when proud he stands
In his own spirit’s light;
*
When, like a thing that is not ours.
This earthliness goes by,
And we behold the spiritualness
Of all that cannot die.
*
‘Tis then we understand the voice
Which in the night-wind sings,
And feel the mystic melody
Played on the forest's strings.
*
The silken language of the stars
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Becomes the tongue we speak,
And then we read the sympathy
That pales the young moon’s cheek.
*
The inward eye is open then
To glories, which in dreams
Visit the sleeper’s couch, in robes
Woven of the rainbow's beams.
*
I bless my nature that I am
Allied to all the bliss,
Which other worlds we’re told afford,
But which I find in this.
*
My heart is bettered when I feel
That even this human heart
To all around is gently bound,
And forms of all a part;
*
That, cold and lifeless as they seem,
The flowers, the stars, the sky
Have more than common minds may deem
To stir our sympathy.
*
Oh! in such moments can I crush
The grass beneath my feet?
Ah no; the grass has then a voice,
Its heart—I hear it beat.
4
It is that hour when dusky night
Comes gathering o’re departing light,
When hue by hue and ray by ray,
Thine eye may watch it waste away,
Until thou canst no more behold
The faded tints of pallid gold
And soft descended the shades of night,
As did those hues so purely bright;
And in the blue sky, star by star,
Shines out, like happiness afar;
A wilderness of worlds!—To well
In one, with those we have loved well
Where bliss indeed!—The waters flow
Gurgling, in darkest hue below,
And ‘gainst the shore the ripple breaks
As from its cave, the east wind wakes,
But lo! where Dian’s crest on high appears,
Faint as the memory of departing years.
5
My country! In thy days of glory past
A beauteous halo circled round thy brow
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and worshipped as a deity thou wast—
Where is thy glory, where the reverence now?
Thy eagle pinion is chained down at last,
And groveling in the lowly dust art thou,
Thy minstrel hath no wreath to weave for thee
Save the sad story of thy misery!
Well—let me dive into the depths of time
And bring from out the ages, that have rolled
A few small fragments of these wrecks sublime
Which human eye may never more behold
And let the guerdon of my labour be,
My fallen country! One kind wish for thee!
6
Beside the ocean’s foamy surge
On an untrodden solitary shore,
Where the wind sings an everlasting dirge,
And the wild wave in its tremendous roar
Sweeps o’er the sod! There let his ashes lie
Cold and unmourned; save when the sea-mew’s cry
Is wafted on the gale as if ‘twere given
For him whose hand is cold, whose lyre is riven!
There all in silence let him sleep his sleep!
No dream shall flit into that slumber deep,
No wandering mortal thither once shall wend;
There nothing over him but the heavens shall weep,
There never pilgrim at his shrine shall bend,
But holy stars alone their nightly vigils keep.
7
God of this beauteous world! whom earth and heaven
Adore in concert, and in concert love,
Whose praise is hymned by the eternal seven,
Bright wheeling minstrels of the courts above!
*
God of this glorious universe! the sea
Smiles in thy glance, and gladdens in thy ray,
And lifteth up its voice in praise to thee,
Giver of good, Creator of the day!
*
God of the immortal mind! with power to scan
Thoughts that like diamonds in the cavern lie,
Though deeply bedded in the breast of man,
Distinct and naked to thy piercing eye.
*
God of Eternity! whose golden throne
Is borne upon the wings of angels bright;
God of all goodness, thou art God alone.
Circled with glory, diademed with light !
*
Thou look’st from thy pavilion, and each cloud,
Like fear o’ercome by hope triumphant, flies;
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The angry thunder's voice, though raving loud,
At thy bright presence into silence dies.
*
When all is darkness, like the sad soul’s night,
And tempests lower, like grief upon our hearts.
Affrighted nature sees thy forehead bright,
The black storm furls his banner, and departs.
*
Thou mak’st the rainbow with thy golden beams
Span the blue ocean rolling at thy feet ;
Set in the sky, that arch of promise seems
Like hope still distant, and like hope still sweet.
*
The flowers, the beauty of the earth, implore,
Like woman in distress, thy rays to bring
Their beauty out of nothing, and their store
Of scent and sweetness from their latent spring.
*
The forest’s green is of thy giving. Thou
Dost fling its emerald mantle o’er the earth.
Prostrate to thee let all creation bow,
For all creation at thy word had birth.
*
O Sun! thy herald is the morning star,
Like fame preceding greatness; but when day
Comes on advancing with thy gilded car
Heaven’s hosts of wonder melt like sparks away.
*
Who shall declare thy glory? Unto thee
My heart in fervent adoration kneels;
Thou know’st whate’er its sufferings may be,
To thee alone it tremblingly appeals.
*
God of this beauteous world whom earth and heaven
Adore in concert, and in concert love;
Thy praise is hymned by the perpetual seven,
Bright wheeling minstrels of the courts above.
*
God of this glorious universe! the sea
Smiles in thy glance and gladdens in thy ray,
And lifteth up its voice in praise to thee,
Giver of good, Creator of the day!
*
God of the immortal mind! with power to scan
Thoughts that like diamonds in the cavern lie,
Though deeply bedded in the breast of man,
Distinct and naked to thy piercing eye.
*
God of Eternity! whose golden throne
Is borne upon the wings of angels bright;
God of all goodness, thou art God alone,
Circled with glory, diademed with light!
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265.9 & 265.35a 1. Dasahara 2. To A Young Hindu Widow 3. Storm And Rain 4. To A Dead Crow 5. The
Boatman’s Song To Ganga 6. The Moon In September: Six Poems\fn{by Kasiprasad Ghose (1809-1873)} Kidderpore
Village (now a neighborhood of Calcutta), Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 4
1
Glorious river! thee of yore
Siva on his tresses bore,
When thou didst thy rapid flow
Take unto this world below,
From the peak of Himalay,
Where thy lucid waters stray,
Dispensing to the gods above
Purity and holy love.
*
Propitious river! by thy grace
Royal Sagar’s numerous race,
Though burned to ashes by the fire
Of the saintly sage’s ire,
Enjoyed the bright, unchanging hours,
Smiling round the emerald bowers,
And bringing in the heavenly sphere
Joys which only circle there.
*
Holy stream! thou dost bestow
Freedom from each earthly woe,
Destroying all the sins that be
Pertaining to humanity,
And ensure at being’s close,
Sweet and undisturbed repose.
Nay! even the deities love to lave
Their forms of glory in thy wave.
*
Beauteous river on thy spray
The lotos famed in ancient lay—
Whose chaplets and whose odors sweet,
Goddess! to thee are offerings meet—
In gladness doth its leaves unfold
Full to the morning’s beam of gold,
As if inspired with the love
Of the majestic sun above.
*
Dreadful river! in thy waves
His length the alligator laves,
And sharks and sea-hogs round him play,
Glad with the hope of human prey.
When summer with the hot sun crowned,
Showers her dazzling splendour round,
And brings forth in our Indian bowers
Refulgent days and lovely flowers.
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2
Ah, fair one! lone as desert flower,
Whose bloom and beauty are in vain
How dark was that too fatal hour,
Which brought thee lasting grief and pain!
*
What is the world to thee forlorn!
Thine every path is desolate,
From all enjoyments rudely torn,
How drear and comfortless thy fate
*
What pity, friendless, helpless, poor!
That such should be thine early lot—
Doomed to remain for ever more
As if thou in this world wert not.
*
And is there none—O ! can it be?
None warm or friendly in thy cause?
Has pitiless humanity
Forgot its sacred ties and laws?
*
The rigours of a life austere,
Followed by every fear and shame,
Await thee as thy portion here
What is thy being but a name?
*
Thou may’st not, dar’st not, must not hope
A joy upon the world beneath;
But thou must e’er with sorrows cope,
Sorrows which only end in death.
*
And thou art doomed to be at strife
For ever with thyself, to quell
The very elements of life,
And every brighter thought repel.
*
Is this the all, or should it be
The all that here to thee is left?
And must the world remain to thee
A scene of every charm bereft?
3
The mighty demons of the storm have met
In battle fierce. Relentless anger fires
Their bosoms, proud of desolating power.
Their swords in rapid wavings flash; and oft
In lightning gleams illume the darkened earth.
Hark! how they vaunt in thunder deep and loud,
And madly howling, rave athwart the arch
Of heaven; convolving Ganga’s waters deep;
Which wildly running to and fro, dismayed,
Or upward bounding high, appear as if
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They wish to break loose from their beds to fly
The tempest's rage. Beneath its headlong speed
Reft of her beauties green, fair Nature quakes
Affrighted; and upon the plain are strewed
Leaves, arms, and trunks of many a giant tree
Felled by their wrath.
*
But soon unto the clouds,
Which darkly frown upon the earth, as though
In hate and envy, fly the tempest fiends;
And there, bound by some unknown, powerful charm,
They roar as if once more they would descend
And sweep the world before their furious course
Blasting the fairest scenes of Nature fair
With demon strength and hate.
*
The ruthless storm
Is past. Cloud upon cloud is piled along
The darksome brow of yonder skies, enshrouding
The face of the bright Sun, who o'er the earth
High on his throne of ether, erst did reign
In splendour cloudless, dazzling, yet serene.
The gathering darkness deepens round; as if
The spell of awe hath bound the face of heaven—
The spell which but the poet’ gifted eye
Can trace; and but his flexile heart can feel
Attracted.
*
Now the floods of heaven unsealed
At once burst forth in torrents, deluging
The shrinking earth: and as the clouds become
Dispersed and thinner by the wandering breeze,
The glories of the broad, meridian Sun
Descend and sparkle. But the firmament
Still pours its genial springs of crystal rain,
Which, brightened by the solar beams, appear
Like showers of liquid radiance falling down,
A blessed gift to Man from favouring heaven.
The little shrubs, which ere long drooped beneath
The summer Sun's refulgent noontide, now
Reviving, raise their heads and put forth all
Their verdurous majesty. Each leaf is decked
With drops of rain, like pearls and diamonds bright
Quivering in the gentle gale, which breathes
Delightful fragrance round.
4
Gay minstrel of the Indian clime!
How oft at morning's rosy prime
When thou didst sing in caw, caw numbers,
Vexed I've awoke from my sweet slumbers,
And to avoid that hateful sound,
That plagues a head howe'er profound,
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Have walked out in my garden, where
Beside the tank, in many a square,
Sweet lilies, jasmines, roses bloom,
Far from those trees within whose gloom
Of foliage thick, thou hadst thy nest
From daily toil at night to rest.
*
Now lifeless on the earth, cold, bare,
Devoid alike of joy and care,
The offals of my meal no more
Attract thee as they did before.
There's rubbish scattered round thee, but
Thy heart is still, thine eyes are shut.
No more that blunt yet useful beak
From carcasses thy food can seek,
Or catch the young unheeded mouse,
Which from the flooring of my house
Urged by its hapless luck, would stray
And bask beneath the solar ray.
*
Gay minstrel! Ne’er had Death before
Its dart destructive, sharpened more
To pierce a gayer, mortal heart
Than thine, which ah! Hath felt the smart!
Though life no more is warm in thee,
Yet thou dost look as though ’t may be
That life in thee is full and warm;
Not cruel death could mar thy form;
Thy features, one and all, possess
Still, still their former ugliness.
They are in truth the very same
The Indian Crow hath, known to fame.
*
Oh! May when death hath closed these eyes,
And freed from earthly bondage, flies
The spirit to eternity,
Stretched at full length I lie like thee,
Oh mother earth’s cold lap, so ne’er
To spin such verses out I’ll dare,
And please the public ear again
With such discordant, silly strain,
As thou didst once delight to pour
At morn or noon, or evening hour.
In sooth I promise this shall be
My last line in addressing thee.
5
Gold river! gold river! how gallantly now
Our bark on thy bright breast is lifting her prow
In the pride of her beauty, how swiftly she flies:
Like a white-winged spirit through topaz-paved skies.
*
Gold river! gold river! thy bosom is calm,
295

And o’er thee, the breezes are shedding their balm
And nature beholds her fair features portrayed,
In the glass of thy bosom—serenely displayed.
Gold river! gold river! the Sun to thy waves,
Is fleeting to rest in thy cool coral caves;
And thence, with his tier of light, at the morn
He will rise, and the skies with his glory adorn.
Gold river! gold river! how bright is the beam,
Which brightens and crimsons thy soft flowing stream;
Whose waters beneath make a musical clashing,
Whose ripples like dimples in childhood are flashing.
Gold river! gold river! the moon will soon grace
The hail of the stars with her light-shedding face;
The wandering planets her palace will throng,
And seraphs will waken their music and song.
Gold river! gold river! our brief course is done,
And safe in the city our home we have won;
And now as the bright sun who drops from our view,
So Ganga, we bid thee a cheerful adieu!
6
How like the breath of love the rustling breeze
Is breathing through the fragrant sandal trees!
How sad but sweet the Bulbul sings above—
The rose plucked off its stalk—his withering love!
Like liquid silver yon soft-gliding stream
Wanders and glistens in the lunar beam,
Which like a modest maid, in love and fear
Shrinks, half reluctant, from the clasp so dear
Of frequent-heaving waves. But see! a cloud
Hath wrapt the Moon like Beauty in a shroud.
But now, she issuing shines with brightest sheen,
And tips with silver all the woodlands green.
Region of bliss! Irradiate gem of night!
Soother of sorrows! Orb of gentle light!
Full right the bards of ancient days suppose
Thou wert the region where the deities chose
To hide their nectar from the demons fell,
Destroyed or headlong hurled to deepest hell.
For still, resplendent Moon! when’er we see
Thy placid face, and fondly gaze on thee,
Its gentleness upon the wounded soul
Exerts a healing power and calm control.
c.1810

263.124 1. Less Inequality Than Men Deem 2. How The Sun, The Moon, And The Wind Went Out To Dinner 3.
Tit For Tat 4. The Selfish Sparrow And The Houseless Crows 5. Singh Rajah And The Cunning Little Jackals 6.
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The Brahman, The Tiger, And The Six Judges 7. The Alligator And The Jackal 8. A Funny Story 9. The Valiant
Chattee-maker: Nine Folktales\fn{by Anna Liberata de Souza (c.1810-1887)} Goa State, India (F) 12
1
A young rajah once said to his wazir,
“How is it that I am so often ill? I take great care of myself; I never go out in the rain; I wear warm clothes; I
eat good food. Yet I am always catching cold, or getting fever, in spite of all precautions.”
“Overmuch care is worse than none at all,” answered the wazir, “which I will soon prove to you.” So he
invited the rajah to accompany him for a walk in the fields.
Before they had gone very far they met a poor shepherd. The shepherd was accustomed to be out all day long
tending his flock; he had only a coarse cloak on, which served but insufficiently to protect him from the rain and
the cold—from the dews by night and the sun by day; his food was parched corn, his drink water; and he lived out
in the fields in a small hut made of plaited palm branches. The wazir said to the rajah,
“You know perfectly well what hard lives these poor shepherds lead. Accost this one, and ask him if he often
suffers from the exposure which he is obliged to undergo.”
The rajah did as the wazir told him, and asked the shepherd whether he did not often suffer from rheumatism,
cold, and fever. The shepherd answered,
“No, Sire, I never suffer from either the one or the other. From childhood I have been accustomed to endure
the extremes of heat and cold, and I suppose that is why they never affect me.” At this the rajah was very much
astonished, and he said to the wazir,
“I own I am surprised; but doubtless this shepherd is an extraordinarily strong man, whom nothing would ever
affect.”
“We shall see,” said the wazir; and he invited the shepherd to the palace. There, for a long time, the shepherd
was taken great care of; he was never permitted to go out in the sun or rain, he had good food and good clothes,
and he was not allowed to sit in a draught or get his feet wet.
At the end of some months the wazir sent for him into a marble courtyard, the floor of which he caused to be
sprinkled with water. The shepherd had been for some time so little used to exposure of any kind, that wetting his
feet caused him to take cold; the place felt to him chilly and damp after the palace; he rapidly became worse, and
in a short time, in spite of all the doctor’s care, he died.
“Where is our friend the shepherd?” asked the rajah a few days afterwards; “he surely could not have caught
cold by merely treading on the marble floor you had caused to be sprinkled with water?”
“Alas!” answered the wazir, “the result was more disastrous than I had anticipated; the poor shepherd caught
cold, and is dead. Having been lately accustomed to overmuch care, the sudden change of temperature killed him.
You see now to what dangers we are exposed from which the poor are exempt. It is thus that Nature equalizes her
best gifts; wealth and opulence tend too frequently to destroy health and shorten life, though they may give much
enjoyment to it whilst it lasts.”
2
One day the sun, the moon, and the wind went out to dine with their uncle and aunt, the thunder and lightning.
Their mother (one of the most distant stars you see far up in the sky) waited alone for her children’s return.
Now both the sun and the wind were greedy and selfish. They enjoyed the great feast that had been prepared
for them, without a thought of saving any of it to take home to their mother—but the gentle moon did not forget
her. Of every dainty dish that was brought round she placed a small portion under one of her beautiful long fingernails, that the star might also have a share in the treat. On their return, their mother, who had kept watch for them
all night long with her little bright eye, said,
“Well, children, what have you brought home for me?” Then the sun (who was eldest) said,
“I have brought nothing home for you. I went out to enjoy myself with my friends—not to fetch a dinner for
my mother!” And the wind said,
“Neither have I brought anything home for you, mother. You could hardly expect me to bring a collection of
good things for you, when I merely went out for my own pleasure.” But the moon said,
“Mother, fetch a plate, see what I have brought you.” And shaking her hands she showered down such a choice
dinner as never was seen before. Then the star turned to the sun and spoke thus,
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“Because you went out to amuse yourself with your friends, and feasted and enjoyed yourself, without any
thought of your mother at home—you shall be cursed. Henceforth, your rays shall ever be hot and scorching, and
shall burn all that they touch. And men shall hate you, and cover their heads when you appear.” And that is why
the sun is so hot to this day. Then she turned to the wind and said,
“You also, who forgot your mother in the midst of your selfish pleasures—hear your doom. You shall always
blow in the hot dry weather, and shall parch and shrivel all living things. And men shall detest and avoid you from
this very time.” And that is why the wind in the hot weather is still so disagreeable. But to the moon she said,
“Daughter, because you remembered your mother, and kept for her a share in your own enjoyment, from
henceforth you shall be ever cool, and calm, and bright. No noxious glare shall accompany your pure rays, and
men shall always call you ‘blessed.’”
And that is why the moon’s light is so soft, and cool, and beautiful even to this day.
3
There once lived a camel and a jackal who were great friends. One day the jackal said to the camel,
“I know that there is a fine field of sugar-cane on the other side of the river. If you will take me across I’ll
show you the place. This plan will suit me as well as you. You will enjoy eating the sugar-cane, and I am sure to
find many crabs, bones, and bits of fish by the riverside, on which to make a good dinner.”
The camel consented, and swam across the river, taking the jackal, who could not swim, on his back. When
they reached the other side, the camel went to eat the sugar-cane, and the jackal ran up and down the river-bank
devouring all the crabs, bits of fish, and bones he could find.
But being so much smaller an animal, he had made an excellent meal before the camel had eaten more than
two or three mouthfuls; and no sooner had he finished his dinner, than he ran round and round the sugar-cane
field, yelping and howling with all his might. The villagers heard him, and thought,
“There is a jackal among the sugar-canes; he will be scratching holes in the ground, and spoiling the roots of
the plants.”
And they went down to the place to drive him away. But when they got there, they found to their surprise not
only a jackal, but a camel who was eating the sugar-canes! This made them very angry, and they caught the poor
camel, and drove him from the field, and beat him until he was nearly dead. When they had gone, the jackal said
to the camel,
“We had better go home.” And the camel said,
“Very well, then, jump upon my back as you did before.”
So the jackal jumped upon the camel’s back, and the camel began to recross the river. When they had got well
into the water, the camel said,
“This is a pretty way in which you have treated me, friend jackal. No sooner had you finished your own dinner
than you must go yelping about the place loud enough to arouse the whole village, and bring all the villagers
down to beat me black and blue, and turn me out of the field before I had eaten two mouthfuls! What in the world
did you make such a noise for?”
“I don’t know,” said the jackal. “It is a custom I have. I always like to sing a little after dinner.”
The camel waded on through the river. The water reached up to his knees—then above them—up, up, up,
higher and higher, until he was obliged to swim. Then turning to the jackal, he said,
“I feel very anxious to roll.”
“Oh, pray don’t; why do you wish to do so?” asked the jackal.
“I don’t know,” answered the camel: “it is a custom I have. I always like to have a little roll after dinner.”
So saying, he rolled over in the water, shaking the jackal off as he did so. And the jackal was drowned, but the
camel swam safely ashore.
4
A sparrow once built a nice little house for herself, and lined it well with wool, and protected it with sticks, so
that it equally resisted the summer sun and the winter rains. A crow, who lived close by, had also built a house, but
it was not such a good one, being only made of a few sticks laid one above another on the top of a prickly pear
hedge. The consequence was, that one day when there was an unusually heavy shower, the crow’s nest was
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washed away, while the sparrow’s was not at all injured. In this extremity the crow and her mate went to the
sparrow, and said,
“Sparrow, sparrow, have pity on us, and give us shelter, for the wind blows, and the rain beats, and the prickly
pear hedge thorns stick into our eyes.” But the sparrow answered,
“I’m cooking the dinner, I cannot let you in now, come again presently.” In a little while the crows returned,
and said,
“Sparrow, sparrow, have pity on us, and give us shelter, for the wind blows, and the rain beats, and the prickly
pear hedge thorns stick into our eyes.” The sparrow answered,
“I’m eating my dinner, I cannot let you in now, come again presently.” The crows flew away, but in a little
while returned, and cried once more,
“Sparrow, sparrow, have pity on us, and give us shelter, for the wind blows, and the rain beats, and the prickly
pear hedge thorns stick into our eyes.” The sparrow replied,
“I’m washing the dishes, I cannot let you in now, come again presently.” The crows waited a while and then
called out,
“Sparrow, sparrow, have pity on us, and give us shelter, for the wind blows, and the rain beats, and the prickly
pear hedge thorns stick into our eyes.” But the sparrow would not let them in, she only answered,
“I’m sweeping the floor, I cannot let you in now, come again presently.”
Next time the crows came and cried, “Sparrow, sparrow, have pity on us, and give us shelter, for the wind
blows, and the rain beats, and the prickly pear hedge thorns stick into our eyes,” she answered,
“I’m making the beds, I cannot let you in now, come again presently.” So, on one pretence or another, she
refused to help the poor birds. At last, when she and her children had had their dinner, and she had prepared and
put away the dinner for next day, and had put all the children to bed and gone to bed herself, she cried to the
crows,
“You may come in now, and take shelter for the night.”
The crows came in, but they were very vexed at having been kept out so long in the wind and the rain, and
when the sparrow and all her family were asleep, the one said to the other,
“This selfish sparrow had no pity on us, she gave us no dinner, and would not let us in, till she and all her
children were comfortably in bed; let us punish her.”
So the two crows took all the nice dinner the sparrow had prepared for herself and her children to eat next day,
and flew away with it.
5
Once upon a time, in a great jungle, there lived a great lion. He was rajah of all the country round; and every
day he used to leave his den, in the deepest shadow of the rocks, and roar with a loud, angry voice; and when he
roared, the other animals in the jungle, who were all his subjects, got very much frightened, and ran here and
there; and Singh Rajah would pounce upon them, and kill them, and gobble them up for his dinner.
This went on for a long, long time, until, at last, there were no living creatures left in the jungle but two little
jackals—a Rajah Jackal and a Ranee Jackal—husband and wife. A very hard time of it the poor little jackals had,
running this way and that to escape the terrible Singh Rajah;\fn{ King Lion} and every day the little Ranee Jackal
would say to her husband,
“I am afraid he will catch us today—do you hear how he is roaring? Oh dear! oh dear! And he would answer
her,
“Never fear; I will take care of you. Let us run on a mile or two. Come, come—quick, quick, quick!' And they
would both run away as fast as they could.
After some time spent in this way, they found, however, one fine day, that the Lion was so close upon them
that they could not escape. Then the little Ranee Jackal said,
“Husband, husband! I feel very frightened. The Singh Rajah is so angry he will certainly kill us at once. What
can we do?” But he answered,
“Cheer up; we can save ourselves yet. Come, and I’ll show you how we may manage it.”
So what did these cunning little Jackals do, but they went to the great Lion’s den; and when he saw them
coming, he began to roar and shake his mane, and he said,
“You little wretches, come and be eaten at once! I have had no dinner for three whole days, and all that time I
have been running over hill and dale to find you. Ro-a-ar! Ro-a-ar! Come and be eaten, I say!” and he lashed his
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tail and gnashed his teeth, and looked very terrible indeed. Then the Jackal Rajah, creeping quite close up to him,
said,
“O great Singh Rajah, we all know you are our master, and we would have come at your bidding long ago; but
indeed, Sir, there is a much bigger Rajah even than you in this jungle, and he tried to catch hold of us and eat us
up, and frightened us so much that we were obliged to run away.”
“What do you mean?” growled Singh Rajah. “There is no King in this jungle but me!”
“Ah, Sire,” answered the Jackal, “in truth one would think so, for you are very dreadful. Your very voice is
death. But it is as we say, for we, with our own eyes, have seen one with whom you could not compete; whose
equal you can no more be than we are yours; whose face is as flaming fire, his step as thunder, and his power
supreme.”
“It is impossible!” interrupted the old Lion; “but show me this Rajah of whom you speak so much, that I may
destroy him instantly!”
Then the little Jackals ran on before him until they reached a great well, and, pointing down to his own
reflection in the water, they said,
“See, Sire, there lives the terrible King of whom we spoke.”
When Singh Rajah looked down the well he became very angry, for he thought he saw another Lion there. He
roared and shook his great mane, and the shadow Lion shook his, and looked terribly defiant. At last, beside
himself with rage at the insolence of his opponent, Singh Rajah sprang down to kill him at once, but no other Lion
was there—only the treacherous reflection; and the sides of the well were so steep that he could not get out again,
to punish the two Jackals, who peeped over the top. After struggling for some time in the deep water, he sank to
rise no more. And the little Jackals threw stones down upon him from above, and danced round and round the
well, singing,
“Ao! Ao! Ao! Ao! The King of the Forest is dead, is dead! We have killed the great Lion who would have
killed us! Ao! Ao! Ao! Ao! Ring-a-ting-ding-a-ting! Ring-a-ting-ding-a-ting! Ao! Ao! Ao!”
6
Once upon a time a Brahman, who was walking along the road, came upon an iron cage, in which a great tiger
had been shut up by the villagers who caught him. As the Brahman passed by, the tiger called out and said to
him,
“Brother Brahman, brother Brahman, have pity on me, and let me out of this cage for one minute only, to
drink a little water, for I am dying of thirst.” The Brahman answered,
“No, I will not; for if I let you out of the cage you will eat me.”
“O father of mercy,” answered the tiger, “in truth that will I not. I will never be so ungrateful; only let
me out, that I may drink some water and return.” Then the Brahman took pity on him, and opened the cage
door; but no sooner had he done so than the tiger, jumping out, said,
“Now, I will eat you first, and drink the water afterwards.” But the Brahman said,
“Only do not kill me hastily. Let us first ask the opinion of six, and if all of them say it is just and fair
that you should put me to death, then I am willing to die.”
“Very well,” answered the Tiger, “it shall be as you say; we will first ask the opinion of six.” So the
Brahman and the tiger walked on till they came to a banyan-tree; and the Brahman said to it,
“Banyan-tree, banyan-tree, hear and give judgment.”
“On what must I give judgment?” asked the banyan-tree.
“This tiger,” said the Brahman, “begged me to let him out of his cage to drink a little water, and he
promised not to hurt me if I did so; but now that I have let him out he wishes to eat me. Is it just that he
should do so, or no?” The banyan-tree answered,
“Men often come to take refuge in the cool shade under my boughs from the scorching rays of the sun;
but when they have rested, they cut and break my pretty branches, and wantonly scatter the leaves that
sheltered them. Let the tiger eat the man, for men are an ungrateful race.” At these words the tiger would
have instantly killed the Brahman; but the Brahman said,
“Tiger, tiger, you must not kill me yet, for you promised that we should first hear the judg ment of six.”
“Very well,” said the tiger, and they went on their way. After a little while they met a camel.
“Sir camel, Sir camel,” cried the Brahman, “hear and give judgment.”
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“On what shall I give judgment?” asked the camel. And the Brahman related how the tiger had begged
him to open the cage-door, and promised not to eat him if he did so; and how he had afterwards determined
to break his word, and asked if that were just or not. The camel replied,
“When I was young and strong, and could do much work, my master took care of me and gave me good
food; but now that I am old, and have lost all my strength in his ser vice, he overloads me, and starves me,
and beats me without mercy. Let the tiger eat the man, for men are an unjust and cruel race.” The tiger
would then have killed the Brahman, but the latter said,
“Stop, tiger, for we must first hear the judgment of six.”
So they both went again on their way. At a little distance they found a bullock lying by the roadside.
The Brahman said to him,
“Brother bullock, brother bullock, hear and give judgment.”
“On what must I give judgment?” asked the bullock. The Brahman answered,
“I found this tiger in a cage, and he prayed me to open the door and let him out to drink a little water,
and promised not to kill me if I did so; but when I had let him out he resolved to put me to death. Is it fair
he should do so or not?” The bullock said,
“When I was able to work, my master fed me well and tended me carefully, but now I am old he has
forgotten all I did for him, and left me by the roadside to die. Let the tiger eat the man, for men have no
pity.”
Three out of the six had given judgment against the Brahman, but still he did not lose all hope, and
determined to ask the other three. They next met an eagle flying through the air, to whom the Brahman
cried,
“O eagle, great eagle, hear and give judgment.”
“On what must I give judgment?” asked the eagle. The Brah man stated the case, but the eagle
answered,
“Whenever men see me they try to shoot me; they climb the rocks and steal away my little ones. Let the
tiger eat the man, for men are the persecutors of the earth.” Then the tiger began to roar, and said,
“The judgment of all is against you, O Brahman!” But the Brahman answered,
“Stay yet a little longer, for two others must first be asked.”
After this they saw an alligator, and the Brahman related the matter to him, hoping for a more favourable
verdict. But the alligator said,
“Whenever I put my nose out of the water, men torment me, and try to kill me. Let the tiger eat the man,
for as long as men live we shall have no rest.” The Brahman gave himself up as lost; but once more he
prayed the tiger to have patience, and to let him ask the opinion of the sixth judge.
Now the sixth was a jackal.
The Brahman again told his story, and said to him,
“Uncle jackal, uncle jackal, say what is your judgment?” The jackal answered,
“It is impossible for me to decide who is in the right and who in the wrong, unless I see the exact
position in which you were when the dispute began. Show me the place.”
So the Brahman and the tiger returned to the place where they first met, and the jackal went with them.
When they got there, the jackal said,
“Now, Brahman, show me exactly where you stood.”
“Here,” said the Brahman, standing by the iron tiger-cage.
“Exactly there, was it?” asked the jackal.
“Exactly here,” replied the Brahman.
“Where was the tiger then?” asked the jackal.
“In the cage,” answered the tiger.
“How do you mean?” said the jackal, “how were you within the cage; which way were you looking?”
“Why, I stood so,” said the tiger, jumping into the cage, “and my head was on this side.”
“Very good,” said the jackal, “but I cannot judge without understanding the whole matter exactly. Was
the cage door open or shut?”
“Shut, and bolted,” said the Brahman.
“Then shut and bolt it,” said the jackal. When the Brahman had done this, the jackal said,
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“Oh, you wicked and ungrateful Tiger! When the good Brahman opened your cage door, is to eat him
the only return you would make? Stay there, then, for the rest of your days, for no one will ever let you
out again. Proceed on your journey, friend Brahman. Your road lies that way, and mine this.”
So saying, the Jackal ran off in one direction, and the Brahman went rejoicing on his way in the other.
7
A hungry Jackal once went down to the river-side in search of little crabs, bits of fish, and whatever else he
could find for his dinner. Now it chanced that in this river there lived a great big Alligator, who, being also very
hungry, would have been extremely glad to eat the jackal.
The jackal ran up and down, here and there, but for a long time could find nothing to eat. At last, close to
where the alligator was lying, among some tall bulrushes under the clear shallow water, he saw a little crab sidling
along as fast as his legs could carry him. The jackal was so hungry that when he saw this, he poked his paw into
the water to try and catch the crab, when SNAP! the old alligator caught hold of him.
“Oh dear!” thought the jackal to himself, “what can I do? this great big alligator has caught my paw in his
mouth, and in another minute he will drag me down by it under the water and kill me. My only chance is to make
him think he has made a mistake.” So he called out in a cheerful voice,
“Clever alligator, clever alligator, to catch hold of a bulrush root instead of my paw! I hope you find it very
tender.” The Alligator, who was so buried among the bulrushes that he could hardly see, thought, on hearing this,
“Dear me, how tiresome! I fancied I had caught hold of the jackal’s paw; but there he is, calling out in a
cheerful voice; I suppose I must have seized a bulrush root instead, as he says.”
And he let the jackal go. The jackal ran away as fast as he could, crying,
“O wise alligator, wise alligator! So you let me go again!”
Then the alligator was very vexed, but the jackal had run away too far to be caught. Next day the jackal
returned to the riverside to get his dinner, as before; but because he was very much afraid of the alligator, he
called out,
“Whenever I go to look for my dinner, I see the nice little crabs peeping up through the mud, then I catch them
and eat them. I wish I could see one now.”
The alligator, who was buried in the mud at the bottom of the river, heard every word. So he popped the little
point of his snout above the water, thinking,
“If I do but just show the tip of my nose, the jackal will take me for a crab and put in his paw to catch me, and
as soon as ever he does I’ll gobble him up.” But no sooner did the jackal see the little tip of the alligator’s nose
than he called out,
“Aha, my friend, there you are! No dinner for me in this part of the river then, I think.” And so saying he ran
further on, and fished for his dinner a long way from that place.
The Alligator was very angry at missing his prey a second time, and determined not to let him escape again. So
on the following day, when his little tormentor returned to the water-side, the alligator hid himself close to the
bank, in order to catch him if he could. Now the jackal was rather afraid of going near the river, for he thought,
“Perhaps this alligator will catch me today.” But yet, being hungry, he did not wish to go without his dinner; so
to make all as safe as he could, he cried,
“Where are all the little crabs gone? There is not one here, and I am so hungry; and generally, even when they
are under water, one can see them going bubble, bubble, bubble, and all the little bubbles go pop! pop! pop!” On
hearing this the alligator, who was buried in the mud under the river-bank, thought,
“I will pretend to be a little crab.”
And he began to blow, “puff, puff, puff, bubble, bubble, bubble,” and all the great big bubbles rushed to the
surface of the river and burst there, and the waters eddied round and round like a whirlpool; and there was such a
commotion when the huge monster began to blow bubbles in this way, that the jackal saw very well who must be
there, and he ran away as fast as he could, saying,
“Thank you, kind alligator, thank you; thank you. Indeed, I would not have come here had I known you were
so close.” This enraged the alligator extremely; it made him quite cross to think of being so often deceived by a
little jackal, and he said to himself,
“I will be taken in no more. Next time I will be very cunning.”
So for a long time he waited and waited for the jackal to return to the riverside; but the jackal did not come, for
he had thought to himself, “If matters go on in this way, I shall come day be caught, and eaten by the wicked old
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alligator. I had better content myself with living on wild figs,” and he went no more near the river, but stayed in
the jungles and ate wild figs, and roots which he dug up with his paws.
When the alligator found this out, he determined to try and catch the jackal on land; so, going under the largest
of the wild fig-trees, where the ground was covered with the fallen fruit, he collected a quantity of it together, and,
burying himself under the great heap, waited for the jackal to appear. But no sooner did the jackal see this great
heap of wild figs all collected together, than he thought,
“That looks very like my friend the Alligator.” And to discover if it was so or not he called out,
“The juicy little wild figs I love to eat always tumble down from the tree, and roll here and there as the wind
drives them; but this great heap of figs is quite still; these cannot be good figs, I will not eat any of them.”
“Ho-ho!” thought the Alligator, “is that all? How suspicious this Jackal is! I will make the figs roll about a
little then, and when he sees that he will doubtless come and eat them.”
So the great beast shook himself, and all the heap of little figs went roll, roll, roll; some a mile this way, some a
mile that, further than they had ever rolled before, or than the most blustering wind could have driven them!
Seeing this the jackal scampered away, saying,
“I am so much obliged to you, alligator, for letting me know you are there, for indeed I should hardly have
guessed it. You were so buried under that heap of figs.”
The alligator hearing this was so angry that he ran after the jackal, but the latter ran very, very fast away, too
quickly to be caught. Then the alligator said to himself,
“I will not allow that little wretch to make fun of me another time, and then run away out of reach; I will show
him that I can be more cunning than he
fancies.”
And early the next morning he crawled as fast as he could to the jackal’s den (which was a hole in the side of a
hill) and crept into it, and hid himself, waiting for the jackal, who was out, to return home. But when the jackal
got near the place he looked about him and thought,
“Dear me, the ground looks as if some heavy creature had been walking over it, and here are great clods of
earth knocked down from each side of the door of my den as if a very big animal had been trying to squeeze
himself through it. I certainly will not go inside until I know that all is safe there. So he called out,
“Little house, pretty house, my sweet little house, why do you not give an answer when I call? If I come, and
all is safe and right, you always call out to me. Is anything wrong, that you do not speak?” Then the alligator, who
was inside, thought,
“If that is the case I had better call out, that he may fancy all is right in his house.” And in as gentle a voice as
he could, he said,
“Sweet little Jackal.” At hearing these words the Jackal felt quite frightened, and thought to himself;
“So the dreadful old alligator is there! I must try to kill him if I can, for if I do not he will certainly catch and
kill me some day.” He therefore answered,
“Thank you, my dear little house. I like to hear your pretty voice. I am coming in in a minute, but first I must
collect firewood to cook my dinner.”
And he ran as fast as he could, and dragged all the dry branches and bits of stick he could find close up to the
mouth of the den. Meantime the alligator inside kept as quiet as a mouse, but he could not help laughing a little to
himself, as he thought,
“So I have deceived this tiresome little jackal at last. In a few minutes he will run in here, and then won’t I
snap him up!”
When the jackal had gathered together all the sticks he could find, and put them round the mouth of his den, he
set them alight and pushed them as far into it as possible. There was such a quantity of them that they soon blazed
up into a great fire, and the smoke and flames filled the den and smothered the wicked old alligator, and burnt him
to death, while the little jackal ran up and down outside, dancing for joy and singing:
“How do you like my house, my friend? Is it nice and warm? Ding, dong! ding, dong! The Alligator is dying!
ding, dong! ding, dong! He will trouble me no more. I have defeated my enemy! Ring a ting! ding a ting! ding,
ding, dong!”
8
Once upon a time there were a rajah and ranee who were much grieved because they had no children, and the
little dog in the palace had also no little puppies. At last the rajah and ranee had some children, and it also
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happened that the pet dog in the palace had some little puppies; but unfortunately, the ranee’s two children were
two little puppies! and the dog’s two little puppies were two pretty little girls!
This vexed her majesty very much; and sometimes when the dog had gone away to its dinner, the ranee used to
put the two little puppies (her children) into the kennel, and carry away the dog’s two little girls to the palace.
Then the poor dog grew very unhappy, and said,
“They never will leave my two little children alone. I must take them away into the jungle, or their lives will
be worried out.”
So one night she took the little girls in her mouth and ran with them to the jungle, and there made them a home
in a pretty cave in the rock, beside a clear stream; and every day she would go into the towns and carry away
some nice curry and rice to give her little daughters; and if she found any pretty clothes or jewels, that she could
bring away in her mouth, she used to take them also for the children.
Now it happened some time after this, one day, when the dog had gone to fetch her daughters’ dinner, two
young princes (a rajah and his brother) came to hunt in the jungle, and they hunted all day and found nothing. It
had been very hot, and they were thirsty; so they went to a tree which grew on a little piece of high ground, and
sent their attendants to search all round for water; but no one could find any. At last one of the hunting dogs came
to the foot of the tree quite muddy, and the Rajah said,
“Look, the dog is muddy; he must have found water; follow him, and see where he goes.”
The attendants followed the dog, and saw him go to the stream at the mouth of the cave where the two children
were; and the children also saw them, and were very much frightened, and ran inside the cave. Then the
attendants returned to the two princes, and said,
“We have found clear, sparkling water flowing past a cave, and, what is more, within the cave are two of the
most lovely young ladies that eye ever beheld, clothed in fine dresses and covered with jewels; but when they saw
us, they were frightened and ran away.”
On hearing this the princes bade their servants lead them to the place; and when they saw the two young girls,
they were quite charmed with them, and asked them to go to their kingdom, and become their wives. The maidens
were frightened; but at last the rajah and his brother persuaded them, and they went, and the rajah married the
eldest sister, and his brother married the youngest.
When the dog returned, she was grieved to find her children gone, and for twelve long years the poor thing ran
many, many miles to find them, but in vain. At last one day she came to the place where the two princesses lived.
Now it chanced that the eldest, the wife of the rajah, was looking out of the window, and seeing the dog run down
the street, she said,
“That must be my dear long-lost mother.”
So she ran into the street as fast as possible, and took the tired dog in her arms, and brought her into her own
room, and made her a nice comfortable bed on the floor, and bathed her feet, and was very kind to her. Then the
dog said to her,
“My daughter, you are good and kind, and it is a great joy to me to see you again; but I must not stay, I will
first go and see your younger sister, and then return.” The Ranee answered,
“Do not do so, dear mother; rest here today, tomorrow I will send and let my sister know, and she too will
come and see you.”
But the poor, silly dog would not stay, but ran to the house of her second daughter. Now the second daughter
was looking out of the window when the dog came to the door, and seeing it, she said to herself,
“That must be my mother. What will my husband think if he learns that this wretched, ugly, miserable-looking
dog is my mother?”
So she ordered her servants to go and throw stones at it, and drive it away, and they did so; and one large stone
hit the dog’s head, and she ran back, very much hurt, to her eldest daughter’s house. The Ranee saw her coming,
and ran out into the street and brought her in in her arms, and did all she could to make her well, saying,
“Ah, mother, mother! Why did you ever leave my house?”
But all her care was in vain; the poor dog died. Then the Ranee thought her husband might be vexed if he
found a dead dog (an unclean animal) in the palace; so she put the body in a small room into which the Rajah
hardly ever went, intending to have it reverently buried; and over it she placed a basket turned topsy-turvy.\fn{ Upside-down}
It so happened, however, that when the Rajah came to visit his wife, as chance would have it, he went through
this very room, and tripping over the upturned basket, called for a light to see what it was. Then, lo and behold!
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there lay the statue of a dog, life-size, composed entirely of diamonds, emeralds, and other precious stones, set in
gold! So he called out to his wife, and said,
“Where did you get this beautiful dog?” And when the Ranee saw the golden dog, she was very much
frightened, and, I’m sorry to say, instead of telling her husband the truth, she told a story, and said,
“Oh, it is only a present my parents sent me.”\fn{ At this point there is the following explanatory sentence: Now see what
trouble she got into for not telling the truth. There are no indications—the usual editorial brackets, […]—that this is not part of the original
story; but the narrative flow is so interrupted (only to immediately resume with the start of the following sentence), and there are other
clarifying editings by her immediately below which are so defined, that I believe we must assume that Frere has inserted this sentence into
the story herself:H}

“Only,” said the Rajah; “why, this is valuable enough to buy the whole of my kingdom. Your parents must be
very rich people to be able to send you such presents as this. How is it you never told me of them? Where do they
live?” \fn{Frere inserts here: Now she had to tell another story to cover the first}She said,
“In the jungle.” He replied,
“I will go and see them; you must take me and show me where they live.” Then the Ranee thought,
“What will the Rajah say when he finds I have been telling him such stories? He will order my head to be cut
off.” So she said,
“You must first give me a palanquin, and I will go into the jungle and tell them you are coming.”\fn{ Frere inserts
here: coming;” but really she determined to kill herself, and so get out of her difficulties } Away she went; and when she had gone
some distance in her palanquin, she saw a large white ants’ nest, over which hung a cobra, with its mouth wide
open; then the Ranee thought,
“I will go to that cobra and put my finger in his mouth, that he may bite me, and so I shall die.”
So she ordered the palkee-bearers to wait, and said she would be back in a while, and got out, and ran to the
ants’ nest, and put her finger in the cobra’s mouth.
Now a large thorn had run, a short time before, into the cobra’s throat, and hurt him very much; and the Ranee,
by putting her finger into his mouth, pushed out this thorn; then the cobra, feeling much better, turned to her, and
said,
“My dear daughter, you have done me a great kindness, what return can I make you?” The Ranee told him all
her story, and begged him to bite her that she might die. But the cobra said,
“You did certainly very wrong to tell the Rajah that story; nevertheless, you have been very kind to me. I will
help you in your difficulty. Send your husband here. I will provide you with a father and mother of whom you
need not be ashamed.” So the Ranee returned joyfully to the palace, and invited her husband to come and see her
parents.
When they reached the spot near where the cobra was, what a wonderful sight awaited them! There, in the
place which had before been thick jungle, stood a splendid palace, twenty-four miles long, and twenty-four miles
broad, with gardens and trees and fountains all round; and the light shining from it was to be seen a hundred miles
off. The walls were made of gold and precious stones, and the carpets of cloth of gold. Hundreds of servants, in
rich dresses, stood waiting in the long, lofty rooms; and in the last room of all, upon golden thrones, sat a
magnificent old Rajah and Ranee, who introduced themselves to the young Rajah as his father- and mother-inlaw. The Rajah and Ranee stayed at the palace six months, and were entertained the whole of that time with
feasting and music; and they left for their own home loaded with presents. Before they started, however, the
Ranee went to her friend the cobra, and said,
“You have conjured up all these beautiful things to get me out of my difficulties, but my husband, the Rajah,
has enjoyed his visit so much that he will certainly want to come here again. Then, if he returns and finds nothing
at all, he will be very angry with me.” The friendly cobra answered,
“Do not fear. When you have gone twenty-four miles on your journey, look back, and see what you will see.”
So they started; and on looking back at the end of twenty-four miles, saw the whole of the splendid palace in
flames, the fire reaching up to heaven. The Rajah returned to see if he could help anybody to escape, or invite
them in their distress to his court; but he found that all was burnt down—not a stone nor a living creature
remained. Then he grieved much over the sad fate of his parents-in-law. When the party returned home, the
Rajah’s brother said to him,
“Where did you get these magnificent presents?” He replied,
“They are gifts from my father- and mother-in-law.”
At this news the Rajah’s brother went home to his wife very discontented, and asked her why she had never
told him of her parents, and taken him to see them, whereby he might have received rich gifts as well as his
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brother. His wife then went to her sister, and inquired how she had managed to get all her beautiful new things.
But the Ranee said,
“Go away, you wicked woman! I will not speak to you. You killed the poor dog, our mother.” But afterwards
she told her all about it. The sister then said,
“I shall go and see the cobra, and get presents too.” The Ranee answered,
“You can go if you like.”
So the sister ordered her palanquin, and told her husband she was going to see her parents, and prepare them
for a visit from him. When she reached the ants’ nest, she saw the cobra there, and she went and put her finger in
his mouth, and the cobra bit her, and she died.
9
Long, long ago, in a violent storm of thunder, lightning, wind, and rain, a tiger crept for shelter close to the
wall of an old woman’s hut. This old woman was very poor, and her hut was but a tumble-down place, through
the roof of which the rain came drip, drip, drip, on more sides than one. This troubled her much, and she went
running about from side to side, dragging first one thing and then another out of the way of the leaky places in the
roof, and as she did so, she kept saying to herself,
“Oh dear! oh dear! how tiresome this is! I’m sure the roof will come down. If an elephant, or a lion, or a tiger
were to walk in, he wouldn’t frighten me half as much as this perpetual dripping.”
And then she would begin dragging the bed and all the other things in the room about again, to get them out of
the way of the rain. The Tiger, who was crouching down just outside, heard all that she said, and thought to
himself,
“This old woman says she would not be afraid of an elephant, or a lion, or a tiger, but that this perpetual
dripping frightens her more than all. What can this ‘perpetual dripping’ be? It must be something very dreadful.”
And, hearing her immediately afterwards dragging all the things about the room again, he said to himself,
“What a terrible noise! Surely that must be the ‘perpetual dripping’”
At this moment a chattee-maker,\fn{A potter} who was in search of his donkey which had strayed away, came
down the road. The night being very cold, he had, truth to say, taken a little more toddy than was good for him,
and seeing, by the light of a flash of lightning, a large animal lying down close to the old woman’s hut, mistook it
for the donkey he was looking for. So, running up to the tiger, he seized hold of it by one ear, and commenced
beating, kicking, and abusing it with all his might and main.
“You wretched creature,” he cried, “is this the way you serve me, obliging me to come out and look for you in
such pouring rain, and on such a dark night as this? Get up instantly, or I’ll break every bone in your body;” and
he went on scolding and thumping the tiger with his utmost power, for he had worked himself up into a terrible
rage. The Tiger did not know what to make of it all, but he began to feel quite frightened, and said to himself,
“Why, this must be the ‘perpetual dripping’; no wonder the old woman said she was more afraid of it than of
an elephant, a lion, or a tiger, for it gives most dreadfully hard blows.”
The chattee-maker, having made the tiger get up, got on his back, and forced him to carry him home, kicking
and beating him the whole way (for all this time he fancied he was on his donkey), and then he tied his forefeet
and his head firmly together, and fastened him to a post in front of his house, and when he had done this he went
to bed.
Next morning, when the chattee-maker’s wife got up and looked out of the window, what did she see but a
great big tiger tied up in front of their house, to the post to which they usually fastened the donkey; she was very
much surprised, and running to her husband, awoke him, saying,
“Do you know what animal you fetched home last night?”
“Yes, the donkey, to be sure,” he answered.
“Come and see,” said she, and she showed him the great tiger tied to the post.
The chattee-maker at this was no less astonished than his wife, and felt himself all over to find out if the tiger
had not wounded him. But no! there he was, safe and sound, and there was the tiger tied to the post, just as he had
fastened it up the night before.
News of the chattee-maker’s exploit soon spread through the village, and all the people came to see him and
hear him tell how he had caught the tiger and tied it to the post; and this they thought so wonderful, that they sent
a deputation to the rajah, with a letter to tell him how a man of their village had, alone and unarmed, caught a
great tiger, and tied it to a post. When the rajah read the letter he also was much surprised, and determined to go in
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person and see this astonishing sight. So he sent for his horses and carriages, his lords and attendants, and they all
set off together to look at the chattee-maker and the tiger he had caught.
Now the tiger was a very large one, and had long been the terror of all the country round, which made the
whole matter still more extraordinary; and this being represented to the rajah, he determined to confer every
possible honor on the valiant chattee-maker. So he gave him houses and lands, and as much money as would fill a
well, made him lord of his court, and conferred on him the command of ten thousand horse.
It came to pass, shortly after this, that a neighboring rajah, who had long had a quarrel with this one, sent to
announce his intention of going instantly to war with him; and tidings were at the same time brought that the rajah
who sent the challenge had gathered a great army together on the borders, and was prepared at a moment’s notice
to invade the country.
In this dilemma no one knew what to do. The rajah sent for all his generals, and inquired which of them would
be willing to take command of his forces and oppose the enemy. They all replied that the country was so illprepared for the emergency, and the case was apparently so hopeless, that they would rather not take the
responsibility of the chief command. The rajah knew not whom to appoint in their stead. Then some of his people
said to him,
“You have lately given command of ten thousand horse to the valiant chattee-maker who caught the tiger, why
not make him Commander-in-Chief? A man who could catch a tiger and tie him to a post must surely be more
courageous and clever than most.”
“Very well,” said the rajah, “I will make him Commander-in-Chief.” So he sent for the chattee-maker and said
to him,
“In your hands I place all the power of the kingdom; you must put our enemies to flight.”
“So be it,” answered the chattee-maker, “but, before I lead the whole army against the enemy, suffer me to go
by myself and examine their position; and, if possible, find out their numbers and strength.” The rajah consented,
and the chattee-maker returned home to his wife, and said,
“They have made me Commander-in-Chief, which is a very difficult post for me to fill, because I shall have to
ride at the head of all the army, and you know I never was on a horse in my life. But I have succeeded in gaining a
little delay, as the rajah has given me permission to go first alone, and reconnoitre the enemy's camp. Do you,
therefore, provide a very quiet pony, for you know I cannot ride, and I will start tomorrow morning.”
But before the chattee-maker had started, the rajah sent over to him a most magnificent charger, richly
caparisoned, which he begged he would ride when going to see the enemy’s camp. The chattee-maker was
frightened almost out of his life, for the charger that the rajah had sent him was very powerful and spirited, and he
felt sure that, even if he ever got on it, he should very soon tumble off; however, he did not dare to refuse it, for
fear of offending the rajah by not accepting his present. So he sent him back a message of dutiful thanks, and said
to his wife,
“I cannot go on the pony now that the Rajah has sent me this fine horse, but how am I ever to ride it?”
“Oh, don’t be frightened,” she answered, “you’ve only got to get upon it, and I will tie you firmly on, so that
you cannot tumble off, and if you start at night no one will see that you are tied on.”
“Very well,” he said. So that night his wife brought the horse that the Rajah had sent him to the door.
“Indeed,” said the chattee-maker, “I can never get into that saddle, it is so high up.”
“You must jump,” said his wife. Then he tried to jump several times, but each time he jumped he tumbled
down again.
“I always forget when I am jumping,” said he, “which way I ought to turn.”
“Your face must be towards the horse’s head,” she answered.
“To be sure, of course,” he cried, and giving one great jump he jumped into the saddle, but with his face
towards the horse's tail.
“This won’t do at all,” said his wife as she helped him down again; “try getting on without jumping.”
“I never can remember,” he continued, “when I have got my left foot in the stirrup, what to do with my right
foot, or where to put it.”
“That must go in the other stirrup,” she answered; “let me help you.”
So, after many trials, in which he tumbled down very often, for the horse was fresh and did not like standing
still, the chattee-maker got into the saddle; but no sooner had he got there than he cried,
“O wife, wife! tie me very firmly as quickly as possible, for I know I shall jump down if I can.” Then she
fetched some strong rope and tied his feet firmly into the stirrups, and fastened one stirrup to the other, and put
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another rope round his waist, and another round his neck, and fastened them to the horse’s body, and neck, and
tail.
When the horse felt all these ropes about him he could not imagine what queer creature had got upon his back,
and he began rearing, and kicking, and prancing, and at last set off full gallop, as fast as he could tear, right across
country.
“Wife, wife,” cried the chattee-maker, “you forgot to tie my hands.”
“Never mind,” said she; “hold on by the mane.”
So he caught hold of the horse’s mane as firmly as he could. Then away went horse, away went chattee-maker,
away, away, away, over hedges, over ditches, over rivers, over plains, away, away, like a flash of lightning, now
this way, now that, on, on, on, gallop, gallop, gallop, until they came in sight of the enemy’s camp.
The chattee-maker did not like his ride at all, and when he saw where it was leading him he liked it still less,
for he thought the enemy would catch him and very likely kill him. So he determined to make one desperate effort
to be free, and stretching out his hand as the horse shot past a young banyan-tree, seized hold of it with all his
might, hoping the resistance it offered might cause the ropes that tied him to break. But the horse was going at his
utmost speed, and the soil in which the banyan-tree grew was loose, so that when the chattee-maker caught hold
of it and gave it such a violent pull, it came up by the roots, and on he rode as fast as before, with the tree in his
hand.
All the soldiers in the camp saw him coming, and having heard that an army was to be sent against them, made
sure that the chattee-maker was one of the vanguard.
“See,” cried they, “here comes a man of gigantic stature on a mighty horse! He rides at full speed across the
country, tearing up the very trees in his rage! He is one of the opposing force; the whole army must be close at
hand. If they are such as he, we are all dead men.” Then, running to their rajah, some of them cried again,
“Here comes the whole force of the enemy” (for the story had by this time become exaggerated); “they are
men of gigantic stature, mounted on mighty horses; as they come they tear up the very trees in their rage; we can
oppose men, but not monsters such as these.”
These were followed by others, who said, “It is all true,” for by this time the chattee-maker had got pretty near
the camp, “they’re coming! They’re coming! let us fly! let us fly! fly, fly for your lives!”
And the whole panic-stricken multitude fled from the camp (those who had seen no cause for alarm going
because the others did, or because they did not care to stay by themselves) after having obliged their Rajah to
write a letter to the one whose country he was about to invade, to say that he would not do so, and propose terms
of peace, and to sign it, and seal it with his seal.
Scarcely had all the people fled from the camp, when the horse on which the chattee-maker was came
galloping into it, and on his back rode the chattee-maker, almost dead from fatigue, with the banyan-tree in his
hand. Just as he reached the camp the ropes by which he was tied broke, and he fell to the ground. The horse
stood still, too tired with its long run to go further.
On recovering his senses, the chattee-maker discovered, to his surprise, that the whole camp, full of rich arms,
clothes, and trappings, was entirely deserted. In the principal tent, moreover, he found a letter addressed to his
rajah, announcing the retreat of the invading army, and proposing terms of peace.
So he took the letter, and returned home with it as fast as he could, leading his horse all the way, for he was
afraid to mount him again. It did not take him long to reach his house by the direct road, for whilst riding he had
gone a more circuitous journey than was necessary, and he got there just at nightfall. His wife ran out to meet him,
overjoyed at his speedy return. As soon as he saw her, he said,
“Ah, wife, since I saw you last I’ve been all round the world, and had many wonderful and terrible adventures.
But never mind that now, send this letter quickly to the rajah by a messenger, and also the horse that he sent for
me to ride. He will then see, by the horse looking so tired, what a long ride I’ve had, and if he is sent on
beforehand, I shall not be obliged to ride him up to the palace door tomorrow morning, as I otherwise should, and
that would be very tiresome, for most likely I should tumble off.”
So his wife sent the horse and the letter to the rajah, and a message that her husband would be at the palace
early next morning, as it was then late at night. And next day he went down there as he had said he would, and
when the people saw him coming, they said,
“This man is as modest as he is brave; after having put our enemies to flight, he walks quite simply to the door,
instead of riding here in state, as any other man would.”\fn{ Frere inserts here: For they did not know that the chattee-maker
walked because he was afraid to ride}
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The rajah came to the palace door to meet him, and paid him all possible honor. Terms of peace were agreed
upon between the two countries, and the chattee-maker was rewarded for all he had done by being given twice as
much rank and wealth as he had before, and he lived very happily all the rest of his life.
1812

244.1 Excerpt from Travel In The Punjab, Afghanistan And Turkistan To Balk, Bokhara And Herat And A
Visit To Great Britain And Germany\fn{by Mohan Lal (1812-1877)} Delhi, National Capital Territory, India (M) 80

April 19, 1832
… We quitted Peshawer this morning, under the charge of a respectable, but vain and self-sufficient individual,
who, however, did not join us till the third day. I was separated from my party, and lost the proper road; at length,
I applied to several passengers to show me the right way, but it availed nothing. My entreaties to an old beggar
were as useless; for he showed me a wrong road, pointing with his fingers towards one which gradually led me to
the bank of the Shahalam river, which I wished to ford.
The main current is here more rapid than the Indus; and but for the opportune arrival of a man, who prevented
me from putting my intention into execution, I should inevitably have been drowned. My clothes and the saddle
of the horse were quite wet. At last, I returned back to Peshawer, where I met the servant of the gentlemen, who
came to search for me.
He conducted me four miles to a handsome village, named Pajaggi, where we encamped for the night. The
village is very fertile, and is watered by rivulets. The inhabitants are Afghans, speaking the Pashto language, and
are bigots in religion. There are many mosques. The houses are very small, made of mud, and shaded with large
mulberry trees.
April 20
A march of six miles brought us to Matti. We crossed many rivulets on our route, which fertilize the country, in
the vicinity of the village. Matti is situated on a beautiful spot, commanding a view of the river, and contains
many mulberry trees. Their shade is cool in the hot weather. The houses are well-constructed, of two and three
stories high. At night we were joined by a great number of travelers.
April 21
We moved this morning to Michni, a distance of eight miles, passing several brooks, and followed the right
bank of the Kabul river. The weather had now become very sultry, and on entering the valleys of the Abkhana
hills, gusts of hot wind were felt, which in the subsequent months cause the simums, from the effect of which
people frequently perish. The thermometer, observed by Dr. Gerard at the time, stood at eighty-nine degrees.
On the right bank of the Shahalam, or Kabul river, there are four roads from Peshawer to Kabul. The king’s
road intersects the valley of Khaibar, on which artillery may be easily moved; it is now shut up, because the
inhabitants (called Khaibaris) plunder the travelers; but the messengers, or qasids, of course, pass along it, bearing
only their light dress, for fear of being robbed.
The road by Chor is passable for camels and horses. The road by Kohat is not so troublesome as that of
Tatahra, where we hear that footmen cannot pass without bruising or hurting their bodies. You will not cross any
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river on your route to Kabul, if you take the above-mentioned routes, which lie on your left. The road of Chor is
within the territory of the Khaibar people, and is, consequently, not frequented.
After traveling along a hilly road, we reached the ferry of Michni, and swam our horses across the river, which
has dirty water, and runs slowly. There is no boat; a bridge might be made across this river with ten or twelve
boats; it is not fordable at any place.
April 22
We halted at Michni, in a mosque, on account of its being a hot and stormy day, and fixed our residence on a
high mountain, which commands the pass of the river. Nayab Mohammed Sharif Khan, our conductor, joined us
this evening, through the favor of the Peshawer ruler.
April 23
We took our departure at two o’clock in the morning; our party now consisting of sixty or seventy horsemen.
We began to ascend the mountains, as the night set in, and it was fortunate that we were not aware of the dangers
which environed us; for when daylight disclosed the frightful precipices we had passed, our eyes grew dim at the
sight, and our heads giddy at the very thought.
We passed near the Khaibar country, but saw no robbers, though our conductor showed great anxiety for our
safety, pointing out the defiles and dangerous parts of the road; but we feared nothing. It is impossible, without
frequently dismounting from your horse, to surmount some tracts of this ascent. My dear travelers, if you wish to
pass well over these hills, follow my advice, which keep you safe from every danger. That is, dismount from your
horse, hold his bridle in your hands, and lead him after you.
In this part of the country, water is indispensable to the comfort and even the existence of the travelers, who
become wearied by their exertions and the heat.
We happened to pass our road through the village of Haidur Khan, where we had a grand sight, on our left, of
the white mountain, called Safaid Koh. Here an Afghan husbandman, leaving his station, where he was watching
some fields, came in front of us, and prevented our proceeding on our journey. On our expostulating with him, he
said, with a loud and fearful voice, that, three days before, a man of his village hurried down to Peshawer, where
some Durani took from him one rupee by force, and wished to take his life; and, continued he,
“Now you are all of that city, and are in my power—may my sufferings soon be revenged on you!”
After many arguments, he let us pass. We applauded his noble heart and bold spirit, that made him singly
oppose one hundred men, all armed, and stop them on the road.
We descended again into the bed of the river, and crossed it, as before, by a raft of skins, as Alexander did the
Chenab. It was nearly upset; but the mercy of God, and the alacrity of the ferryman, saved our lives. We
encamped on the bank, having come a distance of six miles.
April 24
We commenced our march (the beginning of which was very difficult) early in the morning. The horses
(though no person was upon their backs) were exceedingly tired in ascending this lofty and rugged hill. As the sun
grew hotter, we stopped for two hours in a village called Dakka, situated on the bank of the Kabul river. At the
twilight of evening, we bent our course to Hazara Nau, a distance of twenty-four miles, which brought us to
King’s or Khaibar road, where troops and artillery may easily pass.
The village is almost surrounded by mountains, and possesses. a soil fit for cultivation. There is a fountain in
the village, which contains plenty of fish. This place has been subject for the last. two months to a calamity, viz.
two or three persons expire every day of fever. The inhabitants are Afghans, and speak only the Pashto language.
There are seven houses of Hindus, who are badly treated by the Afghans.
April 25
We moved to Jalalabad, where we arrived in the afternoon, having traveled thirty-two miles. We passed, on our
route, through several vast plains, where armies might combat with each other, but they were destitute of water.
Our march for about eight miles continued over a rich soil. We were overtaken by a storm of wind and dust, like
the northwester of India, which compelled us to take shelter under trees.
The tomb of Batti Kot, a very pious man, is magnificently built in an extensive desert, called Dasht Batti Kot.
A village is erected to his honor, which we happened to pass about eight o’clock at night. There is neither well nor
fountain within a distance of ten miles from the village, and on this account the country is not well cultivated. The
villagers provide themselves with water from the neighboring hamlets.
No man can travel in this dry desert in the hot weather, during the day, on account of the simums, or fiery
winds; and for this reason, there is a proverbial saying amongst the inhabitants of this country: Sokh’fa’h dasht
Batti Kot hast ?” “Art thou burnt of the desert, Batti Kot?”
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The village abounds with snakes and scorpions; but, it is said, they have no power to bite or hurt anyone, when
he draws a line around a place which he occupies, invoking, at the same time, the name of Batti Kot.
Our marches were fatiguing and desultory, and entirely at the caprice of our guide, sometimes in rain, and at
others in sunshine or darkness.
At midnight we passed through a desert, near Jalalabad, called Surkh Divar (or “red wall”), infested by
robbers. I was at the head of my party, and at a point of the road of an unusual dreariness, when we were alarmed
by firing close ahead of us, and, on coming up, were met and congratulated by our leader on our escape from a
body of robbers, by his praiseworthy conduct on the occasion, with so few followers. We took behind us those
who were on foot, and moved on in a compact body, passing a village we had intended resting at, and traveled on
till the day dawned upon our weary eyes. During all this time, our valiant guide talked of nothing but his exploits
with robbers, till his vanity betrayed him, and burst through the dissimulation by which he had imposed upon our
credulity. No robbers had been seen, and the false alarm was the offspring of his own ingenuity, to gain him
reputation, and, no doubt, in the hope of gratifying his sordid appetite by a present. The story became a good jest,
and the man himself joined in the diversion it created.
April 26
We had now penetrated into the depth of the mountains, and remained at Jalalabad, which, though very large
and populous, looks but a poor place, and deserves no notice, except that it is remarkable for filth and misery. It is
situated on the bank of the Kabul river. The soil is, however, fertile, and the landscape refreshing to the sight, after
the barren rocks and parched surface we had traversed.
The contiguous country is interesting. In addition to the many objects of natural history, tradition has placed
here the graves of several of the prophets, Noah’s father, and Lot. The ark is said to have rested upon the snowy
mountains of Kanur. Brooks of dirty water, shaded with mulberry trees, wash the walls of every house. The
inhabitants are chiefly Afghans, but look very poor and miserable. There are many shops, which are badly
supplied.
We saw a magnificent building, a Hindu temple, named Gorakh Nath, which abounds with pigeons. The
houses, although constructed of mud and unburnt bricks, are durable.
April 27
It was evening when we came to the fort of Aghajan, a distance of one mile, and put up in a very dirty stable,
which was full of dung and little flies. The fort is very high, it is of mud, and looks a noble edifice at a distance.
We had a sharp wind and rain at night.
April 28
We took our departure early in the morning; our route was very pleasant. We crossed several streams on the
road. The country on our right appeared as if it were covered with a green sheet, owing to the richness of the soil;
whilst on the left was a sandy desert, and a white mountain (the Safaid Koh), which was covered with snow. The
high mountain of Karanj near Siah Posh, also covered with snow, was in our front; beyond it (out of sight) was
Hindu Kush. It is reported that on this mountain a Hindu army perished in the days of old, and it hence takes the
name of Hindu Kush, or “Destroyer of the Hindus”. It has a veil of snow on its face at all seasons of the year.
We halted in very neat village, called Bala Bagh, after traveling a distance of eight miles. Numerous streams
and fountains fertilize and adorn this village. We were refreshed by visiting several orchards, abounding with
grapes, pomegranates, figs, peaches, and pears.
April 29
A march of fourteen miles brought us to a village called Gandu Mak. On the left of our route was the pretty
garden of Nimla, where Shah Shuja, the deposed king of Kabul,\fn{ Emir of Afghanistan in 1803-1809 and 1839-1842, when
he died; he was born in 1785:H } was defeated by Vizir Fatah Khan. It is situated in a beautiful spot, at the entrance of a
handsome valley. Before we reached our halting-place, we crossed a very large and dangerous bridge on the road.
The weather became now very gloomy, and we were detained by rain; on the sky clearing, we beheld snowy
peaks quite near on both sides of us. Towards the south, was Safaid Koh, which is not a solitary peak, but a range.
The snow was brilliantly white, and shone with dazzling splendor from the reflection of the retiring sun. The
climate was disagreeably warm, notwithstanding our proximity to those gelid regions. The sides of the mountains
were invested with majestic cedar forests. On our right, and through the recesses of the hills near us, we had
occasional glimpses of mountains joining the great Hindu Kush, which form a natural boundary between
Khorasan and Turkistan, and extends to the west in a continuous crest of whiteness, so lofty as to border upon the
thin clouds that float betwixt it and the heavens.
April 30
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We entered this morning a cold country, and passed several brooks, and a fine large substantial bridge, on our
way, which was built by the ancient emperors of Delhi. We stopped at noon at Jagdalak, after which we
recommenced our march, and halted, at twelve at night, having traveled a distance of thirty-three miles. The wind
was very cold and piercing. Our route continued over rounded stones, which rendered the way very difficult, both
for men and beasts.
May 1
At two o’clock in the morning, we departed towards Kabul, a distance of twenty-five miles. On approaching
the city, the climate assumed a refreshing coolness, and we only required to be our own masters, to enjoy the evervarying scenes which were opened his way, and we were obliged to follow him through rain, sunshine, and
darkness. Having kept moving for twenty-four hours together, we arrived at Kabul.
We traveled at night, and could see nothing of the country; but the very perceptible ascent of the roads, and the
increasing cold, assured me that we had attained a very considerable elevation. I was impatient to feast my eyes
upon the beauties of the place, which is considered the garden of India. I often sighed for daylight to put to sleep
the stars, that I might behold what I had long only dreamt of, and vaguely imagined to my mind; but when
daylight came, it made me blush, for nothing was visible but a desert of hard and naked rocks, which denied even
to the snow a place of rest.
The city was indicated by a dark haze, as if it had no connection with the uniform sterility around; and after
such a dismal approach, I had little hopes of being gratified in entering it. It is no wonder that the kings of Kabul
left their dreary territories, to plunder the rich plains of India.
We crossed the river on a bridge, which was in some parts overflowed. On our left, the road was generally a
broad causeway, running for two miles in a straight line, till it terminated in a view of a noble building called
Balahisar, which was formerly the residence of the king, and now Dost Mohammed Khan,\fn{ 1793-1863, was the
Emir of Afghanistan 1826-1839, 1843-1863)} the governor of Kabul, occupies that celebrated place. We were welcomed
by our host, Nawab Jabbar Khan, who gave us a very fine house to reside in.
May 2 to 5
We remained at Kabul to see the curiosities and antiquities, which shall be described hereafter.
The day after our arrival, on the 2 nd of May, we delighted by meeting a fellow-traveler, who had overcome the
difficulties of the road from Bokhara, after encountering many misfortunes.
Mr. Wolff\fn{ 1795-1862, Jewish Christian missionary, born at Weilersbach, near Bamberg, Germany. W. contributes the following
information about his sojourn in Bokhara: “In his travels in Bokhara he found the doctrine of the Lord’s soon coming held by a remote and
isolated people. In 1843 Wolff went to Bukhara (home of the Bukharan Jews) to seek two British officers, Lieutenant Colonel Charles
Stoddart and Captain Arthur Conolly who had been captured by the Emir, Nasrullah Khan in June 1842. They had in fact been executed,
and as Wolff later described, he was only spared death himself because the Emir laughed uncontrollably at Wolff's appearance in full
canonical garb. His Narrative of this mission went through seven editions between 1845 and 1852. This trip was retraced in 1938 by
Fitzroy Maclean, then a junior diplomat traveling incognito. He wrote of Wolff in his memoir Eastern Approaches and almost fifty years
later contributed a foreword to a biography of the missionary” } is a zealous missionary, wandering like the apostles of old

over foreign countries, for the sake of enlightening the various nations of the earth; but with what success he did
not mention. His sole object is to discover the lineal descent of the Jews, and in Afghanistan he had a fertile field
for research, as the people themselves trace their genealogy to the tribes of Israel; but in so interesting a tract of
country Mr. Wolff did not stop sufficiently long, and after the disasters he met with, it is not to be wondered at if
he was anxious to quit so inhospitable a region.
Amongst his adventures, he related having been made a slave; but fortunately for him he was not considered of
much value, and got released. He next came into the hands of robbers, who took away all his money, and even the
clothes from his back. Lastly, he was deprived of his horse by the deep snow of the Hindu Kush, and was
compelled to walk naked into Kabul, like the faqirs of India.
All these details were not very consolatory to us, who were to tread in his footsteps; but there is an attraction
even in the idea of danger, .that makes its actual sufferings shrink into insignificance, on such a journey as this.
Mr. Wolff was very kind to me, especially when I told him that my religion consisted in the worship of one
sole Supreme Being. He seemed pleased to hear of the Delhi Institution, and asked if there were others educated
like myself. He thought that sacred instruction should be inculcated as well as knowledge, but it is questionable
whether this would not defeat the object of the academy. He promised to become a patron, and, with the
assistance of Lord W. Bentinck, to improve the instruction. If he visits Delhi, I take the liberty to commend him to
the kindness and favor of the college committee and my friends in India.
May 6
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An evening ride led me through the Balahisar to the residence of the present ruler. It is partly commanded by
the southern hills, and partly by the western, besides being separately walled. The northern and eastern walls are
defensible. It contains twelve large brass guns, regularly made. On my return, I bent my course through the Shor
Bazaar, which was roofed with very large rafters and mats. The shops, having numerous fine things, looked very
beautiful.
May 7
Early in the morning I proceeded to try the bath, accompanied by Dr. Gerard. The water was very fine and
clear. There are neither flies nor any other insects to be found either in the outer or inner room, where rich men
are generally allowed to bathe. The skylights overlook the Kabul river. It was built in the time of wazir Fatah
Khan, and adjoins the edifice of that nobleman.
At evening we set out to see the garden of the Shah, or the, Bagh Shah, which is planted on the northern side of
the city, in a beautiful spot. A stream of water, running from the river, passes the entrance of the garden. The road,
or khayaban, was very clean and straight, like that of India. It runs from the gate of the city, and ends in a view of
a high hill, eight miles distant.
Poplar trees, which are not found in India (but are in England as Dr. Gerard told me), adorn the surrounding
walls of the garden. There are thousands of trees of many different kinds of fruit, for which the city is celebrated.
Above me were the clear and blue skies; on each side were masses of snow, which tempered by their cold aspect
the glow of the sun.
The appearance of Kabul is not remarkable, and its gray walls of mud ill-correspond with the scene which
opens upon the traveler on entering the city. But how shall I describe the bazaar or charsu, so full of people, all
strangers, not only in face, in dress, and in their dialects, but in all their customs; while every article of trade or of
manufacture is equally dissimilar from that of Hindustan. The whole scene is entirely new, and one wonders that
in so short a space there should be such a singular contrast. I thought of Delhi, with its palaces, its tall minarets,
its splendid architecture and its showy people, the flowing robes and brilliant. ornaments, the braids and bracelets,
the rose-odors, the bright eyes, and raven hair, and in the dance, “the many twinkling feet, so small and sylphlike”. I looked in vain for the scenes of my youth, their true and false enjoyments; but they were gone.
The shops displayed a profusion of those fruits which I used to esteem costly luxuries. The parts of the bazar
which are arched over exceed anything the imagination can picture. The shops rise over each other, in steps
glittering in tinsel splendor, till, from the effect of elevation, the whole fades into a confused and twinkling mass,
like stars shining through clouds, and the people themselves, not so big as beetles, seem as if of the pigmy race.
These bazaars were made by Ali Mardan Khan, to whose liberality and magnificent works his posterity is
indebted for many fine and noble edifices which adorn India and other parts of Asia.
Next. to the bazaar, or I should say preceding it in importance, is Dost Mohammed Khan, the ruler of Kabul,
who deserves. particular notice, not only as a ruler, but as a man. I might be able to delineate him in Persian, but I
am not sufficiently qualified in the English language to do his character justice, therefore I must compromise my
description of him in a few words. His tall stature and haughty countenance, with his proud tone of speech and
plain dress, indicate his high rank and sovereign power. He trusts none but himself, and is surrounded by
numerous enemies, both of his own family and court.
If we judge the conduct of Dost Mohammed Khan as an encourager of commerce and a politician, we must
allow him considerable praise, though he is not a character in whom one could place the confidence either of
permanent friendship or political alliance. He has killed many chiefs of the country,. and deprived many of the
priesthood of their estates, after having sworn seven times by the holy soul of Mohammed, and even upon the
Qur’an, which he afterwards said were the leaves of a common book. I am not quite sure whether the necessity of
the times or his natural ambition excited him to the murders he has committed. He is very desirous to make
himself the sole monarch of Afghanistan, but is in want of money. He seems not to be friendly towards the British
Government; and 1 dare say he will side with that power which appears the strongest in the field. He has many
wives, and also many sons, three of whom are the rulers of different places. He is very cautious not to give them
much power, for fear of their turning against him. When he drove Sultan Mohammed Khan Sardar out of Kabul,
he possessed himself of one of his dearest (intended) wives, which has heightened the animosity between the two
brothers.
May 8 to 17
I had the pleasure of talking with Mr. Wolff,. who came into my room, and told me to listen to the Bible, and
be converted to Christianity, which is the best religion in the world. My answer pleased the reverend gentleman
very much. He added the following most singular speech—that in the city of Bokhara he had an interview with
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Jesus Christ, who informed him that the pleasant valley of Kashmir will be in the New Jerusalem after a few
years. I copied his narrative, which he sent to Lady Georgiana, in Malta. He gave me a certificate, and promised
to recommend me to his relation, Lady W. Bentinck, in Calcutta.
The inhabitants of Kabul are Sunnis, Shias, and Hindus. The Shias live separately in a walled street called
Chandaul. They believe the Panjtan, and always quarrel with Sunnis, the followers of Charyar; but the Shias, by
their unanimity, generally gain the honors of the field. Nadir Shah brought a few Qizal Bash from Persia, and
colonized them in Kabul, where they increased to 5,000. Their dress and custom of living are more decent than
those of the Sunnis or Afghans, who occupy the major part of the country.
The people do not possess good features, and are fond of pleasure. They drink clandestinely, and rove about.
The females, both of high family and low family, desert the path of virtue and pursue bad principles. The
proverbial saying which follows, and prevails among the inhabitants, confirms my explanation regarding the sex:
“The flour of Peshawer is not without a mixture of barley and the women of Kabul are not without lovers.”
The people and the merchants of the city generally speak Persian; but in the country, a very harsh Pashto
continues to be spoken.
The Hindus are nearly two thousand in number, and many of them are the first inhabitants of Kabul. They have
large families, and are allowed all the privileges of their religion. They are known by their robes, and by their
painted foreheads. Their shops are spread over all the streets and bazaars, while their Mohammedan neighbors,
though they are prejudiced against them, treat them very tolerantly.
At noon we paid a visit to the tomb of the Emperor Babar,\fn{ 1483-1530, first Mughal Emperor (from 1526)} which is
worthy of description. Having passed through the Street of Javan Sher, or Shias, we followed the right bank of the
Maidan river, which flows close by the city walls. We came now to a small village, where we refreshed ourselves
with dry fruits of the past year. Again we entered an old ruined gate, which led us through a beautiful square,
shaded with fruit trees of different kinds, and washed by numerous crystal canals. The green flower-beds, and the
pleasant wind, along with the music of beautiful birds, quite surprised me, and I stood without motion, meditating
whether I was dreaming of paradise, or had come into an unknown region. In the meantime, my eyes suddenly
opened, and my sleepy heart, tired of the view of barren rocks, awoke and said to me,
“No doubt the Emperor Babar was judicious in choosing this spot for his grave.”
We ascended four or five steps, and saw on our left hand a magnificent mosque, built entirely of beautiful
marble. The breadth of the room (my companion measured it) was eight paces, and the length twenty. The marble
was very fine, white, and clear; our faces were reflected in it. The expense of building the mosque was forty
thousand rupees, and it was completed in the space of two years by Shah Jahan, after the conquest of Balk and
Badakshan.
Having climbed a few paces more, we came to a rising ground, which abounds with numerous tombs, made of
marble, equal in size, and similar in shape, to each other. There was no difference between the tomb of the
emperor and the tombs of his royal family, except in the inscription of the name of the buried.
The mausoleum of the emperor is not much raised above the surface of the earth; a few pieces of broken but
fine marble cover the tomb, and at the head stands a small minar, called a lauh, which contains verses, beautifully
cut, signifying the date of the emperor’s death.
We are highly indebted to the English translation of Babar’s Memoirs, which gives us valuable intelligence of
the whole country of Kabul. After a long description of the mountain, the emperor mentions that the famous pass
of Hindu Kush is so high, and the wind is so strong, that the birds, being unable to fly, are obliged to creep over
the top. They are often caught by the people, who kill and roast them for dinner. This is said by Dr. Gerard to be
probably owing to the thinness of the air at that great elevation.
The original name of Kabul, described by the Persian authors, was Bakhtar, and is what we call the ancient
Bactria. In the reign of the Chaghatah sovereign,\fn{ d.1242} it was called the division or parganah of the city of
Bagram, which is now Peshawer. Tradition says that, in former days, the whole country of Kabul contained
nothing but a vast forest.
Farhad or Kohkan, the famous lover of Shirin, a beautiful queen in Persia, happened to come to Bactria, and
cut through a large hill, from whence a spring of clear water issued. On this he placed a colony of a few Persians,
who invited over a great many foreigners to occupy their new found country. There is a long story about the
paramour above described. After the country was inhabited and improved by science and art, the king Zabul, an
infidel, possessed himself of Bakhtar. When Zabul died, the initial letter of his name, which is Z, was changed for
that of K and the city is since known by the name of Kabul.
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Trade has enriched the city of Kabul beyond any other capital in Afghanistan. The caravan of Lohanis, which
consists of between six hundred and seven hundred camels, furnishes it once a year with English and Indian
goods. They come through Multan and Ghaznin, where they are not ill-treated. Great part of their merchandise is
conveyed to Bokhara, which furnishes the merchants in return with fine silk, and also with a good breed of
beautiful horses. These fine animals, purchased in Kabul, are sold in India at a price quadruple their original cost,
surpassing the expectations of their first Uzbeg masters. A great number go back with the Lohanis,\fn{ One of the
tribes that inhabit this province:H } who also take numerous loads of fruit for sale in that country. The qafilah\fn{Caravan} returns in the month of October.
In the garden of the Shah, I happened to meet a respectable Lohani merchant, who fell into discourse with me;
and when I was talking with him upon the subject of traffic, he said that if the British Government would make
some arrangement with Ranjit Singh\fn{ 1780-1839, first Maharaja of the Sikh Empire } not to put heavy duties upon
goods, and pay a small sum of money to the Khaibaris west of the Indus, to allow the caravan to pass safe through
their valley, they would make an immense fortune by exporting English goods to Afghanistan &c., by the road of
Lodiana, which may be better frequented than that of Multan. In Shah Shujah’s reign, the road of Khaibar was
traversed without any danger. The town duty of Peshawer and Kabul was heavier than it is now.
The above king gave the chiefs of Khaibar a salary of 60,000 rupees a year, and held them responsible for the
loss of every traveler. When the merchant added that the copper, steel, iron, and lace of Russia supplied the whole
of Afghanistan through the distant deserts of Tartary, I was quite amazed to find that India, being so near Kabul,
allows foreign articles to appear in the market. The blue paper of Russia is used throughout the whole Afghan
state. The English manufactures and other articles are sent from Kabul to Peshawer, where they are very dear.
With the imitation brocade of Russia the rich men make saddles for their horses, and cover the floors of their
houses. Bagu, a Shikarpuri merchant, told me that English goods, worth 300,000 rupees, are yearly sold in Kabul,
and those of Russia to the value of 200,000.
The whole revenue of the country of Kabul, some say, amounts to 24,00,000 rupees, and others, to 25,00,000;
but it is certain that the city itself owes much to the intercourse of trade.
Kabul is famous for its pleasant spring, during which time the whole region is refreshed with different and
beautifully-colored flowers. It is remarkable for flowers, as the following Persian verse declares:
The flowers of Kabul and the wine of Sheeraz
have charming colors;
the curling locks of the Persians and the delicate waist of the Indians
have an attractive character.

The winter is severe here for three months. From the 1 st of December snow falls very heavily till the beginning
of March, and continues more or less till April. The roads to Bokhara and Candahar are blocked up till the arrival
of spring. The shops are very seldom opened on account of the cold. The inhabitants buy up all the provisions for
the winter season, and many never come out of their lodgings till the forty days of extreme cold are passed. They
wear postins\fn{An Afghan outer garment} made of goat skins, and sit always round a fire, which is put under a kind
of chair covered with a blanket, to prevent its being extinguished by the cold.
On account of the above-mentioned circumstances, the people find great difficulty in sustaining existence.
When we left Peshawer, on the 19th of April, the temperature of the air, especially at the base of the hills, was
at 100°; but here the thermometer in the house, in the morning, stood at 44°, and seldom rose to 63°. This great
depression, I was informed by Dr. Gerard, was caused by the elevation, which he ascertained to be nearly 6,000
feet. The country, being free from periodical rains, produces fruit of a superior flavor, which is notorious in India.
We did not go to the gardens of Daman, which are so celebrated. They skirt the base of a lofty ridge at the
northern extremity of the city, a few miles distant, where snow rests throughout the year. This ridge is part of the
Hindu Kush, and was very white while we remained in Kabul, but by the end of summer very little snow is left on
it.
May 18
When the sky got clear, we set out for Bokhara in the afternoon, and encamped in the village called Qilah
Qazi, a distance of eight miles. Our road was over a rich country, covered with numerous hamlets. We crossed
two bridges and several brooks on the way. Nawab Jabbar Khan, our host, went with us a few miles; but his return
was a cause of grief to us, as he is an intimate friend of all the travelers. We were not now with the qafilah, but
under the protection of a highly respected man, the nazir of the ruler of Kabul, who was proceeding to Moscow,
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to obtain the forfeited property of his late brother. We trusted more to his character than to any other means of
defense we were capable of employing. He had a letter of recommendation from Dost Mohammed Khan to the
Emperor of Russia. I heard he has a better knowledge of the Russians than of the English in India.
Our ground was surrounded by high mud walls, and has three large solid gates. The inhabitants are quite
different from those between Kabul and Peshawer, not only in their language, but also in their features and attire.
The scenery in the skirts of Kabul was strikingly variegated with orchards of green foliage.
May 19
A march of twenty-four miles brought us to a rich village, called Jal Rez, commanded by snowy mountains.
The north-east part of the place is washed by a clear river, which falls into that of Kabul. Here are walnut, apple,
and peach trees in considerable numbers. The productions of the country are wheat and fine rice, which grow on
the slopes of the hills. In this part the hamlets stand very near to each other, and are well constructed. We saw
numerous kahraizes, of which Mr. Elphinstone\fn{Mountstuart Elphinstone (1779-1859) Scottish statesman and historian,
Lieutenant-Governor of Bombay (1819-1827):H} makes mention in his work.\fn{ Apparently he means The History of India (first
published in 1841):H} This term means a line of wells, the water of which runs through each other and ends in a
stream.
We are now in a very cold region, and the inhabitants generally have broad faces, flat noses, and small eyes;
they speak Persian.
May 20
We moved early in the morning and passed near a village named Sir-chashmah where our baggage was
searched. This village is so called from a fountain of water (or chashmah), which is said to have sprung up from
the spot marked by the footstep of Hazrat Ali;\fn{ 600-661, cousin and son-in-law of Muhammad (blest be he), ruling over the
Islamic Caliphate from 656 to 661 } the print of a foot is still visible, and from it the water is seen bubbling up. We were
frequently obliged to dismount and walk, fearing that our horses would founder in it.
After this we ascended a high pass, elevated 11,000 feet above the level of the sea. On our route we passed
over a plain where Ali, people say, galloped his horse, and from that time every traveler thinks it a religious duty
to follow his example. At noon we had a little snow, which was here new to my eyes. We put up in the fort or
qilah of Afzal Khan,\fn{The text has here: the fort of Afzal Khan, or Yort, which makes no sense; qilah is first defined in the last
sentence under the entry for May 29:H} a distance of sixteen miles.
May 21
We commenced our march at sunrise; which produced a grand effect, the light being reflected from the snowy
walls which were scattered on each side of us; and what was curious, the snow had formed arches over the canals
which intersected our road, and by such weak structures we crossed many deep cavities. We journeyed now over a
snowy bed, which was nearly four or five feet deep. In the middle of the day, though, we felt the air very keen, yet
I earnestly gazed from a small eminence upon the splendor of the scenery.
On our route we passed by the village called Garden Divar, washed by two beautiful rivers, one of which runs
through the country of Candahar, and is called Ar Ghandab.
We are now in the region of the Hazara of Shias, the believers in Panjtan. The inhabitants are white, but very
ugly.
Traveling in the territory of Dost Mohammed Khan is not very dangerous, but the scarcity of fuel causes
travelers to experience great distress. The snow lies for seven months upon the ground. It falls from the 1 st of
November to the end of May, in the course of which time a great part of it melts away, and makes the road very
muddy. The rays of the sun began now to stimulate the husbandmen to plough and sow. They live upon barley,
milk, and the flesh of the gosfand or goat.
Money is not much used in their country. They barter goods for goods, and are pleased to take needles, coarse
cloth, silk, combs, &c. for provisions, with which they supply travelers. Our route lay over the bosom of the
mountains, and we visited many resting-places hidden under the snow, the last of which, named Qilah Lashkari,
fifteen miles distant, was our halting-place.
Here the snow lay upon the walls and in heaps before the houses. After sunset the snow began to fall, and in
the morning the whole place was covered afresh. The inhabitants here have very singular customs, one of which,
described by Mr. Elphinstone, is the privilege of travelers to the wife or sister of their hosts. To ascertain the
existence of so peculiar a fashion, I exerted my curiosity as far as decency permitted but did not quite succeed.
The females possess no attractive features.

316

When we forded the above rivers, we came to a rising ground, containing a fountain of salt-water. The earth
which surrounded it had a red color, as had the water. In the adjacent hills, we were informed, exist mines of
copper and iron; also of silver, which last have not been worked for two hundred years.
May 22
On our leaving the last ground, we felt the morning air cold and piercing. The thermometer was twenty-eight
degrees at six o’clock. We traveled for some time on a beautiful pass, entirely covered with snow, almost 12,000
feet in height, but we had not such difficulty in crossing it as yesterday. The road from Kabul to this pass or kotal
(as it is called, Shutar Gardan) is fit for carriages to pass if the snow does not prevent them.
On account of the deep bed of snow, we left the straight route on our left hand, and followed the brink of a
small rivulet, which continued to lead us through a very narrow valley. The snow fell a little upon us, and when it
ceased, we ascended by a pass, of a very small breadth, called Mori, in crossing which I hurt my foot. When we
began to descend, I perceived some red hillocks on my left hand, which commanded a view of a flourishing
valley covered with a green crop; at the bottom of the valley stood a beautifully constructed villa, the appearance
of which at some distance was so romantic, as forcibly to remind me of the words of the Persian poet:
It looked like an egg placed in a green dish.

Before we encamped in the Qilah of Dada Shah Arbab, we gazed with surprise at the ruins of the city of
Zohak, which is situated on rising ground. My curiosity led me to examine the structure, which in many places is
injured by age; nor could I refrain from admiring both the materials and masonry remaining entire, when I beheld
a high wall of bricks cemented with mud and supported only by a small portion of clay, the foundations having
been evidently washed away at some remote period. The buildings in India, of the present age, never last more
than a hundred years, during which space of time they are often repaired.
Tradition says. that Zohak was a very great emperor, and had a pompous court, besides a numerous army and
considerable treasure. He was fond of music and dancing, and liked jesters very much. The ill-luck of Zohak
induced Satan to counterfeit the person of a buffoon, and perform some curious feats, which made him known
through the whole city, and his name was even mentioned with great praise before the king, so that he wished to
see him. The jester, beautifully appareled, and with a harp in his hand, came into the presence of the emperor. He
exhibited his performances, and tried all he could to please Zohak, who asked Satan what he wanted, for he would
be glad to do anything for him. Satan replied, he was very anxious to kiss the shoulders of his highness, and his
request was complied with.
Next day, the king was attacked with a violent pain in his shoulders, from whence two black snakes sprung
forth, putting him to much pain. Zohak beheaded them often, but they grew again and again. At last his Majesty
had recourse to physicians, but they availed nothing.
Satan, his latent enemy, disguised himself as a doctor, and paid a visit to his Majesty. He saw the snakes and
felt the pulse of Zohak. After this, he said, nothing could cure him unless the brains of a few young people were
given daily to satisfy the appetite of the snakes. The king took his advice, and killed nearly half of his subjects to
get their brains out of their heads. This tyrannical act created a revolution in the country, and encouraged
foreigners to rescue the people from the yoke of the unmerciful Zohak. In a pitched battle he was taken prisoner
and put to the sword.
It was new to us to see the people living in caves excavated in a range of hills. They are known by the name of
Hazara, which is also the name of the country. It is hilly and not very beautiful. The inhabitants possess very rude
features, resembling those of the Paharis in the Himalaya mountains. They have no public mosques, and never
even offer prayers, though they call themselves the pure Musalman, or the Shia believers of Haidur Karrar.
May 23
We directed our course towards Bamian, an old place famous for its idols. The derivation of Bamian is Bam,
which means in Persian “a roof”, as its situation is higher than the other neighboring tracts. Perhaps this may be
one of Alexander’s cities mentioned by Quintus Curtius.\fn{ Historiae Alexandri Magni, Quintus Curtius Rufus, Roman
historian, writing probably during the reign of the Emperor Claudius (41-54 AD) or Vespasian (69-79 AD) }
North of the village of Bamian runs a range of hills, and in it stand three beautiful images. They are very
curious, both in respect of their antiquity and the traditions which attach to them. Two of them stand in arches by
each other, and the third, which is smaller than the others, stands apart on the left. They are cut out of a solid rock
on the hard face of the mountain. Their stature is gigantic, being nearly 100 feet high. On the left side of the idols
we discerned a considerable number of rooms inside, which are occupied by the people called Tajiks.
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It is said that these noble images were made by Hindu Rajas, more than a thousand years before the birth of
Jesus Christ. They were the work of five brothers, called Pandavs, namely, Jadushtar, the Son of true faith; Bhim,
the master of strength; Arjan, the source of beauty and the dance; Nakul, the inventor of good ballads and sweet
tones; Sah Dev, the creator of delicious victuals, and the best judge of horses. It is very difficult for me to give a
full detail of the story connected with them, and it is unnecessary, as the famous Faizi, the brother of Abul Fazal,
has translated into Persian the Sanskrit book called Mahabharat, which is in two large volumes, and contains their
adventures, miracles,. pains, pleasures, and wars; moreover, the old history of the world. However, I will mention
a very rude and unlawful act which they performed.
Though they possessed such high natural qualifications, as I have already mentioned, still they nourished a
savage idea in their heads. They had one wife among them, named Daropti, who is considered by the Hindus the
mother of virtue and a miracle of faith and sanctity. She had an uncommonly charming countenance, and
notwithstanding the multiplicity of her husbands, she is believed to be a debi or prophetess.
As soon the five Pandavas mortgaged the whole of their empire to Durjodhan, their uncle’s son, in order to pay
him their gambling debts, he immediately banished them for the space of twelve years. The poor Pandavs chose
their ground at Bamian, and spent their unhappy days in making these magnificent idols, which they and their
followers worshipped for a long time.
One day, Arjan. One of the five Pandavs, proceeded from Bamian to the western hills, a distance of four miles.
He met on the road a snake or monstrous shape, who wished to swallow him up; but Arjan instantly struck it dead
with a blow, and cut it into two pieces. It was petrified, and there still lies a large mass on the ground, resembling
a snake. It is fifty feet in length, and its two pieces, making a duct, join gradually upon one side. The water which
it contains bubbles with great noise, and is said to have been caused by the baneful effect of the monster. The
water is very bitter, and freezes as soon as it springs out through a small hole, which is said to be the eye of the
snake.
Near it is also the mark of the feet of the horse, which has given rise to a dispute among the Mohammedans
and Hindus; the former say that it is the print of the hoofs of Ali’s horse; and the latter, that it is that of Arjan’s.
I am lost in speculation as to which of these accounts is true. If we consider the date of Arjan’s birth, which is
long antecedent to that of Ali, then we have no history which would favor the Hindu account; but tradition speaks
in favor of both accounts.
South-east of Bamian, at the skirt of a steep rock, is situated a celebrated fort, named Shahar Ghul Ghulah,
erected by a kafar before the birth of Mohammed. The place bears the name or Ghul Ghulah, on account of the
great noise caused by the discourse of the inhabitants, who were in considerable number. A Tartar, native of
Badakhshan, resolved to invade it, and laid siege to it. When he found great difficulty in subduing it, and was on
the point of dismissing his camp, he fortunately received a letter, with the following contents, from the beautiful
daughter of the Kafar, who had fallen in love with the Tartar:
My beloved Tartar
Your name, and the picture of your lovely face, which is drawn by imagination, have fixed their residence in my
mind and eyes. They have strongly affected my desolate heart, and have smitten me with such violent love for you, that
I cannot describe minutely the sensations which I now experience.
You will never obtain possession of the fort either by assault or siege; but I advise you to stop the passage of the
water, the scarcity of which will oblige the garrison to surrender it to you.

The Tartar followed her advice, and instantly made himself master of the fort. He then married the daughter of
the kafar; but after a few days he killed her, saying,
“This is the result of her treachery and misbehavior towards her father; and I am afraid to trust her any longer.”
The village of Bamian is walled, and divided into two or three parts, and has much cultivation. It is in Dost
Mohammed Khan’s possession, and given to Haji Khan Kakar, respectable chief under him. He collects not much
from the country, as it is too cold and hilly; but the duty taken upon the merchandize amounts to 70,000 rupees
yearly. Reasoning from the large sum of money raised from the merchants as an ordinary duty at Bamian, we may
form an idea of the extent of commerce between Kabul and Bokhara.
The houses at Bamian are very low, though of two stories; the bricks are sun-dried and cemented with mud.
They are roofed with wood and mats, which do not last long, on account of the heavy falls of snow. The
inhabitants are Afghans and Tajiks, and speak both the Persian and Pashto languages.
Taimur the Great,\fn{1336-1405} on his return from India, passed through the suburbs of Bamian, where he was
taken ill, which obliged him to travel in a litter. He came to the city of Bamian, which is now entirely ruined, and
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visited the idols. Being tempted by his religion, he ordered his expert archers to discharge their arrows against the
images, which he wished to level to the ground; but none of the arrows struck them, the cause of which I know
not. Lat and Manat, mentioned in the Qur’an, tradition says, are the names of the idols of Bamian. This confirms
the account,. that they were undoubtedly made before Mohammed came into the world.
May 24
As soon as the sun shone, we commenced our journey, escorted by Haji Khan’s people, who were all well
armed and mounted. Our route conducted us betwixt the lofty branches of the Hindu Kush, ascending over large
ranges and descending into deep defiles, all without verdure, and of dreadful aspect—not a single tree appeared in
sight. Having crossed the pass or akrabad, the height of which is 10,500 feet, we quitted the boundary of
Afghanistan and entered Turkistan. Our march, which was not more than thirty miles, brought us to the beautiful.
town of Saighan, ruled by Mohammed Ali Beg. His object is to attack, or chapao, the villages of Hazara, and
reduce the inhabitants to slavery. Some time ago, one of his friends tried to persuade him to abolish the custom of
selling people, as being contrary to the will of God.
“If this was the case,” replied the Beg, “why did not God tell me in a dream not to do so?” On one hand, he
collects money by selling people, and on the other, he erects mosques and mehman saraes.\fn{Guest houses}
The soil which surrounds the country of Saighan is fitted for agriculture. There is now asafetida growing. The
mixture of villas, meadows, crystal canals, and gardens, containing fruits or all sorts, was highly gratifying to a
traveler. The inhabitants are Turks, and wear a singular cap of cloth, projecting to a point in the centre. It
resembles that of the Dadu Panthi, a sect of Hindu beggars in India.
We put up in a clean mehman sarae, and were peeped at by the boys through the holes of the roof. They called
to us, with a loud voice,
“O Isai, or Musai, what are you doing in the room?”
On this, being afraid, we quitted our writing, till darkness covered the face of the country.
May 25
Having crossed the Kotal Dandan Shikan, we passed on by the village of Kamard, situated on the bank of a
beautiful river. The ruler is Rah Matullah Khan, an old, respectable-looking man. He acknowledges the authority
of Mir Morad Beg, the famous chief of Qunduz.
Having journeyed along the bank of the river, under the cool shade of fruit-trees, we reached our haltingground, in a small village called Larmusht, washed by the river named Khajah Abdullah.
The women of the village were very beautiful; such charming features I had never beheld since my departure
from India. A few of them, who had delicate complexions, stood by me, and asked who I was, and what was my
native country? At my reply, they laughed together, and said,
“It is a great pity indeed that you do not choose to dwell here, and marry a bonny girl in this village.” In a
word, they joked with me in such a way as I cannot describe here.
A few years ago, the successor of Dilavar, a man of power in his neighborhood, attacked the country of
Kamard, in the absence of the Khan. He plundered the whole district, and took the Khan’s wife and his family
prisoners. When the Khan was informed of this accident, he collected an army, and in the space of seven years he
reduced the enemy to extreme distress, and got possession of his wife, who brought forth a son, whose father was
her ravisher. The son is now very young, and lives with the Khan, who loves him like his own child.
May 26
Our route continued to lead us towards a hot climate, and over an arid and torrid land. The nights were still
cold. Before we began to ascend, we passed by a village, where we got an escort, headed by the bastard son of
Rah Matullah Khan.
Having climbed the pass, we entered on the broad way, where I advanced ahead of my party. My companion,
the servant of the qafila bashi, was speaking with me of the danger which generally awaits caravans on this pass.
He said, the merchants are often robbed here, and travelers are frequently murdered.
Whilst this conversation was going on, my party overtook me, and witnessed a case of this kind. We had not
completed the journey of the pass, when suddenly we encountered a body of robbers, who came to plunder the
remains of the qafila that had eluded them, and would have attacked us, had we not been guarded by an armed
force. Robbers have a sympathy for those who become in their turn alamans or desperadoes; on this account,
partly, as well as their respect for our strength, we escaped. They conversed with our guard, and informed us, that
the respectability of our protector was the only reason of our safety. They caught the two last camels of a caravan,
and their poor pusillanimous drivers were condemned to slavery before our eyes.
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We proceeded still with great precaution, keeping our baggage in front, and moved in such order as to be ready
to fight. We congratulated each other on our good fortune in escaping from them. The alamans were the
inhabitants of Surb, and followers of Dilavar, who stood in high favor with Taimur Shah.
We halted in an open field, eighteen miles distant, and slept at night in the bosom of the hills, near the village
of Duab, where, we hear, Mr. Wollf was robbed. A deep stream of water runs very rapidly towards the north, and
fertilizes the whole valley.
May 27
We marched towards Khurram, a distance of thirty miles. Our route lay through a beautiful valley.
Having followed the left bank of the Duab river, which led us to a ruined village named Rui, we rested there
for two hours, and marching again, reached the top of the pass called Kotal Rui, when we perceived the head of
the Hindu Kush, lying north-east, covered with snow. The weather became at once changed, and the air had an
Indian warmth. Before we got to our camp, we passed by a caravan lying at the foot of the mountain. They
inquired of us whether the Kabul road was safe, and on learning that a body of robbers was watching the Qara
Kotal, they were thrown into great alarm, and prolonged their stay at Rui till the arrival of the next qafila, which,
they said, would overtake them in a day or two.
Having forded the river Duab, we passed through beautiful and fertile villages, which extended on each side of
us. There were numerous handsome gardens, which produced delicious fruits in great quantity. The soil is
irrigated by brooks, conducted from the river and fountains, and edged by red grass, the shadow of which in the
water had a beautiful appearance.
My servant, a Kashmiri Hindu, native of Lahor, who had a very bad temper, was cooking the dinner in the
open field of the mosque. The Mohammedan boys, observing his Hindu fashion of cooking, threw stones and the
dung of horses at him near the cooking-pots, which made them impure, and excited the indignation of the servant.
He ran after the boys with a drawn sword in his hand, and would have wounded them, but I prevented him from
doing so, otherwise we had been all destroyed.
May 28
A march of twenty miles brought us to a very fine and rich village, called Haibak, belonging to Mir Morad
Beg, but controlled by his son-in-law, named Baba Beg. Haibak is surrounded by a small range of hills, and is
situated in a beautiful spot. The Caravans of Bokhara and Kabul, which pass here on their route, are obliged to
pay very heavy duties. A market is held on Mondays at Haibak. The Hindus are also shopkeepers; the language
they speak is Persian, and they look very like the Mohammedans. Gardens extend over all the country; the fruits
are exported in large quantities to Khulum &c. A river waters the fields and gardens, and gives the country a very
striking appearance.
The ruler has a few evil habits, which I cannot describe minutely. He shuns the love of females. He has robbed
his father, and after receiving many presents from Mr. Moorcroft, he plundered him secretly.
Upon entering Murad Beg’s country, we were compelled to use some caution. Captain Burnes and Mr. Gerard
wrapped up their faces, and thus sheltered from the hot rays of the sun, the inconvenience was not felt.
Our route was very agreeable today. Nothing was seen except meadows containing fruit-trees, which were now
ornamented with blossoms, and some had unripe fruit. Great part of the road had been rendered difficult, on
account of some avalanches which occurred a few years ago. For the same reason the path, which is commanded
on both sides by high mountains, has become dangerous. We passed on our way by the village named Dar Daman,
which was beautified by orchards and streams. Natural grottoes and arches are frequent in this part of the hill.
May 29
We got up very early in the morning, being afraid lest we should be recognized by the villagers, and entered an
extensive plain, partly cultivated. The sun was growing hotter every day. Snakes, scorpions, and centipedes are
numerous in this quarter. We stopped at noon in a valley, where I wrote my diary in a gloomy cave, and under
constant apprehension of being bitten by these animals.
After taking some rest, we proceeded to Ghazniak, a distance of eighteen miles. Every village is known here
from the qilah, or fort, being named after its headman.
May 30
Khulum, fifteen miles distant. We prosecuted our journey after midnight, with the view of getting into the town
at dark, so that none could see us; however, our prudence was fruitless, for the officers knew who we were. We
feared much from Mir Morad Beg, the chief of Qunduz, who behaved very ill to Mr. Moorcroft,\fn{ William
Moorcroft (1767-1825), English explorer} and seems to treat everyone in the British service in the same manner.
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Before we reached Khulum, we met on the road an old man, who had taken a slave from the Hazara country,
and brought him here to the market for sale. He was mounted on horseback, and his hands were tied behind his
shoulders. When I asked him his native country, instead of replying, he lifted up his head, sighed, and cried with a
loud voice; this grieved me exceedingly.
May 31
Khulum. We were making ourselves ready to start, when we received a message from Chiman Das, a Hindu,
that we should not leave the place without the order of the respected Mir, and his prime minister, Atma Ram. On
this we all felt regret and alarm.
I proceeded to the bazaar, to purchase a few things, but in reality to satisfy my curiosity. I found it full or
people, on account of its being market-day. Instead of shops, I saw some irregular places roofed with mats and
wood, which looked incapable of withstanding the rain. The drapers were more numerous here than any other
merchants. They were generally Mohammedans, with some Hindus.
June 1
Chiman Das, our guardian, invited me to dine with him, and inquired of me, what brought me to such a distant
country. I made an excuse, and told him that I was traveling in search of my elder brother, who quarreled with his
family, and left it without a livelihood. He did not believe me, and said there was no necessity to tell an untruth,
because he knew well that I was a Persian secretary attached to farangis,\fn{Foreigners} but I need not fear.
This country is called Turkistan, but the Qizal Bashis of Kabul have named it Kafristan, or Country of Infidels,
on account of the slave-trade. The inhabitants are Turks, or Uzbegs.\fn{ And so it is now called Uzbekistan:H } Pity,
justice, wisdom, and policy are entirely unknown here. The men, both of high and low rank, are very cruel, and
consider plunder as a perfect trade, and fond of slave-dealing. The productions are fruits, barley, and wheat; the
soil is not very fertile.
The houses in this part of the country have round roofs, without rafters.
Mohammed Beg’s manner of living affords reason to expect his speedy death. The character of his late father
is spoken of in terms of high praise. He was ambitious, but an excellent judge of mankind.
Mir Murad Beg, the ruler of the country, is in person short and thin; he has very small and gloomy eyes, and no
regular beard, only a few hairs on his chin. He is an Uzbeg, which signifies, in Turki, an independent, and also the
king of his own house. He is said to be unacquainted with justice and mercy, those ornaments of human nature.
Criminals he condemns to slavery, along with their family. His standing army is a few hundred men, but in
time of war he can collect nearly twenty thousand, both horse and foot, each selected from separate families. This
custom prevails throughout the whole country where we are traveling now. Towards Kabul he rules as far as
Kamrad, and towards Bokhara, to the kotal named Abdu. His residence is at Qunduz, and in that direction he
commands a large territory in Badakshan, and also the base of the Hinud Kush.
He is not popular, in consequence of his fondness for the slave-trade. He is a more enterprising man than his
father, who was dependent on Bokhara; but his death made the name of Murad Beg so famous in the country, and
his power so much respected by the people, that in a short period he was recognized as independent chief of
Qunduz, and almost of the whole of the rich valley of the Oxus.
He possessed himself of more countries than any of his predecessors had. He holds a princely court, consisting
of people of distinction. Numerous maces of silver are borne in the hands of tall and stout Uzbegs, who call out,
“Long live our Mir”, and keep order in the court.
Debauchery, which he had carried to an extreme point, has now produced fits, which succeed each other at
frequent intervals, and have rendered him unable to transact business. His treatment of the merchants is not
extortionate, as we heard before; he never takes more duty than is authorized by the Qur’an, and that is called
chihal ek, or upon forty rupees’ goods, one rupee.
His behavior towards Mr. Moorcroft was tyrannical, as we had learned in India, but I was informed, by a man
of authority, who received also a large present from him, that all his misfortunes arose from the covetous acts of
one of his companions, who fabricated numerous stories against Mr. Moorcroft, and repeated them secretly to the
Mir, which caused the lamented gentleman to be looked upon as a spy and not a horse-merchant.\fn{ W has this
following note: Moorcroft’s family had sufficient means to secure an apprenticeship with a surgeon in Liverpool but during this time an
unknown disease decimated cattle herds in Lancashire and young William was recruited to treat stricken animals. His proficiency so
impressed the county landowners they offered to underwrite his education if he would abandon surgery to attend a veterinarian college in
Lyon, France. He arrived in France in the revolutionary year of 1789 and became the first Englishman to qualify as a veterinary surgeon.
On completing his course he began practice in London, established a “hospital for horses” on Oxford Street, helped found the first British
veterinary college, proposed new surgical methods for curing lameness in horses, and acquired four patents on machines to manufacture
horseshoes. In 1795, Moorcroft published a pamphlet of directions for the medical treatment of horses, with special reference to India, and
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in 1800 a Cursory Account of the Methods of Shoeing Horses.}

However, this treachery was not concealed from Mr.
Moorcroft, who parted instantly with his greedy companion.
Atma Ram, a Hindu inhabitant of Peshawer, who stands very high in Mir Murad Beg’s favour, possesses a
great influence over him. He bears the title of Diwan Begi, or the prime minister. The whole business of the
country is managed through his intervention. Notwithstanding he adheres to all the customs of the Hindu religion,
and is partial to his countrymen, yet he is respected by all Mohammedans, and none venture to throw a slander on
his character.
Being a man of distinction, he keeps a great number of Mohammedan slave-girls and boys, which privilege is
not allowed to any other Hindu in Turkistan. He also has a warlike spirit, and sometimes boasts that this heroism
has placed the Mir in the chieftainship of so many countries. He was a poor shopkeeper in Peshawer, which he
left in the hope of improving his fortunes.
He is now master of immense wealth. Though he took a large sum of money from Mr. Moorcroft, he did his
best in his favor, and he gives charity to poor travelers.
June 2
In the morning we were informed by Chiman Das, that the gentlemen were expected to appear in the presence
of the Mir, on whose will depends our departure to Bokhara. On this report we were all alarmed, and expected a
disagreeable result. His cruelty towards English travelers sometimes led me to reflect, that the murder of us would
be a trifle in the eyes of a savage ruler like the Mir; and at other times I imagined that he might send us to some
remote country, whence we could not communicate with India. I fancied, again, that he might imprison us for
some time, and release us after a large sum of money.
Vexed with these tormenting thoughts, I went to breakfast with Chiman Das, who, looking in my face, asked
the reason of the melancholy upon it. When I told him, he took me into a private room, and slowly asked me,
whether these farangis were come to see the country, or in reality on the route to Europe? In the former case, he
should advise the Diwan Begi to take a considerable sum of money from them, a part of which should come into
my hands. After a great many discussions, I was obliged to make a story, which convinced him that the gentlemen
were poor, and going to their native country. In this conversation the tears stood in my eyes, at which the goodnatured and mild-hearted Chiman Das smiled, and put his right hand on my head. He said to me, that, on my
account, he would do his best to get leave for the gentlemen to depart without delay; and, by the grace of Gangaji,
he hoped that we should succeed in our object, and go to Bokhara immediately. So he started to Qunduz, in
company with Mr. Burnes, whose perseverance appeared to vie with the anxiety and melancholy which appeared
on his face.
June 3
Our dress and manner of living showed our poverty, and we never changed clothes until they disappeared
under filth and vermin. On our route to Khulum, we were sometimes obliged to sleep in dark rooms, where the
beds were made of the dung of horses and sheep; and often we passed several restless nights in an open field,
fearing the attack of robbers. Our breakfast was made on horseback, and it consisted of pieces of dry bread, baked
six or seven days, and of a bit of meat and cheese. We drank water out of the leather bottle which hung against the
saddle. Captain Burnes and Mr. Gerard used their fingers instead of knives and forks, and their hands for spoons;
our towels, were the sleeves of our shirts. We combed our hair with the nails of our fingers, and brushed our teeth
with a piece of wood.
The winter in this town is very cold, and snow falls here for three months; the summer is extremely hot. The
fervid rays of the sun burn the faces of the men, and make them so black, that they are hardly distinguished by
their acquaintances. The thirst continually felt by the people is quenched by the use of tea mixed with milk and
salt. The thermometer stood in the day at 88 degrees, and in the open air it reached 93 to 97.
June 4
On my setting off the breakfast with my host, I happened to pass through the bazaar or market. A great
multitude of people came about me, and I could scarcely obtain a passage through the mob. All the men looked
strange to me, not only from their blue dresses, but their language, manners, and countenances, which are quite
different from ours.
A market. takes place here on Mondays and Thursdays, when people from the distance of twenty or thirty
miles assemble for the purpose of trade. The flour here was much better and cleaner than that of Hindustan.
A few days before our arrival, a merchant came from Badakashan with some camel-loads of goods, in the sale
of which he suffered a great loss. He had a knowledge of Persian. Owing to his large family in his native country,
having endured much grief from his losses, he became mad, and did not care whether he was dressed or naked. As
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he was a Shia, all the Sunnis at Khulum treated him barbarously; some threw stones at him, and others struck his
head with sticks.
I visited two slave-girls taken by alamans, and sold to a certain merchant at Khulum. One of them was young,
and the other of middle age. The former was fair, and had a red dress with a black turban, which much enhanced
her beauty. She was happy, and appeared nowise to regret her situation. Slaves may change their masters
whenever they wish, or take a dislike to them.
June 5
I had the greatest pleasure in receiving a kind letter from Mr. C. E. Trevelyan, secretary to the GovernorGeneral of India. He has been the cause of my studying English, and gave great attention to me while he was at
Delhi. A copy of it follows; he also wrote to his brother in London, to give me, on his account, £100 for my
pocket-expenses.
My Dear Mohun Lal,
I have written to Captain Burnes about you, and sent him a letter of introduction to my relations in England, which
he will give you or not, according to circumstances.
Wherever you go, act in such a way as to raise the reputation of your country, friends, and the college to which you
owe all your advantages.
Yours sincerely,
(Signed) C. E. Trevelyan.

The inhabitants of Khulum are fair, tall, and look as if they were brought up in hardship. They are vulgar,
ignorant, and dirty. Disputes respecting religion are a frequent cause of tumult among them; but although they are
not acquainted with one word of its tenets, they are so bigoted, as to pretend to be strict observers of the
Mohammedan faith. They keep their heads entirely shaved, and allow a few hairs to grow on their chins, which
does not appear like a regular beard. They quarrel upon a trifling matter, and maltreat strangers. They wear
trousers, which hang down a little above their ankles, while a shirt covers the whole body. They are in the habit of
wearing boots as well as shoes. Their waist is always tied with a piece of cloth. They put on skin and woolen
clothes even in the hot days, when the thermometer is at 90 degrees.
June 6
In the neighborhood of our residence there were two slave-boys, eight or nine years of age. One of them was
purchased by a Mohammedan merchant, who did not treat him well, and had a mind to dispose of him at Bokhara.
The other, who had a beautiful face, was brought by a Hindu banker, who cherished him like his own son. He was
well clothed and fed. The Hindu filled his pocket with coppers to buy what he liked, and diverted him with
playful acts.
Notwithstanding all these attentions, the poor boy sat for two or three hours in a gloomy place, keeping his
head between his knees and crying with a loud voice, thinking of his wretched parents. His shrieks touched my
breast, and his master was not pleased to hear them, but he could not send him back to his parents, as neither he
nor the boy himself knew where they lived. I sat generally with him, and endeavored to amuse him.
One day, his eyes filled with tears, he said in Persian, in a very low tone, that he did not lament in consequence
of his own condition, but for that of his young sister, who was also taken captive and transported for sale to
Bokhara. He said, though he is better off than the other slaves, yet the arrow of love and recollection of her and
his aged parents (who had only one son and daughter) had pierced his heart. I was quite astonished at the sense
and gravity of the boy, who spoke fluently.
I looked with impatience for the return of Mr. Burnes, from whom we did not hear till the fifth day. We passed
the whole nights in counting the stars, and the days in thinking of his troubles, as he was only attended by two
servants. We were informed that the Mir was hurried down from Qunduz to Khanabad, and that Mr. Burnes was
also obliged to follow him.
June 7
Khulum receives annually numerous loads of tea, which is plentifully used here, and generally exported to
Bokhara. Silk is largely produced in this country, and passes through Kabul in the route to Multan. The sand
gathered from the bed of the Oxus yields a great quantity of gold. The caravans of Bokhara and Kabul, which in
summer pass successively to Khulum, render it very populous and rich; the former usually bring Russian articles,
and the latter, goats’ skins of Kabul and Indian commodities.
Large pieces of stamped silver, which are brought to Khulum by the Yarkand caravan, are sent to the mints of
Kabul and Bokhara, where they are coined. They have the shape of a boat, or of a half-piece of cocoanut, and the
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weight generally is 150 rupees. They contain very pure silver, and are called yamu: their native place is the
frontier of China.
June 8
We were highly delighted to see our enterprising companion, Mr. Burnes, who, after an absence of six days,
returned to allay our fears. What was wonderful, he came from Khanabad, upon the same horse, without stopping
anywhere, after satisfying Murad Beg’s curiosity, and our real character was no longer mysterious. Our departure
being urgent, Mr. Burnes and Dr. Gerard started early in the morning, without taking any victuals and clothes with
them.
Before Mr. Burnes left Khulum, he presented Chiman Das, our useful friend, with twenty ducats, through me,
which he at first refused to accept, saying that he could be happy to give me some remembrance instead. At
length, however, he took them. He told me, when he was at Qunduz, he did not allow Mr. Burnes to speak one
word with the Mir, and that he himself answered Murad Beg’s questions. Indeed he was of great use to us, and
Mr. Burnes was highly obliged to him. When I quitted the city he accompanied me to without the gate, where we
encamped for the night.
When I was breakfasting with Chiman Das, an earthquake happened in Khulum. The doors of the room in
which we sat began to shake so violently, that I was afraid of the roofs falling in. I ran immediately out of the
room, and stood in an open place till it ceased. My host related to me that, a few months ago, the famous city of
Badakhshan suffered a good deal from an earthquake, and that 12,000 people perished. The country of Khulum is
subject to earthquakes.
June 9
At the dawn of day, I came back to Khulum, to Chiman Das, and solicited a body of horsemen to accompany
me as far as there was any danger from robbers, and which he promised to send me at eve, at Khush Rebat, a
ruined village on our road. After sunset we were joined by an escort, and proceeded to Mazar, a distance of thirty
miles.
Our course continued all night through a large desert, where neither village, tree, nor water was to be seen. We
passed on our road the Abdu Kotal which is said to be the residence of robbers.
June 10
We halted at Mazar, on account of the heat of the day, and put up in the same place where Mr. Treback died of
a fever. I was very sorry not to meet Mr. Burnes at Mazar, as he had left it for Balk. All the property of Mr.
Moorcroft was confiscated by the ruler of Mazar, on the death of Mr. Treback.\fn{ W notes: “George Trebeck (18001825) was born in Middlesex, England in the year 1800. He moved to Calcutta, West Bengal circa 1815 with his father Charles Trebeck
and brother of the same name. George Trebeck, who was trained as a solicitor, was recruited by William Moorcroft at the age of nineteen as
his geographer and draftsman and second in charge of an exploratory expedition which was to take him through the Himalayan provinces
of Hindustan, the Punjab, Ladakh, Kashmir, Peshawar, Kabul, Kunduz, Bokhara and eventually lead to his death [from fever] in Shah
Merdon, Afghanistan”}

In the twilight of evening I proceeded to visit the Mazar, which at that time was numerously peopled. The
Mazar has three doors, and each of them gives an idea that it leads to a noble edifice. I entered a very magnificent
dome, where I observed a beautiful room of woodwork, adorned with green velvet, having no steps inside.
Numerous miracles are said to have been wrought here; many blind men, by applying its sacred earth to their
eyes, have recovered perfect sight.
June 11
A march of fifteen miles brought us to the ancient place called Balk, or Bactria. Our course was almost entirely
through plains, bordered on both sides with beautiful gardens. We crossed on the road two or three streams of
muddy water.
This was formerly a very large and populous city, but at present nothing is to be seen except a mass of ruins
and dust. Orchards are scattered in every spot; their fruits are not wholesome to strangers, who get sick by eating
them. The bazaar of Balk, though broad, is irregularly roofed with rafters, hay, and mud. The shopkeepers are all
Mohammedans; the Hindus reside in saraes. The shops are always shut up, except on Tuesday, when they are
open, and scarcely one lamp burning in the bazaar causes it to have a dismal appearance at night.
Without the city of Balk is an old mud fort, called Chihal Gazi, which, people say, in the night increases in its
height. I wished to stop and verify the fact, but our caravan started at the very eve. Balk is said to be the mother of
cities, and to have been peopled by Noah’s son. The buildings in former days extended as far as Mazar, and their
roofs were so near to each other, that a goat climbed up one of the roofs in Balk, and descended next day at
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Mazar, whither his master followed him also. This story tends to prove that Balk was one of the largest cities in
Turkistan.
An Uzbeg officer of the custom-house came to search our baggage, and inquired of the nazir regarding our
fellow-traveler; he informed him of my Persian knowledge, and the journey which I intended to go. He looked at
me attentively, and sent a message by the qafila bashi to me, saying, if I stopped at Balk, and would enter his
office, he would be happy to give me a salary of 400 rupees per month; but I civilly refused the offer.
In the evening he came himself to the sarae on horseback, and sat near my lodgings. First, he paid me the
compliment of the country. Then he gave me a piece of paper, which contained two or three Persian verses. The
following is a translation of the first of them:
If you sit on my head and eyes,
I will bear you pleasantly,
because you are agreeable.

I stood up immediately, and did not speak with him at all, though he often told me to sit.
By the pale light of the moon, Captain Burnes and Mr. Gerard took an opportunity to visit the still paler relics
of the much-lamented Mr. Moorcroft, for whom I could not but acquire respect within the small circle of our own
party; and though a stranger to his worth, I identified my feelings with those of others. The bigoted
Mohammedans denied the remains a spot for burial. Mr. Gerard told me that his grave is marked by a watercourse. Mr. Treback reposes at Mazar, and seems to have been less obnoxious to the people.
Mr. Burnes had delivered his passport to the nazir, to take care of it, when he went to Qunduz. He asked him to
return it, but the nazir replied that it was lost. Mr. Burnes burst into a passion, and told us to be ready to fight with
the nazir, with swords and pistols; but meanwhile the nazir was informed of this, and sent us the passport
immediately by his servant,
June 12
Our course at night partly lay through the ruins of ancient Bactria, and partly through a desert which abounded
with thorny bushes, on which the camels feed. We crossed several brooks shaded with plants. On our right hand
we saw an old wall running towards the north about three miles, which is said to be the remains of the ancient
palace of Ebrahim Adham.
When the day became sultry, we encamped in a bushy plain near the village of Hamdabad, having traveled a
distance of twenty miles. Our residence was surrounded with dirty rivulets, which watered fields of melons &c.
June 13
We commenced our march very early in the morning. The clear moon cast shadows upon the surface of the
earth, which was ornamented with green shrubs. The melon and wheat fields in some places refreshed our sight.
We passed on the road the fort of Chuchuk, which is situated in a vast and beautiful plain. It has a solid and
defensible appearance. A ditch of water, broader than that of Delhi, flows round the walls, which command the
surrounding country for about ten or twelve miles; a large village is within view of it.
On our right hand we had a sight of the two villages named Zaidan and Larbalun. They are placed amongst
fine gardens of different sorts of fruits. The fields of corn were ripe, and the water ran in every place. The houses
on this side of Khurram are built with round roofs; no rafters are used in them. They are inhabited by Tajiks, who
have a clean and fine appearance.
Uncultivated land is seen everywhere, though fit for agriculture. Husbandmen are very scarce in this country,
for two reasons, viz.:
First, the tyrant Murad Beg makes descents upon the right bank of the Oxus, where he pillages the hamlets,
catches men, women and children, and committing great depredations, retreats to his residence at Qunduz. His
chapaws (forays) in this country have continued long, and it is reduced to a state of the most distressful bondage.
Though often repulsed, yet he obtains his end of spoiling the country, and carrying away the people with their
movables.
Second, the villagers, being addicted to plunder, are very careless of agriculture; every man of the village has a
few horses to ride on, for the purpose of making these chapaws.
The land on this side of Mazar is well adapted for cultivation. The water washes every spot, and is conducted
by Hazart Ali through the mountain of Band Barbar, which stands at the distance of one day’s march from
Bamian. The water is divided into eighteen rivers, which are commonly called the Eighteen Streams of Balk. It is
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a great pity that such a fine, level, and rich country, abounding with water, is left to the negligence of savages,
who take no trouble to till it.
We reached Murdian at noon, a distance of sixteen miles, and put up outside of the village, in an open field,
where the hot sun caused us much annoyance. South of the village is a range of hills, which commences from
Mazar, and ends towards the southwest of our camp. There were many gardens in that direction.
June 14
Our march continued all night in a desert, destitute of water. In some places the earth looked green, and in
others dry, but no wells are seen on this side of Kabul.
Before we marched, two Turkmans on horseback passed by our camp, and said that a body of robbers were
watching the road. They saw all our baggage and men from a distance, and immediately turned their horses at full
speed. A conversation took place in our caravan, and we concluded that these Turkmans had hurried down to give
news of us to the rest of their associates.
Whilst we were traveling, sometimes on the right hand and sometimes on the left, we observed a blaze of fire,
which caused suspicion in our mind that there might be some robbers waiting for us. At last we reached a vast
plain, twenty miles distant. There was a running brook of water, and a few Turkman tents were pitched. On the
southeast, a mountain was in our view, and on the north a hillock. The thermometer stood at 95° in the open air,
but the nights were still cold.
June 15
A march of eighteen hours brought us to a place called Haji Salah, situated on the right bank of the Oxus (Amu
or Jaihun); the distance was thirty-two miles.
We passed on our route by a structure which appeared from a distance like a tope, or solid mound; but I was
surprised to find that it was a vaulted well, and that a reservoir of water was usually kept there in old days, but
now it is dry. The vault had steps to descend. The thickness of the wall may be reckoned three yards, and the
circumference of the structure 100 paces. Its depth is said to be thirty feet.
Our course led us sometimes west, and sometimes east, but we met no village or cultivation, except a jangal of
jahu, a kind of valuable shrub used in India for making baskets. We journeyed over sand, which caused
annoyance both to men and quadrupeds. Before we reached our camp, we saw a few houses of mud, and also a
few khirghas inhabited by a savage race of Turkmans. Our approach to their lodgings brought a considerable
number of children and women to look at us; they came to our camels, and accompanied them, laughing at us.
The figure of the women was nearly like that of European ladies.
As the road was a little dangerous, we had taken a badraqah, or body of horsemen, for protection. They were
all Turkmans, wearing black caps, and having broad faces.
June 16
We halted on the brink of the Amu, in consequence of the other qafila crossing, which reached the bank one
day before us. The mariners do not allow the second caravan to pass till the first one has crossed. They are
Uzbegs, speak the Turkish language, and have boats of a singular shape, which are rowed in a curious manner.
The river, after washing the eastern part of the Badakhshan hills, runs very slowly towards the north. Its water
is muddy; it contains one-fortieth part of earth. A low range of the northern mountains diminish gradually towards
the west, and command the pass of the river. The islets which occur in the middle of the river render the passage
difficult.
The breadth of the river is six times greater than that of the Jamuna and the boat crosses the current twice or
thrice in a day. The boatmen are strong, but not skilful. When they row they make a great noise, which is never
heard in India.
The river is not fordable at any season, but it cannot be bridged at this ferry. The book called Zafar Namah
gives us information that Taimur the Great, on his route to India, threw a bridge across it; but when we measured
the breadth of the river, we could scarcely believe it.
June 17
We took two hours and twenty-five minutes in crossing the Oxus, which was divided into two currents; one of
them goes slowly, and has a depth of twelve feet; the other, which runs rapidly by the right bank, is eighteen feet
deep. The mode of crossing the river is very singular indeed. Boats are dragged by horses, while the rowing is
stopped. I need not say much about the Amu, as a good description of it is given in Mr. Burnes’s journal, whose
long-anticipated expectations regarding this celebrated river were now realized. The right bank is entirely covered
with pulas, a kind of grass used for making chhappars in India. The reeds used for Persian pens also grow here
abundantly.
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June 18
We took our departure very early in the morning, and having passed through a plain covered with different
sorts of bushes, we halted in an open field, from which place the tents of the Turkmans were nearly two miles
distant. The sun was exceedingly hot, and we were supplied with water from the neighboring stream. We beheld
the low range of the western hills, which, after succeeding each other, make a semicircle, and run towards the
southeast; but their appearance is not remarkable.
We traveled, according to the custom of Asiatics, on camels, through a tract of country which had the decided
features of a desert. We found the heat extremely harassing, not from the degree of it, but from our having no
means to temper the hot air, being cooped up in our camel-baskets. They were covered with blankets, and were
about four feet long, and nearly three wide, without the smallest space for rolling about. We were without water,
and not infrequently without any solid food, as there was no fuel. All day the temperature of the air varied from
100 to 107 degrees. Through the baskets the sun’s rays darted like fire; then came the wind of the desert, loaded
with sand, and made the camel-basket quiver.
June 19
Having journeyed all night through an arid dasht, we reached Shor Quduz, twenty-three miles distant. On each
side of us were cliffs without vegetation. Numerous wells, with small mouths, and of great depth, are found in this
desert; but the water they contain is salt, and is only used by quadrupeds. The earth is exceedingly parched, and fit
for the passage of artillery. I suffered much from thirst, and remembered the hardships of Ali’s family, which were
caused by the scarcity of water in the dasht of Karbala. Our route continued to lead us through an immense plain,
where armies might combat with each other.
June 20
Before sunrise we arrived at the well called Qiz Quduz, after journeying the whole night.
People who have never been in the desert, and have not undergone the torment of thirst, can scarcely believe
our sufferings. I shall never forget mine; my tongue stuck to my palate, my parched lips burned with heat of fire,
and my throat was so dry, that I could not speak. I imprudently drank the salt water, which increased my thirst.
Qiz means, in Turki “a virgin”, and quduz, “a well”. The virgin here referred to was a native of the Hazara
country, and believed Panjtan. When she was traveling through this desert, she found it without water. Then she,
in company, with her mother, excavated a well, which contains now a very sweet and wholesome water, and will
no doubt perpetuate the name of the girl.
We chanced to meet a caravan of Bokhara, which consisted of two hundred camels, besides numerous ponies,
loaded with commercial articles. The merchants of Bokbara pay their visits twice or thrice to Kabul, and bring
with them great quantities of silk, and Russian lace, sugar, paper &c.
June 21
Having traveled over a dreadful dasht, we encamped by a well in a plain, and watered our thirsty camels.
There we observed a few tents of Turkmans; they possess large herds of cattle, and live upon meat, curd, and
bread. They feed their horses generally with flesh, and give them salt-water to drink. They do not much mind the
cold of the winter, which they pass in tents, half-buried under the snow. Plundering the caravans is the proper
occupation of these Turkmans. They have plenty of Qizal Bash slaves, who become attached to their wives, and
by such means they are set at liberty.
I fell into discourse with a slave, a native of Nishapur, who had the charge of the family of a respectable
Turkman. My companion, Haji, asked him, why he did not make a friend of his master’s wife, who would release
him? The slave replied.
“It is a great sin to fall in love with the master’s relations, and much disgrace to get freedom by such base
means.”
He hopes to be liberated through the favor of God, and never to commit the crime of adultery. We know, by the
conduct of this poor creature, that a spirit of temperance and faith still prevails among the Qizal Bash, though they
contend with troubles in the state of slavery.
We discerned a range of hills on our N.E., covered with snow, the rays of the sun upon which presented a
marvelous scene to travelers. We were all wondering what could be their height and distance; we had expected a
level plain in Turkistan, but mountains are still the prevailing feature of the scene.
June 22
Having passed all night in traveling we put up at Qarshi, a distance of twenty-five miles. Our route was
betwixt the hills, the sand of which was moving and rolling about; but it was fortunate that we had water all the
way. My residence was in a very cool room, situated in the bosom of a beautiful orchard. The shadow of the
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sufaidah trees, which grow straight to a great height, was refreshing to the eyes of the people who sat under them,
and the leaves, shaking and reflecting the brightness of the sun, had a striking appearance. One might imagine
they were covered with silver.
Captain Burnes and Dr. Gerard were seized with fever, as well as two servants, and a tea-merchant, who, after
lingering eight or ten days in Bokhara, died. Dr. Gerard, thougb still an invalid, and Mr. Burnes attended him at
his sarae, but their services were unavailing.
June 23
We halted in Qarshi for the purpose of resting ourselves.
Saturday is a market-day here: I proceeded to examine the bazaar in company with a respectable merchant.
The shops were crowded with purchasers who came from the distant villages to buy necessaries for the week. I
found little amusement in the curiosities in this place. Numerous butchers shops were filled with carcasses of
sheep. The drapers, who occupy nearly thirty shops, generally passed through an old mosque, which was adorned
with a variety of beautiful colors. The appearance was indeed romantic and even gave an idea of antiquity.
Inscriptions, both in the Persian and Arabic character, ornamented the high arch of the edifice, but they were all
illegible.
Qarsbi is larger than Khulum. The buildings are much better than those at Balk. The men, mounted on horses
or asses, go to the bazaar to buy commodities. The place is celebrated for good tobacco and sweetmeats. The great
bazaar is not neatly roofed, and canals run through every place; but few of them contain water. Numerous gardens
filled with trees form a boundary to the town, within which all the wealthy classes reside; mechanics and
tradesmen live in huts under the trees. The soil is naturally arid, but the labor of the farmers has much improved
it. The fruits were plentiful in gardens; but the glas, or cherry, was the one most agreeable to my taste. This fruit is
larger than the falsa in India, but exactly resembles it in outward appearance. The tanks in the gardens were dried
up. Silk is produced in large quantities.
The winters are very cold, the streets and bazaars being covered with snow, which remains nearly three months
and becomes as hard as a solid rock. The summer is exceedingly hot, and the wells become sometimes dry.
The son of the prime minister rules this town with great justice and impartiality. The people are Uzbegs, and
are computed to be nearly 13,000. They all are of the Sunni sect, but do not attend strictly to the laws of their
religion. They are dirty, and their aspect fully corresponds with the barbarity of their manners. The men who are
affected with leprosy are not allowed to touch anybody, and are generally exiled.
On my return from the bazaar, I asked my companion to show me the house of a slave-dealer; so I was
conducted through numerous hot streets, and after a short walk, I got into the caravanserai where the merchant
resided. He received me with courtesy and sent for three women from the room next to his own. They sat
unveiled, and their master asked me which of the three I liked the best. I pretended to select the younger one; she
had regular features and most agreeable manners, her stature was elegant, and her personal attractions great. On
my choosing her, the others retired to their lodging, and she followed them, but sat in a separate room guarded by
an old slave.
The merchant told me to go to her, speak to and content her. After a good deal of conversation, she felt pleased
with my choice; but told me to swear not to sell her again. She was thirteen years of age, and an inhabitant of
Chatrar, a place near Badakhshan. She said that she belonged to a large family, and had been carried off by the
ruler of the country, who reduced her to slavery. Her eyes filled with tears, and she asked me to release her soon
from the hands of the oppressive Uzbeg.
As my object was only to examine the feelings of the slave-dealer, and also to gratify my curiosity, and not to
purchase her, I came back to my camp without bidding farewell to the merchant.
June 24
An early march of sixteen miles led us through Karasan, which was encircled by numerous gardens and dry
rivulets, but in some places, the water was flowing beautifully. They branch off from the river of Shaihar Sabz,
which also washes the face of Qarshi. Every village on this side of Qarshi is watered by the same stream in turn.
The fields of wheat were quite ripe, and the surface of the country had a very parched appearance. When I was
walking in bazaar, the people took me for an Afghan, although I was not dressed like one.
The water in this village was full of small red vermin, which rendered the people sick who used it unboiled.
June 25
We reached Khush Mubarak, at the meridian of the sun, having traveled a distance of twenty miles. We saw no
water in the road, but many dry brooks. The village had two small ponds fo unpalatable water. The day was
excessively hot, and I passed a quantity of blood from my nose. The hot wind blew very sharply, and we were
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extremely thirsty. Traveling on this side of Balk is very fatiguing; the scarcity or water, the want of fuel, and of
the necessaries of life, and the fear of robbers in the way, are annoyances to travelers.
June 26
A night march of twenty-six miles brought us to a place called Qaraval. Here was a well of tolerable water near
to a noble but ruined sarae, built by a late king of Bokhara named Abdullah Khan Uzbeg, who reigned at the
period or Akbar the Great. He has filled this part of the country with numerous monuments, and deserves the
highest praise for his liberality in making places and wells which refresh thirsty travelers. He constructed a fine
edifice for his own residence near the sarae, in which I sat for some time, and was pleased to think that this was
the place of the great King of Turkistan, of whom I had read in the book of Abul Fazal. It has a large well, and.
stands on a vast plain. The sarae is a place for travelers to comfort themselves in, particularly when the sun is
oppressive. No one lives there at present.
Our route was very pleasant and lay over a dry and level plain. In the twilight of evening, we reached an abdar
khanah, or large well, which contained fine and cold water, from whence we filled the leathers or mashks, fearing
we might not get water again on the road.
We passed in the morning, on our route, a large village totally ruined; but the mud buildings are worthy of
praise for their durability. Wasps were abundant here.
June 27
We entered this morning the city of Bokhara, which is encompassed by sandy suburbs. The walls are
surrounded. by an irregular line of trees, and protected by dry ditches. We passed through two gates: the first had
an appearance of strength and solidity; but the walls on each side are very weak; the other gate is not strong. It
opens into a small square, divided into four streets facing each other. The square is occupied by numerous cooks,
who expose in their shops various sorts of bread &c.
A small part of the road outside of the gate is lined on both sides by graves; they were four times larger than
those I saw in India, and built with bricks and mud.
Mr. Burnes was urged by some particular reason to live separate from us, and I told everyone that I did not.
know who he was; but this secret was not long concealed.
June 28
Mr. Burnes paid a visit to the qosh begi, or prime minister, by whose civil treatment he seemed highly obliged.
He told us not to write while we stayed at Bokhara, as he well knew that all Europeans are in the habit of doing
so, and our touching pen and ink would create a suspicion in the mind of the king, who might throw some
difficulty in our way. Many spies roved about to inform the king what was going on in the city. On this, we fixed
an hour for writing at midnight, doing so unobserved.
June 29
An early walk led me through the bazaar called Sarafan, where I observed two Mohammedans mounted on
camels, guarded by four sepoys, who had only whips in their hands. They were ordered to be scourged by the qazi
for not saying their morning prayers, and for sleeping after the sun was. up.
This sort of occurrence happens every day at Bokhara, and the punishment is publicly inflicted. Some are
chastised for smoking, some for drinking, and others for snuffing: these practices being prohibited by the law of
Mohammed. The guilty person, mounted on a camel, calls out in the following manner:
“This is the punishment for a person who does not recite his. prayers. He who will smoke shall suffer like him;
snuffing is the cause of distress which he endures now patiently.”
The qazi, who is said to be guilty of some misdemeanors himself, has no power to seize the criminal in his
own house, because the qazi uses his authority according to the following proverb:
“The qazi is of no use in the house.”
The Hindus smoke in the caravanserai, which privilege is not allowed to Musalmans. I was surprised at the
foolish prejudices of the bigoted Mohammedans of this country, who prohibit smoking tobacco, but allow it to be
sold publicly.
June 30
In the evening I went to see the religious place of the Musalmans, named Idgah, which is situated out of the
city. It is a fine building, and has five doors, and two reservoirs of water inside. It is surrounded by a mud wall
inclosing a meadow. Trees of numerous sorts of fruits enhance the beauty of the spot.
On my return I passed through the famous. street of the Jews, where I scarcely saw a man or a woman devoid
of beauty. All of them were handsome, delicate, and attractive. Their eyes were alluring, and their persons
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enticing, though every one looked half-Scottish. They were gazing out of the door at those who passed through
the street.
They are the most delicate of any people I have seen between Delhi and Bokhara. I am sure if any Indian, who
is a worshipper of beauty, should come to Bokhara, he would undoubtedly be a victim to the charms of these
Jewesses. Their dress is of a curious fashion, calculated to entice the hearts of men. No fewer than 3,000 Jews are
said to inhabit Bokhara.
The people of Bokhara are, generally speaking, complaisant, bold, strong, and good riders. They can endure
hunger, cold, and fatigue, and travel a distance of ten days’ journey in two, never even dismounting from their
horses till they have reached their destined place. Their dress is generally two or three cloaks, which cover each
other, and white turbans. They tie a scimitar to their waist, ride either horse or ass, and sometimes take their wives
up behind them. They never wash themselves with water, but clean themselves with a piece of clay. If one man
dares take water, either according to the custom of his own country, or from a regard to cleanliness, he is
considered by the Sunnis to be an infidel, or Kafar Qizal Bash.
Many of their habits shew a gross want of personal purity. They go at the same time to say their prayers, and
are said to consider themselves very cleanly and religious men. The women have but little virtue. They are fair,
with red cheeks, and have elegant and charming manner. They are covered with a gown from head to foot, and
have a black thin veil, which sometimes they lift up in the streets, and pretend that none have seen them. They
bind a white turban upon a handkerchief, which conceals their head, and hangs as far as their waist.
The bad women are called jahab-ro-qatah. The present king enforces more strictly than his predecessors the
outward observance of morality.
The Hindus and Jews of Bokhara are not allowed to mount on horseback, and can tie neither turban, cloths, nor
shawls round their waist. Their dress consists of a cloak and skin cap, which distinguishes them from the
Mohammedan sect; and also a small piece of thin rope, which they tie round them. The Musalmans, in lieu of
washing their hands and mouths, wipe them with a quantity of thread, which is loosely tied together, and very
seldom changed. The population of the city is 17,000 souls.
July 1
I was visited by a crowd of Hindus, who came merely to inquire of me what was our object in making such a
long journey. Some of them, who were little acquainted with the English customs, said to each other, that we were
traveling only for the purpose of learning the state of the country. Among them was a sepoy deserter from the
Company’s service. He was a very cunning man, and his smiling showed his ignorant comrades that he knew all
the designs of the English, as well as their politics, which they called tricks.
The prevailing religion at Bokhara is Sunni; the followers of other creeds, though not vexed, are scornfully
treated. The Qizal Bash, or Shias, who follow the principles of Ali, and do not believe in the three friends of
Mohammed, are treated with indignity by the Sunnis, who molest, and even sell them at their own pleasure. All
punishments are inflicted by the qazi, who is the head of the law.
The people are very bigoted, and call a Shia by the name of kafar, and even think him much worse than the
Hindus. The Musalmans can abuse both Jews and Hindus, who must bear it patiently: they are considered such a
base and unclean people that none can buy them. If a Jew or Hindu falls in love with a Mohammedan girl, he
communicates it to the king, who makes him a Muslaman, and tells the parents of the girl to give her in marriage
to him.
July 2 to 4
When the sun was extremely hot, I had the pleasure of seeing the king pass through the bazaar, on his road to
the great mosque. He was mounted on a horse not well caparisoned, but this equipage had a grand and imposing
appearance. At the head there was a horseman, bearing a mace, who called, with a loud voice,
“Long live our king, the protector of the Islam religion.” The procession consisted of about thirty horsemen.
July 5
I passed through the bazaar called Jubar, and feasted my eyes with numerous curiosities. The people suspected
me to be a foreigner, though I had dressed myself like one of them; and some were surprised that I, not being a
European, had a knowledge of the English and Persian language.
The government of Bokhara is monarchical, that is, the king is the head, and in his name all business is
managed. Notwithstanding, his authority is limited by the law of Mohammed called Shariat, yet he rules
sometimes according to his own will. It is very odd that his arbitrary power is praised by every person, with
numerous good wishes for his life.
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A thief is either sentenced to be thrown on the hard ground from a high minar, where his body is broken to
pieces, or put into a dark dungeon, called kana-khanah, in which he is attacked by insects, which kill him in two
or three days.
When the day is closed, and the drum is beaten, all intercourse of the people ceases, and none dare venture to
walk in the streets. There are three hundred kotwals in the city, who rove all night in the lanes, and cry bedarbasb
(or “be awake”)! In the time of war, every soul is obliged to pay money to the king, for the purpose of supplying
the troops with necessaries. The inhabitants say, the tongue of the king is the foundation of the law.
July 6 to 8
In company with a few Shikarpuris, I went to a garden enclosed by a mud wall. The fruit-trees appeared to
want water.
The climate of Bokhara is healthy. The people are not subject to any disorder, except the guinea-worm,
orrishtab, which molests them much. It is like a thread, and springs up from every limb of the body; sometimes it
breaks into pieces, and obliges the sufferer to linger in bed for four or five months, during which time he
undergoes the most terrible pain. Birds, cats, dogs, and all sorts of quadrupeds, suffer from the same disease.
The winter is exceedingly cold, and the snow falls day and night, making considerable arches over the houses.
It remains on the roof for nearly three months. The people pass these days very pleasantly; they drink tea, eat
meat, put on warm clothes, and sit round the fire. The summer is not hotter here than at Balk and Khulum, where
the people are generally afflicted with fever and dysentery. We felt the nights and mornings cold, like the winter
of India, and during the day all wear two or three cloaks, and never perspire.
July 9 to 11
At noon I happened to pass through the Tim Bazaar, which was built by the late Abdullah Khan. The shops are
built in separate alleys, which form the sides of a square. They are occupied by merchants, who have a large
quantity of Russian articles for sale.
The soil is rich and productive. Corn, fruits, and silk are plentiful; the last is a profitable article of commerce.
Tobacco and rice, though cultivated at Bokhara, are not so good as in Qarshi. Opium is planted here abundantly,
and also mulberry-trees.
In the evening, the king, attended by the ministers of his pleasure, set off on an excursion, which he finds more
agreeable than staying in the city. The preparations for the trip were very poor; a few rotten tents were loaded on
mules, and the cook was on the back of a pony, bearing some copper pots in a bag behind him.
July 12
On my return from the Tim Bazaar, Mr. Burnes told me to go to Sarvar Khan, who was very anxious to see me.
In the meantime he sent for me by his boy. He received and dismissed me with courtesy, and talked a long time
with me familiarly. He is a good man, and great friend of the Qosh Begi. His civil attentions pleased Mr. Burnes,
who gave him many thanks in return, and also a few letters of introduction to his friends in India. Sarvar Khan is a
rich merchant among the Lohanis, and his traffic extends to a great extent towards Persia and Russia.
July 13
I paid a visit to the college at noon, and had a long altercation with the maulavis in Persian. They were of
course in possession of knowledge, but had not a good pronunciation. Every person at Bokhara had a greater
desire to write well than to acquire learning. They examined me, and then said,
“Allaho Akbar! how is it possible that a Kashmerian at such an early .age should be versed in a science of
which the Mohammedans at Bokhara are destitute.”
One of them, who was older than the others, spoke civilly to me, and said, if I would be an Uzbeg, I should
indeed be the Plato of the time. At last he laughed, and conjured me either to become like him, or make him like
myself.
July 14
An evening walk led me through the Registan, which is a fine bazaar at Bokhara. Though there are not many
shops erected, yet during market-time many merchants and people assemble in such a crowd, that the passengers
find it difficult to pass through the mob without rubbing against each other.
The residence of the king, which is not like a palace, but a poor building, comprises a very large and
magnificent mosque, painted with numerous colors. Every man beheld me with astonishment, and called after me
azadahwar, which means “fop”; though my dress was poor and dirty.
The present king of Bokhara, named Nasrullah Khan,\fn{ Emir of Bokhara 1827-1860} is a fair and good-looking
man, twenty-five years of age, and has a small beard, which becomes him. He is religious, and very severe and
just in his court; among the few vices attributed to this monarch is ambition, which induced him, at the
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commencement of his reign, to send some people to murder his brother, who had also a claim to the throne, and
he then established himself king.
This conspiracy was carried into effect by the sagacity of the Qosh Begi. He anticipated that the murder would
be ultimately imputed to him; and in order to divert the minds of the people to different objects, he undertook the
study of the Shariat, and pretended to be the most religious man in Turkistan. The cruelty with which the king
treated his brothers rendered him very obnoxious in the eyes of some noblemen who dreaded his power, and who
ceased not to give him uneasiness till they were all beheaded.
Notwithstanding this, the king has now obtained a degree of glory which was never enjoyed by his
predecessors. The chiefs of Sabzshaihar, Samarqand, Balk, and Qarshi, do him homage for their possessions. No
enemy appears now to give him the least annoyance, or to excite alarm, except Persia: but an army from that
quarter would have great difficulty in invading Bokhara, on account of the barren road.
In this state of prosperity, the king is establishing tranquility, and repairing the evils which the country has
suffered by his cruelty towards his brothers. He never clothes himself gorgeously, and is not attended by a
numerous retinue. The intervals of business are spent in prayers and meditations, and reading the Qur’an.
July 15
We were informed that the prince of Persia had departed from Mashad with the intention of conquering the city
of Herat, which is ruled by one of the Saddozai family, named Kamran. In this emergency he had recourse to the
ruler of Kabul, who refused him succor. He had sent an envoy to the king of Bokhara to solicit his assistance
against Abbas Mirza, who was at the head of a numerous army. We heard that his troops consisted of bold men, in
high spirits, and eager to fight; that they are strongly attached to him, and capable of braving hardships. Kamran’s
request of aid was not complied with by the king of Bokhara at the day we quitted that city; but the chief of Khiva
had gone to relieve Kamran, at the head of 20,000 horsemen. He is the most tyrannical man of the time; he had
pitched his camp near Marv, between Khiva and Herat, as he was afraid of leaving his country, which might be
invaded by the Persians by the way of Astrabad. There are many Russian slaves at Hurganj, who were extremely
alarmed on leaving the devastation caused by the army of Abbas Mirza at Herat.
July 16
We continued at Bokhara to hear the rumors which related to the power of the prince of Persia, and the
weakness of the sovereigns of Khorasan and Turkistan.
Bokhara is the largest and most populous and wealthy city in the whole region of Tartary. The splendid
mosques and magnificent colleges, which are 360 in number, contain students who are unqualified both in the
Persian and Arabic languages, but they write a very good hand. The houses are mostly of one story high; some of
them of more than two; they are neatly constructed of mud, wood, and mats, which prevent the falling of the dust
from the roof. The doors of the buildings are of the usual size; but they are covered with filth. The shops, which
are clean, are generally opened after nine o’clock in the morning, because their owners never come out of their
houses till they have finished drinking their tea. The shops are closed at three o’clock at noon, when their masters
go in the Registan, and adorn that market by spreading forth neat articles for sale.
The large bazaar, which is roofed, has a very striking appearance. The shops, which succeed each other in a
straight line, present a splendid sight. They are ornamented with beautiful China-ware and Russian bottles, against
which hang large but thin pieces of tin. The sellers are generally handsome boys.
The beauty of this bazaar, which was erected by the late king, is beyond my description. The streets are of
moderate size, but heaps of earth lay against the walls of the houses. There are a few wells in the city, and their
water is scarcely used, but the tanks, which are plentiful at Bokhara, are filled with the water of the Samarqand
river, the clean and brisk current of which, after washing numberless villages in the way, flows for ten days to the
city, in the course of a month. So short a space of time, not more than twenty days, renders the water so
unwholesome, that the people who use it are attacked with the sickness of the guinea-worm.
Bokhara is said to have been the shelter of the Mohammedan faith, and is consequently entitled Bokhara
Sharif or “Holy Bokbara”. If any person says that the walls of the city are not perpendicular, he is looked on as an
infidel by the inhabitants. The Mullahs of a remote period have praised Bokhara in the following manner:
Samarqand is the light of the face of the world; Bokhara is the strength of the Islam faith. If Mashad had not the
tomb of Iman Raza, it would be the place of the outcasts in the earth.

The caravansaries, which have grand appearance, exceed the number of those at Kabul, and most of them are
inhabited by Hindu merchants.
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July 17.
Maulvi Babajan, who became my great friend, desired me to call at his house, where he had prepared a rich
dinner for me. When the entertainment was over, we began to read poetry, which my host liked very much. Before
I left him, he presented me with a Qur’an, and his wife with a cap made of silk.
The horses, mules and asses are stronger and larger than those in other parts, and are abundant at Bokhara;
camels, dromedaries, and sheep, are numerous; tigers and wolves are hardly seen in the desert.
The annual income of Bokhara is commonly said to be 20,000 tilas, one of which is equal to six and a half of
our rupees. The duties raised upon goods are granted to the blind, lame, and poor men, and those of the country
supply the chiefs, and also the army, with subsistence. A tax of half a rupee is levied upon each Hindu in the city,
by which the king is furnished with the necessaries of life.
It is said that the king of Bokhara has 20,000 troops, which are mounted on swift horses; some of them get a
small sum of money as their yearly pay, and others a few kharvars of corn; but their irregular and undisciplined
bravery cannot withstand the intrepidity of the Russian and Persian army, of which the king of Bokhara is
extremely afraid. The people in this country fight with javelins, and cannot fire on horseback. Here are about sixty
pieces of cannon, but no one is qualified to use them. The gunpowder is very bad.
It is alleged that the king may collect 100,000 soldiers from the villages, in a time of great danger; but they
might be routed by 10,000 regular troops. It is probable that four regiments of Russian infantry might easily
subdue the whole of this country, if it had not natural obstacles: but I venture to say, it would be retained in
subjection with great difficulty, owing to the obstinacy of the people.
July 18
As the Wazir Qosh Begi desired to see me, I accompanied the gentlemen with Sarvar Khan. He sat in a very
small and poor house, with few men of rank.
On our entering the door, we were all stopped by the darwan for a few minutes, and then called with a loud
voice by the wazir himself, on which we stepped in immediately. He was dressed plainly, and had on boots with
high heels, which habit is adopted by all Uzbegs. His face is fair, and his beard silvered by age. He is tall and not
very fat, but his aspect shows the intrepidity of his heart. He was the chief of the conspirators who murdered the
brothers of the king, in whose favor he stands now very high.
He is himself a lover of trade, which he carried on advantageously to a great extent, and treats the other
merchants civilly, being a most kind friend to those who bring merchandise from Persia. This policy, of liking the
Persians, is not agreeable to the inhabitants of Bokhara, who secretly call their Qosh Begi a Qizal Bash slave, and
not a real Uzbeg. On other accounts he is popular, as well as the king. He asked me a few questions respecting our
trip, and also of my Persian knowledge; on hearing my answers he seemed to be satisfied.
The elder son of the Qosh Begi, in a fit of drunkenness, entered a house and violated the chastity of a
respectable man’s daughter, and presented the doorkeeper with a small sum of money, for the purpose of avoiding
the effect of her father’s indignation, until he was out of the house. The heinousness of the crime exasperated the
people as well as the king. He insisted that the guilty must be tried by the court of the Shariat, headed by the Qazi,
and punished according to the book of faith. After receiving seventy-five lashes (or durrahs), he was ordered to be
mounted on the back of a lean camel. His father, the wazir, was on foot with him. In this base procession, the
wazir made his son pass through the bazaar, with a great noise of drums, and through the mob of people, who
scoffed at him, and praised the justice of his father, who cried out:
“This is the punishment for the man who commits adultery.”
July 19
I passed half of the day in writing the English figures of ciphering for the wazir, according to his desire, as he
was anxious to learn the numbers written on his watch. He often spoke with great praise of the sagacity of
England in the arts, which excels, he says, that of other European nations.
Bokhara owes its riches to the beneficial trade which is carried on there. Its manufactures of silk, which is
produced here in considerable quantities, gain annually a sum of 200,000 tilas for the merchants, who supply
Russia and also Multan with it. Handkerchiefs, and large pieces of silk cloth, called kalaghi, are manufactured at
Bokhara, and transported to Persia, with the skins of kids of Qara Kul, besides those which come from Kabul.
These articles cross the dreadful deserts of Marv on their route to Mashad, from whence they go straight to Persia;
but between Mashad and Sarakhs, where there is risk of robbers, generally they find some difficulty in traveling.
On their return from Persia, they bring not only Indian commodities, such as pepper and dry ginger &c., which
arrive from Bombay by sea, but also loads of silk cloth, named khud baf, &c., of Isfahan.
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Kabul supplies Bokhara with valuable shawls of Kashmir, as well as English manufactures; and in return the
merchants take a great quantity of Russian sugar, paper, lace, &c., and also the famous horses of Turkistan. The
caravans of Bokhara, which generally consist of 4,000 or 5,000 camels, loaded with oriental articles, formerly
sent to Russia through the road of Khiva once a year, conveyed their beautiful goods to the rich market of Makria
for sale, but now the tyranny of Alah Quli Khan has obliged the merchants to discontinue their intercourse
through Khiva to Astrakan. The caravans start from Turkistan as soon as the winter is over, and come back to
Bokhara before it snows. They bring brocade, banka, tea, nankeen,\fn{A Chinese porcelain with a blue-and-white pattern }
steel, iron, lace, sugar, silk, cloths, &c.
Mullah Rahim Shah, a respectable merchant at Kabul, bought Kashmiri shawls for 17,000 rupees, and with
them from Bokhara he made forty-seven marches to Orenburg, and from thence, after eleven days, he arrived at
the celebrated market of Makra in Russia. When he was acquainted with the rates of merchandise, he hurried
down to Moscow with loads of shawls, where he realized 34,000 rupees, besides paying the transit duty,
amounting to 200 rupees, which is taken in Russia as a duty upon a single piece of shawl, whether it values 100
rupees or 1,000.
Russia seems to be proud of the reputation she has gained by her traffic with the countries bordering upon the
Caspian sea. Every article neatly laid in the shops of Bokhara had a beautiful appearance, and gave an idea of the
influence of trade which is gaining ground in Central Asia. The trade in tea, which is much used at Bokhara, is
extremely advantageous. It not only comes by the route of Russia, but even through the straight road of
Samarqand, Yarkand, Kashghar, Khulum, and Qunduz. The silver pieces, each of 150 rupees value, called yamu,
always come to Bokhara, where they are coined into small pieces. They are made on the frontier of China.
July 20
We had intended to start the next morning for Mashad, and were making ourselves ready. In the meantime,
Maulvi Mirza Sadiq and Babajan came and presented me with an ink-case. They told me to peruse the Qur’an
every morning, and believe in it, which would save me from the fire of hell, and conduct me to paradise.
The Bokhara painters possess a good deal of merit. The works of Palang Posh, or the bed coverings, called
kalaghi, are generally admired. Khudi Begi Khan is an elegant poet at Bokhara.
The original language of the Bokhara people is Turki, but in the town they speak Persian.
We have been respectably received and civilly treated, though we can scarcely call it kindness, yet what had
we to expect? and on reflecting upon the thousand perils which had been represented to me, even by my friends,
as accompanying our footsteps, and the few which have really occurred, I conceive we have been most fortunate,
for we were all looked on as kafars, and were not permitted to ride in the city. Like other infidels, we were
obliged to submit to be distinguished by a peculiar dress; this is a black cap, and a rope round the waist. Captain
Burnes and Mr. Gerard suffered the same restraints as others, which to them must have proved very troublesome.
I was surprised to see them walking on foot in the hottest day, to feast their eyes, while the gentlemen in India
never move a span without calling “Bara Chhata lao”.
We had no opportunity of speaking with the king, being without a letter to his holy majesty; but we saw him
several times on the road.
July 21
Having obtained the king’s passport, through the kindness of the wazir, we took leave of Bokhara in the
evening, and put up near the gate, in an open field. There was a report among the people that the king had sent
some soldiers to put us to the sword on the road, as we were considered by his majesty to be spies, and not
travelers.
I left with great regret many Mohammedan friends, particularly Babajan and Mirza Sadiq, who stood high in
the late king’s favor. They prayed and begged of heaven that I might once more meet them at Bokhara; and one of
their associates repeatedly prayed me to lift up some earth at the gate, and throw it away in some other distant
place. I asked him the meaning of this, and he replied that the walls of the city of Bokhara Sharif are watched by
angels, who ask the favor of God to bring back the earth with the man who had lifted it up at the time of starting. I
did accordingly, to please the man, but in reality I considered it a foolish idea.
I never felt it so cold in July as I did here; the thermometer stood at 70 degrees.
July 22
We marched early in the morning, and put up in a village called Takatut, a distance of thirteen miles. Our route
was over green plains which, in some places, were still dry. The brooks of water were running in some spots,
however, though the earth looked thirsty. It was a very hot noon, in consequence of which I had no inclination to
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dine, but to drink water in great quantity. The fields were tilled, and appeared richer than those we beheld between
Balk and Bokhara.
July 23
We halted at Takatut, on account of the Qafila Bashi, who had remained behind us at Bokhara. He came at
night, and said that the Qosh Begi had recommended us very much to his care, and had told him to make very
short marches till we crossed the Oxus; perhaps that, through such delay, the Hurganjis, who encamp on the road,
might return to their place; otherwise, he advised him to go by another way or else we should be robbed.
July 24
A march of nine miles brought us to Paikar, ruled by the mother of the king. On our right hand were a dry
desert and sandy hills; on our left, numerous villages, which had a fine view. In the same direction, we visited a
most beautiful river, which pours down from the stream of Samarqand and fertilizes the neighborhood of
Bokhara. The villages are numerous, from the fertility of the soil.
July 25
An early march brought us to Mirabad, where there is a scarcity of water. Our route was very pleasant, and our
eyes were refreshed by viewing the verdure which adorned and beautified the land. The earth is richly cultivated,
on account of less duties being taken by the king, and of the vigilance of the husbandmen. It is covered with
numerous lines of small mud forts, which stand on extensive green fields.
July 26, 27
We halted at Mirabad, and were informed that Alah Quli Khan, the ruler of Khiva, had fixed his camp in Marv,
through which the caravan must pass on its way, and very likely be robbed, and have to pay him half the value of
the goods. A rumor also prevailed among the people, that two thousand of his camels had perished, for need of
water.
July 28 to 31
We continued in Mirabad, waiting the departure of the Hurganji to his capital, as none of the caravans dared
venture to set out while he was on the road to Marv. He took by force a quantity of commodities from the first
qafila. All the merchants thought of going back to Bokhara, and living there till they got an answer from
Mohammed Mir Beg Yuz Bashi, the Collector of Marv, to whom they wrote, that if he entertained any views of
justice, and of encouraging trade, they would move to Mashad, and pay him the usual duties; otherwise, on
receiving the answer, they would go back to Bokhara, and wait for a better opportunity.
August 1 to 5
We continued at Mirabad, and heard that the king of Bokhara had summoned all his chiefs, and remarked to
them, that so long as the Hurganji encamped in Marv, the caravan of Mashad could never expect security in their
journey; and, being exasperated, he turned to his courtiers, and said he would not endure the tyranny of that
oppressor of the poor merchants, who were the source of riches in every country. These words prompted two of
his resolute chiefs (who commanded 5,000 smart cavalry) to gratify their monarch, by attacking the Hurganji; but,
in the meantime, Alah Quli Khan returned to Khiva.
August 6 to 13
We still remained in Mirabad, and were informed that the Hurganji had moved to his capital, but had left a
body of 2,000 horsemen on the road to Mashad, near Marv, protected by a small fort, which he had newly built.
The females in this place are very simple. They believed my servant to be a girl, as he had long hair, like
themselves, which is not the custom with their males.
August 14
Mirabad. We were happy to receive the Indian newspapers, through the kindness of M. Allard. They contained
a great deal of information, and inquiries about Mr. Moorcroft; whether he had reached the city of Bokhara, or
had died on his way? On learning this, I thought it incumbent upon me to write a few words about his fate.
This enterprising, but unfortunate traveler was received by the king of Bokhara with honor and distinction on
account of his wealth and respectability as a merchant; and having made presents to the king, he was permitted to
ride within the city on horseback, and to enjoy other privileges which were denied to us. It was after his return
from Bokhara, and when he was proceeding in search of Turkman horses in the district of Balk, and Andkho, that
he was attacked by fever and died. The circumstances attending his decease, though not of a suspicious nature, yet
are not sufficiently clear to dispel all doubts; but the most reasonable conclusion is, that his death was natural. The
people of England, and even those of India, have but a faint idea of the vast fatigue and labor of Mr. Moorcroft, or
of the multiplied hardships and difficulties which beset him, from the beginning to the end of his long journey,
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and which even continued to pursue him beyond the grave, as his remains were scarcely allowed a burial-place at
Balk, owing to the bigoted zeal of the inhabitants.
Mr. Moorcroft has left a name of humanity and wisdom, that will long be remembered in Turkistan; and future
travelers will recollect, with feelings of pride, that the English character was first rightly estimated in those distant
regions by the noble conduct of that lamented individual, who braved every kind of danger for the honour and
interests of his country, and terminated his life in that cause.
Mr. Moorcroft’s books, papers, and some manuscripts, are at Mazar, a town about twenty miles east of Balk. I
regret that we could make no attempt (without risking suspicion of our motives) to procure them. Many of Mr.
Moorcroft’s papers and journals have been recovered by the exertions of Mr. Fraser, at Delhi, and by him
arranged, and sent to Calcutta. It struck us as singular, that the first notice of his labors should be communicated
to us at the very spot where his adventures occurred, and that we should read such pleasing intelligence in the
renowned city of Bokhara. It was more gratifying from its having been sent to us by M. Allard, and being the only
home news we have received since crossing the Indus.
August 15
A few days before our leaving Mirabad, rumors reached us of the approach of a Russian embassy to Bokhara,
and that the whole population of that city was in terror and confusion. These reports appear to have been
premature, as nothing further bas been heard of it. An envoy, however, was expected at Bokhara, and sooner or
later may arrive. The last mission from the court of St. Petesburg, I believe, was in 1820 and, as far as I could
learn, it was not received with any conspicuous favor.
The people of Bokhara are evidently timid, and having an interest in the trade with Russia, they do not
discourage intercourse with that nation, but they greatly fear her power. The Russians, on the other hand, treat the
Uzbegs with contempt, which tends to create, a mutual dislike.
If the English Government would come forward, and establish relations with Bokhara, either commercial or
political, it would acquire the good-will and confidence of those remote nations, which, in case of war with
Russia, would become our allies. There is no other power likely to anticipate our intentions at present; but no time
ought to be lost. The Qosh Begi, the minister, behaved to us in a manner that leaves no room to doubt his
sincerity. He said that English chintzes would be very acceptable articles of trade.
August 16
We set out for Mashad, in company with a caravan which consisted of fifty camels. Our course lay till eve over
a country which was naturally dry, but improved a good deal by the industry and skill of the husbandmen. The
productions of these cultivated places are not, however, sufficient to supply the neighboring towns, when they
suffer a dearth. The deserts now came in sight, and we were surprised to see the sandy hills shifting their situation
by the violence of the wind. Near sunset we reached Ardal, a barren village, thinly peopled. Here there was a mud
fort, beautifully constructed, which indicated the existence of military art among this savage tribe.
August 17
A march in the night brought us through the sandy deserts, where there was neither vegetation nor water. We
several times lost the proper road, though we were escorted by Turkmans. The route is very fatiguing on account
of the deep sand, which is unfavorable for carts. Before we arrived at the bank of the Oxus, we proposed to direct
our course through a long chain of beautiful villages, in which a number of trees and verdant spots appeared.
Irrigation was supplied by rivulets, of muddy water branching from the river.
Having crossed the Oxus, at the ferry named Betik, we entered the territory of Khorasan, the greater part of
which is ruled by Fatah Ali Shah. We put up on the bank, which was covered with bushes. There were three
currents in the river, which were crossed by three boats. The depth of the main stream, on measurement, was
found to be four and a half fathoms.
Nadir Shah, on invading Bokhara, constructed a bridge across the Oxus, near a place called Kiliff, two
marches west of that city; the chains of iron which were used in it are still deposited in the Bokhara Magazine;
they are very thick. Thirty boats are sufficient to form a bridge across the river in this season; but in time of snow,
double that number is required.
Each boat is rowed by two men, who exert a great deal of strength. They cross the river four times a day,
though there are shoals in many places. The last winter was so severe here, that this magnificent river was frozen
up for three months and all the caravans passed over it on the ice.
August 18
Having followed the left bank, we reached Charju, a distance of nine miles. Our route lay amongst the natural
plants of aslassus, which extended as far as the limit of human vision. The neighborhood of the river has been
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highly favored by the branching streams, which run very sharply, to quench the thirst of the fields and increase the
wealth of the inhabitants.
We passed over many brooks on small wooden bridges, which were too dangerous and tottering for the feet of
the camels.
August 19, 20
We remained at Charju, for the purpose of reposing ourselves and of purchasing provisions for our future
journey. I went to the bazaar to gratify my curiosity; but there were only a few shops, which had manufactures of
silk. The merchants were all Jews.
On Monday a market was held, and I set out with great pleasure to see it. I appareled myself like an Uzbeg,
concealing my hair, which is the peculiar mark by which a man of a different nation in Turkistan is recognized. I
saw a respectable man sitting in a shop, who called to me, “O Mulla, Salam Alaikum,” and after a little talk, he
brought a cup of tea boiled with milk, and wished me to drink. I made an apology for declining, telling him that I
was last night attacked with fever, and that the drinking of tea might increase my illness. He replied,
“Very well; you are right.”
Charju produced a great quantity of melons, of a new kind and a peculiar taste. I procured some seeds to carry
with me to India.
The bazaar was full of Turkmans, with black caps on their heads, who had a savage countenance. Charju is
called the western boundary of Bokhara, and is ruled by the sovereign of that city. It is a small town, but has a
magnificent mud fort surrounded by a very large ditch. The houses in the fort amount to about 2,000, but most of
them are uninhabited and nearly falling to the grounds. All the structures are composed of mud and bamboos. The
public granaries and arsenals are abundantly supplied. The walls are not strong; the engines for firing on the
enemy are placed along the walls; the garrison is poor and miserable.
August 21
We left Charju in the afternoon, and passed through a rich country. We were amused at the sight of horses used
(instead of bullocks) for tilling and watering the fields. We passed a few rivulets, and afterwards fell into the dry
mouth of a perfect dasht (desert). We halted in a waterless place, or chul, nine miles distant.
On our route we happened to meet seven miserable individuals, who had been made slaves by Turkmans, and
were on their way to the market of Bohkara for sale. Two of them were young and beautiful boys, and others had
long beards. The poor souls were forced by the cruel Turkmans to walk on foot, without shoes, in such a fiery
desert. Their hands and necks were fastened together in a line with a long iron chain, which was very heavy and
troublesome to their bare necks. They were crying, and appeared to be exhausted with hunger and thirst, while
their oppressive drivers were deaf to their entreaties. They were Shias, and inhabitants of Qayan, a place in Persia.
They saluted us, shedding a flood of tears at the same time. Mr. Burnes gave them a melon, which quenched their
thirst a little. It was a very dreadful sight indeed, and I was astonished to think how hard were the hearts of the
Turkmans.
I am proud of the customs and laws of the English Government, which is an enemy to slavery. In my humble
opinion, the enslaving of people will soon bring an enlightened nation to rule in this country, where the laws savor
of nothing but despotism, and are framed according to the will of a despot.
August 22
We passed the whole night in traveling through a sandy desert, which I am informed lies as far as the ancient
place called Marv. We saw not a single drop of water in the road, and encamped in a chul, named Qaraval,
eighteen miles distant. Here was an old roofed well, which had not much sweet water. Trees of Jahu appeared on
every side; their wood is used for fuel.
August 23
Our march continued at night through the barren desert, where no trees was to be seen. The road was very bad
for the poor animals, from the sandy cliffs which intersected it, though it had a noble appearance at a distance.
There were many natural arches of sand, which looked very beautiful, and the sand, I was informed, resembled
that of the sea-shore, and in some places it was up to the knees of our camels. The road is not marked, and on this
account every caravan is obliged to take a Turkman as a guide, who goes in the dark, without mistaking the path,
by the help of the stars.
We halted in a chul called Bilqowa, a distance of ten miles. We passed on the road a very high minar, where,
on account of the heat of the day, a quantity of blood flowed from my nose.
August 24
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We took our departure about midnight, and traveled through a sandy desert, where we did not see a single bird.
All the road was destitute of water, and we were now among a barbarous race of Turkmans, and were obliged to
take great precaution in concealing our real character. We hid our cooking-pots, which would have appeared very
strange to their eyes, and satisfied ourselves with dry and stale victuals, which made me very unwell. We put up in
a chul, eighteen miles, where there was a scarcity of water.
August 25
A march in the night of eighteen miles brought us to a dasht (or desert), called Sairab, which contained three
wells of salt-water. The road continued as yesterday. We saw two dead camels on the way, which perhaps fell a
sacrifice to thirst.
August 26
We journeyed at night over a level ground, which seemed to be fruitful. On our route we passed by a well
which contained tolerably good water, and after eight hours we reached Uzkhu, a distance of eighteen miles.
There were two tents of Turkmans, who came to see our caravan, and laughed at us.
August 27
We moved at night over a table-land; our road was betwixt the wells enclosed by walled villages, which
presented nothing but a heap of ruins and dust. We encamped on the right bank of the Marv river, in a place called
Shah Rukh, a distance of sixteen miles. Here were about sixty tents of Turkmans, regularly formed, which had a
beautiful appearance. All the Turkmans, with their little ones, came to see the qafila, but we hid ourselves in our
camel-baskets.
This part of the country is known by the name of Marv, which was once a very populous town. It was formerly
under the Persian yoke, and latterly has been governed by Bokhara; but the weakness of the latter city invited the
barbarous ruler of Khiva over to invade and command that ancient place. The first inhabitants of Marv were all
Qizal Bash, who live now in Bokhara. The city of Marv, which was surrounded by numerous tents of Turkmans,
is ruined by the negligence of the present ruler.
August 28
We continued at Shah Rukh; here the officers of the Khiva custom-house came and took duties from the
merchants, who gladly paid six and a half rupees, or a tila, upon goods of 265 rupees value. They are very simple
in their searching, and even in their laws, as they neither examine the merchandise nor count the loads of the
camels. They believed what the merchants said to them, and took what they gave them. We were told by our
companions to hide ourselves from their eyes, as they were foes to Europeans. In the territory of Khiva, travelers
are often deprived of their property, and even of their life.
August 29
We set out early in the morning, and passed over rich ground. The huts of the Turkmans extended as far as our
eyes reached. They do not cultivate more than suffices for their own wants. The productions are wheat, maki,
javar, melons, &c. The females are very handsome, fair, and of good size. Their dress, and even their bonnets,
which resembled that of European ladies, added splendor to their beauty.
We were ascending very high on the right bank of the river, expecting to have a place to ford over, as there was
no boat on the stream. Along our route were green bushes, in which we saw herds of camels, horses, and sheep,
feeding. Their drivers were slaves, burnt with sun, and suffering both hunger and thirst.
A good breed of smart horses cover the face of this country, and are fed with great care. We crossed the river at
noon on camels, and let our horses swim up the current. The river may be crossed on a bridge, constructed of two
small boats; it is not rapid, but deep in many places. This water bears also the name of the Tajan river, when it
reaches that country, and then falls into the Oxus. We halted on the left bank (thirteen miles distant), which was
overrun by a jangal of jahu trees.
August 30
We followed the left bank of the Marv river, and journeyed through a jangal. Our route began gradually to be
agreeable; we passed through a flourishing tract, adorned with green crops and the tents of Turkmans, whose
labors in cultivation, with which they are familiar, were productive. The brooks of water branching from the river
enriched the fields. The Turkmans have not much money, but possess a considerable number of fat dumbas
(sheep), fine horses, and strong camels, which they call treasure: every family is furnished with about 200 or 300
quadrupeds.
We reached Marv, a distance of sixteen miles, where we were surrounded by a swarm of savage Turkmans,
who looked at us with wondering eyes. We met three taking a slave to Bokhara for sale. He was indulgently
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allowed to ride on horseback behind one of the Turkmans; the other two were stationed one on each side, lest he
might run away.
August 31
We recommenced our journey towards Sarahks, and passed on our road two dry, large roofed wells, dug by
Abdullah Khan. One of them was placed before the door of a handsome structure, which had fallen into decay.
There was lying on the ground the corpse of a man cut in two pieces, supposed to be a Turkman, killed, perhaps,
when asleep, by his slave, who escaped to his native country with the horse and arms belonging to his master.
We saw nine wells on the way, which were filled with dirt. We had loaded two camels with water at our last
station, with which we allayed our thirst in this parched desert. We put up in a chul, called Bacha Bagh, eighteen
miles distant.
September 1
We continued our march in the night through a jangal of large and thorny bushes: We saw no animals
excepting two hares. On our left hand, we had a grand sight of the Mashad Hills, also of the mirage, or surab,
which was in the same direction. There was no water on the road, nor anywhere we encamped. We put up in a
parched plain, twenty-two miles distant from our last station.
September 2
A march of thirteen hours, or twenty-eight miles, brought us to Sarakhs, where we gave water to our poor
animals, which had had none for two days. We met on the way a dry well, and three robbers on horseback, with
spears in their hands. Their horses were of beautiful symmetry. They remarked to our guide that they had just
returned from the frontier of Persia disappointed, not having been able to seize an asir, or slave. They also said
that their party consisted of seven persons, four of whom were seized by Qizal Bash, in an attack, from whom
they had escaped with great difficulty.
At eve we saw again four robbers, returning in the same manner, dejected, from Mashad. Their aspect,
manners and conversation with our party, evinced that they were alamans.
Our road for some distance lay through cane-plantations, and then over a table-land, as we were descending
into a very low country.
September 3, 4
We remained at Sarakhs, which is a very large place, inhabited by Turkmans, who live now independent; they
have been occasionally subject to the ruler of Khiva, and very rarely to that of Mashad. They have elected among
themselves a jury of twelve persons, and have consented to be guided by their advice, and that justice should be
administered in their name. They are called aqsaqal, which means, in Turkey, “silver beard.” There are very few
houses, which are of mud, irregularly built. The Turkmans occupy small and fine reed tents, which are beautifully
adorned inside with silken flowers; they stretched over an extensive plain, and numbered about 3,000.
The Turkmans make the doors of their tents opposite each other, by which means they generally have an open
square between them. Sarakhs contains fifty Jews and one Hindu, who are employed in traffic. There are about
1,500 Qizal Bash slaves, a great number of whom are chained, like criminals. The beauty of the slave-girls (who
are not less than a thousand) exposes them to the brutality of the Turkmans and their guests.
Sarakhs contained two mud forts, neatly built, one of which is situated upon a rising ground; it sends 4,000
horsemen in time of war, but they make no great stand, even against an inferior enemy. They have no large guns.
Mr. Wolff, the missionary, was taken prisoner by the people of Sarakhs, and released after two days, not being
considered of much value, as he told us, in Kabul.
September 5 to 7
Through fear of 700 alamans, who lately went to attack the suburbs of Mashad, our caravan stopped in
Sarakhs, where we were also frightened by a Turkman, who took us for spies; but he was conciliated by a small
present. We concealed our papers, and ceased to write or even speak with each other.
We heard that the Persian ambassador, on his way to Herat, was taken prisoner by the alamans of Sarakhs, who
always plunder on the road. He was lodged in a tent, like other prisoners, but not so badly treated. This shows the
spirit of the Turkmans, who dared to seize even the ambassador of Persia, while Abbas Mirza was himself present,
at the head of an army in Mashad.
September 8, 9
We were in Saraks, upon the return of the alamans from Mashad: their booty consisted of 115 slaves. Our pity
was excited by the shrieks of the poor children, some of whom were deprived of their clothes. What a weak spirit
the Persian ruler shows, in not checking this cruel practice of the Turkmans, who, after several days’ journey,
make inroads into the heart of the Mashad territory, and always return with impunity.
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The pony of Mr. Burnes, which was a great favorite of his, was stolen in the night, and we were afraid to
complain to the aqsaqal, as we might be known.
September 10
We were distressed to hear the screams of the slaves, who came to the grave of a saint, adjoining our camp,
imploring his mercy for their release. Grief makes men foolish, or they would have tried some means to escape,
rather than have recourse to a dead body, which can never set them free.
Previous to our arrival at Sarakhs, a slave having found a good opportunity, laid his master and wife dead on
the bed, mounted a smart horse, and ran away at midnight to Mashad. This circumstance caused all the Turkmans
to be cautious of their slaves, and also to treat them severely.
September 11
We moved from Sarakhs early in the morning, and having traversed an extensive plain, halted in a desert,
destitute of water, at twenty miles’ distance. At eve we were joined by some horsemen of Sarakhs, who came to
convey us as far as Darband Muzdaran, a range of high hills, which run between Khorasan and Persia. The
robbers generally conceal themselves in the cavities of this mountain, and attack the caravans suddenly. To guard
against an incident of this kind, all the people of the qafila loaded their guns, and drew sharp-edged swords, and
thus we began to travel. We passed the dry bed of a large stream, which in spring, rises from Herat, and wastes the
base of the Mashad hills. Jahu plants cover the ground, which are used as fuel.
September 12
A march in the night led us by a fine and clear rivulet, in which grass was growing six feet high. We ascended
the range of the Muzdaran Hills.
Our route was very pleasant, being through green valleys, in which were different-colored pebbles. At the base
of the Darband is situated a fort, which was formerly held by the Persians, but now is fallen to decay, from the
continual attacks of the Turkmans. There is a fine garden in its vicinity, which convinced me that Persia must be a
more agreeable country than the dry regions of Turkistan.
The orchard is furnished with a fountain, which throws out hot water, owing, it is said, to a miracle wrought by
Hazrat Ali. There was formerly a Persian guard, to protect passengers from the alamans; but a few days ago they
were invaded by the Turkmans, and deprived of their horses. The guard, being unable to contend with them any
longer, fled to Mashad.
We halted in an open field, twenty-six miles distant, which was surrounded at a distance by hills, and adorned
by a beautiful brook.
September 13
We traveled all night through the barren hills, and the dawn of day was anxiously expected by the whole party,
who appeared tired of the dark. We reached a fertile spot, a distance of thirty miles, where we rested till evening,
and then passed on our road through many villages spoiled by Turkmans.
Tibris, a fine walled village, contains very few inhabitants, who are harassed by the Tartars. Some time ago it
was destroyed by the alamans, and most of the residents made slaves. On our approach, the villagers ran up to us,
shedding a flood of tears, and called at once,
“Agha, Salam alai kum.” One was inquiring about his daughter, son, and wife; and another, about his brother,
sister, and father, in the hope of receiving a satisfactory answer, which we could not give, respecting their
relations detained in slavery.
About midnight, when winding our way along the bank of a small stream, amongst long grass, and in a dreary
valley, we were suddenly alarmed by the cry of “Alamans!”, upon which the caravan quickened its space, and
collected together in a compact circle: all the camels were sitting down, trembling, as if a ware of the danger. We
expected to be attacked by Turkmans: our horsemen, consequently, formed themselves into a line in front; but
after waiting a short time, we were agreeably surprised to find that there were no robbers, and the people we
suspected were families returning home, who were also afraid of us.
The spot where this occurred was very wild, and fitted for a chapaw, or attack; and as a large body of alamans
had lately been plundering near Mashad, we had some cause for alarm. This gave me an opportunity of seeing the
manner in which the preparations for the defense of a caravan were made. The scene was rather interesting than
otherwise, as several of our party had pistols without powder, and blunt swords, without courage to fight; so that,
had we been really attacked, much confusion and noise must have arisen from those foolish would-be heroes.
September 14
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A journey in the night brought us to the holy city of Mashad, where we found the gates shut up till eight
o’clock in the morning. This custom continued for a long time, on account .of the great fear of the alamans, who
generally attack the place the very moment the sun rises.
On our approach to the city, the people came to visit the caravan; they were all beautifully shaped and dressed,
which put us in mind of the showy people in India. We got first into an Uzbeg sarae; but having no room there,
we were obliged to go to another, which was next to it. Though the sarae was very small, yet it was thickly
peopled by cloth-merchants.
I attempted to examine the bath at Mashad, where none but Mohammedans are allowed to enter. I nearly risked
my character, as the merchants, who suspected me to be a Christian, in the late journey, were present; but, luckily
for me, they could not recognize me in the Persian attire, which I had purposely put on. I bathed, and was rubbed
with a hairy bag by a barber so swiftly, that I felt my body very light and healthy.
September 15
Mashad. We were called upon by Mrs. Shee, an Armenian lady, who, after the death of her former
Mohammedan husband, embraced Christianity, and married Captain Shee. She gave us a house near her own
residence, and entertained us with extreme civility. Captain Shee at that time was absent at Qochan.
In the evening, I had the pleasure of seeing the holy tomb of Imam Raza, which exceeds all my powers of
praise. The mosque is a very noble edifice; it is situated on the right of the Hazrat. There were many persons
there, arranged in rows, who were ardently engaged in their evening prayers, and I imitated them. The mode of
praying with these people is quite different from that of the Indian Shias. There hands hang down to their knees,
and their prayers begin and end in the name of “Amir ul Mominin Ali an vali Ullah”, which I never heard in India.
When I finished the prayers, as the other people did, I had the honor to enter the room where the holy body of
the Imam reposes. The place was full of men, and a very magnificent and awful appearance. The room was
lighted up by chandeliers, which brightened every spot.

At the head of the Imam was a party of old and respectable Sayads, who were engaged in the perusal of the
Qur’an.
The door of the room, where all the people are obliged to prostrate themselves, is almost entirely made of
silver. On my entering through the cell, a man with a green turban came to me and said, “Your pilgrimage to
Hazart will be acceptable, if you tell me to recite the Ziyarat Namah in your name before the grave,” which he
said was an important duty for the pilgrims. I gave him a couple of qaran, or silver coins, on which he first
brought me near the Pinjrah, a room made of gold and silver sticks, and then told me to kiss the lock which hung
upon the door. The lock is opened twice in a year, for the purpose of taking out the money which the pilgrims
throw upon the body of the Imam through the holes of the Pinjrah, or cage.
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The man read the Ziyarat Namah on the four sides of the grave; it contained numerous blessings upon the holy
souls of the descendants of Ali, and the names of fourteen Masums and twelve Imams; and many blessings upon
their godly souls, I took leave of the grave, after making a few bows, as the others did, and was very fortunate
indeed in not being known to the men of the shrine as a person of a different country.
September 16 to 22
We paid a visit to the young prince, Khusrau Mirza, the ruler of Mashad, and had the pleasure of viewing the
place, or arg, where the royal family resided. The place has a splendid appearance, but shows much decay. The
arg stands by itself, and is very strong, from being surrounded by a deep ditch, the back part of it is defended by
the weak wall of the city. Twelve guns may easily take the arg.
On the northern part of it is a very large depot of all kinds of military stores. A spirit of improvement has been
introduced there through the sagacity of European officers. Khusaru Mirza, the younger son of Abbas Mirza, is a
very good-looking prince; he is accustomed to speak quickly, which all Persian princes think characteristic of the
royal family. He in his early age was sent to St Petersburg, to make an apology for the murder of the Russian
embassy at Tehran, which happened in the following manner:
The gentlemen of the Russian mission resolved to gain the freedom of a Georgian woman, who had been taken
a slave, and sold to some nobleman at Tehran. Instead of applying to her master, they determined to get her away
by force when an opportunity occurred. She had embraced the Mohammedan religion, and married a man of rank,
by whom she had a number of children.
Though averse to the design of the Russians, she was seized on her way to the bath. Upon this a quarrel took
place among the Persians and Russians, and both parties prepared to fight. The Russians fired, and killed many
Persians, who, however, afterwards were victors, and also guilty of the ambassador’s murder. The Shah, though
he endeavored to prevent the tumult, and the attack upon the persons of the mission, could not control the
violence of the people.
On the arrival of Khusrau Mirza in Russia, the report of the beauty of his features and person made a great
noise; and the Empress paid him a visit, and treated him with great honor and distinction. It is said that she asked
the prince what had induced him to trouble himself to make such a long journey:
“I am come to see the Emperor, and to ask pardon for the massacre of the Russian embassy,” replied the
prince.
“The affair which has caused you the fatigue of such a long journey is a trifle, not worthy of the Emperor’s
notice,” was the reply of the Empress.
She affected the prince much by procuring the pardon of the murder at Tehran, and by resigning the claim of
Russia to Tabriz, along with 200,000,000 rupees, which the Persians had promised to pay the Russian
government, according to the late treaty made during the war. The man who gave me this information told me
(whether truly or not, I cannot say) that the prince was not allowed to see the Emperor for forty days.
The inhabitants of Mashad were delighted to hear that the strong fort of Qochan had been taken. All the shops
were decorated with handsome bottles, filled with green and red water, which, having a lamp placed at the back of
them, had a beautiful appearance. In the company of Mr. Burnes and Dr. Gerard, I had the pleasure of seeing the
illumination in the bazaar, which put me in mind of the night of the Divali, a particular feast among the Indian
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Hindus. We passed through the Khayaban Pain, where we visited the paper image of Umar, containing fireworks,
and which was afterwards blown up by the people, with the following cry:
“Sir bad zat Umar shikast,” or, “The head of the unfaithful Umar is broken.”
Umar was one of the favorites of Mohammed, and considered by the Sunnis a successor of the prophet, which
the Persians do not believe. This scene was strange, and showed what bigoted principles the Persians entertain,
compared with the Sunni sect, who only admit the three friends of Mohammed to have succeeded him, while his
heroic son-in-law, named Hazrat Ali, was left on the brink of disappointment.
September 23
We quitted Mashad early in the morning, and took the road to the camp of H.R.H. Abbas Mirza. Our route was
pleasant. The villages are surrounded with mud walls, which looked very conspicuous in the vast plain; they are
situated in the vicinity of the Muzdaran Hills, which extended on both. sides of the road, and in the vicinity of
Nishapur; they are always covered with snow.
We put up in the open air near Mirabad, a strong fort belonging to Raza Quli Khan. The distance of our
journey was estimated at forty miles. It was a very cold night, and the thermometer stood at 29 degrees.
September 24
We passed on our way many inhabited villages; the land around promised to reward the labors of the
cultivators. The people of the village, according to the custom of Khorasan, were summoned by Raza Quli Khan
to defend the fort of Qochan against the Persian army. The road was dry, and the day sultry.
We chose our ground under the walls of Shor Chasham, at a distance of thirty-two miles. Here we saw a few
people living in huts, who had neither barley for our horses, nor bread for us. We were, however, lucky in meeting
a man, from whom we purchased plenty of peaches.
September 25
We marched early in the morning, and met several persons going to Mashad, through a regular desert. After
noon, we reached the camp in Qochan, where we were welcomed by Captain Shee, a British officer of the Madras
establishment. He ordered a tent to be pitched for me, where, in company with Dr. Gerard, he came to see me, and
said he would joyfully provide me with everything I wanted. He told me a great deal about the battle, and said
what a strong place the fort of Qochan is, and how near he had made the trenches. I did not doubt the warlike
spirit of this gentleman, whom I consider the best rider among all the Europeans I know.\fn{ A note here reads: Dr.
Gerard has since died}
September 26 to 28.
Qochan. H.R.H. Abbas Mirza ordered that a Persian soldier should be shot from the mouth of a gun. He was a
deserter, and lately in the service of Raza Quli Khan, who is also known by the name of Ilkhani. When he was
brought to the mouth of the gun, luckily for him, the prince happened to come to the spot, and pardoned him.
September 29
Mr. Burnes, at noon, started for the Caspian Sea: this unexpected separation was very much felt by me. He sat
a long time in my tent, and talked kindly with me. He gave me a certificate and an official letter to Government.
He said that he was pleased with my conduct, and would assist me as much as he could. I accompanied him about
two miles, where he squeezed my hand, and said he would be happy to hear of my safe arrival in India.
“Adieu, Mohun Lal, and take care of your head,” said he.
I returned to my quarters along with Mr. Borowski, a Polish gentleman in Abbas Mirza’s service. He is as bold,
enterprising, and brave an officer as I have seen among the Europeans.\fn{ A note reads: This gentleman was killed at
Herat}
In the company of a Persian gentleman, I proceeded into the fort of Qochan, which was filled with Russian
soldiers. There was nothing remarkable in it; but misery appeared everywhere; dust covered the shops, and
melancholy was marked on the features of the merchants.
Khabushan or Qochan is noted for the murder of Nadir Shah. Fatah Ali Shah resolved to take this fort; he came
at the head of a numerous army, but returned disappointed.
September 30
After the day appeared, in company with Mr. Shee, we bent our route towards the turquoise mines, and reached
Sultan Maidan before sunset, a distance of thirty-two miles. On the road, we passed a number of rich villages. The
country is called Kurdistan, and is governed by Ilkhani. Sultan Maidan was taken by the Persians, after a siege of
a whole month, which shows it to have been a strong place. The walls are now destroyed. The houses are two
stories high. The villagers were extremely poor and oppressed; they, however, provided us with all sorts of
necessaries.
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October 1
A march of twenty miles brought us to the village called Madan, which is upon lofty ground. It is surrounded
with beautiful orchards, in which the sweet melody of the nightingales was heard. The people of the hamlet were
more civilized and better dressed than those of India. They received us in a very ceremonious manner, and gave
us a house decorated with fine carpets. We lived comfortably, and were entertained with delicate victuals. On the
road, we passed through many villages, where the people presented us with delicious melons, milk, and bread.
October 2
We continued in Madan, and set out to examine the turquoise or firozah mines, which are situated in the
declivity of a mountain, two miles from the village.
We found the ascent gradual, but the descent very sudden; at last we reached the mouth of a cavern, which had
been dug for the extraction of the gems, and entered it, descending amongst heaps of rubbish and masses of rock,
till we could no longer see our way; but when the light appeared, we had a view of the curious subterranean cave,
the roof of which was composed of enormous pieces of black rock, which looked as if they were ready to fall and
crush us.
The firozah stratum was not plentiful in this mine; it appeared in some places in very narrow seams. There
were many different minerals intermixed with the firozah, and most part of the rock contained iron ore, which
sparkled when broken.
Having collected some specimens in this mine, we proceeded to see others—climbing a steep hill, and then
descending into a valley, passing over many heaps of rubbish, which had been thrown out of the mines. We then
entered a spacious chamber, with a high roof, and appearance of which reminded me of the tales in the Arabian
Nights’ Entertainments. The firozah here was very abundant, and ran along the walls in veins, or spots, like
bunches of grapes. In the roof of this grotto were seen very delicate hues, resembling that of lapis lazuli, which
comes from Badakhshan, and is exported to Russia. This blue color was owing to the verdigris or copperas, and
had a sharp, acid taste: perhaps it may be this copperas that gives the beautiful color to the firozah gems. We also
discovered alum, and a yellow substance, which appeared like sulfur.
This mine has not been worked for some time past. The people of Madan content themselves with searching
among the old fragments, rather than being at the trouble or expenses of making new excavations, which might
reward their labor. We visited many other places, which had been dug for firozah, and at last arrived at a mine
where the workmen were extracting the precious stone.
The operations are very rude; many of the firozahs are broken and overlooked. Only fragments of the firozah,
which in former times had been dug out by some enterprising miners, were found here, which, after being brought
out of the mine by the workmen, were examined, and such as seemed to contain the stone were separated and
carried away on men’s backs, or on mules, to a stream of water, and there washed, by being trodden upon; when,
after some hours, the blue color of the firozah was visible, and the dross or rubbish being turned over and over, all
the pieces of the gem that were of value were picked out, and put into an old shoe. We did not observe any of
much value: the produce altogether was insignificant, but when extracted from the rock that contains them, and
polished a little, a large profit is realized on them.
These mines are monopolized by the inhabitants of the village of Madan, who are jealous of strangers, and
wish to keep all the produce to themselves. Their working implements being few and weak, the full value of the
mines is not appreciated by them. Sometimes water flows out of the rock, and puts a stop to further progress. By
the employment of gunpowder, and skilful miners from Europe, a large revenue might be derived by the Persian
government; but the proprietors are afraid to spend much money in making discoveries, lest the avarice of the
king or governors of Khorasan should lead them to claim a part; and whenever a valuable firozah is found, it is
carried to some foreign country, for fear of its being seized; consequently, there are few good firozahs to be
obtained in Mashad.
The miners, also, are acquainted with the value of the stones, as their hue is so delicate, that it is affected by
changes in the weather, and a gem, which looks beautiful one day, loses its color the next. When dipped in water,
they assume a fine, bright, blue tinge: this method is often adopted to deceive the unwary travelers. The gems are
always sold in parcels containing good and bad, and at times turn out a profitable speculation; at others, they are a
loss to the purchasers. The proprietors of the mines are so jealous of foreigners, that they run away from their
villages, when anyone arrives who wishes to visit the place, as we experienced.
The mode of cutting the firozah is very simple; it is done by means of a small wheel, which is turned by one
hand while the stone is applied by the other, till sufficiently polished. It is then fixed to the end of a small piece of
stick, with sealing-wax, and exposed for sale.
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October 3
After finishing our repast, we took leave of Madan, and passing on the road several rich villages, we arrived at
a hamlet called Darakht Jauz, a distance of twenty-five miles. The place (I would call it a specimen of paradise)
was almost hidden under lofty mountains, which commanded a view of beautiful gardens, full of delicious fruits.
In the company of a Persian gentleman, I entered a meadow, where I beheld small green trees, loaded with
peaches. I ate a few of them, and found my breath very fragrant. Walnuts abound in this spot; we were presented
with some by the villagers.
Previous to our arrival at the camp, we happened to pass a salt-mine, which was excavated in the side of a
mountain. After ascending about 1,000 paces, we began to descend into a cavern, which appeared to be neglected.
The salt is quite white, and if it were monopolized, and worked regularly, it would be more profitable to
government than that of the Punjab. We observed two caves rudely dug, the salt on the roof of which glittered like
pieces of crystal.
October 4
A march of twenty-five miles brought us to a village named Firozah. Our route was terribly fatiguing, through
the gorges of rugged hills. I dismounted from my horse, and commenced climbing the ascent of the mountain,
over which we traveled nearly two hours, and then fell into a plain, where we breakfasted. It was dark when we
arrived in the village, where the people refused to supply us with provisions. We went to bed quite hungry, but our
horses were lucky in getting plenty of grass.
October 5
We traveled after sunrise, and reached the city of Mashad, forty-eight miles, before five o’clock in the noon.
After crossing hillocks, we came into the plains, where we passed a hamlet surrounded with black tents. They
were occupied by shepherds, whom we asked to give barley to our horses. They refused it, notwithstanding we
offered them money.
On our road we came to a roofed cistern of fine water, made by Mohammed Ali. From this place we perceived
the gilt cupola of Imam Raza’s tomb, six miles distant.
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Mr. Shee asked us to live with him, but Mr. Gerard refused, on account of his having a family. However, he
pitched tents for us, and entertained us in a very hospitable manner.
October 6.
Mashad. His Royal Highness Abbas Mirza\fn{ 1789-1833, reigned from 1797:H} made his entry into Mashad. The
inhabitants anxiously climbed on the broken walls and roofs to see the cortege. He was mounted on a common
horse, surrounded by a few men on foot, who conversed with him as he went along. He had not a single symbol of
royalty, and looked not equal to the least chief under the Punjab sovereign. He passed through a regular company,
who saluted him with forty-eight guns. Their dress was poor and dirty, and their arms were covered with rust. I
had heard the Persian dynasty praised, but it appeared nothing on examination. I imagine that true regal pomp is
only seen in the court of the Punjab ruler, whose name struck my ears everywhere, even in the deserts of
Turkistan. Many people imagined that Ranjit Singh was the only King of India.
October 7 to 9
Mashad. The Persian soldiers were now seen on every spot; the baths and shops were shut up on account of
their misconduct. Their caps were ragged, and their faces colored by dust
Before evening His Royal Highness Abbas Mirza hurried down towards Sarakh, and the whole army, without
any British officer, followed him next morning.
When we had finished our repast, we went with Captain Shee to see Yar Mohammed Khan, vazir of Herat. He
had a shawl turban on his head, and small bottle of snuff in this hand. He came a little distance to receive us, and
all the time we sat with him, he conversed with Mr. Gerard in a most friendly, cordial, and respectful manner. He
presented us with sugar and tea, and said that his master, Prince Kamran, wished to be friendly with the British
Government, and with that view he had commenced a correspondence with the Governor-General of India,
through Captain Wade, the political agent at Lodiana. He has sent two fine horses, with a few beautiful carpets,
for his lordship. The Shah, he said, would be very glad to see us in Herat, and would treat us with the utmost favor
and honor, because Dr. Gerard would be a powerful medium to effect a friendship between the two governments.
Yar Mohammed Khan told us that Shah Shuja, in Lodiana. had solicited British aid for the recovery of his
throne at Kabul, and received for answer, that if he continued to be a friend to, Shah Kamran, of course he might
be assisted by the English power. In consequence of this, Shah Shuja has lately sent a letter to him, and also to his
master telling them to write to the British Government, that the Prince of Herat and Shah Shuja were great friends
to each other. He mentioned the navigation of the Indus, for which the Scindis had formed a friendship with the
English, and he repeatedly said that the people of Herat were anxious to follow their example.
Before evening we went to see Mohammed Mirza (the present king of Persia), the eldest son of His Royal
Highness Abbas Mirza. Mr. Borowski spoke with him in a friendly manner. The younger prince, Khusrau Mirza,
who sat next to his brother, came out of the chamber, and stood respectfully before him, below the rail, to answer
a plaintiff in the court, who was considered a criminal for speaking against such a worthy prince, and was put in a
dungeon. He was bastinadoed, but released at the intercession of Mr. Borowski, who has great influence in Abbas
Mirza’s court, and was appointed commander-in-chief of the army in the battle of Sarakh.
October 10 to 19
Having visited Sahan, I passed through Bala Khayaban, which has a small population. There were no splendid
shops, but a few occupied by blacksmiths and grass-sellers. On both sides of the bazaar were some buildings and
beautiful colleges; a dirty canal ran in the center of the road. The wall of the city stands very near the graves
which surround the edifices in Mashad.
Mr. Gerard told me to go to Vazir Yar Mohammed Khan, who received me kindly. His conversation with me
was full of kindness and cordiality. The repast was brought, and on my refusing to eat it, he asked me the reason. I
answered, that I never ate anything till I used my customary medicine. This weak apology seemed to satisfy the
wazir, who said he was very sorry to eat alone. It was difficult for me to refuse civilities from people whose habits
I disliked, and thus I encountered great inconveniences. He inquired the shape of the English guns, and whether
Ranjit Singh’s power or that of the British was strongest. I replied,
“O wazir, though Ranjit Singh is not so powerful as the English, still he remains their only antagonist in the
whole of India.”
The rumor arrived that the Persians had taken Sarakh, and that the Turkmans, with their women, were taken
prisoners by the soldiers. The females suffered disgrace, and one of the Jews, a slave-dealer in Sarakhs, was
ordered to be blown up, and his property was plundered by the sarbaza or soldiers.
October 20 to 24
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I met Muza Musa, the Wazir of Khorasan, in Yar Mohammed Khan’s house. He was sent by Abbas Mirza to
ask the wazir, whether Sher Mohammed Khan Sardar, his brother, at the head of an army, was coming towards
Mashad to fight with him, or to assist him against Turbat. They talked a long time in whispers, and afterwards left
each other. The wazir gave me a letter of recommendation to his brother at Herat, and supplied us with an escort.
Yar Mohammed Khan, who was made the Wazir of Herat three years ago, is a good-looking personage, and a
perfectly polite gentleman. He oppressed the people, but is liberal to his relations. He is known to be brave, and a
good warrior. He manages all the affairs of Herat, and is invested with ample power; the king, I heard, is a mere
cipher.
On my return, I perceived a Sarakh Turkman—a man of gigantic stature—a fugitive from that fort, pinioned
and guarded by Persian soldiers. He was caught on the road by a groom, and made a prisoner.
We were now tired of Mashad, and our money was expended. In Bala Khayaban we paid a visit to a dirty and
ruined place where the bones of the famous Nadir Shah reposed. There are no relics of the tomb. His remains
were dug out, and taken by Agha Mohammed Khan, who was made an eunuch by him, and afterwards appointed
head of the Khojahs in his palace, or haramsarae; but, in reality, he underwent this cruelty that he might die
without issue, who perhaps would have made a claim to the throne of Persia. He was master of Fatah Ali Shah,
who, in Agha Mohammed’s lifetime, was only called Baba Khan Sardar.
The bones of Nadir Shah are buried now beneath the door of the Perisan court in Tehran, and are trodden upon
by every individual who enters it. Such was the result of his oppressive conduct towards the people he conquered,
that Agha Mohammed Khan harbored a revengeful spirit against him, and, leveling his tomb to the ground,
exposed his limbs to the indignity of being trodden under the feet of the common people.
October 25 to 31
I was sitting in the shop of Sayad Mehdi, a draper, who had once been in India, and, as we were speaking the
language of that country, the passengers stopped, and exclaimed, that “sweet was our conversation”. They asked
for an employment under me, to go to Kashmir, which they called “sighing for a place of beauty”.
On my return, I visited a sayad, who was speaking with person in Persian, whom I thought to be an Indian. He
came to me, and asked for something, which I gave him. Next day he called at my tent, and described the
countries where he had traveled. He praised Shiraz much, which excited my desire to see the place. He was a
talkative man, and an inhabitant of Lucknow.
We prepared to start for Herat, escorted by Wazir Yar Mohammed Khan’s men; but Khusrau Mirza, the
governor of Mashad, prevented us from going, setting forth the difficulty and danger of the road. It was merely a
polite pretence, as, in reality, he thought we should become friends with Prince Kamran, before Abbas Mirza
settled the affair of Herat.
The Mohammedans in Mashad, who became friendly with me, though they knew that I was a stranger, having
no prejudices, were exceedingly delighted by my Persian knowledge, which they considered peculiar to their
tribe. One Persian, who was respected by the party, sighed, and said, if I would be a Shia, or follower of Ali, he
would willingly marry me to his daughter, who would be the mistress of a great fortune after his death. I smiled;
and he again said to me,
”Do not you think that the enlightened creed of the Shias will place you in heaven? You will gain nothing in
other creeds, but repentance.”
I said, in reply that the parents who reared me, with great troubles, expected some service in return from me,
when they were old, and I had done nothing for them yet. If I were to stay here, for the sake of beauty and money,
without discharging my filial duty, how could I become a happy man? These words made a strong impression
upon his heart. He squeezed my hands, and said, A frin, or, “Glory upon your thoughts”. He presented me with a
beautiful inkstand of Isfahan, and said that he hoped to see me again.
Before sunset, the Turkmans of Sarakh were brought prisoners to Mashad. They were naked and barefooted,
and tied by a rope to each other. A Persian, mounted on horseback, was uttering the following speech with a loud
voice:
“O God, make Nayab Saltanat the renowned conqueror of the world. O God, by the aid of Panjtan, render
Nayab Saltanat superior of all, as he has released the Mohammedan slaves.” The men and women, with their little
children, who covered almost the face of the roofs, shops, and streets, answered the horseman, “Amin” (or “be it
so”), with the blessing,
“Long live the deliverer of helpless slaves, honored with the crown of glory.”
November 1
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I had the honor to visit, in the evening, the holy sepulcher of Imam Raza, and the great mosque, which was
crowded by a multitude of people. A venerable person was at the head of the men, and behind him was a boy,
thirteen years old, reciting the evening prayers in a sweet tone. The other people followed his example, sitting and
standing in an attitude of devotion.
There was an inhabitant of Kashmir, who, suspecting I was not a native, came to me; but when he saw me
reciting the prayers in the first line behind the priest, he appeared amazed. When the prayers were finished, I
made him a salaam, and he slowly replied,
“Masha Allah.”
November 2
In our neighborhood the wedding of a beautiful girl took place, and our ears were deafened by the songs, cries,
laughing of those celebrating the nuptials.
November 3 to 10
Dr. (afterwards Sir John) Macneill,\fn{ 1795-1883} the Assistant Envoy to Tehran,\fn{W says: “From 1824 to 1835, he
was attached to the East India Company's legation in Persia, at first in medical charge, and latterly as political assistant to the Minister,
John Macdonald Kinneir, in which post he displayed great ability. On 30 June 1835, he was appointed secretary of the special embassy sent
to Tehran under Henry Ellis to congratulate Mohammad Shah Qajar on his accession to the Persian throne. McNeill received permission to
wear the Persian Order of the Lion and the Sun of the first class, and on his return home in the spring of 1836, he anonymously published a
startling anti-Russian pamphlet, Progress and Present Position of Russia in the East. From 1836 to 1844, McNeill was an envoy to
Persia.”} arrived at Mashad with an embassy for His Royal Highness Abbas Mirza. He came to see Dr. Gerard, in

our house, and talked to me very kindly. In his company we set out to visit the Turkmans of Sarakh.
No-one was allowed to go inside the gaol, but, as we were high guests, the door was instantly opened to us.
The dungeon was so narrow and small, that the unfortunate families sat on each other. The shrieks of the little
children, along with those of their parents, caused by starvation, excited the pity of all. Some of them had a few
pieces of carpet cloth, and few balls of silk, which they bartered with the Persian soldiers for a bit of bread. This
traffic continued a little time through the holes in the walls of the prison. Sometimes the poor prisoners were
cruelly deceived, and got nothing from the people in return for their property. The cold wind and rain pierced their
naked and sickly bodies. There were dead camels and horses lying on the ground, whose rotten flesh was eaten by
the hungry Turkmans, who were covered with mud, and the blood of the dead animals. It was a very dreadful
scene indeed. Though the Turkmans had attacked the Persians, and made them slaves, yet still they treated them
well, for fear of their falling into low spirits and sickness, which would have diminished their value. Undoubtedly,
their punishment exceeded their crime.
Among these prisoners was a young, tall, stout, man, named Adinah Qurt, the son of Mohammed Vardi. He
was the guide of our caravan from Bokhara to Mashad, and we felt ourselves bound to get him released from the
prince. Mr. Gerard and Dr. Macneill both applied to His Royal Highness for the freedom of our old friend, which
he graciously promised after investigating his history.
November 11 to15
We sent a man to Dr. Macneill with letters to the camp of His Royal Highness, which was on the route to
Turbat, where we were summoned also a few days after. We were delighted to receive a kind letter from Major
(afterwards Sir John) Campbell, the British ambassador to the court of Persia in Tehran. He sent orders to the
Hindu merchants, both in Mashad and Kabul, to supply us with money. However, I was quite sorry to remain so
long in Mashad.
November 16 to 21
It rained and snow covered the ground. We met Yar Mohammed Khan on the route to the great mosque, where
he would not let us dismount from our horses, in order that we might not have the trouble of remounting them. He
stood on foot, and talked about an hour.
We had a sight of the ice-wall of the Nishapur Hills, which looked beautiful, being covered with a pure white
sheet of snow.
I was informed by a respectable Mohammedan, that eight years ago, when a wall of the temple of Imam Raza
was going to be repaired, a room was discovered full of books, which Mirza Hidayatulla, the head priest, tried to
read, but could not: the letters, he said, were neither Arabic nor Persian, but some strange character.
November 22 to 28
When I got up in the morning, I was quite surprised, on casting my eyes upon the walls and houses, to see
them thickly covered with snow. People with spades were employed to remove the snow from the roofs and walls,
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and at last, when it was gathered and thrown into a heap, it looked like white hillocks. There was not a span of
ground which was not silvered with ice.
Mr. Beke started this morning for Europe, and bade me farewell in a most friendly manner.
The city of Mashad is surrounded by a weak wall and a small ditch. It has eight gates, two of which are
blocked up. It is called Mashad-i-moqaddas (or Holy Mashad), from its being the burial-place of Imam Raza, the
descendant of Mohammed and Ali. His sepulcher is a magnificent edifice, and is situated in the heart of the city.
Towards the foot of the grave there is a bazaar, called Pain Khayaban, and one on the side of the head named Bala
Khayaban. The latter bazaar is not inhabited; it is occupied by shops like the former one. These two bazaars
project from the gates of the sahan (terrace), and always contain a crowd of people. The third gate of the sahan
commands a beautiful sight of the magnificent bazaar, which has a romantic aspect.
Every shop is hid under gaudy and splendid chintzes of French and English manufacture. Coarse Russian
articles are seen in great quantity, but look ugly. The bazaar is shaded with wood and mats, which exclude the rays
of the sun. The saqqab khanah, or watering-place, stands in the bosom of the sahan, over a canal, which forms
two semicircles, extending towards the two above-mentioned khayabans. It was built by Nadir Shah, and is now
nearly reduced to decay.
Harun Rashid is buried near the silver door of the shrine, under the feet of Imam Raza, and his head is trodden
by the feet of pilgrims, who visit the holy tomb.
When Alexander flourished, he happened, it is said, to pass through Khorasan, and encamped in the place
where the city of Mashad is erected, and pitched his tent on the very spot where the bones of Imam Raza now
repose. It is added that Alexander, when asleep, had a dream, which inspired him with terror. He started, rose
suddenly, and immediately sent for the wazir, Aristotle, who, when acquainted with the dream, said to Alexander,
that a holy man would be buried on this spot. He built a quadrangular edifice, with an inscription, to let posterity
know what was foretold by his wazir. Imam Raza was poisoned in the very A.H. 203, and buried within the same
walls which had been built by Alexander.
*
The wazir of Sultan Sanjar, the king of Marv, who reigned 700 years ago, had a beautiful son, who was
afflicted with leprosy. His high situation prevented the government from banishing him from the country, as they
do all lepers; the ruler, therefore, ordered him to choose a permanent place out of the city of Marv, where he
passed his time in hunting expeditions.
One morning, when he went to the chase, he beheld a handsome deer; he ran a hard struggle, the poor animal
reached the suburbs of Mashad, where the horse of the hunter would not put another step forward. The rider was
obliged to dismount, where he was told by somebody, that there was a grave of a holy man, and that it was
disrespectful to go near it on horseback. Upon hearing this, he offered prayers, and implored Imam Raza to .take
away the disorder. His entreaties were effectual, and his leprosy disappeared, without leaving a single mark on his
person.
*
The colleges in Mashad are, first, Mirza Salah; second, Haji Hasan; third, Mulla Mohammed; fourth, Fazil
Khan; fifth, Mulla Haji; sixth, Mirza Jafar; seventh, Madrasah of Saduddin, situated in Pain Khayaban.
I accompanied a Persian gentleman to the Madrashah of Abdul Khan, where I saw a few boys reading, some in
one part of the Madrasah, and some in another. A number of books, with their leaves separated, were lying on
mats, and covered with dust. I said to my companion:
“Why do not these students keep their books in niches or on shelves?”
He replied, that 1he master of the college had neither niches nor shelves, because be thought it improper to
place books on shelves, beyond the sight of the students, who, perhaps, might fancy it a trouble to get up to take
the books from off them.
To the north-west of the mausoleum of Imam Raza stands a very conspicuous college, two stories high, which
is not entirely finished. The present king of Persia founded this Madrasah, and sent money to his sons, or the
rulers of Khorasan, to build the place; but their sordid avarice did not permit them to supply the Madrasah with
funds, and thereby carry into effect the good intentions of their father. This college is always crowded with
barbers and watermen, instead of students; such is the covetousness and carelessness of the government.
Gauhar Shad, a relation of the great Taimur, constructed a very lofty gilt dome, which stands over the tomb of
Imam Raza, and is seen by travelers twelve miles from the city of Mashad.
The country of Mashad is not fertile, and has very barren suburbs. There are neither gardens, nor is the land
much cultivated, yet the exertion of the husbandmen supplies the citizens, who fill these stores. The fruits in
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Mashad are brought from the neighboring hills, and fill the shops of Pain Khayaban till the end of April, when the
weather is like the winter of India.
The trade of Bokhara with Persia has rendered Mashad the most populous and wealthy city in Khorasan. The
lambskin of Qara Qul, a village in Bokhara, are highly valued in Persia. They are used for caps, which have a
beautiful shape, and are much better than those to the Tartars. The rich men of Persia, who are fond of showy
dress, generally kill a pregnant sheep, the skin of the young of which is afterwards taken off, and covered with
cloth and cotton, to prevent the effects of the sun and air. The skin of such a young lamb is delicate, soft, and
light. The finest lambskin cap is valued in Tehran, and other places in Persia, at thirty rupees. The caravan of
Bokhara, which frequents Mashad during the course of the year, brings considerable quantities of these skins.
The shawls of Kirman, and the sugar of Yazd, are the most important articles of sale in Mashad. The green tea
comes from Bombay, and the black from Russia; but the former is cheap, and liked by the inhabitants. The French
chintzes, &c., are showy, and of high price. The English chintzes, on account of their cheapness, are a good deal
used, and much more showy than the Russian chintzes. The latter are dear, and not beautiful. The shawls of
Kirman are exported to Turkistan, and there used for turbans. The finest shawls, which are called maharmat, sell
for thirty rupees. They are made of Kashmir wool.
The people of Mashad, though fair, are not handsome. The natives of Tehran and Tabrez, who reside here, are
beautiful. Their dress is delicate. The sleeves of their qaba, or coat, are tight, like those of the people of Lahor.
They are clean, polite, ceremonious, and much more genteel than the Afghans and Uzbegs, who are rude in their
living as well as attire.
In short, the Persians are next to the Indians in everything, and above other nations, except Europeans. All
ranks in Persia keep boys in their service, to bring water and the qalian. A boy of sixteen or seventeen years of
age, named Haidur Ali, in the service of Abbas Mirza, became very intimate with me when we went to pay a visit
to his royal highness. We were anxious to see him, and tried to have a discourse with him, but without success, as
his absence for a minute (as I heard from other people) was known to the prince, who would not allow him to go
anywhere alone.
At last we began to correspond, which is considered as a half-meeting. One morning he sent me a Russian box
to put a paper in, with a promise that he would come to my tent in the evening. I sent him my very best thanks,
along with a beautiful silk sheet of Bokhara, which he received very civilly. He came when dark to my tent, and
stopped and talked for two hours. His countenance was grateful, and his elevated eyebrows over his heavy
eyelashes looked very singular and charming. His white cheeks and ruby lips shewed the delicacy of all his limbs.
His curled locks, behind his ears, hung on a marble neck, and his eyes were azure.
I have never seen a boy of such beautiful appearance and elegant manners. When he took leave of me, he said
he hoped that we should meet again. We rose up and kissed each other, according to the custom or Persia. I
praised his locks, which hung like black snakes on his white face; he laughed and repeated the following verse.
The lock of the Persian and the waist of the Indian are curling.

“Adieu, my dear Mirza,” were his last words when he left me.
November 29
We took our leave of the holy city of Mashad for Mahmudabad, where Dr. Macneill was with His Royal
Highness, and Captain Shee came a little way with us. When he took leave, he squeezed my hand, and said he
hoped I should have a pleasant journey to India.
The sun began to lose its warmth, and we galloped our horses towards Sangbast, twenty-four miles distance.
All the road was covered with thick bed of snow in which our horses sunk to their knees. Night overtook us, and
we had not fallen in with our servants or our baggage. Though we were ignorant of the road, yet we were lucky
enough to reach Sangbast safe, at dark, after crossing a rivulet.
Dr. Gerard was sick and tired, and sat on the ground, holding the bridle of his horse, while I began to search
for our servants, but. could not find them. I bought barley for our horses from a needy Persian soldier, to whom
Dr. Gerard paid ten rupees for a draught of water and a piece of bread.
We passed the night very uncomfortably, sleeping upon frozen ground. Our neighbors were Persian soldiers,
who stole the bridles, &c. off our horses. Sangbast is a very cold place; because two stones will stick to each other
from the extreme cold, therefore it is called Sangbast.
November 30
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We got up in the morning, and came back to Mashad, and did not meet any of our servants. We stopped in a
tailor’s house, named Rajab Ali, who provided us with warm clothes, and behaved very respectfully to us. We
hired a man whom we sent to seek our servants. He found them wandering in a snowy valley. At length they
reached Mashad, tired, and almost frozen to death.
My Indian servant, who was used to a hot climate, suffered severely from the snow, so that his feet and hands
were benumbed, and he had lost his spirit and senses. After two days he recovered, and crying said,
“This is not a country, but hell, created by the devil, and not by Almighty God.”
December 1 to 4
We continued in Mashad on account of Dr. Gerard’s illness, and thought of removing towards Turbat, to the
camp of Abbas Mirza. Captain Shee, who came to see us, said that he would give us one of his servants to
conduct us to Turbat. We brought two pony-loads of barley for our horses, and also other necessaries, and we
purchased a great quantity of charcoal, tea, and sugar, for ourselves.
December 5
We were very happy to leave Mashad, accompanied by a European sergeant, in the service of the Honorable
Company,\fn{The Honourable East India Company was its official title:H } lately in Persia with hig Royal Highness Abbas
Mirza. Captain Shee came with us about three miles, and on leaving us, to return to the city, wished us a
successful journey. The clouds threatened a fall of snow, which was already six inches deep on the ground. We
passed on the road two ruined buildings, and about evening we got into Sharifabad, a small village, twenty-four
miles’ distance, the boundary of Turbat.
It is fortunate in having a very good caravanserai, which was covered with snow. Our baggage and servants
were loaded with icicles. My face was secured by a skin cap, of peculiar shape, which created a laughter among
the other travelers. It was made in a form of my own invention, and covered all my head, ears, and neck, except
the eyes.
December 6
A march of sixteen miles brought us to Kafur Qilah, a small village, on a rising ground. There were no
inhabitants, except a few Persian soldiers, who had caused the devastation of the village. The doors and rafters of
the houses were burnt.
On leaving Sharifabad, we took a guide, who was ignorant of the road, and after traversing a snowy path for
six miles, we were brought back to the very spot where we had been the night preceding. The poor creature was
unmercifully whipped by Sergeant Ditchfield, who made him go to a village called Gumbazdaraz, whence we
took a man to Dilbaran. The people of these villages were in good circumstances, but dirty. They received us very
respectfully; and presented us with fine cheese, bread, meat, and beautiful qalians.
We arrived in Kafar Qilah near sunset; the snow was up to the stirrups of our saddles on the road. The loaded
ponies tumbled down, and being buried in the snow, were taken out with difficulty.
December 7
We traveled from Kafar Qilah on a good road, and passed near a caravanserai, named Kami, which was
handsomely built. We joined the artillery on a small hill, covered with snow. The guns were drawn by ten horses,
but their drivers were unskillful. The guns were sent from Mashad, to join the army of Abbas Mirza, at Turbat,
from whence he intended to march against Herat. We came upon an extensive plain, and saw numerous villages
buried in snow.
On our arrival at Fakhrabad, thirty-two miles distant, we found the place almost filled with soldiers. The
village has two walls, between which lies a large space, overlooked by small houses of two stories high; at the
back of the houses is a deep ditch, which was full of snow. The other wall, which stands inside of the outer one,
has the shape of a small fort, outside of which the inhabitants reside. They sat on the walls, and told the soldiers
they would open the gate on condition of their swearing not to touch their property and families. This being
agreed to, the gate was opened, when the lying Persians fell upon the houses like a swarm of locusts, and got
possession of provisions by force. The village contained grass for 10,000 horses, and barley for 5,000. There were
no goats or sheep, but a considerable number of cows.
December 8
We journeyed from Fakhrabad a little while over snowy plains, and then began to ascend the hills, the tops of
which were white. Among these hills is situated a small caravanserai, near a ruined village, where we were happy
to receive letters from Dr. Macneill.
On our descent from the mountains, we came into plains almost covered with mud forts. The number of the
villages increased so much, that we had some difficulty in finding the straight road to Turbat.
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We came to a village, where we saw many men standing inside the walls, but there was no entrance. The
sergeant called with a loud voice,
“O katkhuda (headman of the village), send a man to show us the road.”
No answer was made to his request, and the sergeant got in a rage, and told his servant to go within the walls,
and catch one of them by force. The servant got into one of the houses by a very dangerous road, and laying hold
of one man, brought him to his master. The poor creature had no shoes on his feet, and was very much distressed
at walking on the snow. A little while after, he begged of the sergeant to release him; but it availed him nothing.
Upon arriving near a kahrez, the man ran a little distance, and immediately penetrated into one of the kahrezs, and
hid himself, so that we could not find him.
Before evening, we arrived at Turbat, thirty-two miles distant,. and were conducted to Dr. Macneill’s house,
where I was most hospitably treated by that gentleman. The walls of Turbat are of ordinary size, but the defenses
of the gates are very weak. From the gate to our lodging we passed through a broad straight bazaar, with ruined
shops on each side. The mud in the bazaar reached to the knees of our horses.
December 9
Turbat. Provisions and wood for fuel were never obtained here by money, but by force. At night I had a long
conversation with Dr. Macneill, in the presence of Mirza Baba, a Persian doctor, of good disposition, who had
been educated in London. Dr. Macneill, after putting various questions to me regarding the countries where I had
been, inquired whether I liked traveling, or preferred stopping in my native place. I replied:
“People who have slept on the bare and pebbly ground, in a journey, dislike the soft beds of their home; those
who have tasted dry bread in traveling, hate the milk pudding of the country. The human breast, which is touched
by sensibility, ardently embraces the good company of travelers, and shuns domestic society.”
These answers were pleasing to him.
The future journey, which I wish to take with all my heart, lies through Kashmir, from whence I will bend my
course towards Tibet, Ladak, Kashghar, Badakhshan, and from thence to Khiva. From Khiva I desire to shape my
route to Astrakan or Hazdar Khan, and to visit Tartary or Khutan, which is occupied by wandering tribes, or
Qazaks. They are under the yoke of the Khiva government, though sometimes independent. Dr. Macneill said to
me:
“When you reach Badakhshan,\fn{ An historic region comprising parts of what is now northeastern Afghanistan and
southeastern Tajikistan} you must use your utmost endeavors to obtain access to the presence of the ruler, who thinks
himself the descendant of the great Alexander. Beg him to let you have a sight of the book he has, and copy a few
words out of it.” The letters of the book (Dr. Macneill imagines) are of ancient Greek, and contain something
about the dynasty already mentioned, which our Government is very anxious to find out.
December 10
Previous to Abbas Mirza’s entry into Turbat, Mohammed Khan Qari, the independent chief of that place,
stored the fort of Sangan, in which his wealth was deposited, with provisions. Upon his submitting to the Persian
government, he was taken into the favour of the prince. When Abbas Mirza wished to gain possession of Sangan,
Mohammed Khan refused, and was therefore placed in confinement: in the meantime he found means to continue
a correspondence with Prince Kamran, of Herat, instigating him to fight against his Royal Highness Abbas Mirza.
Mohammed Khan, however, was treated with great consideration. The prince remitted to all the subdued villagers
their rents for two years.
December 11 to 16
His Royal Highness Abbas Mirza formed his army into two divisions. The first, headed by Captain Shee, was
ordered to march towards Tabrez, and the second to be always with His Royal Highness.
Turbat means “grave.” It is said that Hazrat Ali once resided in Turbat, and that he has left a mark of holy feet
upon a stone, which is adored by his followers. It is alleged also, that the corpse of an Uzbeg, named Haidar,
reposes here, from whence the place takes its name of Turbat Haidari.
Mohammed Khan Qari, the independent chief of Turbat, invaded Mashad and Herat. He was a man of a cruel
disposition and a slave-dealer. He was a friend of the Turkmans, and a foe of his own people, whom he sold to the
former for horses or money. He was now, however, reduced to the utmost distress; he was sent to Mashad as a
prisoner.
Abbas Mirza. desired us to declare to Shah Kamran of Herat, what were his designs respecting his territories,
which we agreed to do, at the request of Dr. Macneill, who gave me instructions in English and Persian, as Mr.
Gerard could not speak Persian;
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Rasul Taimuri, a good-looking man, was the head of the slave-dealers at Mohammed Khan’s court; he was also
guilty of acts of infanticide. Abbas Mirza asked him how many slaves he had sold in his life?
“Fifty or sixty thousand,” replied he; upon which His Royal Highness was so enraged that he gave orders for
putting him to death, and he was beheaded in the bazaar, where his corpse lay under mud and snow for four or
five days.
Mirza Abdul Qasim, the Qaim Moqam, as he is called, the prime minister of His Royal Highness Abbas Mirza,
came to our residence, and had a long conversation with us. He is a man with small dim eyes, and is accustomed
to shake his head, which makes the people believe that he is always in deep thought and meditation. He has great
influence at Abbas Mirza’s court, and at the same time is believed to be a magician. He does what he likes, and it
is impossible to succeed in any business without giving him some present. He sleeps all day, and sits up all night;
a more cunning and avaricious man never existed in Persia.
The success of Dr. Macneill’s negotiation induced his royal highness to abandon his design of proceeding
against Herat, and be set out for Tabrez via Yazd, the ruler of which place, Abdul Raza Khan, came out and
acknowledged obedience to Abbas Mirza, who appointed his nephew, Saif Malik Mirza, governor of Yazd. His
Royal Highness then hurried down to Kirman, which was ruled by Hasan Ali Mirza, who resided at Mashad a few
years ago. He wished to wage war with Abbas Mirza, who frustrated his design by sending friendly words,
through his cunning minister, the Qaim Moqam. Hasan Ali Mirza, having trusted to the faith of Abbas Mirza,
came two day’s journey, received him respectfully, and conducted him to Kirman with great honor.
In a few days, Abbas Mirza (or the unfaithful prince, as he is called by the conquered people) seized Hasan Ali
Mirza, and sent him to Tehran, where he is now kept as a prisoner. Kirman is now recovered by Farman Farma,
the governor of Shiraz, the brother of Hasan Ali Mirza, who drove out the ruler appointed by Abbas Mirza, with
insult.
His Royal Highness Abbas Mirza marched to Sultan Maidan, a strong place in the possession of Raza Quli
Khan Kurd. On this spot a severe battle took place, in which one of the European sergeants was shot by the
Kurds. After a long siege it was taken and reduced to ashes. Abbas Mirza then took Amirabad, a very strong fort
of the Kurd chief, and marched to Qochan, the residence of the above Khan. After a long siege, he took the place,
which was never taken by his predecessors. Sarakhs and Turbat were subdued very easily, and their rulers were
imprisoned.
The large villages belonging to Turbat are, first, Kidkun; second, Nasar; third, Sangan; fourth, Jugazara; fifth,
Khaf; sixth, Rishkhar; seventh, Agha Husain; eight, Mardiabad; ninth, Jangal; tenth, Mahalat; eleventh, Azgard;
twelfth, Baizak; thirteenth, Faizabad, fourteenth, Mindi.\fn{ At this point Mohan Lal interrupts his diary with three lists of
travel stages (measured both in miles and farsangs) showing the distances between Tehran and Tabriz, between Tehran and Isfahan, and
between Mashad and Tehran; but as these seem clearly to be intrusions made at a later date—because he never went to any of these places
(all of which are in Iran} in this sequence of adventures; and also on the grounds of machine readability (so necessary to The Protocol for
World Peace)—I have decided to excise them, and to simply continue on with the next entry in his diary. These tables occur elsewhere in
this long segment of his travelogue; and I have everywhere regarded them as intruded material, and deleted them from the narrative
(though I have taken care to note that fact when such a deletion is made):H }

December 17, 18
Turbat. His Royal Highness Abbas Mirza set out for the holy city of Mashad, and we learnt with grief that
Captain Shee was taken ill on his road to the camp. Dr. Macneill went and brought him to Turbat, where Dr.
Gerard bled him and gave him medicine, on which he recovered.
December 19 to 21
It rained, and the streets were so dirty, that the mud reached the bellies of the animals, and under the mud were
very deep holes, into which sometimes men and horses tumbled. There are not so many inhabitants in Turbat as
Mr. Fraser states, in his History of Persia. He says there are 40,000; but they do not amount to more than 5,000.
Mohammed Khan, the ruler of the place, had an extraordinary trait of character. If any person, either plaintiff
or defendant, wished to gain a judgment in his favour, he was obliged, first, to speak against his own interest; and
Mohammed Khan, according to his usual habit, decided the case contrary to the petition, which he thought a
hardship upon the applicant; whereas in reality it was the very object he desired.
December 22
We left Turbat on our route to Herat, accompanied by an escort of the prince. We crossed many brooks, the
country being covered with snow. We stopped at Sangan, twenty miles, which is a strong fort under the Qari
government. There were three walls, one within the other; the ditch was very deep, though narrow; but the prince
had left this place without a garrison.
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The inhabitants of Sangan are 2,000; it produces 15,000 kharwars of corn. Jafrabad is a very beautiful village,
near Sangan, in the possession of Mohammed Khan’s mother, who is called Nawab. She has built a fine bath,
which is extolled by every person of the country.
December 23
A journey of twelve miles brought us to Rashkhar, founded by Amin Khan Beg, the uncle of Mohammed
Khan, the elder brother of Ahmad Khan, who was lately the ruler of the place. Here are 1,500 souls, many of
whom have just been freed from slavery, since the Turkmans of Sarakh have been reduced to bondage by His
Royal Highness Abbas Mirza.
The villagers were young when they were taken as slaves, and, consequently, could hardly recognize their
parents. The Turkmans who came to attack this part of the country made an alliance with the people of Nasrabad,
who supplied their horses with grass and barley.
Rashkhar is the capital of six forts, towards the north: at the base of Darrez are situated the villages called
Fatahabad, Barakoh, South Haidrabad, Shamshabad, Apsabad, West Mehdiabad, famous for fine rice, and East
Jalalabad, celebrated for raisins. The revenue raised from Rashkhar is 600 kharvars of wheat.
December 24
We came to Nasrabad, a distance of twenty-three miles from our last ground, in a north-east direction. We cast
our eyes upon the high snowy mountain called Garma, which has been honored by foreign people on account of
Hazrat Ali’s miracle. It is said, that one day, as he was passing this hill, he dismounted from his horse, and buried
his spear in the base of the hill, where is a fountain of hot water near another small one, which springs from the
foot-mark of Hazrat Ali.
Fear of the alamans had lately caused pilgrims not to visit that holy place; but at this time the road is very safe.
In view from the road, under the above hill, a village called Sadatabad, the inhabitants of which were all recently
made slaves by the alamans. Our road to the village of Mehdiabad, the limit of Turbat Haidari, was muddy and
wearisome.
We entered now into the Khaf country, which is ruled by Nasrullah Khan Taimuri, the son of the late Qalich
Khan. This town, previous to Abbas Milza’s coming into Khorasan, was a partiular resort of Turkmans, who
attacked this country, and were fed by the ruler. The fort was erected by Mohammed, the cook of Qalich Khan,
and is the capital of thirteen villages. Towards the east are Saidi and Salami, Murghab, Ham Salman; to the west
is Padak; on the south are Faizabad, Abbasabad, Faraha- bad; and on the north, Segavan, Sharuk, Mazran,
Khairabad. These places produce 2,000 kharvars of corn annually.
December 25
We reached Khaf, or Rui, twenty-eight miles, which is the residence of the Taimuri chiefs. The country is very
luxuriant; beautiful gardens, bordered by najo, or fir trees, form a romantic scenery. The windmills were new to
me, but their clumsy and rude machinery, as I was told by Mr. Gerard, is not to be compared with that of
European mills.
December 26
We renewed our course in the morning, and commenced ascending the Bakhars hills, situated on the left of the
road, and afterwards descended to the valley.
When we got out of them, we crossed two or three frozen canals, and reached a ruined caravanserai, which was
lately the shelter of the Turkmans. The left part of the place is overlooked by a lofty, magnificent, and old menar,
which is called the dahan, or mouth of Karat. The door of the ruined sarae is decorated with a marble slate,
covered with inscriptions in the Arabic character.
The sun set as we were yet traveling over the snow. From a distance we saw something blackish and steep, to
which we advanced, step by step. It was a village named Fareznah. The gates were locked, and the natives
ascended the walls, and said they would not allow us to enter, as they suspected us to be alamans. We were quite
cold and fatigued; I instantly climbed the wall, and entering the village, opened the gate. Our Persian companion
whipped the villagers as much as he could, their shrieks were Ya Allah. “O God.”
December 27
We journeyed from four o’clock in the morning till seven o’clock at night, through an extensive and tedious
plain, where we did not meet a single man. Before we entered the mouth of the Ghuryan valley, we passed by a
frozen well and ruined caravanserai, of which no trace remains but a few stones.
On our descent into the Ghuryan plain, we were surprised by the night, which was dark, and caused us to lose
the road. We crossed many frozen and icy brooks and fields, in which our horses waded to the belly. After great
difficulty, we reached Ghuryan, fifty-six miles, and stopped at the house of Mullah Qasim, the headman, or
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katkhuda, of Kunjan, one of the streets of Ghuryan. Our baggage and servants were behind, and we passed the
night near a beautiful fire, making the bare ground our bed.
December 28
We continued our stay in Ghuryan, where we saw many ruined buildings scattered over the face of the country.
The cultivation was among ditches and ruined places. The Wazir of Herat has built a very strong fort, surrounded
by two deep ditches and high walls. There are four streets in Ghuryan; Kunjan, Qaisu, Taghdan, and Sarasiya.
December 29
We proceeded to Prushing Zindjan, a village, twelve miles, on the bank of the Herat river. The road was
barren. The headmen of the village welcomed us very respectfully. There was a marriage in the family of an
Afghan; men and women were on horseback, and others who attended the nuptials on foot were laughing and
making noise; the like of which I never saw in an Indian wedding.
December 30
Having crossed the river of Herat, near Shikeban, we arrived after evening in Herat, where we were welcomed
by the wazir’s family, who entertained us with a delicious dinner in a very clean house. Din Mohammed Khan
Sardar was our host, and he appointed a cook with six other men to serve us.
December 31
Herat. In the morning, Sardar Din Mohammed Khan, accompanied by other chiefs, came to see us, and treated
us with the utmost cordiality. They all breakfasted with us, and said they were as happy to see us as they had been
upon the visit of his late majesty Taimur Shah.
January 1 to 10, 1833
It rained and snowed; the sardar sent for singers into our room, and kept us amused for five hours.
We were summoned by the king inside of the arg, where we paid him a visit, in a very narrow and dirty room,
where he was sitting on a rotten carpet. He had a large quantity of wood, with an iron plate full of fire, before him.
He was drunk or stupefied with opium and bhang. Three miserable candles were burning on each side. He was in
such a senseless condition, that I could hardly understand his half-broken and lazy conversation, the substance of
which was, that we were welcome to his country, and that he was much pleased to see us.
Sardar Din Mohammed Khan asked us to accompany him on a hunting excursion, but we civilly declined,
excusing ourselves on account of the quantity of snow that had fallen; but in truth Mr. Gerard had something to
write.
In the evening, Sardar Din Mohammed Khan sent for me, and talked to me very kindly. He told me to examine
a youth, twenty years of age, who had represented himself as an English scholar. The youth, whose name was
Sarkhush, was found to be a liar and deceiver, from the very first question put to him. He possessed a fund of
Persian knowledge, and was the author of some poetry. He has several very singular habits; for instance,
whenever he talks, he puts his little finger sometimes on his lips, and sometimes on his chin. When he speaks, he
raises and again lowers the eyelids of his beautiful dark eyes; after that, he closes them suddenly. He asked me to
take him to India, and recommend him to some gentleman for a good situation. I answered him:
“If you are a good Persian writer, you will get a good situation; otherwise, all these your effeminate actions,
instead of gaining the favor of gentlemen, will cause them to dislike you.”
At noon, the king sent his master of ceremonies to us, with an escort, to show us Musallah, a very ancient
place. It rained, and the haze prevented our seeing the edifice. We returned through the road of Khayaban, where I
visited some high firs, planted in a straight line, making an avenue of nearly a mile. This avenue is purposely
made for races.
January 11 to 21
The sun shone, and the melting of the snow made the streets and houses very dirty. In the cold morning, when
the thermometer was 9 degrees, the king sent for us into a private room, and ordered that no other person should
enter, except the Attar Bashi, his favorite secretary, who attended to the qalian all the time, and also was his
counselor. The king told Mr. Gerard to sit next to him, on his right hand, by the fire, and me to sit before him. He
spoke upon various subjects, and always appeared very anxious to be friendly with the British Government. The
purport of his discourse was this: that he would be much pleased to be a friend to Englishmen, and even to
acknowledge obedience to them, rather than to the Persians, who are friends of the Russians.
I climbed the roof of the magnificent building in Mahmud Shah’s garden. The scenery was beautiful, and the
country seemed to rival Kashmir, which is styled in Persia a second paradise. Mr. Gerard was taken ill, and king’s
chiefs all came to inquire after his health.
Jan. 22 to 31
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I set out through the gate of Qutab Chaq, and bent my course towards the right. Having passed under an arch
made of bricks, I came to a village called Baitulaman, which led me through a gay and rosy meadow, the property
of Prince Malik Qasim, the son of Haji Firoz. I entered the gate, .and was quite delighted with the garden. There
were four cisterns finely decorated, and trees of all sorts of delicious fruits. The length of the garden, which I
measured, was 450 paces, and its breadth 160.
The rain has greatly injured the buildings in Herat, and the people say that so much water had not fallen for the
last hundred years.
Feb. 1 to 3
I had the honor to pay a visit to the king, who graciously allowed me to see him in the bath, which was
ornamented with fine marble. He asked me how Mr. Gerard was; I civilly replied that he was better. He sat on red
velvet, and told me to sit also. There was a bottle of rose-water put before him. He said,
“If Mr. Gerard or Hakim Sahib sends you to Mashad, you will gratify and please me by speaking to His Royal
Highness Abbas Mirza in praise of the strength of Herat.” I answered:
“My object in going to Mashad is to get money and medicine for Mr. Gerard, and to deliver to Abbas Mirza the
Shah’s answer to the proposal of Dr. Macneill.”
He said, he hoped I should speak with the prince upon such topics as might break his resolution of coming to
Herat: and as I belonged to the English Government, with which he anxiously desired to be friendly, and even to
give up to them his country, rather than to Abbas Mirza, he hoped that I would not say anything against his
country to Prince Abbas Mirza.
“I am his Majesty’s faithful well-wisher, and heartily wish to speak in his favor, as much as 1 can,” was my
answer.
He half smiled, and swore by the abode of his father’s soul in paradise, and upon the Qur’an, that he was a
friend to the British Government, in favor of which, he said, if it would send me with an order to him, he would
heartily abdicate his throne, and deliver his country into my hands. He gave me a shawl from his head, along with
a bag of money, for the expenses of my journey to Mashad. In the afternoon he sent me two horses by his
secretary, which, with his other presents, I accepted, by Mr. Gerard’s advice.
February 4
I bent my course towards Mashad, having received answers from Shah Kamran, and directions from Mr.
Gerard to borrow some money, and bring medicines for him. Our bags of cash were getting very light. I was the
bearer of numerous Persian and English letters for noblemen at Mashad.
On our right hand was the hill caled Mullah Khojah, from a person so named, whose body rests on the top, and
is worshipped by his followers. The other side of the hill extends over a vast plain, named Sanjan, covered with
wood and water; it meets. the hills called Band Ardava, near which is the extensive country of Badghis, unrivalled
for the fertility of its soil.
I followed the lower road, which obliged me to cross a deep and very rapid stream called Karbar. Before sunset
I got into a small village named Kushk, twelve miles, or three farsakhs, from Herat. There were twenty ruined
houses, only three of which were inhabited by four poor and miserable families. The farmers were busy in sowing
wheat and barley.
The annual productions of Kushk are one hundred and fifty kharvars of wheat; of barley, fifty; of cotton, eight;
of melons, nine kharvars. In the vicinity of the village is a very large pond, which was full of water-fowl.
Opposite to the entrance there are ruins of a handsome building.
February 5.
A march of thirty-two miles brought us to Ghuryan, where I was hospitably entertained. The sardar showed by
his conduct that he secretly suspected I might tell Abbas Mirza something against Herat, but offered to give me a
very strong guard as far as Mashad.
I traveled for eight miles on a very dirty road, which is commanded on the right hand by Shahar and Ikhails,
and on the left by Pozah Kaftar Khan. We crossed numerous brooks; one of them, called Mimiyak, is bridged, and
has beautiful stones, glittering like crystal in the water.
We forded the river of Herat, near Shahdah, a small village near Zindjan. It reached the bellies of our horses.
February 6, 7
I continued in Ghuryan, in consequence of the sardar’s saying that he had got orders from the Shah not to let
me go to Mashad. I said:
“I am not an agent either of Abbas Mirza or the Shah; my traveling at present is caused by our having no
money, which I wish to bring from Mashad, and also to forward the dispatches from Mr. Gerard to Dr. Macneill,
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respecting his proposals to the Shah from the Persian government. If the Shah has written to you to prevent me
from going, why did he give me himself leave at Herat, with favor and presents? 1 will not believe you, till I
myself get orders from the king to return back to Herat.”
On this I wrote to the Shah, saying that if he had changed his mind, I hoped he would kindly inform me, that I
might immediately return back to Herat. The letter was dispatched at night by my horseman.
February 8, 9
I passed very melancholy days in Ghuryan, thinking upon various subjects; sometimes about the solitude of
Mr. Gerard, and sometimes concerning my dangerous situation.
February 10, 11
Ghuryan. The Shah sent orders to the sardar to send me safely to Mashad as soon as he received the raqam (or
order). On this the sardar was much ashamed: he made many apologies, and asked my pardon for his treatment of
me. The sardar is an ambitious, talkative creature, and fond of wine, which has given him a bad name through the
country. The name of the sardar is Sher Mohammed Khan; he is hakim or governor of Ghuryan, which he has
peopled by using great exertions to colonize it with foreigners. He has four cannons, one of which is very large.
Two days before my arrival, four grooms; having mounted valuable horses, set off, and ran away to Mashad,
hoping for better fortune than they had in Ghuryan. The sardar, being informed of this misfortune, immediately
ordered their families to be sold in the Hazara country. The poor creatures, sufferers for their son’s faults, were
lamenting with loud cries, imploring the mercy of the Musalmans.
I told the sardar that the punishment exceeded the crime; on which he calmly told me, that he knew it very
well; but that the frequent occurrence of such events, and the confusion in Khorasan, obliged him often to act so,
and if he was unjust, Vallah (or “by God”), he should be himself sold some day.
February 12
I gladly took leave of Ghuryan at sunrise, accompanied by the Sardar’s men. I passed on the road by the
village of Istaram and Gaza, which are one farsakh, or four miles, from Ghuryan or Shaharband. In my front were
the snowy mountains of Qaitul, which rise on the other side of the Herat river.
I crossed two small streams, which join the above river and fall into the Oxus; my road was through an
extensive plain, covered with reeds and high grass. The horses of different places are brought to this field to feed,
and it is said that the grass is never consumed. It is called the Chaman of Shahalah.
On my crossing the river on a ruined bridge, I came to a tabat, or destroyed sarae, occupied by some soldiers.
The bridge is called the Tirpul. Tirat, a Hindu, in the time of Shah Abbas, filled these countries with saraes. Abbas
heard of his benevolent acts, and urged him to receive the money which he had expended in building the bridge.
The Hindu refused, and said:
“My money is the produce of labor, and yours of tyranny.”
Abbas Shah was enraged, upon which the Hindu replied that he would submit to the command of the king, but
begged, first to visit the bridge in company with his Majesty. His request was complied with. The Hindu and Shah
Abbas came to the bridge, and stopped for a long time. The former told the Shah that he was not a dealer in those
things which would give eternal happiness in the time to come, and then threw himself into the river.
This Hindu constructed a rabat near the bridge, which makes travelers, even Mohammedans, bless his soul. It
is situated on the right bank of the river.
I reached Kosan about sunset, a distance of twenty miles from the last ground. It is a very large and ancient
village, but a great part of it is uninhabited. It was three times destroyed by the Turkmans or alamans of Sarakh;
but a year ago it was repeopled by Wazir Yar Mohammed Khan.
Shah Ghasi Isa Khan, who is appointed by the wazir commander of the fort, came to me in the morning, and
spoke in a civil manner. He is an ugly, fat, dark, and dirty Afghan. His son, a handsome man, said his father and
he would be much obliged to me if I (as a native of Kashmir, and also in the service of the farangi) would cast a
magic spell upon Abbas Mirza, to induce him to release their wazir immediately. I told him that I was not a
magician, upon which his foolish father said to me, “Hold your tongue, for God’s sake”, because he knew well
that the Englishmen had got riches and possessions by magic, and not by power.
I could not help laughing. He said my laughing convinced him that I thought him a fool. I replied,
“No doubt of it.” He repeated his application.
“Laugh, laugh as much as you can,” said he, “but do something to release the wazir,” for which he offered to
present me with a horse.
“Keep your horse for yourself,” I replied, “and excuse me from such a foolish business.”
February 13
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I started at sunrise. The river was not fordable, and I came back to the bridge, whence I followed the left bank
of the river. I met several men and women, who were starving, and going to another country. They were
inhabitants of Jam, Mahmudabad, and Bakhars. For two years their native places had been visited by dearth,
which compelled them to leave their homes. I gave many people bread, who were unable to walk, and were lying
down senseless on the road.
I left the straight road of Kafar Qilah, where, I was told, runs a deep river. The man who gave me intelligence
of the route said, at the same time, that he had seen three women dead near that water, through hunger;
I halted near Darband, which is called Band Karat, and lies eight miles west of Kafar Qilah. The Turkmans of
Sarakh and other parts go this route to attack Qayan and Khaf.
February 14
I marched about four o’clock in the morning, and leaving Kafar Qilah on my right hand, I reached Qilah
Hindu, where my servants made a fire, at which I warmed my frozen feet and body. A Hindu merchant had built
this fort, upon the door of which he wrote the following:
Oh, travelers, O conjure you, by Almighty God, and by the souls of your parents, whenever you pass by this place,
come and eat of my bread, and give my barley to your horses; as God has given me riches only to feed travelers, and
not to bury them in the ground.

This Hindu, who was very liberal, was killed by the Turkmans, who thought that they would thereby become
masters of his property, which they, however, could not find.
I passed many villages on the road, namely, Kahrez, Abbasabad, and other places, in which was not a single
inhabitant; they had almost all been destroyed. I arrived in Turbat Shaikh Jam, forty-six miles distant, after sunset.
The northern hills of Jam, which jut into the river of Heart, contain a gold mine, which I heard was worked in
Nadir Shah’s time, The country of Jam is exceedingly fertile, and has many fine green plains.
Nadir Shah wrote a few couplets in praise of his dominions to the Sultan of Constantinople; one of them is the
following:
Three countries of mine are equal to your whole territories,
namely, Tehran, Nishapur, and Jam.

Jam is the name of a holy man, to whom a tomb was erected by his votaries.
February 15
We shaped our course towards Mahamudabad, a very strong fort. The road was covered with snow. The rain,
accompanied with a sharp wind, did not let us see anything of the country. Above the foggy horizon, I saw only a
few fine forts, the people of which were all taken by the alamans of Hazara, who are worse than the Turkmans.
The ruler of Mahamudabad is a good-natured man; he came out of the fort to receive me, and entertained me
very hospitably.
February 16
Having left Mahmudabad at three o’clock in the morning, we reached Sangbast, fifty-six miles distant, at
seven at night. We met on the road many ruined villages, and reached Hadira, a walled place, where some
shepherds lived, and so many camels had died from the cold, that I mistook their bones for fuel; they were frozen
hard. It was a cold night, and I ordered my servant to buy a rupee’s worth of this fuel, and make a fire to warm
me.
February 17
At noon I arrived in Mashad, twenty-four mile distant, where the Russian guards stopped our baggage, but
released it when they heard that I was in the service of the English government. The people who had known me
before were delighted to see me again, and I put up in my old place, the master of which, Rajab Ali, had gone to
Herat for me. At night I received a note from Mirza Baba\fn{ A note reads: He knew English, having studied medicine in
England: he was in favour of the Persian government, and a friend of our ambassador} by which I learnt he desired to see me.
February 18
Mashad. Mr. Borowski, hearing of my arrival, sent for me by a note, and took all the letters which I had in my
hand. That of Mr. Gerard to Prince Abbas Mirza he took immediately, saying to me:
“Come along, I will take you to the prince.”
We reached the place, where Mr. Borowski went first, and delivered the letter himself. The prince was busy,
and could not see me that day.
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February 19
The Vazir Yar Mohammed Khan of Herat sent me a message, requesting that I would oblige him by paying
him a visit, for which he was very anxious. I went to him, and delivered him the letter of the Shah, his master,
with many others. He talked a long time, and left me very civilly. I had also the pleasure of seeing Mirza Baba,
who treated me in a most friendly manner.
Feb. 20 to 27
The Id, which is the last day of the fast-month, happened to be a very cold day. His Royal Highness Abbas
Mirza sent for me by Mr. Borowski, to visit his court, where men of all ranks stood respectfully to congratulate
him on the day. When I entered the door, which was forty paces from his seat, and bowed to His Royal Highness,
he called me, saying,
“Come, Indian Mirza, a little nearer.”
I stopped in three places, and made him bows, till I reached the rails, where he sat in a princely dress. He said:
“O Mirza, khush amdi”, or, “You are welcome,” and asked me whether I was a Sunni or Shia, and what was
my name.
“I am a friend of Panjtan, or five persons,” was my reply.
Abbas Mirza highly glad to hear this. He was pleased very much with my conversation, when I explained to
him the sketch of the battle of Waterloo, which he put before me, and inquired the name of everything, putting his
finger on the places. Trenches like this, he said, his officers made in the battle of Qochan, and he blew up the
place immediately.
His wazirs, with other persons of dignity, stood outside on his right hand, making a line of thirty paces.
Opposite to them was the musical band, half of them Russians, who were all under the age of sixteen. One of
them was playing on the flute, and gaining the admiration of His Royal Highness, who said to me,
“O Mirza, do you see what penetrating eyes (or shukh chashm) these half-Russians have?”
It was a very grand court indeed, where people of every rank stood respectfully; they were astonished to see
the prince speaking with me so kindly. He asked me many questions about Turkistan, and said,
“See what a great business I have done.”
He had quelled, he said, the disturbances in Khorasan, and released the slaves, for which he hoped the English
government would praise him much.
“O Mirza, you see,” he said to me, “the road, where 4,000 armed men dared not march, has been made so safe,
that a woman may travel by herself without any danger whatever.” He added that he was the only person who had
conquered the Turkmans of Sarakh since Nadir Shah’s time. I said,
“You have done a great deal, indeed, for the present, but on your return to Persia. the Turkmans will invade
Khorasan, which, I think, will never be quiet until the Europeans are masters of it” His Royal Highness, with
elevated brows, gazed at me, and said,
“O Mirza, I do not understand why the European rule is better than mine.” I replied,
“Because you have given up all your power into one nian’s hand, who does what he likes.” The prince smiled.
turned to his wazir, who stood aside, and said to him,
“Do you hear how agreeable the conversation of the Kashmerians is, especially those who are educated in the
English language?”
Omitting further observations, he said he wished to hear from me what answers Prince Kamran of Herat gave
to his questions, which he told Dr. Macneill to write in English, and to send to Herat by us. Notwithstanding I
explained the written paper myself to Kamran, and had heard his answers, yet I thought it expedient and proper
merely to state to His Royal Highness, that a dispatch upon the subject had been forwarded by me to Major.
Campbell, the English envoy at Tehran, who, I hoped, would inform him very soon respecting the matter.
After asking about Ranjit Singh’s politics and power (the description of which will be found in my Memoir,
written by Mr. C. E. Trevelyan, deputy secretary to Government), he honored me with the order of the Lion and
Sun, which Dr. Macneill had advised him to give me, on my return with the answer of Shah Kamran; it was sent
to me through Mirza Baba, who treated me in a friendly manner while I was in Mashad.
His Royal Highness wished me to take money, for the expenses of Mr. Gerard, from his treasury, which I
declined. He gave me an escort and passport on the road, and recommended me to go through the Khaf country,
where, he said, there was not the least danger.
He is a good-looking prince. His face, which is not very fair, shows that he is a very mild-hearted man. He
praises much his own merits, which becomes not the descendant of a royal family. He likes foreigners, but prefers
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Russian officers to the English. He is very avaricious, and daily expects to succeed his father, and to be the
possessor of his jewels.
February 28
I left Mashad in the morning, and traveled over a snowy road. Our horses were often startled by the dead
camels which lay in heaps on the path. I reached Sharifabad, having traveled twenty-four miles, and met Dr.
Macneill’s chapar, by whom I informed that gentleman of my return from Mashad, and the favor of the prince.
March 1
I quitted Sharifabad in the morning, journeying through the snow, stirrup-deep. Having passed by Kafar Qilah
and Rabat Kami, I reached Fakhrabad, a distance of forty miles. It was dark, and we had great difficulty to find
the village, which I reached after a long search. The gate was locked inside, and the villagers did not attend to us.
My servant climbed the wall, broke the lock, and opened the door.
The headman came, and gave me a dirty house to lodge in for the night. On this my servant got angry, and
whipped some person in the village, which excited men, women, and children to come out of their houses. They
made a horrible noise, and took revenge on the servant by sticks, stones, and kicks. They were not afraid of me,
because they supposed me to belong to the Herat Government.
I went to bed hungry, and my horses were without corn.
March 2
I reached Turbat in the evening, twenty-four miles distant, having traveled over a deep bed of snow. When I
came to an uninhabited caravanserai, two farsangs on this side of Turbat, I found a high pass, covered with an
immense quantity of snow, which prevented my crossing. The chief of Turbat, having heard of my arrival, sent a
camel, loaded with namads, or carpets, which were spread over the snowy path. We journeyed over the namads
very slowly with our horses; however, one of them sunk in the snow, and suffered a great deal from cold.
March 3 to 5
Turbat. I was very civilly received by Sardar Sohrab Khan, a very good man. He is mild and open-hearted; he
behaved to me not like a stranger, but like a friend. He did not allow me to live in a separate room, but in his own,
where he spread a velvet bed for me.
His son was married to the daughter of His Royal Highness Abbas Mirza; and he is the commander of the chief
army, and has gained honor in every field. He is accustomed to drink every day two glasses of spirits, mixed with
sugar, tea, and the juice of a large lemon.
March 6
I left Turbat, and came to Sangan, a distance of twenty-four miles, where I was treated with cordiality. The
passport of the prince was my provider in every place. There was not much cold, the climate being already much
milder.
I crossed a very deep and rapid stream, which runs towards the west, and makes the country fertile.
March 7
It was raining, accompanied with a little snow, when I shaped my route to Rash Khar, twelve miles distant. The
houses in the village had suffered a great deal from the rain, and the inhabitants provided a lodging with difficulty
for me.
The katkhuda entertained me with delicious dry fruits, and said, he should be very happy if I would stop with
him another day, but I refused.
March 8
We came to Nasrabad, twelve miles distant, and were welcomed by Mohsm Khan, the best person of the
Taimuri tribe. When the Afghans of Herat were masters of Khaf, they often wished to take this fort, which is not
very strong; but the bravery of Mohsin Khan obliged them to return disappointed.
He entertained me very respectfully, and asked pardon for any unintentional neglect. He is a frugal, popular,
and pious individual; and has never been under the yoke either of Afghans or Qari, who are his most powerful
neighbors.
March 9
I arrived in Rui, having traveled twenty-eight miles, and met with great respect and favor. Nasrullah Khan sent
his man to tell me that he was sorry not to be able to furnish me with horsemen, as they were then absent, but that
he would be quite happy to give me as many footmen as I might wish. He fed my servants and horses hospitably.
March 10
I continued in Rui, waiting the arrival of my servants, who had stayed behind in Turbat with Sohrab Khan, to
punish the people of Fakhrabad on account of their ill behavior towards us. At noon, Nasrullah Khan sent his
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brother for me, with a request for permission to come and see me, or to favor him with a visit. In short, I went to
his house, which had been a very fine building in former days.
The doors had been broken open by Afghans, and he shewed me all that he had suffered by those intruders. He
is ugly, and his conversation was wandering and flighty.
He gave a chugha to my servant, and I sent him two English knives in return, for which he gave me many
thanks, thinking them very curious.
March 11
I bent my route to Farezna, twenty-four miles distant, in charge of a few hungry old men of Nasrullah Khan. I
was ahead, and met a family coming from Ghuryan to Khaf. They thought I was a robber: some of them
concealed themselves in a cave, and others leveled their guns at me.
I left the straight road, and reached the gunners by a secret way. When they saw me, they were surprised to
find that I was not an alaman. They cautioned me to take care in this march, which they said was full of Hazara
families, who rob travelers.
I dined in a ruined sarae near Karat, and set out about ten o’clock at night. We lost the straight road in the
dark, and fell among unknown villages. We were obliged to sleep on the road, waiting for the dawn of day.
March 12
I arrived at Ghuryan, having traveled fifty-six miles after sunset. I had great difficulty in finding the village,
where I intended to stop. My baggage and servants were behind, and I offered a rupee to a huntsman to show me
the house of Mullah Qasim Katkhuda, which I reached after a great search, and passed the night in a sound sleep.
March 13
I continued in Ghuryan, as my horses were tired, and sent a letter to Mr. Gerard in Herat, telling him of my
coming.
Fatah Khan, a youth of twenty, and of a beautiful shape, sent his man to me with a message that he would be
happy to see me, and talk with me, if I stopped with him a day. He had been lately appointed the commander of
the fort. He was a great friend to me all the time I was with him.
March 14
I came to Zind Jan, twelve miles, through a very sharp rain. Rasul Khan, who was my host, dried my clothes,
and provided me with all I wanted. He was very attentive, and strove cordially to serve me.
March 15
We moved in the morning, but could not cross the river near Shi Keban. The bridge, called Pul Malan, had
been swept away by the current of the river, and we were obliged to return to Tirpul, near Kosan; but fortunately
for us, a shepherd, whom I offered a rupee, became our guide through the river, and we forded the steam safely.
We halted in Rabat Kishmi, having traveled thirteen miles, and passed the night in a very muddy place. The
villagers, who believed that 1 was a Persian, anxiously asked me when Agha or Naib Sultanat would come to take
Herat, and release them from the oppressive yoke of the Afghans.
March 16
I re-entered into the city of Herat, where everyone, and even the king, was anxiously expecting me, to learn the
news of Mashad. I had traveled through a very fertile country indeed, which on the north was surrounded by the
stream of Karbar, and on the south by the river of Herat. My eyes, after dwelling so long on the barren and snowy
tracts of Khorasan, were refreshed by the sight of such a green country.
March 17
Herat. Sher Mohammed Khan, minister, sent us a note, saying that he would be happy to see us in his house or
ours. We went, and saw him sitting alone in a tent, when I told him that there were great preparations making in
Mashad to come to Herat.
He fell first into deep thought: he was sure, he said, that the English Government would prevent the Persians
from invading Herat; but it was a great shame for the Afghans to apply to them on such a business.
March 18
At night we were sent for by the king into a small room adjoining a tent. He told us to sit, and under the
influence and advice of his minister, spoke a great deal of his own foolish designs of fighting with Abbas Mirza.
He was stupefied with opium and bhang, and could hardly speak.
All his conversation this night was full of war, and his dispute with the Persians. He said that he was very sick,
and vomited often in the course of an hour. He asked his favorite secretary, Attar Bashi, to bring something for
him to eat, as he felt very hungry.
March 19
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The rain leveled many buildings to the ground, and fever destroyed many people. The master of the
ceremonies presented us with a fine dinner, and sat and spoke a long time with us.
He is in possession of some little money, which has excited a jealousy among his people. He became a great
friend of mine, and often sent for me to accompany him in his hours of pleasure.
March 20 to 22
We saw Sardar Din Mohammed sitting in a tent, where we felt great warmth. He asked Mr. Gerard to write to
His Royal Highness Abbas Mirza, and settle the affair of Herat, for which he would be bound to the British
service, and never forget our obligation. Mr. Gerard, on account of Dr. Macneill’s writing, agreed to write to
Mashad about the business another time.
March 23 to 3l
We had a visit from a celebrated man named Sher Mohammed Khan Beglar Begi, the headman of the Hazara
tribe. He was hunting in the hills with a hawk in his hand. When he saw us going towards his tent, he descended,
and came a little distance to receive us.
His speech with us was full of consideration and respect, but his appearance evinced cunning. He told me that
he was afraid of my Persian cap, which put him in mind of his enemy Abbas Mirza. I replied,
“O Sir, if you fear the cap, I am grieved to think how much the master of the cap may frighten you”; meaning
the Persian. He laughed, and remarked to his companion, a respectable Hazara, what a fine answer mine was.
His daily expenses are not paid in money, but by the sale of slaves. He praised the British Government a long
time, for their sagacity and care, and for their good behavior to foreigners, such as Shah Shuja.
On our return we passed through the Bagh-i-Shah, where we saw a great number of women with white veils,
which had a very fine appearance among the green fields. The men galloped their horses, and made a great noise,
which alarmed the women terribly.
April 1 to 17
Shabzadah Kohandil, the son of Taimur Shah, expired of plague, but some say he was starved by poverty. His
funeral was very poor and humble. The Prince Kamran, I was told, gave nothing for his coffin.
We went to see Mir Saddiq Khan, a popular chief in Herat. He behaved very civilly to us, and presented us
with some very fine large loaves of Russian sugar. His conversation was eloquent and agreeable.
On our return, we visited Sher Mohammed Khan, who lay sick on his bed. His complaint was rheumatism; he
was very civil to us. Said Mohammed Khan, the son of the wazir, urged me to take him to an Indian darvesh, who
had lately arrived in Herat. He asked him when his father, the wazir, would come to Mashad, and many other
questions; the answers, which were foolish, seemed satisfactory to my companion.
He is a boy sixteen years of age, and is accustomed to compare his dress and shape with those of others. He is
the most selfish and vain individual that I ever met in high families.
April 18 to 30
These were very cold days; the thermometer in the morning stood 43 degrees, and at eve, 55 degrees. We were
distressed for want of money.
I happened in the evening to pass through the garden of Mukhtar, and met a crowd of women, old and young.
As I was in a Persian dress, they surrounded me, and began to laugh; some said, what an unmerciful boy I was,
and others what fine locks I had. One of them was a forward person, of middle age, who called me a faithless fop,
and pointed her hand at me in a rude manner, to which I was unaccustomed.
Pir Mohammed Khan, a man of information, but double-faced, and without veracity, told me that whenever the
king of Herat wants to extort money from the people, he tortures them, in the following manner, and that he had
himself once experienced the penalty. 1 st Fanah: A piece of wood, a yard long, is buried half under the ground,
and the other half is split into two pieces. The feet of the man, tied with rope, are put between them, and over
them a small piece of wood is laid. It is struck with another piece of heavy wood, which, by pressing down,
causes intense pain. 2nd Dam: A skin, or a pair of smith’s bellows, is introduced into a man, and blown by another
person. The wind collects in the belly of the poor man, which swells gradually, and he feels himself in danger of
suffocation. 3rd Shikanjah: A thin rope is bound round the thighs of the man, each end being fastened to the middle
of a long stick, which is held by two men at each point, and turned round and round. The twisting of it is very
painful. 4th Char Mekh: The two hands of the man are fastened with a rope to a stick at a distance from each other,
and his feet in a similar manner. After this, a nose-bag of a horse, filled with sulfur and tobacco, is held to his
mouth, and lighted. The smoke is most tormenting.
May 1
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It was a clear and pleasant morning of the Id Zurban, a grand day among Mohammedans. It happens once a
year, two months after Ramzan during which they fast. We rode out of the gate of Malik, and saw the walls, roofs,
and streets covered with men and women.
The king, accompanied by his sons and chiefs, rode on a beautiful horse; but when compared with the Delhi
princes, he looked very poor.
The petitions of the poor and hungry gained nothing from the king but kicks and blows from his servants. One
of them was an old woman, who fancied herself lucky in receiving one rupee from the king; but the money turned
out to be a copper coin. The king saw us and, feeling his poverty, cast his eyes down.
By the throne was a common floor, on which were a few plates of sweetmeats, surrounded by the Mullahs, and
behind the Mullahs were the men of rank and distinction. When they came to congratulate the king, they ran,
accompanied by the I’shak Qasi, towards him, while the mace-bearers called with a loud voice:
“Durran!” They stood there until the above officers said to them, with a trembling voice:
“Gachan.”
Durran, meaning in Turkish, “stand still”, and gachan, “go away”. The master of the ceremonies is called
j’shak qasi; the former word means “door”, and the latter “owner” (“the owner of the door”). It was not a
pompous court, like that of the Delhi king, but strange to my eyes.
The Mullahs began to dispute with each other, and dismissed the court in a curious manner. They fell upon the
sweetmeats, and carried them off like the hungry Persian soldiers in Sarakh. Their pockets were filled with them,
and their turbans fell off in the quarrel, which was purposely done to please and amuse the king.
May 2 to 20
I went to visit Sardar Sher Mohammed Khan, who presented me with sweetmeats, and said he was as angry
with us as we were with him; that we were from a distance, and returned our salaams. He came back from the
Jdgah to his poor palace, which bore but a caricature semblance of the ancient royal court. He sat on a wooden
throne, covered with brocade, having four velvet pillows on each side.
He was not very magnificently dressed, not so friendly to him as to others, for which he was extremely sorry. I
told him, that those who spoke well to us we went to, and liked them better than those who presented us with
money &c. He answered, very modestly, that he was a secret friend of Englishmen, and that others openly talked
in their favour without effecting anything.
The king ordered the bellies of nine men to be torn open, on account of their selling people: one of them had
sold his daughter to a Hazara, as he had no money to feed himself, and was starving with hunger. They were tied
to camels, while their heads were hanging down, and dragged through the bazaar, which was colored with their
blood.
We learned with grief and lamentation, from Sher Mohammed Khan, that our servant Mohammed had been
taken by alamans.
We had sent him to Mashad with a large packet of letters for the envoy at Tehran, and to the Government of
India, which Mr. Gerard took a great deal of pains to write during two months. At the same time, we were
informed of his safe arrival at Mashad, and it was likely that Sher Mohammed Khan first spread this report, and
perhaps he himself sold or killed Mohammed, either on his going or coming back to Herat.\fn{ A note reads: He was
sold as a slave in Khiva}
We went to see Sardar Din Mohammed Khan, who treated us civilly, and passed the time we sat with him in
cutting sticks with an English knife.
May 21
The person whom we sent with letters to Mashad, on the 15 th of the current month, and expected to reach there
today, was seized by the people of Sher Mohammed Khan, and the letters were sent back to him in Herat. He
opened the letters, and proposed to several Indians to read them, who asserted their ignorance of the English
language. At last he sent them to us by his man, and made plenty of excuses.
He said that the letters were opened by his foolish servants, and he was very sorry that our man had been
stopped. He added, that whenever we wish to send the man to Mashad, he would be glad to give him leave, and a
passport for the road.
We were very sorry indeed at this event. Want of necessaries pressed hard upon us. We tore up the English
letters, and I wrote Persian ones instead, which might extinguish his foolish ideas. I went with the letters, and
found him asleep in the garden.
I was very civilly received by the whole of the chiefs, who pass their time in idleness. Among them, Sardar
Din Mohammed Khan, one of the most powerful chiefs of the Alakozai family, was standing with a few
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attendants on the bank of a pool, and threw the people into it with all their clothes. They came out with wet
apparel, and were rubbed with earth by the Sardar’s brother and men. He placed his hand on mine, and was
laughing very happily. When several of his persons had been dipped in the tank, the Sardar ceased this frolic, and
told me that it was all done to make me happy.
A little while after, I saw Sher Mohammed Khan sitting under the trees, with his gaudy attire, on the dirty
ground. I made him a Salam Alaikum, and he returned it to me with a proud voice. He had a tea-cup in his hand,
which he delivered to me in token of respect. I showed him the Persian letter which explained our distressing
situation in his country: he sweated with shame.
I returned to my quarters quite annoyed and angry. As distress is often succeeded by happiness—which last in
reality brings forth the former, not to injure our spirits, but to show us its value—in the very moment of sadness,
we were delighted to receive a very civil letter from the chief of Candahar, a translated copy of which I here
subjoin.
After wishing you all joy and prosperity, I have the pleasure to state, that your most delightful and obliging letter has
been most cheerfully and duly received, with one from my most brave brother, Sultan Mohammed Khan, and the
contents of it fully understood. Considering the degree of friendship which exists between me and my brother, the said
sardar, I assure you that my house will always be open for your reception, and that you may consider it as your own
house, and come whenever you like, without hesitation. As far as lies in my power, nothing will be wanting on my part
to please you during your sojourn here.
You mentioned about an escort of horse to be sent to Khashrod. The honourable Suhbat Khan Chapar is our agent at
Herat, and as he marches with such celerity, I think he will escort you. I have sent the necessary instructions to him,
and it remains only that you should come in his company. He will be in attendance on you until you arrive at
Ahmdeshahi, and in case of his setting out before the arrival of my letter, or delaying in Herat, and your starting in the
meantime, I hope you will let me know exactly what time you leave Herat, and when you will reach Khashrod.
This information must be forwarded to me five days previously, that I may be able to send you an escort of horse;
and, until I have the gratification of seeing you, pray write to me as frequently as you can.”
Seal of the Chief:
Rahmdil

May 22
When the report of the Candahar letter, along with our distresses, spread through the party of the chiefs, and
penetrated even to the ears of the king, he sent in the morning his private minister, Attar Bashi, who had a short
but very pleasant conversation with us. He said that the king was very much pleased with us, and was a great
friend of our Government. He offered us 400 ducats, which we refused to take to the last; and said, that the king
was very sorry for the distress we suffered in his country. He asked us to take his letters for the GovernorGeneral, and at the same time, a petition to the King of Great Britain, which, he said, his lordship would kindly
transmit to England.
In the evening 1 went to the Candahar gate, where I witnessed a novel scene: numerous women, with white
dresses and veils, were spread over all the plain; they were sitting each, at the head of a grave, crying and
lamenting for their dead ancestors. Some of them I saw had the coquetry to cover their faces at one time, and at
another to unveil, not from simplicity, but to attract the notice of the people, who anxiously surround them as bees
do honey and delight in following their steps.
May 23
In the morning Attar Bashi, the private secretary to the king, paid us a visit, and said he was sent by his
majesty to inquire after our situation, and to offer us money for our expenses, which we civilly refused.
He repeatedly resumed the same subject, though we mildly begged of him to talk upon other things. He added,
that the king was an intimate friend of our Government, and he was very anxious to explain his designs and
opinions to us, but the fear of his nobles had caused him not to reveal them yet.
May 24 to 26
Mirza Abdul, the son of Haji Aghai Khan, wazir of the late Haji Firoz, sent for me to eat fruit with him in his
garden, which I saw had suffered from neglect. He was a man of no great fortune, and whatever he had he spent
with frugality. He is aged and low-spirited, but has a civil and obliging deportment. His father, as benevolent,
polite, and generous an individual as ever existed in Herat, left a good name to his posterity.
He was in great favor with Shahzadah Firoz, who went with him on a pilgrimage, and they were ever after
called Hajis, or pilgrims. When Haji Firoz was deposed, the eyes of his minister were put out by Prince Kamran,
who often extorted money from him and his son.
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Haji Aghai Khan died in Masha 4 in 1818.
May 27 to 31
I went to see the place called Takiah, in which the Shias assemble in the month of Moharram, to mourn for the
sufferers at Karbala, where the descendants of Ali, Husain and Hasan, were killed, along with their family and the
little infants.
The sad history of the martyrs of Karbala, in verse, was recited by the Mullahs. Men and women were
weeping, shrieking and beating their breasts, with all the marks of grief. I could not help shedding tears when I
learnt the hardships endured by Ali’s family. It is not necessary to give a full description of the sufferings which
they endured; however, I cannot omit recording a very brief history of the martyrs.
Hazrat Ali was married to the holy Fatimah, the daughter of Mohammed. She had two sons, namely, Husain
and Hasan, who were tenderly loved by their grandfather, the Apostle of .God.
He one day told Hazrat Mavia, that his son would come into the world to shed the blood of his family and
relations. If such be the case, I will never marry, replied the Mavia; and he continued unmarried for eighty years.
Being stung by a scorpion he was told there was no remedy to be found for the pain but to marry.
He accordingly married a lady of ninety years of age, who brought forth a son, named Yazid. Mavia was very
sorry at this event.
When the boy grew up, his father advised him to respect and obey the family of Mohammed, and his
grandsons, Husain and Hasan. When Yazid became a man, he fell in love with Shahr Bano, to whom he sent
Imam Husain (as he is termed) with a proposal of marriage, which she refused; and captivating the affections of
the Imam she married him immediately.
This circumstance exasperated Yazid, who resolved to massacre Imam Husain and his relations. A battle
ensued between the prophet’s descendants and Yazid, who gained a decisive victory, and even destroyed them,
with their little children, by starvation. He treated their household with cruelty and indignity, placing the ladies of
the deceased Husain and Hasan on the bare backs of camels, and conducting them unveiled from one bazaar to
another.
June 1 to 9
We had the pleasure to meet with Khwajah Khanji, and his companion Ismael Shah, of Kabul. The former is a
man of middle size, fifty years of age. He is a Sunni (believer of Mohammed and his four friends), and a follower
of Shah Ashqan Ari-fan, a most respectable and godly individual, who lived in the time of Usman, the successor
of Mohammed, and whose sepulcher stands in the garden of Kabul. The above men were acquainted with English
liberality, morality, and politeness, and their good treatment of foreign people, and they revealed to the chiefs, and
even to the King of Herat, all these qualities, speaking of them with praise and respect. Though the king was very
much pleased, and civil to us before, still the above-mentioned travelers, who were respected by him,
recommended us to his Majesty, and gave a good name to the British Government.
These persons informed me that, in the month of October, 1833, they left Peshawer, and, having crossed the
rivers named Shah Alam, Naguman, and Daudzai, put up in Shab Qadar, a village twelve miles from the city. Next
day they forded the river Hasht Nagar, and came to the fort of Abazai, four miles distant. From thence they
journeyed all night towards the east into a desert, which was occupied in some places by shepherds. Their ground
was in Sakpakot, thirty-two miles distant, one of the villages of Usafzai.
The fourth march brought them to Alah Daud, where they were civilly treated by Inayatullah Khan, the ruler of
the place. After five halts, they bent their course in a northern direction, towards the Laran hills, where they
recrossed the river and passed the night in the neighborhood of the villages.
When they ascended the hill, they found it entirely covered with numerous flower-trees, which they saw were
dipped in rose-water. They reached Panjokora, twenty-four miles, after struggling over a rugged and hilly road,
which was hidden under cypress-trees. After this they came to Atrak, forty miles distant, ruled by Ghazan Khan,
the master of Dir.
The inhabitants of Atrak were handsomely dressed with barak, woven, produced from the hair of the gosfand,
or sheep. Their dialect was neither Turki, Afghani, nor Persian; but being in the vicinity of a Mohammedan
country, they represented themselves to be of the same religion, and repeated the Kalma, or words Lailah illallah.
A great number of them were subject to goiter. The hills which surrounded them abounded with grapes, peaches,
&c.
The travelers got up to Tal, a distance of twenty-four miles, where they were astonished to see wooden houses
of ten or twenty stories high, laid against the hills, and each of them inhabited by different families, who were
called the neighbors of each other. The travelers began now to bend their course towards the Nand, and came to
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Banda, where cattle are sent to feed. The country of the Siah Posh (black-dressed infidels) lies towards the west of
this. After three marches they reached Laspur, one of the villages of Chatrar. On their route they saw three
fountains, which they said were like lakes filled with crystal-water, of which two pools flow towards the south,
forming one large stream, called the Daryaehasht Nagar, and the water of the third, the travelers said, goes to the
notrh, and is called the river of Koran, and joins Shah Alam, near Peshawer: snow was here in great quantity, and
never melted through the whole year.
The poor travelers suffered much for three days on this pass, from not finding a piece of wood to warm
themselves and to make their tea. After ten days’ march, they reached Zaibak, which is situated under the Kotal of
Nuqsan, the barrier of Badakhshan. On their route they passed near Mastuch, the residence of Sulaiman Shah,
who is the King of Bala Chatrar. The road from Mastuch towards the north leads to Zaibak, and is thirteen days’
journey. But there are no villages to the end of three marches. This is Rah-i-Bala, or the upper road.
The travelers journeyed through the Pain Rah, or lower road, where they met villages at every stage. Ghazab
Shah, the son of Shah Kator, King of Pain Chatrar, has lately taken possession of Mastuch. When Sulaiman Shah
lost his capital, he applied to Ghazan Khan Afghan, the ruler of Dir, for assistance to recover the place, and sent
him a qalian of pure gold, as a present, with about 1,500 men, to aid Sulaiman.
Shah Kator and Shah Ghazab had recourses to Kokan Beg and Mohammed Ali Beg, the rulers of Faizabad and
Zarb, in the province of Badakhashan. The rivals of Sulaiman promised to give them 300 slaves, as a reward for
their service, in case they should subdue their enemy.
They came, at the head of 2,000 horsemen, to assist Shah Kator, and defeated Sulaiman Shah. Shah Ghazab,
and his father, Shah Kator, to fulfill their promise, seized some people of their own country, and delivered them to
their allies. Ghazab Shah accompanied them as far as the Kotal of Nuqsan, which was buried under masses of
snow. On this pass Kokan Beg and Mohammed Ali Beg were obliged to ask of Ghazab Shah the favour of
showing them how to cross that snowy mountain with their army. Ghazab Shah told them and their army to
dismount from their horses, and go on foot. His advice was complied with, and as soon as they ascended a great
height, they were all put to the sword by Ghazab Shah, who brought back the slaves, with plenty of booty.
This happened in November 1832. In the meantime, Mir Murad Beg, the despotic ruler of Qunduz, sent 6,000
horsemen. into Badakshan, and took possession of Kokan Beg’s and Mohammed Ali Beg’s country.
When the travelers left Mastuch they were astonished to hear the noise of the river, which reaches Kanur ; it is
very deep, and always unfordable.
The travelers crossed the river in a very curious and dangerous way. Two rafters were put on the verge of the
valley, which was very narrow and high. When they stepped on the bridge, it shook in so frightful a manner, that
they lost all hopes of passing it in safety. If any caravan comes here, they cross in the same way with their goods,
and loosen their ponies to swim over.
They traveled into the dominions of Badakhshan, and halted at night in Tir Garan. Darvaz, a town north of
Jarm, is the residence of a prince, who thinks himself the descendant of Alexander the Great, and has a book
which nobody can read. I was informed of this matter also by Dr. Macneill, the Assistant Resident in Persia.
After seven marches they arrived in Talaqan, which is the residence of Khwajah Hasan Jan, the pir or priest of
Murad Beg, who does nothing without his advice. The people of Badakhshan are not so handsome as the men of
Chatrar; their language is Persian, and their dress is like that of the Uzbegs.
Zaibak is surrounded by very high hills, and has four gates; one leads towards Badakhshan, the other to
Yarkhand, and two others were for both Chatrars.
To the west of Zaibak, eighty miles distant, is situated the range of the celebrated hills in the country of
Shughnar, which contain mines of lal, or ruby, &c. Their march from Talaqan was to Khairabad, where Murad
Beg passes his days in hot weather.
In Qunduz they saw a large cannon, mounted on wheels, which they said was fifteen spans in length, and six in
breadth. The straight road from Qunduz to Khulum was dangerous. The travelers bent their route towards Haibak
by Baglan, and reached Khulum after six marches. They came to Balk, and after six marches they reached
Maimanar. They passed on their way through Shibarghan and Aqchah, where Mr. Moorcroft, I heard, went to buy
a good breed of horses. They marched from Maimana to Qilahnau, the capital of the Hazara chief, 112 miles
distant. From Qilahnau they proceeded to Herat, which they reached in seven days, a distance of sixty-nine miles.
June 10 to 14
The news arrived that our servant, Mohammed, who started on the 1 st of April to Mashad, bearing a large
packet of letters for Tehran and India, was murdered on his return, by order of Sher Mohammed Khan. We were
grieved at this intelligence, and we wrote to the private secretary of the king concerning this incident, which
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grieved him also. When this report was spread among the people, Sher Mohammed Khan Vazir sent us a very
humble letter, with a great many holy oaths and apologies, saying that he was quite ignorant of this event. He was
ashamed and sorry, he said, that in his country we met with such misfortunes.
In the evening he came to our house, with a few men of rank, and sat about three hours. He was much
ashamed, made numberless excuses, and asked our pardon for this unintentional occurrence. He dined with us,
and said, he was sorry and ashamed that he had not come to pay us a visit, like others, but that he hoped to do so
on a future occasion.
June 15 to 30
At noon we were summoned by the king, after a lapse of two months, and had a very favorable conversation
with him. He was in a small glass room, and dressed cleanly. There were fine, soft pillows under his arms, and a
small fountain before him, which contained six small fishes. He told us to sit next to himself in the room, but I
stood respectfully above the line of his wazirs and chiefs. The king said, that he would be happy to receive a
mission from the English Government, and repeatedly told Mr. Gerard, that he hoped to see him here as an
ambassador in a few months; and desired him to take his letter for the Governor-General, whose name I told him,
on his asking, was Lord William Bentinck.
He said that Abbas Mirza was a friend to the Russians, who were spread over all Persia. It was. surprising,
indeed, he observed, that Englishmen, who are possessed of wisdom and political knowledge, should consider
Persia an ally, and squander considerable money in useless expenses, on account of the embassy at Tehran,
whereas any boy of four years of age in this country knew well that the Persian were the intimate friends and even
the slaves, of Russia.
The king requested us to see him once again before we left this place, as he wanted to say something more to
us. When we came out, Sher Mohammed Khan Vazir told us, that he would be much obliged to us if we stopped
one month longer, to make peace between Abbas Mirza and them, which he unfortunately did not agree to at first,
though we advised him. Mr. Gerard answered, that we had stayed in Herat for six months, not in accordance with
our own wishes, but for the sake of the chiefs, who had desired us to become the medium of their negotiations.
July 1 to 4
Before the sun rose, we set out to the east of the city, to examine the place called Gazur Gah, where the body
of Abu Ismail, or Khwajah Abdul Ansar, the son of Abu Mansur, the son of Abu Ayub, the son of Mat Ansar, or
the bearer of Mohammed’s Qur’an, reposes.
Abu Ansar was struck with stones by boys when he was doing penance, of which he expired on the 27 th
March, 1088, A.D., or in 481, Hijri. He had learned about 1,200,000 poems by heart, and was the author of
100,000 couplets.
When We reached the pleasant Gazur Gah, we entered the Charsu, or square of Hasan Khan Shamla, who has
also built a few shops, and [a] fine cistern, on account of the periodical fair in Spring. Having passed through the
Sahan, we came to the door which led us to the grave of Abu Ansar. The door is made of copper, and on each side
are fine, clean mosques, where we saw Korans lying on the shelves, or rahals. The Masnavi, or book of Maulanae-Rum, is recited every morning, and the people faint during the invocation.
On our right hand were the tombs of Mansur Sultan, the father of Shahrukh Mirza, and the descendants of
Amir Taimur. On our left were buried the successors of Changez Khan. The body of Mansur was lodged on a
large platform, bordered with marble, and towards the head of the tomb we saw an inscription, the substance of
which may be thus rendered:
This excellent construction and meritorious work, which resembles paradise, resplendent with the lights of Divine
favour and the blessings of the merciful God, has been built with great art and beauty, as the monument of the famous
Sultan Ghayasuddin Mansur, and his pious descendants, in the year of H. 772. Written by Sultan Mashadi.

Among the graves of Changez Khan’s family was a body covered with black marble, on which we beheld the
surprising sculptures of an ancient unknown hewer.
No works of the present day are comparable to them. The stone was carved in seven figures, called Haft
Qalam, or “seven pens.” I copied the following inscription from the above tomb:
On the day of the great king’s death, the Lord sent him repose, and the pen of fate inscribed his simple epitaph,
“Rest in peace.” (A.H.718.)
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The tomb of Abu Ansar is very large, bordered with marble, and covered with stones: at the head of the grave
stands a marble lauh, which resembles a menar. It is beautifully made of two pieces, is covered with Arabic
letters, and has only one inscription in Persian, of which the following is a translation:
The Khwajah, in look and verity a king, was equally versed in the affairs of both the worlds: would you know the
date of his death, read it in the words Khwajah Abdullah, i.e., A.H. 737.

The tomb is surmounted by a magnificent arch, 70 feet high, erected by Shahrukh Mirza, 480 years ago.
Taimur Shah resolved to gild the arch, but was diverted by some accident. On the right hand of the tomb are many
inscribed poems, written by the celebrated author Jami; but the following verse, composed by Hasan Khan
Shamla, informs us of the day of Abdul Ansar’s death.
If you are desirous that the cup-bearer of wisdom
should give you a cup full of understanding,
come into the banqueting-house of Khwajah Abdullah Ansari.
*
His monument is like the graceful cypress,
which invites the angels to hover over it,
crying and lamenting like doves.

When we came out of the door, we went to the cistern, which contains very delicious, sweet-flavored water,
ab-i-zam-zam, which is said to be cold in summer and hot in winter. There were many verses written in the arch.
The purport of one inscription, which is very long, is, that Adil Shah Rukh erected a well and terraces, &c., for the
use of pilgrims to the tomb of Khwajah Ansar, which, having fallen into decay, were reconstructed at the expense
of a female descendant of Qar, one of the sons of Changez Khan, in the year (Hauz Zamzam Salsabil) 1090.
The original name of Gazur Gah is Karzar Gah. Karzar means, in Persian, “battle,” and gah, “place” (the place
of battle); in short, it is the seat of pleasure, and people pass their time there in drinking and singing, which seems
very inconsistent with the solemnity which belongs to a place of the dead. The water of the neighboring covered
fountain runs through the canal, which ornaments Gazur Gah, and makes it one of the liveliest spots in Herat.
Towards the north of the city, at the base of the hills, is a pleasant edifice, called Takht-i-safar, constructed by
Sultan Husain Mirza, the fourth descendant of Amir Taimur. In spring, the neighboring fields and mountains are
covered with a bed of yellow and red flowers, called Ar Ghavan. The place is now going to decay, but seems to
have been once a paradise. A magnificent fountain, in a tank of water, casts its watery arrows against the top of
the building. The height of the edifice is a hundred feet.
In the reign of Sultan Husain Mirza, persons who misconducted themselves were compelled to assist the
masons in building the Takht-i-Safar. The Sultan, moreover, inscribed the following verses on every gate, that
passengers might read them:
All who have been indulging sinfully
in the pleasures of wine and beauty,
by Mirza’s command,
must add a stone to the Takht Safar.

To the north-east of the city stand two very imposing ruins, separated by the stream Anjer. Sultan Husain
Mirza gave celebrity to his name by building a stately college, which is now leveled with the ground. Two arches
and four menars have still a grand appearance, and are separated into two equal parts by the above named stream.
One arch and two menars, which are situated on the right bank, are in the vicinity of the grave of Sultan Husain,
who is remembered with great respect and honor. He reigned in A.D. 1500. The headmaster of the college was the
famous poet named Jami. On the left bank of the stream rests the body of Gauhar Shad, the daughter of Amir
Taimur, the sister of Shah Rukh. The grave is shaded by a very high gilt dome.
There were formerly nine tombs, all of black marble, ornamented with inscriptions in the Arabic character. The
letters are now rubbed out and not legible.
She built a fine edifice, called Musallah, and is said to have been an incomparable lady. She never married, but
devoted herself to the perusal or the Qur’an, and was anxious to encourage the people to learn..
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The place is decorated with four high menars and two lofty arches, which make a beautiful square of seventyfive paces. On the top of the arch were a few defaced Arabic inscriptions, which I could not read. The menars
seemed only half-finished, and they were made to incline towards Mashad, to salute Imam Raza.
I ascended a menar of two stories high, by difficult steps, and had a very striking view of the city. Every story
contains twenty steps. Having passed the square, we entered a lofty dome, which encouraged us to climb five
stairs, and to come into a gilt and painted room, where Gauhar Shad prayed. All these ruins are of azure and gold
color; the blue is made of lapis lazuli, which is found in considerable quantities in the mines of Badakhshan.
It is related that, one day, Gauhar Shad, accompanied by 200 beautiful ladies, came into the college, and
ordered all the students to go out. She passed the whole day in the place, and had the pleasure of seeing every
room. One of the students, being sleepy, was not aware of her coming, and remained in the college. He awoke,
and peeping fearfully through the window, he beheld a ruby-lipped lady, one of the companions of Gauhar Shad.
She observed the scholar, and fell in love with him, and leaving her associates, entered the room of the student.
Gauhar Shad, on being informed of this, was much vexed, and to get rid of the reproach, she married all her
associates to the students of the college, prescribing this rule, in order not to interrupt their studies, that they
should meet their wives only one in seven days.
At the east end of the city are the remains of a very grand building, called Masjid Jamah, or the Great Mosque,
erected by Sultan Ghayasuddin, the old King of Ghor, 700 years ago. He was the son of Mohammed Sam, and the
sixth descendant of Abu Bakar, one of the friends of Mohammed. The mosque has four doors, and many arched
domes.
We made our entrance through the door called Darwazah-vakil. Having traversed seventy paces, under the roof
supported by massive pillars, we opened into the great square of the mosque. On our left hand were two pieces of
marble, bearing Persian inscriptions, which contained an order to the custom-house officers to provide the
mullahs with a livelihood. The length of the square is 111 paces, and the breadth, 83. There are four lofty and
magnificently-painted arches, facing each other. The arch which stands to the west led us into the praying-place,
which is covered with heaps of mud, that had lately fallen, through the severity of the winter.
We saw a marble tombstone lying on the ground, which had Arabic characters. It was engraved by Farrukh
Shah Shervani, to cover the grave of Sultan Abu Sayad Korgani.
The eastern arch exhibits a great deal of Mohammedan neglect. It is almost hidden under considerable masses
of earth. The arch, which is situated towards the south, bears numerous Arabic inscriptions. They are all defaced.
or injured.
The northern arch is the place for students; it conducted us into a domed structure, where we were astonished
to see a marble slab, in the shape of a door, of a single piece, and so beautifully clear, that our faces were reflected
in it. The length of the stone was ten spans, and the breadth; eight.
Having passed through a very small door, we came into a square, of twenty paces, where the body of Sultan
Ghayasuddin reposes. The place is very filthy, and the tomb reduced to pieces. There is no inscription. The roof
has fallen into decay, and its ruins cover the tomb. There are many graves also, and the bones of the dead seemed
to be petrified.
Our sight got dim by visiting the sepulchers. There was no difference between the tomb of the great sultan and
that of a poor man.
In the square of the mosque is a small cistern of water, for ablution, and a large, heavy vessel of tin, made by
Sultan Ghayasuddin, the circumference of which is twenty spans, and the thickness of the edge one span. There
were inscriptions written on the borders of the vessel, dated 700 years ago. It was repaired by Malik Ghayasuddin
Curd, 470 years ago, and again by Mir Ali Sher, the minister of Sultan Husain, 350 years ago. The verse informs
us of the day of repair.
This place, which was before vile as a rotten bone,
has acquired enduring fame, like the Kabah.
I inquired the date of the building, and my mind answered:
“it is a second altar of Abraham.” (A.H.950.)

The ruined buildings of Herat surpass my powers of description, and I am sorry that I am too little conversant
with the English language to do justice to them.
One farsang further from the city towards the south, is a famous bridge, called Pul Malan. In former days there
were thirty-three arches, but now only twenty-seven remain. No history gives us any information about the
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foundation of the bridge; but the people say that it was built by a lady named Nur Bibi, who lived more than one
thousand years ago. The books of Herat give no account of the bridge, which is called by the natives “the
matchless”.
The inundation of the river was so rapid, during our residence at Herat, that three arches were swept away
from one end, and nearly for two months all intercourse between Herat and other places ceased.\fn{ There now
follows two tables of Revenue of Heart, purporting to show provincial income and from where it is derived; but as it probably formed no
part of the original travelogue, I have chosen to purge it from the text. See the note under December 11-16, 1832, where a similar intrusion
in what must have been the original MS has been excised:H }

July 5 to 13
Tradition and the following Persian verses allege, that the foundation of the city of Herat, or Hari, was laid by
an ancient king called Lohrasp, who was succeeded by Gushtasp. Alexander, the successor of Behman, built and
furnished Herat very beautifully, and after him it was never repaired.
Lohrasp laid the foundations of Herat; Gushtasp erected many buildings thereon; Behman, after him, added greatly
to the town, and Alexander put the finishing stroke to it.

The city is surrounded by a very strong mud wall, and also by a small dry ditch. There are five large frequented
gates in the town; the two which open towards the north are called Darvazah Quatab Chaq, and Darvazah Malik;
and the third, to the south, is named Darvazah Candhar. In the east is Darvazah Khushk, and towards the west,
Darvazah Iraq. The body of the city is divided into four equal parts, by streets intersecting each other in the
center, which is covered by a very high roof of mortar, and is known by the name of Charsli, in consequence of its
being approached from four points. The correct name is Charsuq, which, in Arabic, imports four sides or bazaars.
Two of them bear the name of Mohallah Qutab Chaq; the third, Mohallah Khowajah Abdul Misar; and the fourth
is named Mohallah Khakbarsar.
There are seven caravansaries at Herat: the first, built by Mustaufi, is inhabited by Hindu merchants of
Shikarpur; another caravanserai is occupied by Bokhara and Candahar traders; a third, the caravanserai of Haji
Rasual, contains the dealers of Herat and Persia or Iraq, and the remainder are peopled by other wealthy traders.
There is not a richer merchant in Herat than Haji Ali Askar Cahdhari, who is called Malik Ultajjar, or the king of
merchants.
The roofs of the Charsu bazaars, which form straight lines opposite to each other, are almost brought to the
ground. The shops, which are open and large, present a very dark appearance. No repairs are performed in Herat
till the last extremity.
The houses are generally two stories high, and have very small entrances; but when you step in you have a
large and clear view. The lanes are dirty and narrow, and abound in holes. The buildings are of mud, without a
single rafter, with many small windows, which instead of glass, have white paper of Russia, through which they
get light when it is snowing, and all the doors are shut up on account of the cold.
The arg, or the residence of the king, is one of the most solid and ancient buildings in Herat. It is fortified, and
surrounded by a deep ditch. It is situated within the walls of the city, on steep ground, and is constructed of burnt
bricks, stones, and mortar. The bastions have no guns, but the treasure of the Shah is deposited there. The ditch is
crossed by a wooden bridge, which, after sunset, is dragged up by the doorkeepers inside of the arg wall.
The palace has so little of the character of a regal residence, that the gaols in British India are much superior to
the palace of Kamran, not only in architectural beauty, but even in cleanliness.
The most beautiful and beneficial edifice in Herat is the covered pond erected by Hasan Khan Shamlu. It is
nearly sixty feet square, and has a few arches inside, where the people put lamps, for show. The water is thirty feet
deep, and looks very clear and shining. It is situated in one of the bazaars of Charsu, and is always surrounded by
water-bearers. The following Persian verse shows the date of its erection:
The most beautiful place of the buildings in Herat is the cistern. (925 Hijri.)\fn{ 1597AD}

Opposite to the above pond, or the Hauz Charsu, stands a miserable, dark, and damp place, which is called
Bandikhanah, or the prison. It has a very small door, and no windows to admit air. In the centre of the room is
excavated a hole, in which the prisoners are confined at night.
No air is felt there, and the heat, in conjunction with the damp and the insects, torments the poor prisoners
terribly, and generally causes their death. Neither law nor time can release the criminals, but only the pleasure of
the king, or the chiefs who have influence at the court.
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July 14 to 20
The houses in Herat are numbered at 4,000 and they contain about 60,000 people. The major part are
Bardurrani, one of the Sunni sects. Those of Shamlu, Afshar, Reshvand, Jami, Isla, Yallo, and Takulbe, who
follow the principles of Ali, are small in number, and undergo many hardships from misgovernment.
The Shias took the name of Qizal Bash on being liberated from the condition of bondage. They were formerly
residents in Constantinople, and when it was invaded by Taimurlang, many of them were brought away as slaves;
that prince having experienced the miracle of Shaik Safir Darvesh, told him to demand a favor. The shaik solicited
from him the liberation of all the slaves, which request was complied with. On this, he ordered them to put a piece
of red cloth either inside or above their caps, which might distinguish them in the world by the name of Qizal
Bash. Qizal means in Turki, “red,” and bash, “head”. In the reign of Shah Ismail, the Qizal Bashis divided
themselves into the seven different sects which I have mentioned above.\fn{ Here follows a list of 39 names “of the
Ancient Kings who Ruled in Heart”; but I have treated them as the lists under the entries for December 11-16, 1832, and July 1-4, 1833,
and for the same reason:H}

The present king is about fifty-eight years of age, and suffers much from debility. His complexion is dark, and
shows none, of the signs of royalty. He is fond of drinking spirits, as well as bhang and opium. In lieu of
distributing justice, he spends the whole of his life in ornamenting himself with handsome robes, and his
abominable conduct, here and when he was at Candahar, has rendered him most obnoxious throughout the whole
of Afghanistan.
He has four wives, ten sons, and six daughters, from twenty to twenty-six years of age. He cannot marry them
to any other family than that of Saduzai, or the royal household, which is at Lodiana with Shah Shuja. He often
rebelled against his father, Mahmud Shah, and has been always routed by the Barakzais. He possesses a great deal
of treasure and numberless jewels, which he has deposited in a large iron box, underground. He has given orders
to the Kotwal of the city to get a hundred rupees every day from the people, by the use of his authority, and put it
in the treasury, which he never touches. Whenever it is necessary to defray any expenses of war, he extorts the
money from the citizens.
Being afraid of the Persian Government, he is very anxious to make an alliance with the English power, and is
extremely afraid of his ministers, or the Alaikozi family, and never dares to feed his horse without their sanction.
He is hard-hearted, and the most unmerciful man in Afghanistan. He has ripped up the bellies of many people
upon trifling pretences.
Jahangir, a prince of thirty-two years of age, follows the abominable courses of his father. One of his
tyrannical acts was described to me by his writer, but it cannot be related in decent terms. His eyes are always
inflamed by the use of bhang, &c. He has divorced his wife, and has married an ugly, low and bad woman, whose
dancing wrought upon the heart of the prince. He has few children, who complain of his want of affection to
them. He is the ruler of Farah, one of the Herat districts.
The other sons are:
2. Saif Ul Maluk, a prince of twenty-eight years of age, who is zealous in distributing justice among his
subjects in Ghor, where he rules impartially. The country forming his chieftainship is hilly, the fort where he
resides is situated on a steep rock, which cannot be attacked by an army;—
3. Sadat Maluk has some of the vile habits of his father, and is always in debt; he is twenty-six years old:—
4. Alamgir, twenty-four years of age:—
5. Ahmad Ali, twenty-three years old:—
6. Jalal Uddin rules Sabzwar very justly; he is twenty-two years of age.
7. Sikandar, aged twenty; 8. Shahab, eighteen; 9. Zaman, seventeen; 10. Nadir, sixteen. Every one of them is
entitled to the name of Shahzadah.
Yar Mohammed Khan, a man of resolute character and about fifty years of age, has been lately made the wazir,
or prime minister, to the king; he is cruel to the people of the country, and liberal to his friends. He has reduced
numberless individuals to a state of bondage, and has deprived many merchants of their estates. He went to Abbas
Mirza at Mashad, with the view of deposing Kamran from the throne of Herat; but unfortunately he was not
considered deserving of confidence, and was put into confinement by the Persian prince. He has only one son, and
one wife, who is in possession of wealth.
Sher Mohammed Khan, his younger brother, is the good-looking, loquacious, and boasting ruler of Ghuryan, a
very strong fort, at the end of the Herat boundary, towards Persia. He is a slave-dealer, is fond of drinking, and has
plundered numerous caravans. He is in possession of great riches, has often rebelled against the king, and
defended himself in his fort, the height .of which he compares with that of the sky.
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Din Mohammed Khan Sardar, the son of Ata Mohammed Khan, a good-natured man in his old days, rules the
country of Kurakh; but is always in want of money. He has two brothers, called Gholam Khan and Sultan
Mohammed Khan, who are always intoxicated, and immersed in all sorts of pleasures. The sardar, in his early
age, was himself a famous lecher, and a slave-dealer; but since one of his eyes has become blind, he allows a little
mercy to remain in his heart. He is more popular than Yar Mohammed Khan and Sher Mohammed Khan.
Abdul Rahim Khan, distinguished by the name of Shah Ghasi, is one of the small chiefs; but he possesses an
elevated mind and fair manners. He is supposed to be the most luxurious man in the whole family of Alakozai. He
has four wives, two daughters, and one son, of good complexion.
Haji Mir Khan, a fat man, Bahi Khan, Vali Mohammed Khan, Enayat Ullah Khan, and Mirza Aghai, are petty
chiefs at Herat: everyone has plenty of titles, and they call themselves khavanins.
Akhund Mullah Mohammed Attar Bashai is a good-natured man; his stature is short, and his eyes are small.
The king trusts him with every secret, and places great confidence in him. No business is managed with the king,
but through him. He is extremely popular, and consequently the whole of the Alakozai family are jealous of him.
Mir Saddiq Khan Bar Durrani, and old inhabitant of Heart, is the most respectable man in the court of Shah
Kamran. He is the master of considerable wealth; all the citizens like him, and a great deal of the power of the
state depends upon his administration.
Shamshuddin Khan, a sardar, of fair aspect and benevolent carriage, is the greatest favorite of the king, who
has married his sister. He rules the country of Anardarah, a rich valley bear Qilah Kah, towards the south-east of
Herat. He likes the English customs of cleanliness, and puts various things into bottles on shelves, after the
European fashion.
July 21 to 25
The people of Herat, though reduced to poverty by oppressive government, are fond of pleasure. They go daily
to meadows, and pass their time in firing from horseback, racing, singing, joking, dancing, drinking and sleeping.
They are fairer than the inhabitants of Mashad. Their garment is a red shirt and an open red trouser below a cloak,
or chugha, and on the head a turban of Peshawer lungi. They tie a very thin cloth round their waist, and keep a
knife in their girdle, for show, and also for aggression. They pretend to be very religious men; but very few of
them discharge even the daily prayers which all Musalmans are bound to make.
The females have delicate features. They are not so virtuous as those of Mashad, and like rather to wander in
the fields than to stay at home. When they are within the walls of the city, they are very careful to cover their
faces, feet, and hands; as soon as they step out of the gate, they lift up the veils, put them over their heads, and
begin to laugh at and ridicule the passengers. Some of them sing ballads, and others, abusing slightly the passersby, burst into a laugh which makes them move on, hanging down their heads with shame.
All the sex at Herat know how to sing and dance: but show these arts neither to their husbands, nor to their
relations, but secretly to their friends.
Herat is famous for its silk manufactures, as Qanawaz and Taimur Shahi boots, and whips for horses, made
after the English fashion, which are matchless for their durability and neatness. They are exported through the
whole of Afghanistan, and even considered a most valuable present to friends at distant places. Wool is
abundantly produced in the Hazara country, near Herat. If it could be exported to Bombay, and from thence to
England like the cotton of India, the manufacturers of that country would make shawls of the pashm, which would
be more beautiful than those of Kashmir.
Herat is the most fertile country in the whole of Khorasan. The suburbs are covered with rich and green
orchards, producing considerable quantities of fruits. They are known by the names of nine buluks, and each of
them is watered by a separate stream, called Angir &c. &c. It is divided into four districts. namely Obeh,
Ghuryan, Kurakh, and Sabazwar.
The first place abounds with mines of different metals. It is famous for a hot fountain, in which sick people
bathe themselves, and immediately recover. The summer is very pleasant there, as well as in Kurakh. This place is
almost occupied by the Imaq, a wandering nation, and rather desirous of robbery than of living honestly.
Ghuryan, situated in a level plain, is hidden under numberless trees of asafetida, which is collected in great
quantities. The mode of procuring this substance is very singular. The Kakris, one of the Afghan tribes, come up
in swarms, with their families, and disperse themselves over the face of the plain; they protect the asafetida plants
with small clay or bricks, to keep off the rays of the sun. Before they do so, they rip up the stalk of the plant in
numerous straight lines, and when the dew falls at night, matter, like muddy water, pours down from the plant,
and congeals over the stones or fences. The breeze blows, and the people, with small bags of skin hanging to their
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necks, go to their own trees and gather up the asafetida. The asafetida plant is nearly a yard and a half long, and
has a very few small branches, and large leaves.
The length of the whole country of Herat, from Obeh, in the east, to Ghuryan, in the west, is stated to be nearly
120 miles, and the breadth, from Kurakh, in the north, to Sabzawar or Isfazar, in the south, is estimated at 90
miles. Farab, a very rich district, is also in the possession of Shah Kamran, but not included in the country of
Herat. It belongs to Afghanistan, and not to Khorasan.
Beyond the northern hills, sixty miles distant, is a very fruitful country, called Badghis, which was peopled 250
years ago: since that period, in consequence of revolutions, it has been entirely destroyed, and no one now lives
there. It is stated by old men, that the revenue collected from Badghis, in former days, exceeded that of the whole
country of Herat.
Silk is a native production of Herat. It is produced in great quantities, and is exported to many countries.
The wheat is of many kinds; as, shah niwazi, or daima, which is watered by the rains; zaf rani; barai sufaid;
barai surkhak; calak; nesh shutar; biranjak; and rezah dandanah.
Najo jau; mash jau; jau tursh, or sour, are the different kinds of barley reaped at Heart. Arzan, bagli, zaad,
tugi, or surkh tugi, are also cultivated at Herat, and are generally used by the poor classes of the people, who
cannot afford to live upon wheat.
Out of mandau and bedanjir, which are seen in every field, is extracted a fine oil for burning.
The rice is not very good, like that of Peshawer, but is of the several kinds that follow: nilofar; rasmi; rashk;
maraqa; firdaus khani; seyah asban.
Cotton is abundantly cultivated in Herat, and sometimes is sent to Mashad.
Mash; adas; nakhud; lemgash, or muth; shamled, or halbah; javari and lobia, are also productions of Herat.
Sebist and shaftal grow exuberantly, and are given to horses.
Opium is much grown here, and is transported to Bokhara and other places.
Sufaid Koh and Badghis are adorned with the natural plants of shir khist, a very sweet and useful shrub.
Buz jang; zalier and rotiang are dyes cultivated in Herat.
Kandal and birzar, an article useful for boats, are exported to Sindh and Persia.
Zirah, badkhish and honey are also products of Herat.
The melons are very sweet, and have four names, according to their different tastes: as sardah, garmah, tirmi,
bunde. Simarugh, kama, apples, figs, pomegranates, pears, peaches, cherries, pista nuts, almonds, zardalu, shalil,
alu balu, alucha, alusiah, kadu, amrud, nakchini, mulberries, annab, aluabdin, findaq, senjid, hulu, jows, khinjiq,
kasan, rivash, and grapes, are likewise produced there.
The last fruit is very abundant in Herat, and is sweeter that that of Mashad. Its skin is soft, and it has plenty of
names, agreeing with the different shapes, taste, and kinds, as follows: rauchah; khalili; lal; kishmisi; askari;
takhri; husaini; sahib; agha ali; kahyeh kabak; zairjaur; amiri; munaqai; hoita; cata; ab din; khala chari; sengak;
sirkagi; maska; khanah barnardaz; shast arur, or kalik; rodih kash; fakhri kalamuk. Those which go to India, in
baskets and cotton, are very common in this country; no man eats them here, and they are given to quadrupeds.
A range of the steep mountains which stretch between Jam and Khaf contains a rich mine of salt. It is not
monopolized, but is not regularly worked. The people, who are generally poor, dig and load it on asses, &c., as
much as they please. It is red, with white veins, shining like crystal. The value of the salt is six maunds of India
for one Russian ducat, or five rupees.
Obeh, one of the rich districts in Herat, is celebrated for numerous mines of different metals, namely, sulfur,
iron, copper, lead. It also yields marble, mortar, gilbarrah, gilsarshu, and chodan. All these mines are slowly
worked, and monopolized for small sums. The iron is much used in Herat for making boiling-pots, &c. It is not
pure iron.
In the reign of Shahzadah Haji Firoz, when Herat was in a more prosperous and flourishing state than at
present, all the above-mentioned mines were actively worked, and their products were transported to different
parts of the globe. Silver, tin, buh, zarnikh, and ruby or yaqut, are also found in the Herat hills; but the rudeness of
the people, and the oppression and indifference of the Government, have caused them to be neglected. Nobody
notices whether they exist in the country or not.
A specimen of the ruby was sent to us by the king to examine. The stones was of a dark red color, and looked
as if it had been burnt in the fire. The price of one, of the size of a grain of rice, was two annas; but if the mine
were worked regularly, and excavated about twenty or thirty yards, undoubtedly it would produce some of greater
value.
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When Shahzadah Firozuddin reigned at Herat, a prosperous commerce was carried on throughout the whole
country of Khorasan. The caravan of Bokhara, which came thrice a year, loaded with gold-sand (or regtilaj) and
silver, greatly enriched this place, and the caravan of Persia annually supplied it with the shawls of Kirman, and
also with European fabrics. Candahar furnished it with a considerable number of Kashinir shawls, part of which
were exported to Persia with great advantage: but now, in consequence of anarchy, the shawls go to Persia
through Bombay, and not by the route of Afghanistan. The silk, which is worked in great quantity in this country,
is exported to Shikarpur, through Candahar, and sometimes leaving it on the left hand.
The whole of Afghanistan was plentifully supplied with gold mohurs coined in Herat, and also with many
kinds of silk cloth, as qanavaz and taimur shahi. The carpets made of wool at Herat are extremely handsome; they
are covered with open artificial flowers, in different colors. They are sent to Turkistan, and even to Afghanistan,
with great profit.
Herat was furnished with tea, not only from Bokhara, but from Persia and Bombay, through Candahar. Sugar,
besides what comes from Candahar in pieces, is brought here from Yazd in Persia, made into loaves; six seers are
sold for five rupees.
Herat is styled by the natives the key of the commerce between Turkistan, Afghanistan, Persia, and India.
Merchants of all countries used formerly to reside at Herat, and carried on their traffic very successfully; but since
Kamran’s government, the trade has been greatly reduced; notwithstanding which he exercises the same hard
system which before obliged the merchants to quit the city.
July 25
We were quite happy to leave Herat, in which we unwillingly remained for seven months. From the gate of the
city to the bank of the river, our route took us through villages almost encircled by gardens and canals.
Having forded the current, we arrived at Rauzah Bagh, a fertile hamlet, eight miles distant. We encamped in
the meadow planted by Ahmad Shah Durrani, which had lately gone to ruin.
We went to see the Pul-i-Malan, which seemed to be a very solid old structure. A few of the arches, which I
described before, are destroyed, and the others will soon be levelled to the ground, as the river sometimes flows
over them; one lac of our Indian rupees could repair the bridge, and make it much stronger than before.
July 26 to 28
We continued in Rauza Bagh, waiting for an escort from the sardar, and had the pleasure of visiting the burialplace of Mahmud Shah, the father of Prince Kamran. The inner part under the cupola was covered with numerous
tombs of the royal family, but they all have a common and poor appearance. Zaman Khan, the father of Ahmad
Shah, and his uncle, Assadullah Khan, are buried in the same place. There was no distinction between the tombs
of the rich and poor; that of Mahmud Shah himself was a very paltry one.
From hence we had a fine view of Gazur Gah, and of the high hills called Koh Davandar and Sufaid Koh,
capped with very little snow.
July 29
Before evening we took leave of Rauzah Bagh, and joined on the road the horsemen of the sardar. Having
traveled over plains, we entered on a rugged and pebbly valley, which brought us, after daylight, to a place called
Band Shah Bed, a distance of twenty-four miles. On the road we passed a dry cistern and a fine rabat, named Mir
Dans.
We were informed that, in the vicinity of this place, there were mines of copper and lead, but none
remembered when they were worked. There was a canal of crystal water running at this spot. The original name
of the ground was Shah Bed (shah means “great”, bed is a “tree”); but on the left bank of the brook stands a
ruined rabat made by Shaikh Ismail Khan Mustaufi, in Taimur’s reign. There were a few old defaced inscriptions,
which I could not copy, except the following:
The sarae has been erected by one of his well-wishers, whose name is Shaikh Ismail Khan, which is famous and
high.

When Prince Kamran came to fight with Haji Feroz, he went with his gun on the top of the hills, and said,
“If the ball will destroy the arch of the door of this rabat, undoubtedly I shall place on my head the crown of
victory.” It did so: and great part of this caravanserai is spoiled by the trial of this foolish omen of Kamran, in
whose reign buildings are not constructed, but ruined.
July 30
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Having traveled over a hilly road into a quiet valley, we ascended a very high pass, where we felt the cold very
keenly. Before sunrise, we forded a small stream called Rodgaz, and met the caravan of Candahar with loads of
wheat.
We passed on our route a ruined caravanserai, made by Shah Abbas, overlooking the pebbly bed of the
Adraskan river, which flows rapidly about one mile towards the west and joins the former stream. The water is
clear and wholesome, and it was daily carried to Herat for Taimur Shah to drink, a distance of forty-eight miles, or
fourteen farsakhs.
These two rivers run down from the hills of Ghor, fall into the Candahar stream called Hilmand, and flow
through Sistan. The mountains near them resemble those of Pind Dadan Khan, celebrated for their salt mines, in
the Punjab.
We saw neither village nor cultivation on the road, except at a place named Mir Allah, and we encamped on
the left bank of the Adraskan, twenty-four miles distant. In spring this river is very dangerous to ford, and
travelers often lose their lives. The bridge has gone to decay through age, but seemed to have been once very
strong.
July 31
A march of twenty-four miles brought us to the suburbs of Sabzawar, and [a] village called Kushkak, near
Jambaran, which is situated on the road of the caravan to Candahar. When we left the Adraskan, we ascended a
pass, which brought in sight a finely walled fort, called Khandchi, built by Sarvar, and inhabited by Nurzais. Its
direction was north-east, on our left hand, near the bank of the river.
From the pass we had a fine view of a most beautiful green plain, called Basha, which was the hunting-place
of Taimur Shah. Hawks are found abundantly in that place.
Our journey continued through small valleys, the earth in some of which was saltish, and others were covered
with verdure. We passed the red plain called Dasht Surkhak, which led us by the foot of a mountain. On the top
we visited a wall of stones, which was the burial-place of Khwajah Irya, a pious individual of the last age. In this
place thieves often conceal themselves, and rob travelers of their goods, and even of their clothes.
We were very anxious to go to Sabzawar, of which place we had heard a great deal in old histories; but the
head of our caravan was a bad, low fellow, who would not agree to our request, though he at first promised to do
so.
August 1
We wrote a letter to the Naib Mullah Karim, the ruler of Sabzawar, who was very much pleased at receiving it.
I flattered him greatly in the epistle, on which he immediately sent an escort, who conducted all the caravan to
Sabzawar, twelve miles from our place, by compulsion.
On our left hand were villages and black tents inhabited by Afghans, called Ilat, and on our right were the
Chungal hillocks. We crossed a great many streams, upon small, very dangerous wooden bridges, and passed
through the gardens of the city, where the Naib came to receive us.
August 2
We halted in Isfazar, or it is called Sabzawar, on account of the distressing heat. The country is twenty-four
miles long, and twenty-eight broad. It is rich in productions, and on every side bounded by hills: 300 walled
villages are said to be under its ruler’s command, each of which is watered by 300 kahrazes. The country is
inhabited by Tajiks and Parsiban, and few Afghans.
Sabzawar, the residence of Shahzadah Jalaluddin, is a very small place, fortified; there is a high structure,
repaired by the prince for his family, and houses of the chiefs and common people numbered nearly sixty. The
buildings are destroyed by the rain and snow, and have a very dismal appearance.
The market is on Friday, when all bargains are managed by twenty Hindu merchants. 10,000 kharvars of corn
is [the] produce of the whole country of Sabzawar.
In the city stands a lofty arch, the remains of an ancient mosque, which shows that Sabzawar is a very old
place. It is said that the city was the winter residence of Rustam, a celebrated personage in the Shah Namah. It is
not half a mile round, and contains only 500 souls. The place is not worth seeing.
From Jambaran are three different roads to Candahar: one by Ghor, over which no man can travel on
horseback; the other through Tut Qasrman; and the third by Farah.
Anardarah lies south of Sabzawar, and is famous for fine garments of pomegranates; it is almost encircled by
hills. The valley terminates at last in an extensive plain, which is abundantly filled with asafetida. The capital of
Anardarah is Qilah Kah, surrounded by enormous sandy hills.
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On moving a little, we were informed that a sound like the beating of a drum comes out of the hills, which is
believed by the people to be a miracle. The country belongs to Shamshuddin Khan, one of the favorite
connections of Shah Kamran.
August 3
Having left Sabzawar, and crossed the Adraskan and Rodgaz, we came on the right bank of the first-named
river, and perceived a fortified village named Emarat, ten miles distant. It is situated on the left hand, and is
inhabited by Nurzais. The sons of Ahad Khan, the chief, came to meet us with a basket of fine grapes, and said,
though the king had ordered them to give us an escort, yet they could not move today.
The Qafilah Bashi would not allow us to stop for the night, on account of the scarcity of provisions in the
caravan; but the above Afghans answered him in a haughty and independent tone, that they would not go today,
though the Atlatun might come to order them.
Before we reached our camp, we traversed a very high and pleasant pass, and had the pleasure of visiting the
forts of the maiden and the youth, the legend of which is as follows:
She was an oriental girl, who, being attacked with severe fever, determined to travel. She had a lover, who
followed her step by step. When she encamped under this mountain, she found the air so fine and pleasant, that
she recovered, and determined to pass her life on this health spot. She built a fort, surrounded by magnificent
walls, and ordered the garrison not to allow anyone to enter the castle.
The poor lover was deeply distressed at being thus excluded from the sight of his beloved, and implored
Providence to bestow on him a treasure. His petition was granted, and he erected a fort on the top of this hill (the
walls of which are a mile and half in circumference, built of stone and brick), whence he could see into the
window of the palace in which his beloved resided.
The lover grew rich and powerful in the country, and sent a proposal of marriage to the maiden, with a present
of precious stones. She consented to their nuptials, on condition that he finished first the whole of the fort.
The youth sent orders that all the villagers should come before sunrise, and work at the fort, on pain of death
for one minute’s delay. The fort was nearly finished, but, unfortunately, a marriage took place among the
workmen, and the morning after the wedding, the bridegroom, having overslept himself, could not go to work
before sunrise, when, rending the air with lamentations, he exclaimed that he should be put to death.
His bride pacified him, saying she would go to the youth, and remedy the fault. Accordingly, covered with
jewels and ornaments, she went to the youth, who was urging the people to work, and soon obtained the pardon of
her husband, and so wrought upon the youth, that he made her the head of all his masons. After a short time, he
fell asleep in her lap, when she told the workmen to throw baskets of earth and stones upon him, under which he
was suffocated.
Emarat produces 500 kharvars of corn, and is in the vicinity of a mountain where sweet melons are planted.
August 4
A march of twenty-eight miles brought us to Jaijah, which is a walled place and surrounded by black tents of
the Afghans called Khail. The hills are of extraordinary shape, forming a circle round the village, and make it
cool. 200 kharvars of corn are raised here annually.
Our route first lay over an extensive plain, which, on our left hand, was occupied by numerous Khails who had
considerable herds of sheep, or gosfands. At the end of the journey, we entered a rugged valley, which made our
camels exceedingly tired.
The difference between the Imaq and the Ilat is, that the former live in round tents of reeds, generally covered
with white namads (carpets), and ornamented inside with fine flowers, and bunches of yellow, red, and green silk;
the latter reside in irregular tents, dressed with black blankets, through which they feel sun’s rays.
August 5
Having passed a dark night in traveling, we reached Hauz before daylight, twenty miles distant. The road
continued a long time through the rugged valley, where guns would meet some difficulty in passing. We were in
want of water while we got up to our ground, and were also obliged to take precautions against robbers, who
followed us from the village. On hearing, from the head of the caravan, that there was now no danger, we
dismounted from our horses, in order to go into the camel-baskets, or kajavas. Our servants went on ahead, and
there was only one gunner, with twenty camels.
At the end of the valley, which was surrounded by dark caves and hillocks, in which the robbers choose their
ground, a few camels, accompanied by one of us, had gone a little in advance. As soon as they had emerged out of
the valley, they were suddenly attacked by eleven robbers, who took two camels, loaded with our things. On one
376

were all my papers, including my journal, and a few English articles we had brought to present to the Kandahar
chiefs.
We were a mile behind the robbers, and being informed of the occurrence, I rode up with my musket, and told
all the people to light pieces of cloth, which might be mistaken for matchlocks by the robbers. Accordingly, the
robbers thought, in the dark, that the footman (who had, in reality, not a piece of stick in their hands) were
protected by guns. Mr. Gerard, without any weapon, often desired to follow the thieves, but I did not let him go,
because we were all unarmed.
At last the day dawned, and the caravan encamped near Hauz. I was exceedingly vexed and annoyed at losing
my Journal, which I expected would be the only means for me to get access to the presence of the GovernorGeneral.
The annoyance which I suffered on this occasion would not allow me to dismount from my horse, and induced
me to go straight to Farah, a distance of thirty miles. Having traveled over a dry plain, I passed a ruined
caravanserai, where my tongue struck to the roof of my mouth, and I felt ready to fall from the horse, through
excessive thirst. The fiery winds burnt my eyes, and the rays of the scorching sun pierced through my body.
The eyes of my companion, the servant of the Herat chief, who was robbed also, were filled with tears, on
account of thirst and hunger. He wished to lie down under the burning base of the hill, which I did not agree to,
and besought him to follow me to Farah; but it availed nothing.
Having journeyed alone through many villages, I crossed the rapid and pebbly river called Farahrod, which
had, in some places, very deep water. This river seems to have a dreadful current in spring. I scarcely believed the
people, who informed me that it is dried up in winter, and has not enough water in it to quench a man’s thirst in
the whole bed. The water was clear, blue, and very wholesome indeed.
I entered Farah, and met Salem Khan the ruler, a negro slave of the king. I explained to him all that had
happened, and begged of him to get back my papers by any means. He carelessly replied, that the inhabitants of
the country had rebelled against him, and that he could do nothing at present.
Being disappointed and broken-hearted, I sent two men to the robbers, to offer a sum of money for the papers,
if it were possible to get them back.
August 6 to 11
We halted in Farah, in the hope of recovering my papers, and also to be protected by an escort, as far as the
dangerous road. But the slave was such a low and mean creature, that, notwithstanding we showed him a passport
and an order from Prince Kamran, still he asked us to pay him a great deal of money for an escort, which we
could not give. In short, surrounded as we were by difficulties, we relied on God, and made ourselves ready to
start.
In the evening, I was delighted at the return of our servants, who brought my Journal and all my papers, except
some English and silver things. The spy-glasses, which were considered to be of gold, were burnt by the robbers.
They were all spoiled. Some papers they had washed with water. Praised be heaven, that I have been fortunate in
the recovery of my Journal, which was twice stolen by thieves.
Farah is said to be the oldest place in Afghanistan, and to have been built by Faredun, an ancient king,
mentioned in the Shah-namah. It is surrounded by a high wall and small ditch. There are three gates; one of them
is blocked up with mud. The houses are very poor and dirty. The people looked harassed, and were vagabonds.
[A] great part of the town was in ruins, and abounded with large tanks of dirty water. In a word, it is not worthy of
notice.
Dr. Macneill, the envoy at the court of Tehran, was very anxious to get some information respecting Farah. We
made a good deal of search to find an old man who could give us some particulars about the place; but none was
to be found, and consequently we were unable to obtain the information sought.
The inhabitants are all Afghans, and are never obedient to their governors. They have rebelled against their
sovereigns, and have often waged wars with them. They pay annually something to their masters, according to
their own will; for if they are required to obey order, they resist with swords in their hands.
Farah is very hot in the summer, when the people are often attacked by fever, and die very soon. The winter is
not cold. Snow seldom falls here, and when it does, it melts directly. The soil is very rich; wheat and other
necessaries of life are exported to Herat, and sold at a great profit.
Nadir Shah wrote to the king of Constantinople, that he had recently possessed himself of a country, the earth
of which killed his enemies, and was sold at a high price; that is, saltpeter, which is produced in considerable
quantity in Farah, and makes a strong gunpowder; it is exported to Herat, and other places.
August 12
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We took leave of Farah in the evening, without any guard, though we heard that the robbers were waiting for
us on the road. We crossed many small streams over dangerous and weak bridges, one of which gave way under
the feet of a camel, who fell instantly into the water.
All the caravan were so much afraid of the banditti, that they could hardly speak with each other. We tied all of
our useful papers round our waists, and waited the attack of the robbers till the day dawned upon our weary eyes.
Having traveled over a hilly road, we passed near the Hauz of Kallu, and reached Khur Malaq, a distance of
twenty miles. The inhabitants are all Nurzais, and their chief is a good-tempered person. Here were two old
caravansaries built by Abbas Shah Safvi. The village is watered by a beautiful kahrez,\fn{Canal; the word is defined
below under the entry for August 24:H} and is surrounded by numerous khails.
August 13
A march of twenty-four miles brought us to the village of Chagaz, or Durahi; the road to Farah joins that of
Herat, for which it is called Durahi (or “two roads”). One route was for a long time through a pass, and after
descending, we entered upon a spot adorned with verdure, and encircled by a canal.
We reached Siah Ab, at which there is an old rabat, where the body of Shah Wali Khan reposes. He was the
Vazir of Ahmad Shah, who urged great exertions to place Sulaiman Shah on the throne, which so excited the
indignation of Taimur Shan, that he took his life. He was massacred, along with his four sons, by the hands of
Taimur Shah’s men.
The headmen of the village brought presents of melons and milk for us, and were very attentive. This village is
famous for its butter, which is exported to Herat in great quantities. Two seers and a half (Indian weight) of butter
is sold for five annas, and a large sheep for one rupee.
August 14
We came to Kirta, eleven miles distant, a village, situated at the end of the Bakva country. We left the direct
road for fear of meeting robbers, and bent our course from the fort of Dost Mohammed, towards our left hand,
over an uneven road, covered with long grass and weeds.
The thieves came into the caravan in disguise, as poor travelers, and began to intrude upon the people, some of
them were detected, and the rest escaped. Travelers must be very cautious, in passing through Bakva, the people
of which are the most renowned thieves in Afghanistan.
The peaks of the hill called Panj Angusht had a striking appearance at a distance. Their shape was like the
fingers of the human hand, whence they have the name of PanjAngusht, or “five fingers.”
August 15
After obtaining an escort from Kallu Khan, the headman in Kirta, we journeyed into an extensive plain,
concealed under thorny bushes and the darkness of the night. In the thickness of the jangal, on the bank of the
stream called Ju Ibrahimi, a man of our caravan was suddenly attacked by robbers; who, having deprived him of
his clothes and ass, concealed themselves in a ravine of the bank.
The accident alarmed all the qafilah and made us very cautious. We loaded our guns, drew out our swords, and
waited the attack till the sun rose upon our tired eyes.
We encamped under the shade of the walls of the ruined fort of Dilaram, situated on the bank of the river
Khashord, which divides the country of Herat from that of Candahar. The distance of our journey was twenty-two
miles.
This place is the resort of famous robbers of Beluchistan, who do not hesitate to murder travelers for a small
booty, and two men ride on sometimes reduce them to bondage. When they go to plunder, one camel, galloping
day and night, with guns in their hands, and they face their enemy on both sides.\fn{ So the text of this paragraph; but
there is either something wrong with the original MS, or the translation itself:H }
Owing to fear, we did not sleep one wink during the night and day.
August 16
We forded the rapid current of Khashrod, and traveled at dark over a sandy desert, in apprehension of the
Beluchis. When we reached a well adjoining to a ruined rabat, we saw fresh water spilt on the margin of it, and
marks of animals’ feet along the road. This circumstance created a strong suspicion that the robbers had been here
before our arrival. On this, we quickened our pace, and when the sun grew high, we reached an untenanted fort,
named Sakhak, thirty-two miles distant, where we encamped, watching on all sides for the Beluchis.
August 17
Having traversed a sandy tract, we reached Shoravak, nine miles distant, and congratulated each other on our
safe arrival in the territory of Candahar. In this place I slept soundly eight hours, and ate my dinner with great
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satisfaction. The villagers informed us that, the day before yesterday, 3,000 sheep were taken away by the Beluchi
robbers, who encamped for two hours by the same well which we passed on our route on Friday night.
August 18
A march of thirty-seven miles brought us to Girishk, where we were handsomely received by Mohammed
Saddiq Khan, the eldest son of the Sardar of Candahar. He is about twenty-six years of age, and possesses great
talents, which give a grace to his manners. When he learnt that I had a knowledge of the English language,
besides that of the Persian, he appeared very anxious to go to India, and thence to England, for the sake of
acquiring the sciences of that civilized country. He was sorry, he said, that his father would never allow him to
leave Girishk, otherwise he would be very happy to accompany us to India, and from thence he would sail straight
to England.
August 19 to 22
We continued in Girishk, and were treated with a rich dinner by Mohammed Saddiq Khan. He sat in a glazed
room, with a few of his choice companions, and changed turbans with Mr. Gerard, a custom among Asiatics
significant of strong friendship.
The fort of Girishk is not very large, but has solid walls, constructed on pebbly land. There is a small garrison
in the castle, with abundance of provisions.
The most part of the revenue of Girishk is raised from the country of Zimindavar, which extends on the left
margin of the Khashrod, and runs as far as Beluchistan. The residents on this bank possess great numbers of
cattle, and employ their time in cultivation, which has excited the jealousy of their neighbors.
The other district of Girishk is called Nadali, and is enriched by the luxuriant production of asafetida, &c. &c.
The caravan of Herat is one of the principal sources of the income of Girishk. There are no gardens, except an
avenue lately planted by Kohan Dil Khan. The current of the Hilmand flows past the walls, and is frequented by
two small boats.
August 23
Having traversed a sandy plain, and then passing over a rich ground, we arrived at Khak Chaupan, a distance
of twenty-nine miles, and encamped in the cool shade of mulberry trees. Canals of crystal water were running on
every side of us. Mr. Gerard entered the camp very late, as he had missed the road in the night.
August 24
Our route led us into a fertile village, named Kashk Nakhud, famous for the temple of a saint. There has been,
since the invasion of Nadir Shah, a dead body covered with cloth lying on the ground in a small room. The
deceased is believed to have been a godly man, because his body has not putrefied for such a length of time, and
no animal dares to touch it, though the doors are always open.
We reached Hauz Madad, a distance of twenty-eight miles. Here we met the men of the chief of Candahar,
with four baskets of fresh fruit. The preparations for our reception at this place appeared very liberal.
Villages are scattered over the whole surface of this country. The farmers are negligent, owing either to their
being naturally disinclined to labor, or to misgovernment.
Our tent was pitched on a rising ground, very far from the water, which is conducted through kahrezes into the
fields of tobacco; this article is exported to Shikarpur. The wheat here is whiter and sweeter than that of Herat,
and is sent to the city for sale. The rice is not so good as in Herat.
August 25
We took our departure from Hauz, and traveled over an even road. On our left hand were the high hills which
run to Kabul, and join the snowy mountains of Hindu Kush; on our right was line of flourishing villages, lying on
the right bank of the Arghanbad river, which we forded at midnight. We met here a few horsemen of Candahar,
with a palanquin, covered with red velvet, sent by Sardar Rahman Dil Khan to receive us. After making a
respectful salaam, they wished us to go into the palanquin, which we refused.
In the morning we reached the garden of Taimur Quli Khan, where we were told to halt a short time. His son, a
good-tempered youth, a relation of the present chiefs, brought us a present of delicious grapes. Ian Mohammed
Khan Naib, accompanied by an escort, came to receive us, and delivered a friendly salaam from the Sardar. He
has visited a great part of India, where he has been enriched by trade. He speaks Hindustani, and is acquainted
with a number of gentlemen in that country. He took hold of Mr. Gerard’s hand, and urged us to enter the
palanquin, which we still refused.
Our entry into the city was somewhat public and honorable. We were entertained with all kinds of delicious
food. In the evening we visited the Sardat, who was very kind to us.
August 26 to 31
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Candahar. We visited the great Sardar Raham Pil Khan, who stood and received us in a stately manner. He
placed us next to him, and talked a great deal about the Christian religion. His dress was rich, and he was
encircled by a set of his chiefs, who were astonished to see an Englishman in their country. They spoke of the
British Government in terms of great praise, and especially applauded Mr. Elphinstone and Sir John Malcolm,
with whom they had had correspondence. Sardar Raham Dil Khan, our kind host, paid us two visits in return, and
said he was a great friend of ours.
September 1
At evening we took a ride out of the city with the sardar, who told Mr. Gerard and me to mount on a beautiful
camel with himself and his son, a great friend of mine. We went about two miles from the city, and ascended a
very steep hill called Kohnigar, from whence we saw the old city of Candahar. We sat out upon the bastion made
by Nadir Shah, who carried up large guns, throwing a quantity of raisins under the wheels, as the road was
difficult. We ate grapes with the sardar, who, with his finger, pointed out the direction of the various roads.
September 2
Sardar Raham Dil Khan, sent for me in the morning to his court, which was crowded with people. He sat on a
velvet bed, having his shoulder supported by a pillow. He told me to sit down by his side. After inquiring how we
lived, he said that his pir, or religious father, was anxious to see us; and whenever we were willing to go, he
should be very glad to send his mirza and palanquin for us.
September 3
After sunrise we set out to Mazrah, the residence of Akhund Mulla Sahibuddin, the pir of the sardar. The
village is fertile, and very populous. It is situated five miles to the north-east of the city. There are about twenty
shops in the hamlet, which is a place of refuge for criminals, as well as for persons in debt, or who have quarreled
with anyone, or killed anybody. The government cannot touch them, as long as they live in that place.
We entered a garden, adjoining a beautiful mosque, which was full of fruit trees. The akhund was sitting under
the shade of fig trees, surrounded with a band of his followers. He stood to receive us, and placed us near him. We
kissed his hands, and he spoke very kindly.
He is an old man, with a smiling countenance. It is said that he dislikes bigoted people. He sent for a quantity
of delicious grapes; the weight of each bunch was nearly a seer and a half, Indian weight. He has 1,000 followers,
but his power is so great that he could raise 30,000 men.
September 4
I paid a second visit to the akhund, who, with a smiling face, asked me, of what nation were the best people,
and what place I liked most in my journey? I answered him,
“The Uzbegs are dirty in their persons, and credulous; they are hospitable while you are in their house, and
treacherous when you leave it. The Persian speak lies, and are fond of pomp and show. And now, Akhund Sahib, I
beg you will pardon the character I give of the Afghans, who are, in my opinion, jealous, thievish, and deceitful.”
Upon this, the akhund could not help laughing for a long time, and said to his associates, the mirza (meaning
myself) was a good judge. He presented me with sweetmeats and grapes, and talked very cordially.
September 5 to 20
We continued in Candahar, where there is nothing curious to be seen. The sardar was very attentive and kind
to us, in his company we passed very comfortable, but idle days. Rumors of Shah Shuja’s success in Sindh were
spreading rapidly in the families of the Durranis, who appeared to like him very much. It was believed among the
citizens that he was assisted by the English Government, of which they were greatly afraid. The sardars, who had
no fear in their hearts, said, that Shah Shuja could never keep his throne in Kabul, as long as the Barakzai chiefs
were alive.
In the evening, we were gratified at receiving an affectionate and respectful invitation from the Mama, to dine
in his house. There were a great many persons sitting in a straight line under the roof of an old palace, where
Ahmad Shah and Zaman Shah kept their courts. The structure appeared to have been splendid, but through
neglect, it is now much altered.
The dinner was excellent; it had a very different appearance from Indian feasts. The host was very friendly and
kind to us. He was astonished to observe the thermometer rise two degrees as soon as he took it in his hand. He
remarked, that Englishmen were the first in wisdom, and could do everything, except save people from death.
September 21 to 29
We were delighted to receive a kind letter from Captain Wade, with a large bundle of newspapers, which were
almost filled with the Rev. J. Wolff’s and Mr. Burnes’ remarks upon each other.
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As the desire of traveling had taken possession of my mind, I was anxious to direct my route from hence to
Kashgar and Kohkan, passing through the famous country of Badakhshan; these places lie due east of Bokhara.
Being afraid of losing the opportunity, I obtained letters of introduction from the wazir to his family, in the above
countries. The letters are couched in very favorable terms, which I am sure will gain for me respect ful treatment
in that country, if I should ever go there.
September 30
We took a ride in the evening round the wall, and entered the city through the Shikarpur gate. The northern and
southern suburbs of the city are parched and dry, but towards the east we had a refreshing sight of flower-fields.
The Shikarpur bazaar is a poor one, and thinly occupied by fruit-sellers. The men looked at us with astonished
eyes, and said:
“This is the farangi.” There was a cloud of dust over the face of the bazaar, which prevented our seeing well.
October 1
We were informed, by a respectable man, that Habibullah Khan, after getting mad, killed his two beautiful
wives, four servants, and three slave girls, and he himself is now wandering through the deserts of Dadar.
The city of Candahar is not so strongly built as that of Herat; the walls are new, and encircled by a small, dry
ditch. The circumference of the city is 9,000 paces, of two and half feet each. It is an oblong square, and has six
gates; two, on the western side are called Darvazah Topkhanah and Darvazah Herat, which last, after making the
two sides (or bazaars) of the charsu, runs straight through the dome, and meets the Darvazah Kabul, standing on
the eastern side; it measures 1,870 paces from one gate to another. The Darvazah Topkhanah is opposite to the
Bardurrani gate, which is situated near the Kabul Darvazah. The southern side has a gate called Darvazah
Shikarpur. The street goes straight through the dome, and joins the gate of the arg, or idgah, which is on the
northern side. They make two sides also, and a length of 1,470 paces.
The charsu, or four sided streets, are called by different names. Bazaar Shah and Bazaar Shikarpur have 401
shops, omitting small ones. The bazaars of Herat and Kabul are exceedingly well filled with shops. The bazaars
are not covered, like those of Herat, and are very small in some places.
The arg, or citadel, stands separately walled by itself, and on two sides it is surrounded by a deep, narrow, and
pebbly dry-ditch. The gate of the arg towards the city has an iron chain barrier, which prevents men from going
through on horseback. In the vicinity is a large, dry cistern, flanked by high trees, which bear a great beam, fixed
with iron hooks, high upon their trunks. It is a gallows, and made for hanging criminals.
The present city and arg of Candahar were built by Ahmad Shah, ninety-four years ago. In the arg were many
magnificent houses, which the present chiefs spoil, out of spite, and make new buildings after their own fashion.
The houses in Candahar are commonly of one story high, constructed of unburnt bricks and clay, which resist the
snow and rain for many years. The rafters are brought from Kabul, for there is a great want of wood in this
country.
October 2
In the evening we took a ride in the vicinity, towards the north, and visited a white building, on the top of a
mountain, three miles from the city. It is a very pleasant abode, open on four sides. The circumference is thirtyfive paces. Ahmad Shah, on the day of his coronation, sat on the top of this hill, and shot an arrow towards the
plain; and where it dropped, he ordered a menar to be built, thirty feet high, and twenty-five spans in
circumference, to perpetuate his memory.
The rock consists of different-colored stones. They are blackish and somewhat reddish. We dug some of them
for specimen, to present to the Asiatic Society, and also picked up a shell, or rounded pebble, which seems to
prove that the sea must once have covered this mountain, though it is nearly 3,000 feet above its present level.
The Afghans form the majority of the inhabitants, and the Persian, who are all dealers, and have possession of
the authority, occupy nearly 2,000 houses. They intermarry with Afghans or Sunnis, which custom does not
prevail in Persia, or even in Mashad.
The people are all fond of dress. Their turbans are graceful, and their kamarbands\fn{Cumberbunds:H} generally
consist of English shawls. They laugh at a persons, and think him a poor, cowardly fellow, if he is not loaded with
weapons. They stick two or three pistols round their waists, besides a couple of daggers and swords; they bear
beautiful shields upon their backs, and leave the border of their turbans hanging upon them.
Under the turban they put on a thin cap, covered with gold embroidery, called araqchin, which is open on the
occipital part of the head; this is considered to be a mark of foppery, as well as of a great man. The dresses were
different from those we saw in other parts of Afghanistan, and indicate that the Afghans are bold and careless,
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with a mixture of rudeness. They are accustomed to shoot on horseback, and a good marksman is always
respected, although he may be of a low family.
They speak Pashtu, and also Persian; quarrel for an insignificant thing; and kill each other for a trifling
offence. They boast of their heroism, and think themselves the most incomparable warriors of the age. Their heart
is the seat of revenge and jealousy, and humanity never touches their breasts. They cut off a man’s head with as
much indifference as we cut a radish.
October 3 to 7
In the company of Mirza Yahya,\fn{ A note reads: He lost his life through an accident in 1837 } a good- tempered man, in
the service of the sardar, I had the satisfaction of feasting my eyes with the sight of Babavali fair, or Melah. It
takes place once a year, and people of every caste, with their families, after returning from the fair of Shah
Maqsud, halt a day at the above spot, and enjoy the pleasure of the scene.\fn{ The test has: sense:H}
Babavali lived 400 years ago; he was a pious and respectable man in his time. His tomb is situated upon a high
hill, and is visited weekly by pilgrims. He has performed, according to report, a great many miracles, and was not
a bigoted man. The hills command a pretty country towards the north of the left bank of the Arghanbad river.
We passed a whole day in a garden of delicious fruits, and Mirza anxiously inquired about the English laws
which excited his attention, as he expected to go to India.
The people of the fair sing love ballads, and play upon guitars. Many of them had good countenances, and
were finely dressed; but they were mounted upon asses and old ugly camels which gave a bad effect to their
showy dresses. This fair, which is not comparable with the fairs of India, was considered by the people as the
most striking scene ever witnessed in Candahar.
October 8 to 11
I went to congratulate the sardar, on account of the birth of a child in his house. He received me respectfully,
and did not allow me to go till the dance of an ugly woman was over. There were many jugglers, and also a set of
Luti, who repeated very shameless words. We presented a shawl to the sardar’s man, according to the custom of
the country, in consequence of his bringing us the good news of the birth.
October 12 to 15
At five o’clock in the morning we set off from Candhar to examine a celebrated grotto, known by the name of
Ghar Jamshaid. It is situated sixteen miles south-west of the city, in the range of the Panj Bai hills, which
overlook the left bank of the Arghanbad river. We ascended about 300 feet by an elevated gorge, which led us to
the entrance of the cavern; at about ten paces we were obliged to stoop, till it opened into a large place, stretching
on our left; while, on our right hand, we beheld a natural abyss, which was totally dark. The depth was very great;
we threw down a stone, which after stopping in many places, sounded at the bottom after three minutes.
Our party now consisted of twelve men and two guides. We were accompanied by two large torches, or
mashals, with two maunds of burning oil.
Our entrance into the ghar was worthy of description. The roof was covered by numerous large bats, which,
from the heat of the torches, took flight, and darted about so as to endanger the lights, and sometimes our own
heads, making a humming noise with their wings. The ground was covered with damp mould, from the filth of the
bats. The heat was oppressive, and induced a violent perspiration, the thermometer being 85°. From the noxious
and stagnant air, some of the party complained of headaches, and others found a difficulty of respiration.
When we came to the large chamber, which the inhabitants call charsu, we were astonished to perceive the
whole roof beautifully carved, as if it was artificial. In the winter season, when much rain falls, the water drops
through the rock. and is converted into strange figures, which appear like icicles. When we broke several of them,
they looked like fine shining marble. Our guides pointed out two masses of rock, which they call buts or idols, but
they were evidently of natural formation, and not, as the people assert, productions of art.
Tradition tells us that the famous Jamshaid, one of the kings of the Kinan dynasty, was the first to discover this
cave, from whom it derives its name. Regarding its origin, the following story is told at Candahar:
An enormous snake had been in the habit of devouring the people who passed by the above hills. Hazrat Ali,
having heard of this, vowed vengeance against the monster, and arrived at the spot where it was. As soon as he
cast his eyes upon it, the snake, being afraid of his god-like power, ran away, and appeared on the other side of the
mountain, forcing a passage through it; and this was the formation of the cavern. The animal, as alleged, was
converted into stone, which still lies, in the same figure, upon the top of the rock.
Some time after this, when Hazrat Ali was returning from the Khaibar country, he found that the people of this
place were infidels, and having asked them whether they had not heard of the Mohammedan religion, they replied
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in the negative; upon which the saint was incensed, and told them they deserved to be changed into the sand, or
stone, which happened accordingly.
We collected various specimens of the different rocks which composed the grotto and the mountain, some of
which were like marble, and others had a greenish tinge, as if they contained some kind of metal, perhaps copper.
The whole of the rock was limestone. The sides of the cave were bathed with damp, which, when tasted, had a
salt and bitter flavor.
After remaining more than two hours among the bats, in the unwholesome air of the cavern, we enjoyed
daylight and the cool atmosphere outside, where the temperature was about ten degrees lower. We returned to our
camp at the foot of the hill, and regaled our appetites upon kababs, in the Afghan style.
We came to the city by a different route, that of Panj Bai, on purpose to see the famous garden of
pomegranates, which are much praised in Candahar. We were on camels, the speed of which exceeded that of
horses, and reached the city a little after dark. Near the gate, my camel, being blind of one eye, fell down, and
precipitated me from my seat, but without my sustaining any injury.
The distance of our trip was nearly thirty-five miles and the next day we found ourselves so much fatigued that
we could scarcely move our limbs.
October 15
In company with the sardar, we made an excursion to the ruins of the ancient city of Candahar, which is
situated three miles west of the present one. Having passed through rich cultivations of clove, rice, and tobacco
fields, we crossed many small streams on wooden bridges, and emerged before the ruins of the city, which occupy
a considerable extent of ground. We entered by the gateway; and observed the thickness of the wall, which
appeared to be thirty feet. The western side is bordered by a high and steep cliff of bare rock, forming a natural
wall.
We were surprised to see many houses still standing, after the lapse of more than a hundred years. These
habitations looked as solid as if they had been vacated a few years before.
There are many wells in the city; one of them is said to contain great riches, for which we looked in vain. In
this country we saw neither stone nor brick buildings, such as exist in India; and, consequently, there are no
remains of antiquity visible; the whole is moldering to dust.
Husain Shah Ghilzai was the founder of the city, about forty years anterior to Nadir Shah’s invasion. The place
was of such great strength, that it resisted the conqueror for fourteen months, and was finally betrayed by the
Wazir of Husain Shah, who pointed out a road for Nadir’s guns. They were dragged up by means of raisins put
under the wheels. The arduous nature of this undertaking may be judged of from the fact that, when upon the top
of the hill, I was unable to look down without a sense of giddiness, it appearing nearly perpendicular.
The sardar, like a bold Afghan, showed us the way to the summit of this high mountain, and we followed him
with fearful steps. We passed two hauzes, or cisterns, one about half-way up, and the other nearly at the top.
These were made for a supply of water to the garrison who were stationed for the defense of the hill.
We rode up the first part of the way, and walked on foot till we came to the steep cliff, upon which was no
vegetation. Here we were obliged to creep on all fours, and even then we had a difficulty in keeping our hold. We
succeeded, after much exertion, in reaching the top, where the wind blew so furiously as to endanger our
footsteps. The sardar went on in advance, and Mr. Gerard followed him; but I had not nerve to go any further. The
sardar pursuing another road; I retreated by the same way, and joined the sardar at the bottom, who was quite
amused at my experience in the hills.
From thence we visited a curious well, cut into the solid rock to the depth of fifty-six feet. On Nadir’s
invasion, Husain Shah, it is said, deposited all his wealth in this well, and, to secure it, caused a quantity of melted
lead to be poured over it.
On returning from the well, we paid a visit to the old ruined arg, or citadel, which is called Naranj, from its
resemblance to an orange. Here we went in search of a well, where, it is related, Husain Shah, to preserve his
jewels from Nadir, suspended them by a chain, which, on the invasion of the city, was cut, and the whole
disappeared under the water, and none have to this day been discovered. So the natives’ account informs us, but
whether it be true or false, we have no means of ascertaining.
We proceeded now to visit the famous building named Chihal Zinah, or Forty Steps, erected by the noble king
called Mohammed Zahir Uddin Babar Badshah, whose bones rest in a beautiful garden near Kabul. This structure
makes me feel the want of words to describe its magnificent appearance: however, I will pen a few lines about it.
The same range of rock which forms the barrier of the old city of Candahar springs very high in a north
direction; the summit of the rock, where it terminates, appears in the shape of a head, or projecting point. It
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commands an extensive view on all sides, and the arch, which stand above forty steps almost perpendicular,
attracts the sight of passengers from a long distance. It is cut in the solid hard rock, which is composed of black
stone, with white veins and moles. I found great difficulty in climbing the steps, or Chihal Zinah, the stone being
slippery.
The sardar had made great preparations for our entertainment under the arch. Fruits were brought in
abundance, and a kabab of a fat sheep was prepared in the Afghan fashion.
The inside of the arch, as well as its outer wings, was completely covered with Persian inscriptions, some of
which were illegible. They express that Babar Badshah, after taking Candahar, built this conspicuous edifice,
which is so high as to converse with the sky. He had also ordered to be engraved the names of all the Indian cities
in his possession, and the kind Sardar insisted upon my copying them in may journal, which I did agreeably to his
wishes”
On the 13 th of Shawal, A.H. 928,\fn{1550AD} the emperor Babar conquered Candahar, and in the same year ordered
his son, Mohammed Kamran Bahadur, to construct this lofty and splendid building. The skilful workmen, of high
station, under the charge of Shahzadah Ferozbakht, finished this edifice in the year 953, and when this prince delivered
the government of Candahar into his youngest brother’s hands, named Mohammed Askari, the emperor possessed
himself at the same time of Delhi. His conquests extended so far on each side of the globe, that no one could pass from
one boundary to another, if he were to travel for two years. Adesah, Jaganath, Chatganv, Bardwan, Sulaimanabad,
Sanargam, Koragat, Sherpur Hirchah, Pirniz Hajipur, Patnah,. Rohtas, Sihram, Chausa, Ghazi Pur, Chinar, Banaras,
Jonpur, Gara, Malikpur, Kalpi, Kanjar Atawah, Kalach, Lakhnau, Kirarch, Sambal, Amroyal, Bahraun, Goljalati,
Shanshabad, Agrah, Gwaliyar, Saraunj, Chanderi, Raesain, Saharanpur, Ujjain, Malwah, Mando, Hindiyah, Borar,
Ashero, Burhanpur, Nazar Baz, Bandar Surat, Hanatabdew, Janagar, Nawanagar, Kaj, Kankar, Ahmadabad, Andar,
Pattan, Nahrmalah, Jaipur, Sarohi, Merath, Judpur, Narnaul, Sasalmer, Nagaur, Ajmer, Rantayor, Nilmir, Chitaur,
Bayotah, Fatahpur, Mathra, Delhi, Painput, Maham, Hisar, Firozabad, Nesar, Sarhind, Tijarah, Sultanpur, Jalandar,
Lahor, Kalanpur, Haidarkot, Nagarkot, Rotas, Atak, Jamu, Jalalabad, Derah, Ghaznin, Sehorbin,. Sehaikh, Farid,
Multan, Dudaija, Acha, Bakar, Sehwan, Umarkot, Thatah. Great hopes are entertained that some more of the rich
countries will fall into the emperor’s hand, on account of the good fortune of the princes named Shah Salem, Shah
Murad, Dalial Shah, Khairu Shah, and Parvez Shah. When Shah Beg Khan Kabuli was made the ruler of Candahar, I
held also a public situation in that country. My name is Mohammad Masum, the descendant of Hasan Abdal.

Sardar Kohan Dil Khan, a man of liberal heart, is not so popular as Sardar Raham Dil Khan, who has more
agreeable manners. He has much treasure and many jewels, which were bequeathed to him by the valiant sardar,
named Sher Dil Khan. This enterprising nobleman, a few years before his death, proceeded to Kabul, to quell
some insurrection, where he imprisoned Habibullah Khan, the chief of that metropolis, and the son of Mohammed
Azim Khan, Sardar, an opulent chief of the Barakzai family: he was the ruler of Kashmir for a long time, and
oppressed his subjects, nay deprived them of their privileges and property, which made him powerful, and master
of greater riches than anyone in the whole country. He loaded his wives with precious stones, but when he was
dying, he thought it best to get back all the jewels from them, and give them to his son, Habibullah Khan. So he
sent for his wives, and told them that he was approaching the grave, and was anxious to see them once more
ornamented with jewels and gold. When they came with their beautiful attire before him, he asked them to take
off the jewels, &c. and put them on the ground before his sight, in a heap, as he wished to know how much they
were worth. When they had done so, he called his son, Habibullah Khan, and desired him to take them all. But
this man was always intoxicated, and never applied himself to make his power strong, till Sher Dil Khan came
from Candahar, who reduced him to poverty, by extorting all the wealth from him, which he gave to his brother
Raham Dil Khan, who possesses them now at Candahar. He is a good-looking man, and has 2,000 horsemen
under his command. He has four sons; his wife rules him, though she is not a miracle of beauty.
Kohan Dil Khan has five wives, besides three slave-girls, and several sons; the eldest of them is a promising
youth.
Mehr Dil Khan, the youngest brother of the present chief at Candahar, pursues pleasure. He dresses beautifully,
and lives very high. He has four or five wives. He passes much of his time in study, and is a good poet. He has no
prejudices of religion like his other brothers.
Pur Dil Khan, who was the eldest, is remembered with gratitude by his relations. Though the administration of
these chiefs is much better than that of the Saduzaif, they are still unpopular.
In Candahar, the winter is not cold, nor the summer hot; the air is very pleasant, and makes those who live
there strong and healthy. There are four seasons: Winter, which continues for three months, seldom causes the
falling of snow, and when it does fall, it melts away quickly; Spring, which lasts also for three months, is very
pleasant; the hills are dressed in red and yellow flowers; the earth clothes itself with verdure, and the trees are
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decked with blossoms; Summer, which is not more than three months, supplies the native with good fruits; and
Autumn [which] makes the fruits much sweeter and more delicious.
The eastward of Candahar, which reaches to Makur, sixty miles’ distance, is divided into five districts, called
Vatak, Tukhi, Andar, Nasri, and Jalalzai, which yield 500,000 rupees yearly. They are mutinous, and pay nothing
to the Barakzais; nay, the people rob the caravans.
The western boundary joins Bavashir, 160 miles’ distance. It Contains nine districts: as Panjabi, Kishk,
Nakhud, Garmsail, Nauzad, Nad Ali, Girishk, Tamiri, and Zamin Darvar. They are all ruled by Sardar Kohan Dil
Khan, who gains 400,000 rupees annually.
Raham Dil Khan rules as far as Tezin, eighty miles distant; towards the north are Bagna, Jaghari, Gharaq,
Dalak, Vambish, Deravat, Charjoyah, Bagni, and Jarli; the amount of their yearly revenue is 500,000 rupees.
Mastang, Shoravak, Savi, Rabet Reg Maruf, Qalachi, Batizai, Pashing, Biloch, situated on this side of Savi, are
140 miles towards the south. This part of the country is governed by Mehr Dil Khan Sardar, who raises 300,000
rupees yearly from the ground.
In a word, the whole country of Candahar is extremely fertile, producing all sorts of fruits, principally
pomegranates and grapes, for which it is famous.
Maranjan, which extends to the skirt of the northern hills, is a most flourishing country, celebrated for
beautiful gardens, which amount to 300 in number. The base of each tree is washed by the water of Arghanbad.
From the top of the hills the country has a very striking view, and the meadows look refreshing.
The grave of Ahmad Shah, which is situated in the bosom of the city of Candahar, is not remarkable for beauty.
A small meadow which encircles it is almost destroyed. The inside of the cupola is painted and gilt, but very
roughly. The circumference of the building is 125 paces, and the whole expense of building was not more than
90,000 rupees. There are a few Qur’ans lying on the shelves, upon the heads of the buried. The corners are full of
inscriptions in the Arabic character, which contain nothing but numerous blessings upon the soul of Shah Durran,
or Ahmad Shah. The following inscription (which is in Persian) gives us the date of the deceased’s death:
Ahmad Shah Durrani was a great king. The fear of his justice was so great, that the lion and deer were fed in one
place. The ears of his enemies were always filled by the rumours of his conquests. When he died, the Hejra year was
1186.

October 16 to 19
The commerce of Candahar owes much to the supplies which it receives from Bombay. When the Saduzais
were reigning in Afghanistan, the shawls of Kashmir were dispersed over the whole country; the duties were then
less, and there was no danger of extortion. Goods worth 100 rupees, brought from Bombay by the route of the
Gulf of Catch, through the Biloch country, ruled by Meh Rab Khan, after paying the whole expenses of road and
town duty in Candahar, gave the merchants a profit of 30 per cent., and passed on to Herat, subject to great
imposts, and often to Kabul; but the route of the Luhanis, who provide the largest proportion of merchandise to
Kabul and Turkistan, is the only one by which the commercial intercourse is conducted. It leaves Candahar on the
west, and proceeds straight to Ghazni by a good and well-frequented road, and from that spot to Kabul it is like
traveling over plains.
From Bombay to the seaport town called Miyani is fourteen days voyage, and thence to Candahar, the marches
by camels are twenty-eight. The navigation of the Indus will be an important advantage to the merchants, who
spend large sums upon land-carriage, and often meet with robbers in Beluchistan.
Shikarpur, which may be reached form Bombay by water, is a journey of fourteen days from Candahar. The
road is even, but in some places destitute of provisions.\fn{ There follows a “List of the Names of English Fabrics, including
duty and Expenses of the Road”, which I have expunged from the text. See the note under the entry for December 11-16, 1832:H }
All these articles\fn{Muslin, jamavar, shawls, “long cloth, 35 yards”, three types of chintz, jamdani, alvan, velvet} are sold in
Herat, which is twenty marches beyond Candahar, at quadruple their price in Bombay; but the merchants,
notwithstanding their profit, do not carry the trade through the inhabited road, in consequence of mal-government.
In the time of Prince Haji Firoz, who reigned sixteen years ago, and is remembered with praise by his posterity,
Herat was the richest and best market in Khorasan. The caravans of Bokhara then came twice or thrice in a year,
but now they come very seldom. It is one hundred and ten farsangs from Herat, each farsang being calculated at
nearly four English miles.
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The road through Maimanah to Bokhara is the best, and more inhabited than the one which follows, but the
duties are very heavy.\fn{There then follows a further table of duties taken on goods through the 23 towns and cities on the caravan’s
route between Herat and Bokhara, which I have excised; for which see the note under the entry for December 11-16, 1832 }
From Astrabad, a seaport town on the shore of the Caspian, it is eighteen days’ journey to Herat, and from
thence, passing through the hilly country of the Hazara people, you arrive at Kabul on the eleventh day.
Shah Zaman, and also Mahmud Shah, with both infantry and cavalry, started from Herat on the first of the new
moon, and reached Kabul on the 12th. The Hazaras are independent and Shias. They possess large herds of cattle;
and great numbers of fine shawls.
The following are the names of the duties taken at Candahar upon Herat and Bombay goods: Kharch
Chehalyak; Kharch Milyak; Kharch Abdulrahman; Kharch Sar Sanduqi; Kharch Yazdah Ropaiya; Kharch
Mangat; Kharch Abdullah Khan; Faiz Talab Khan; Saduzai; Kharch Sohbat Khan; Kharch Rasam Chabutarh;
Kharch Sarkar; Kharch Ghulamanah; Kharch Darvazah; Kharch Piyadah; Sadu Khan; Kharch Sugamal; Kharch
Vazankash; Kharch Valdah Shah Pasand Khan; Kharch Taalleiqat. When the amount of such multiplied duties is
added up, it is a tenth part of the value of the merchandise. The merchants complain much of the heavy tax of ten
per cent, but the Government is deaf to their entreaties.
October 20
Before we started from Candahar, under charge of a respectable man, in the service of Sardar Raham Dil Khan.
Jan Mohammed Khan came with us out of the city, and, when he left us, said that our separation grieved him very
much.
We encamped at Dih Khojah, a distance of one mile. We were very cautious at night, on account of thieves;
and our kind sardar did not forget to send us a party of soldiers.
This village, in the vicinity of the city, has been ever the residence of thieves, who steal the nosebags, and even
the strings, of the horses. Our guard surrounded the qafilah, and some of them concealed themselves in hollow
places, to peep at the thieves.
After midnight, a body of six men, covering their faces with dirty cloth, came to steal. They saw our guard
lying against a ruined structure, with their guns under their heads. They thought that they were sleeping, and, to be
sure of it, cast stones at them, upon which the guard fired. This continued about half an hour, when the thieves ran
away.
October 21
After sunrise we took our departure for Qilah Azam Khan, a distance of fifteen miles. Our road lay in an
extensive plain, which was quite parched. This country, we hear was covered with villages, before the invasion of
Nadir Shah; it has since gradually fallen into ruin.
The Ghiljais are the original inhabitants of the country which lies between Candahar and Ghazni. The extreme
coldness of the latter place obliges the poor residents to leave their native country, and stop in the districts of
Candahar, 2,800 feet above the level of the sea.
The Ghiljais cannot boast of beauty, which they strive to supply by ornament. The girls, from the age of eight
to twenty, are not much veiled, but they twist their hair, and tie it like a snake, which hangs over their forehead,
and a little below their eyebrows. The centre of the lock (or hairy cake), adorned by a gold or silver coin, which,
in black hair, shines very beautifully, like the moon springing suddenly from black clouds. This is the sign of
virginity amongst the Ghiljais. The women allow their twisted locks to hang upon their ears, and even as far as
their arms.
The men are tall, and have very marked features.
Our camp was neatly walled, and had a small fountain abounding with fishes; but the people are very poor
Durranis.
October 22
A march of thirty-five miles brought us into a village called Potah Sadu Zai. After passing through a plain, we
crossed a small pass or hill, which joins that of Kabul. Our road lay now on the right bank of a beautiful river,
called Turnak. Both banks of the stream were richly cultivated.
At noon we came to a small hamlet, named Khail-i-Akhund. I saw a Hindu making his bread, and said to him,
“Ram, Ram”, which is a compliment. He was quite astonished to hear this, and at the same time to see me in the
Afghan dress.
The tomb of Akhund is a beautiful structure. He left this world thirty-five years ago; respect and esteem
accompany him even beyond the grave. The following inscription was written on the tomb:
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When Mulla Nur Mohammed knew that this world is not everlasting, he left this for an eternal one, and the earth
appeared dark by his loss. I asked Wisdom the date of his death. She sighed, and said such a year.

Our camp was colder than yesterday. A tank of water contained fine fishes, but the people are prevented from
catching them, by some religious cause.
October 23
A march of thirty-five miles brought us to Jaldak, a very small village. The people, who are handsome, were
civil. They came and kissed our hands, as they do those of their priests, saying that, though we were not Sayads,
yet we were travelers from India, where their religious father was residing.
In the vicinity of the hamlet, a range of high mountains overlook a hot fountain of beautiful water, in which we
bathed, and found ourselves quite refreshed.
October 24
At six o’clock in the morning we departed towards Divalak, and our route was full of cultivation, but there
were very few people in the country. The productions are sent to Candahar.
We are now among the Ghiljai tribe, and are greatly indebted to the Chevalier Allard, who sent us a quantity of
newspapers from India. We lodged in the house of the katkhuda, who treated us very civilly, and presented us with
pomegranates, which were very delicious.
On the road we passed the fertile village[s] called Ilmi and Tirwaz, which pay nothing to government.
October 25
We remained in Divalak, in consequence of being obliged to wait for our guide, who joined us the second
morning. This village lies under the base of a beautiful mountain, which runs towards the northeast. Our guide,
Saddu Khan, told us that 2,000 kharvars of almonds are produced in the skirt of this hill, which is a boundary
between the Tukhi and Hutaki countries.
The other side of the hill is the rich country, inhabited by Hutakis, the best tribe among the Ghiljais. They are
6,000 families, and their head, who was our guide, was the grandson of Husain Shah, the late King of Candahar,
who was defeated by Nadir Shah. Our guide was a beautiful and delicate youth, and possessed a good temper.
In the Hutak country flows a fine river, called Argrostan, which makes it fertile, and falls into the Arghandab.
October 26
We came to a large village, called Qilah Jumah, a distance of twenty-five miles. Here I met a Sikh believer of
Baba Nanak, who was in great doubt whether I was a Kashmerian or an Indian, because my dress was like that of
the Pathans; but my conversation on religious topics fully convinced him that I was not one of the latter.
Having left our last camp, we crossed a small hill, and entered the territory of Shahabuddin, who was the head
of the Tukhis. He was independent whilst he lived, and his sons are so at present. He never troubled the caravans,
which paid him willingly the duty for passing through his country; but his twenty-two descendants harass the
travelers, violating humanity and justice. The whole party of passengers was in great fear, and besought us to
liberate them from the ill-treatment of their rulers. Such was the influence of our guide, that none of them touched
our caravan; but we were summoned by Sultan Mohammed Khan, one of Shahabuddin’s sons.
He was sitting against a stone, and had on very mean and dirty clothes. His face was black, and of brutal
expression. His small eyes and frowning countenance denoted that he was naturally a robber. He did not show us
any sort of respect, and told us that the recommendations of the Candahar chiefs were useless, had we not been
protected by Saddu Khan, his friend, on whose account he would be happy to present us with a fat gosfand for
dinner, which we refused civilly.
On our leaving his place, a beggar of our caravan with a small bag on his back, remained behind, and was
seized by Sultan Mohammed’s people, for the purpose of robbing him of his ragged clothes, but he called out for
help, and we turned our horses, which made the robbers release him.
October 27
A march of fifteen miles brought us to Gari, a village on the right bank of the Turnak, under the government of
Kabul. On the road we saw many robbers waiting for the travelers, but we passed safely under our guide.
Having crossed a small range of hills, which were richly cultivated, we came into an extensive plain. Our
companion showed us a red cave and an old city, on the right bank of the Turnak, a distance of eight miles. We
were informed that the foundation of this city was laid by an ancient king, named Daqyanus. By that place goes
the straight and shortest road to Candahar, which has lately been closed by the robbers of Shahabuddin Khan. No
caravan can go by that road, except those which are accompanied by 300 or 400 horsemen.
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In the old city, we hear that ancient coins and many other valuable things are found by the natives after the
rains. We used great exertions to obtain one of them, but did not succeed.
After fording the bed of the Turnak, we ascended a very high bank, and saw a quantity of bones lying on the
ground. When inquiry was made, we heard that Nadir Shah fought with the Ghiljais, who were all made prisoners,
and 10,000 of them were put to the sword. Their heads were not destroyed, and many limbs remain perfect to the
present time.
October 28
We bent our course to the village called Turnak, a distance of sixteen miles. West of the place, under the base
of the mountain, are four fountains, which contain plenty of fishes. This is the source of the Turnak river, which
waters the whole country of the Ghiljais.
The houses of Turnak are very clean, and the people civil. Its revenue, besides corn, is said to amount to
12,000 rupees yearly.
On our left hand, beyond the road, was a dry hill, named Navard, and on our right, a beautiful, rich country,
which put me in mind of India. The productions are exuberant, and are exported to Kabul.
We crossed many deep streams conducted from the river, and in many places were water mills. In this part of
Dost Mohammed Khan’s country there is no fear of robbers and thieves; towards Pashawar, twelve miles from
Kabul, the travelers are often plundered.
October 29
We reached Qaraa Bagh, twenty-eight miles distant. The village is peopled by the Hazara tribe, and is
surrounded by extensive cultivation. Before the government of Dost Mohammed Khan, the Hazaras and Afghans
or their neighborhood were always fighting against each other, but now remain quiet.
We traveled for a long time over a barren plain, in which there was a scarcity of water. Towards the west we
perceived the snowy hill called Gulkah, behind which the Hazara tribe resides. Our companion, Mulla Jalal, gives
us information that the city of Balk lies across this hill, and is only twelve marches from hence.
October 30
A march of thirty miles brought us to Ghazni. The east of our road was covered with villages; the west was
bare. Travelers are prevented halting in the city, and we put up in a cold and wet ravine.
Before we reached the camp, we crossed a river of beautiful water, and entered then the ruins of the old city.
Our road was over the plain, [the] great part of which was cultivated. Towards the northeast we beheld a snowy
range of hills, which stands out far from Kabul.
October 31
The officers of the Ghazni custom-house came, and searched our baggage. Nothing was found in it liable to
duty; however, incited by avarice, they levied taxes upon our caps, cloaks, teacups, &c. &c., and asked for fifty
rupees, which we were obliged to pay.
November 1, 2
We continued at Ghazni, and had the pleasure of examining the city. It is ancient, and has undergone many
alterations. In former days the extent of the city was ten miles; at present it is only one mile. The walls are
irregularly built, having a great many unequal sides and angles. The ditch is not deep; there are three gates, and
four bazaars, which are very thinly covered with mats and wood. The houses are two stories high, and the Bala
Hisar, or citadel, commands the whole city, and also the neighboring villages. No man is allowed to go with arms
into the town.
Ghazni is 6,000 feet above the level of the sea; its winters are severe: it was once destroyed by snow. The
suburbs are monopolized for 20,000 rupees, or 30,000 kharvars of corn. The yearly income of the custom-house,
an officer told me, is one lac of rupees. The caravan of Luhanis is in the highest degree advantageous to Ghazni.
There are no good fruits, on account of the cold. The grapes are very small, and withered, and without taste;
but the almonds are good, having a soft skin.
The inhabitants of Ghazni are mostly Tajiks, whose features are by no means good; they are poor, and
oppressed by the Barakzai rulers.
Having passed through two high doors, we came into a small, decayed square, which led us to a large room,
where the body of the Sultan reposes. The doors of the room are thought to be of a fine-scented wood, named
sandal. They were taken from the Hindu temple called Sumnath, in India, and brought to Ghazni, by the promoter
of Islam, the Sultan, for the purpose of placing them by his tomb. The grave is covered with marble; it is twelve
spans long, and six broad. There are many Arabic and Cufic inscriptions on the tomb, which I could neither read
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nor copy, except the date of the Sultan’s death (421 Hijri, or 1005 A.D.). The rafters of the roof are all rotten, and
the silken canopy is reduced to pieces.
Tradition says that the introducer of the Mohammedan faith into India, leveled a great many Hindu idols to the
ground. When he reached the temple of Sumnath, he continued his bigoted operations in that place; but the wing
of one of the idols flew to the sky, and dropt in some distant and unknown country. He searched diligently for it,
but could not find it, at which he exceedingly lamented. At night, he was told in a dream that one of the believers
would get hold of the wing of the idol, and fix it to the tomb of Sultan Mahmud.
Towards the feet of the grave is a small hole dug in the ground, the earth of which the sick people eat, and
recover from their disorders. On the arch of the door of the room were three muddy bunches, hanging down in a
singular shape; their durability is considered a miracle by the natives. Between the city and the grave stand two
high menars, which are beautifully carved and pointed. One of them is towards the east, and the other towards the
west.
The people of Constantinople highly respect the man who has paid a visit to the tomb of Sultan Mahmud, as he
is called, the promoter of the Mohammedan faith; but, at the same time, as a test of his veracity, they ask him,
what are the famous signs of the city of Ghazni, and when he gives them a satisfactory answer in the Persian
verses, of which the following is a translation, he is treated with honor, and considered a true Mohammedan:
There are four signs of the city of Ghazni,
which are known only to a clever man:
first, the gate of the religious king,
in which hang down the side three objects in mortar,
in the shape of a bunch of grapes;
second, the arch in the roof of the menar,
which has a view of the sun from every side;
third, the stone basin of water,
placed in the jamah masjid;
fourth, the mosque of Arabs,
which, though it has a crooked arch, yet points to the Qiblah.

Near the tomb is a small, old mosque, the foot of which is washed by a beautiful stream, flowing from the
mouth of a marble lion. It is exquisitely cut and handsomely figured.
November 3
We set out from Ghaznin before the sun was up, and passed through a valley called Sher Dahan (or the “Mouth
of the Lion”). Then we ascended a small pass, and had a fine view of the Haft Asiya country. On our right hand
were barren rocks, and on our left, fields covered with green.
On our road we met a qasid, sent to us by our man at Kabul, with a package of newspapers, and a letter from
Mr. Sterling.
Our camp was in the village named Takyah, twenty miles distant.
November 4
We reached Qilah Sher Mohammed, a distance of thirty miles. The village was bare of inhabitants, and filled
with mud and filth.
On the left of our road, we gazed at the hills sheeted with snow, which we scarcely imagined was cold. We
crossed the noisy current of a fine river called Daryaelogar, running to Kabul. Our road lay all day in an extensive
plain, which was destitute of water.
November 5
We journeyed through a valley, and ascended a small pass, which showed us the beautiful and rich country of
Maidan. It is commanded by a lofty mountain, which runs as far as the eye could reach, and passes through the
Koh Daman country. It is known by its handsome gardens of delicious fruits. The emperor Babar praises this
valley for the fertility of its soil, and its fine orchards.
On the road we passed near the fort of Mir Ghazab, where the Nawab came to receive us, and wished us to
stop there all night. We civilly refused, to avoid losing a day. In the evening we reached the renowned city of
Kabul, a distance of twenty-eight miles.
At dinner we were highly delighted to see Mr. Masson, a famous traveler, of whom we had heard from Mr.
Macneill at Mashad. He has made curious discoveries about the Bactrian dynasty in Kabul, and possessed himself
of numerous old Grecian coins, from the ancient ruined city of Bag Ram, situated two days’ journey north to
Kabul. He is young, wise, and as good as poet as I ever saw.
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November 6 to 20
We continued in Kabul, and went to dine with Sardar Dost Mohammed Khan, who talked with us a long time.
He inquired about the progress of Abbass Mirza in the territory of Khorasan, and how he behaved to the
conquered people. We gave him very satisfactory answers, which pleased him highly. He asked us to stop with
him at Kabul, and show him how to drill and dress soldiers. He spoke unfavorably of Mir Murad Beg, the chief of
Qunduz because he has no partiality for European travelers, and especially the English, who always experience
difficulty in Murad Beg’s country.
Mr. Gerard asked him, why he did not raise an army, and take the country of Murad Beg? The sardar
answered, that he was anxious to do so; but the reason why he had been delayed he would be happy to explain,
when they were alone. He asked Mr. Gerard, when Abbas Mirza, who was a friend to Russia, came to invade
Kabul, what the English Government in India would do?
Mr. Gerard replied that he would also tell him, when he found an opportunity of seeing the sardar alone. …
1813
276.13 Reform, Civil And Social\fn{by Krishna Mohun Banerjea (1813-1885)} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West
Bengal State, India (M) 6\fn{ I have taken the liberty of sub-dividing the text, in which there are some pre-existing (though not
insurmountable) editing problems:H }
I owe an apology for having thrust myself upon your notice this evening with scarcely any previous
preparation, and with crude and undigested meditations in rough. The fact is that circumstances, of which it is
needless to trouble you with a detail, called upon me to set to this task without delay, and I am accordingly
obliged to lay before you thoughts over which I could not exercise myself even for two full days. I must therefore
solicit your pardon for any untenable positions that I may advance before you, as well as for those defects and
imperfections of which I am afraid this discourse is too full.
The subject of my intellectual offering to you upon the present occasion is Reform, civil and social, among the
educated Hindus, and the reasons which led me to its adoption are its absolute necessity on the one hand, and the
want of attention, on the other, which is paid to it, and consequently the spacious room there is for improve ment
and exhortation respecting it. Few matters are of more solid importance so far as the sublunary interests of our
country are concerned; and therefore few topics can deserve more immediate and constant attention from the
members of a society which is composed of the flower of the rising generation, and which may tell very strongly
on the future improvement of Bengal. Before domestic, civil and social reform in a moral point of view takes
place in our community, it would be preposterous to expect our rise as a nation, and the advantages which might
accrue from our exertions in other respects would be greatly hindered and interrupted by the countless spots
which stain our lives as a body and which nip every effort at our advancement in the very bud.
*
In order the more clearly to open my thoughts on this subject, I must take the liberty of asserting that the Re form, of which I have spoken, implies the improvement of our civil and social institutions—and it is these to
which we must chiefly attribute the national evils under which our community labors at present and which stand
as a bar to our rising in eminence and civilization. After some introductory observations on the way in which
these institutions originated, it will be my endeavor in the sequel of this essay to illustrate their pernicious effects
on our country by citing some conspicuous examples, and to glance over the facilities and difficulties which exist
in our way to reform.
The former should encourage, and the latter instead of dispiriting should rather animate us in our exertions
under a full conviction of the paramount importance of our undertaking.
*
The attentive inquirer into the human mind and the diligent student of human history must have been struck at
the influence which the opinions of the few exercise upon the minds of the many—and at the strictness with
which institutions that have had the sanction of antiquity are observed by the great majority of our species. The
respect which talents command leads us to attach importance to the opinions of the man who broaches them—and
so the institutions of philosophers meet with easy reception from the vulgar. When antiquity adds its force to the
recommendations of learning, the tenacity with which customs are followed can only be equaled by the jealousy
with which innovations are viewed.
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The tendency of human nature, being repugnant to striking out a new path, and the majority of men being
deterred by the prospect of mental labour and of bodily exertion which reform ren ders indispensable, the tide of
corruption runs on with unabated vigor when once set in by the example and precept of a distinguished person—
so that it becomes a task of no little magnitude to stem the powerful current. Men are fond of reposing under the
sanction of those eminent predecessors whose memory they revere, and a sufficient answer they think is given to
those that would lead them otherwise, when an appeal is made to antiquity and custom.
Not that the principle of being guided by the decisions of those whom we respect and especially of our own re vered ancestors is wrong in itself. So many are the mistakes and inadvertencies to which uncultivated minds are
liable to fall, that society could never enjoy order and prosperity if some deference were not allowed to the eru dite
and the learned. The generality of men have neither time nor ability to frame laws for the proper regulation of
their lives as members of society, and therefore the duty of drawing up rules for the guidance of civil and social
life devolves upon the few that are capable of discharging it with any success.
And when customs are found to have been set on foot by wise men and have prevailed from time immemorial,
the favorable voice of venerable antiquity may justly attach some degree of importance to them. That a law has
been in force from times past, is a presumption that it ought to continue; and the examples of those whose
recollections are precious to us are justly entitled to our regard unto a limited extent. Did we act upon the
principle of discarding everything that was ancient, society would rather retrograde than advance in point of
civilization and enlightenment. Unless we availed ourselves of the improvements made by our predecessors, we
should always have to set out from the first point; and since our short lives would leave our efforts un finished,
man could never attain to the consummation of any desirable object. Instead of starting from the highest pitch
where civilization was left in the preceding age and so improving upon the experience of our ancestors, we should
have to begin the work anew and retrace the steps that were already trodden.
Those persons therefore that would sap the foundations of existing systems vi et armis,\fn{ “By force and arms”}
advocate a most pernicious principle, and would if they succeeded overturn the main pillar of human happiness.
But when corruptions are actually found to prevail, they ought by all means to be challenged\fn{ The text has:
bufletted, which is not a word:H} and all real rubbish ought to be speedily removed that a sound superstructure may
have room for its foundation and be raised to the prosperity of nations and individuals.\fn{ The text next has: If our
powers of judgment and discernment and servile submission to the institutions imposed upon our obser vance by the weakness or craft of
those that went before us would be unworthy of our nature.—which is not a complete sentence. :H }

That indolent and lazy habit of the mind which thinks not for itself but solely depends upon the decisions of
others and to which our constitutional imbecility renders us constantly liable, has always checked the course of
improvement in many countries. Civilization meets with a dead stop when it is not allowed to make any further
progress than antiquity chose to assign to it—and men live and die as if they were only capable of being led by
others but were never competent for any original thought or action.
It is therefore a point of peculiar importance to be constantly reminded of our natural right to think and act for
ourselves—and to study non-submission to any system which we may have discovered to be pernicious to the
interests of humanity.
*
The origin of institutions in our own country is a striking illustration of the remark we have already made that
the few lead the many. Individuals succeeded in enforcing their own opinions upon the belief and observance of
whole tribes and bodies—and as darkness covered over the minds of the vulgar, who in an ignorant age had
neither time nor ability to help in the organization of society, the glimmering light of a few twinkling stars rendered passage through this stage of life somewhat tolerable.
The tenets of Menu and Vyas were accordingly found to be profitable to a certain degree, and mental
despotism was tolerated in order to avoid the more insufferable evils of anarchy and confusion. But what was
useful in a barbarous and a grossly dark age, may be a plague in times that are more cheering—and absolute
dominion must degenerate into tyranny when men begin to understand and appreciate their rights.
And it is as criminal now to submit to a demoralizing system when we can strike out [towards] one more
worthy of our age, as it then would be to refuse obedience to the only rule, however corrupt, that was available.
Our conduct should keep pace with our knowledge and experience; and it is no more graceful in an enlightened
age to sanction customs that have a tendency to degrade us, than it would be for a full grown man to affect the
crawling and the babbling of impotent childhood. If we see more clearly and understand more perfectly on the
subject of moral right and wrong, our actions should be marked by corresponding improvement—and it would
betoken a callous disregard to our conscience, did we not manifest our rise in knowledge by a suitable
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reformation in practice. Whatever may have been the reasons which dictated the adoption of the institutions which
have prevailed in our country, certain it is that they have retarded the course of human improvement.
It is not for us to sit in judgment over our ancestors so far as their wisdom and probity are concerned. We may
take both these for granted, if we choose, without any injury to our practical advancement. They have left us
certain maxims and ordinances for our observance, and these we may try before the bar of our reason without any
slur upon their characters. We have to do with the customs and opinions which are at present in vogue, and not
with the characters of the persons from whom they originated.
Only in matters of history is it necessary to consider the character of the author upon whose testimony we
receive them as facts—but in matters of opinion, since we are not bound to repose implicit faith in the judgment
of any earthly teacher we are at liberty to think for ourselves and to follow the dictates of our own reason; and we
may consequently call in question the wisdom and policy of the systems under which we are groaning, although
these originated with men whose memory is entitled to our highest respect as that of predecessors and ancestors.
We feel ourselves burdened with a most painful yoke—we see that our hands are fettered by the most galling
chains—and we have every right to seek for release and freedom. Our domestic happiness is poisoned—our
national character is lowered—the bond of union is torn amidst us and although we may number among ourselves
countless millions who are of the same country and under the same laws, yet we find ourselves scattered as
separate puny tribes that are unconcerned in each other’s welfare—and all these evils we can attribute to no cause
but the ill-judged and discordant customs to which we are subject;—and are we not at liberty—nay are we not
bound, to look for redemption from this ignoble bondage?
*
Much as the assertion of our privilege of thinking and acting for ourselves is needed wherever there is human
breath, it is particularly called for in our own country where custom has long been everything and where the
progress of improvement has been considerably retarded by a servile obedience to prevailing institutions. Did you
live in more favored lands and under the influence of more enlightened habits, it would still be necessary for you
personally to “prove all things and hold fast that which is good”—but you are then more bound to do so here
where evil preponderates so much over good—and consequently where there is particular need of constant
discrimination between what is profitable and what is not.
So much of positive evil\fn{I.e., so much that is positively evil:H} has been bequeathed to us by our forefathers that
it is necessary to call all the powers of the mind to bear upon the task, and not only unsparingly to eradicate
whatever has a tendency to upset the well-being of society among us—but also energetically to introduce and
uphold whatever is likely to prove a better and more useful substitute. It is impossible for us to see happy days
dawning over our country if we continue idle and inactive—and this consideration ought to move us to the
performance of duty and the assertion of mental liberty.
*
It is perhaps needless for me to trouble you with a detail of such customs and institutions as have proved drawbacks upon our welfare. Were I now addressing an European assembly, it might be interesting to detail the practices that were in use among us—but the contrary being the case, it would be a tedious and prosy narration to repeat what everybody is perfectly conversant with. But for the sake of striking your attention the more strongly, I
will advert to some more glaring and common evils which require a speedy removal and under which millions of
our countrymen are daily groaning.
The first instance to which I will advert is the way in which matrimony is conducted. This is the most
important and sacred bond in human society by which two individuals are linked into one, and on which a great
deal of our temporal happiness mainly depends. But the customs and feelings which have gained ground in this
country render it too often a source of trouble rather than of peace and enjoyment.
So much of this contract as is purely religious it is not my purpose to render a matter of controversy here—
since the limits of our society will not permit my meddling with a theological question, and since in an essay
which purports to treat of civil reform, it might be irrelevant to enter into the ceremonial part of matrimony. It is
with the civil part of this contract—that which influences the happiness of the parties and which may be rectified
without violence to religion, with which the priest has nothing to do notwithstanding the sanctity such custom has
attached to it;—it is with the corrupt habit of joining two parties that never knew each other and of multiplying
wives which Hinduism, though it allows, it does not enjoin as an indispensable act upon any person—that I am
meddling this evening; and I will be bold enough to declare, upon the broad and unquestionable principles of
moral right, that when a contract is effected between parties that never knew each other, and one of whom at least,
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if not both, is utterly incapable of thinking and judging for herself, every person that becomes an instrument of
putting such a yoke upon them acts in a highly reprehensible manner.
The father who gives away his daughter without waiting until the dawn of reason in her, and the husband who
marries her, are both culpable—inasmuch as they act upon a maxim that can never be defended, and poison in too
many cases, the happiness of their unhappy victim for life. It is not from a sense of duty, or at the shrine of any
imagined god, however false, that they sacrifice her—for then there might be some aspect in which the act might
be favorably viewed and for which it should be very delicately assailed;—but it is at the shrine of custom, it is for
the fear of man and a desire of false reputation, it is to screen themselves from the sneers of the vulgar, that they
sacrifice her mental freedom and liberty of choice.
This therefore among others is a matter which loudly calls for reform—and to which it is the paramount duty
of the educated Hindus to turn their attention. Is it possible for an enlightened individual to plead not-guilty
before the bar of moral principle if he ever allows himself to be joined in wed-lock with a creature under the age
of puberty, and if he thereby enslave for life, as it were, a person who has the same right to think and act for
herself that we assert? Or can a father that has any notion of moral freedom, bring any plea whereby to defend his
conduct if he deal away his daughter without her express and deliberate assent when she is principally concerned
in the contract and ought to be allowed a reasonable voice?
*
The general treatment which custom has assigned to the female sex is a topic which may also be cited in order
to illustrate my essay and to move you unto action. It would be insulting the good sense of this respectable
assembly to dwell on the necessity and expediency of female education—an object which I know is pretty well
appreciated and which few will have the hardihood to oppose. But because nothing has been done by our body on
this subject—and perhaps little is being attempted by individuals—I conceive there is room for mutual advice and
exhortation.
It is impossible that a nation can take rapid strides to civilization while half the members that compose it are
sunk in ignorance and degradation. The very persons who are to instill the first elements of knowledge into the
tender mind—and after whom the little infant learns to lisp broken sentence—are suffered to continue uneducated
and uninstructed.
Can the nation then make any high progress towards refinement? Can the people reap the advantages and
enjoy the blessings of education to a considerable extent while their partners in life grovel on the dust of
superstition and darkness? Can the tide of improvement run on with progressive strength from generation to
generation if the infant mind can never be educated and if we can never impart instruction to those “that are
weaned from the milk and drawn from the breasts?”
The fact can never be so—and therefore we must educate our daughters with the same care as our sons, if we
are to expect the advancement of our country in the scale of happiness.
We must treat our female children as human beings, endowed no less with capacities for thought and action
than our male children, and we must attach the same importance to their instruction and training that we do to that
of our sons. That there are difficulties in our way I do not deny—but then I feel convinced that these difficulties
are not insurmountable—and that if we will only earnestly and seriously set to the business we shall have help
and succor which will surpass all our expectations.
I have now in my study a list of questions on the most feasible method of promoting female education to
which my answers have been solicited by a gentleman, who, though a foreigner, feels nevertheless more keenly
than ourselves, the degradation of our females, and intends by exciting the attention of his friends in Europe, to
afford whatever aid his agency can, to such of our enlightened countrymen as may be desirous of improving their
daughters.
*
The division into castes and tribes may also be adverted to in order to impart strength to my call upon you tonight. Here too I desire my intention to be perfectly understood of not transgressing the bounds of my subject
which embraces civil life and not religious ceremonies. I do not intend to level my observations against the origi nal institution of caste into four principal and distinct orders—but I wish to bring to your recollection the evils
which have emerged from the numberless minute little distinctions which have arisen in later times and have no
countenance in the shasters.\fn{Scriptures}
In fact if we speak properly and strictly we find it very difficult to discover in Bengal traces of those orders of
which the shasters treat; and if the sacerdotal tribe are accustomed to repose under the protection of Menu and
others, it is easy to falsify their pretensions by detecting their total want of the qualifica tions necessary to the
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maintenance of the Brahminical station. What Brahmin can pretend that he strictly observes those duties the
neglect whereof would, according to the shasters, entail a forfeiture of his dignity? Consider the barefaced
audacity of those, who while infringing the tenets of the shasters themselves, dare to raise their voice against us.
Since however this is a delicate point to the handling of which objections may be raised at such a meeting, I
will dismiss the hierarchy from my observations tonight, and dwell upon the universally acknowledged caprice
that has, without any countenance from the Veds and Purans, caused myriads of arbitrary divisions amongst us.
How far these multiplied distinctions tend to weaken the national character may be understood from the
consideration that every person’s rank in life is immutably fixed at his very birth by the operation of such a
system.
Should it then receive the least encouragement from a body of enlightened and educated men? Should they set
their seal upon such a monstrous scheme?
No! gentlemen, that ought not to be. We that profess moral principles ought not to help in the perpetration of
an evil that is so pernicious to our country’s welfare. We that detest the theory of respecting persons, not for
talents but for birth, should repudiate the prevalent maxim by which many minds with the best capacities are
forced to remain wild, and for which India is losing many a genius, which if cultivated would perhaps have
proved a jewel to her crown.
*
But I will not dwell any more upon particular examples of the evils by which we are surrounded. Our minds
are full of their practical effects and our daily observation and experience are sufficient to bring them constantly
to our recollection.
I pass on therefore to the ultimate object of my discourse which is to call upon you to set seriously about their
improvement.
The necessity of achieving this object on your part arises from the advantage which Providence has vouchsafed
to you of a liberal education by which you have been enabled to detect some of the diseases that keep our society
in an unhealthy and enfeebled condition. Did you not possess better notions and had you no knowledge of the
abuses which exist, you could not be called upon to reform what, you did not feel, required reform. But since you
have risen superior to the prejudices by which your countrymen are shackled, you are highly responsible to your
country for every opportunity that you neglect of delivering her from her present thralldom.
Who will come forward to India’s relief in this respect if her enlightened children indulge supine indolence and
thoughtless inactivity? Are the ignorant, the illiberal, the unenlightened, the uninstructed, and the illiterate to lead
the great work of reformation? Can the blind lead the blind?
No! gentlemen, that shall not, that cannot be. To you it is that the country looks up with eagerness—and from
you it is that she expects her realization\fn{ The text has: realize} from one of the most galling yokes—even that of
superstition, ignorance and evil custom.
The work of domestic and moral reform must begin with and be conducted by the inhabitants of the soil.
Foreigners may at best aid and encourage you—but you must personally bear the heat and brunt of the battle.
Strangers, if they be favorably disposed, may at best become your supporters and patrons—the British India
Society may watch over your political interests and attempt to introduce a more liberal policy whereby the blacks
are to be respected as much as the whites—the Ladies’ Society for the education of our Females may disseminate
instruction within a limited circle—but you must yourselves set to the task or the work will never be finished.
You must yourselves exert your energies if you wish to see better days in your country. Reform at home must
commence with and be carried on, by those who are of home—and before this reform can take place, and before
you act your own parts, you cannot with good grace enforce your claims upon the sympathy of those that are
abroad.
The difficulty with which under present circumstances attempts at reform are likely to be attended ought not to
deter us from the task. Great works generally involve corresponding troubles and even dangers—which try our
zeal and put our moral energies to a severe test. But placed as the educated Hindus are in very responsible
situations—and privileged with talents for conferring inestimable blessings upon their country—it would betray
culpable weakness on their part to shrink from trials in the performance of duty. Dangers and difficulties are
certainly not objects of desire themselves—but when they lie in the path of right conduct and oppose the enforcement of principle they ought and must be encountered with boldness and fortitude.
*
It so happens that the most influential members of the Hindu community are extremely averse to every idea of
reform, and desire fervently the continuance of the plagues which custom has introduced. The educated portion
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therefore must meet with opposition and, in some cases, with persecution too, if they attempt a renovation. You
cannot calculate upon a bed of roses for a long time if you apply your mental powers to action and protest against
monstrous and mischievous practices that are in fashion—but you must expect thorns and briers in your way.
This prospect however should not damp your spirits—since in the struggle between truth and falsehood,
principle and prejudice, even if the advocates of the former be called upon to renounce their very lives, still they
must be acknowledged to be more than conquerors, though the defenders of the latter seem for a time to prevail.
Bear in mind gentlemen and be moved by the many examples of fortitude which causes much less urgent and of
much more questionable propriety than yours had called forth in ages that have rolled over us.
Did Brutus draw his sword at the peril of his own life in order to rid his country of a Cæsar—and will you
relax your courage when you are to expel what is much more pernicious to the happiness of society than any
Cæsar had ever been—even the monstrous abuses of tyrant custom?
Did fanatics and enthusiasts raise up the standard of opposition in the vain attempt of displacing monarchs that
answered not their fancy—and will you harbor cowardice and weakness in the cause of certain and solid reform?
Will you tolerate and sanction customs and institutions which you consider to be positively injurious to the
well-being of your country, through fear of difficulties and troubles while your memory is stored with numberless
instances of valor and energy lavished after comparatively trivial objects?
Where have you known of a reformation springing naturally from the abuses it was intended to destroy?
Where have you known of a renovator lull altogether in a bed of down?
Did Socrates loath the destructive cup when it came to him during a course of conscientious conduct?
Did not Luther suffer when he set himself in array against the corruptions patronized by the great and opu lent
of the world?
Did not Ridley and Latimer send up to the sky volumes of smoke at the stake?
Will it then be too hard if Hindu Reformers suffer? Will it be un natural if, in the eradication of errors that have
taken deep hold in the country and gathered strength by the lapse of ages, some difficulty—some contending
obstacles—be encountered?
The difficulties with which the following up of principle on your part may be attended, will after all amount
only to certain ineffectual brow-beatings and threats from the friends of error—and there cannot be much apology
for diffidence where fortitude is not very hazardous. No reformer in our country will perhaps be ever called upon
to suffer at the stake or the scaffold—nor have to pay even the price of confiscation and exile for the sake of
principle.
Shall then mere threats silence you? Shall the prospect of perhaps being taunted and jeered by the thoughtless
and the vulgar deter you?
Will you dread the idea of being roughly named by people that are professedly unprincipled?
How will you bear the recollections of the noble characters who preferred death to the abjuration of principle
—how will you hear without shame the charming names of those personages whose zeal for truth endured
through evil report and good report, who would sooner and more cheerfully submit to murder or assassina tion,
imprisonment or exile, the stake or the scaffold, than consent to the commission of wrong or the omission of
right;—how will you hear their names without taking shame, if your courage prostitutes itself for fear of jestings
and jeerings?
Your course becomes still easier when you consider that in the prosecution of your views as respects civil and
social reform, you shall not be necessarily called upon to transgress the dictates of the shasters—and as your
combat will principally be against customs and practices which the corruptions of time have invented, you shall
be unassailable even upon the enemies’ own ground. In fact even if you did transgress the limits of their revered
writings, still no human contemporary could with any grace proceed against you—since there are numberless
practices now tolerated and sanctioned by your opponents which are open violations of the law which they hold
sacred.
My call however at present is of a civil and social character—and so I pass over those things which are
connected with religion. To the reformation of the abuses I have instanced no argument can be advanced even by
the most rigid follower of Hinduism. Many examples may be quoted of women entering into the state of wedlock
after they had passed the age of puberty, and these will destroy the indis pensable necessity of performing a
marriage contract while one or both the parties are incapable of thought and reflection—and no text can be
produced which absolutely dooms our females to irreparable ignorance.
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Why then may not the educated Hindus, if they take any reforming steps, plead the innocence of their course
even so far as the shasters are concerned, and the propriety of their conduct so far as the happiness and prosperity
of their country extend?
And shall not this plea, even if it do not wholly disarm our opponents, at least stop their mouths and expose
their bigotry?
May it not perhaps produce a reaction in our favor with some? May it not approve the reasonableness of our
conduct to others—and persuade them probably to follow your examples?
*
Pardon me gentlemen if I have said anything that is offensive. Treat me with indulgence if you find me wrong.
I had very little time for the preparation of this essay, having been suddenly called to undertake the discourse this
evening—and I chose rather to call your attention to a point of duty which was generally understood and needed
no labored arguments, than to produce an original treatise on a learned subject, which would require longer time
and greater ability than I happened to have and on which it would be presumptuous in me to give a meager
discourse before such a respectable assembly.
1814
276.19 On Native Female Education\fn{by Peary Chand Mittra (1814-1883)} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 11
The paper which I have the honor of reading this evening, has been composed from the materials I could
gather from books, and the assistance of friends; and as a good deal of information is required to give it a sort of
finishing stroke, I was in the first instance disinclined to appear before you as its author, more especially, as a
portion of it is devoted to the consideration of the first chapter of an able production of my talented friend, the
Rev. K. M. Banerjia, and I thought my communicating to you, in an anonymous shape, the little that I knew of the
subject, would lead to further enquiries, and to a satisfactory elucidation of the points embraced in the Essay.
But some of the gentlemen of the Committee being of opinion, that the name of the author of a paper of this
description should not be concealed, I cannot maintain the secret I intended to have done, and have to solicit your
indulgence for the blemishes and imperfections which it may be found to contain. Should my esteemed friend, the
Rev. K. M. Banerjia, or any other member of the Society, kindly point out any inaccuracies in the following
pages, I shall really feel very thankful to him.
I have to express my grateful acknowledgments to my esteemed friend, Baboo Tarachand Chuckroburttee, the
worthy President of this Society, and Pundit Mooktaram Vidyabageesh of the Hindu College, for the information
they have communicated to me on the subject.\fn{In what follows, I have not attempted to reproduce the Romanized verses
from the Sumburta, Koorma Purana, Acharadhya, etc., my keyboard not having the ability to consider all the necessary diacritical
markings; but happily this is not necessary, for the author has provided English translations in every case, even when referencing in
footnotes. Again, it is customary in this work to include such secondary textual enhancements in the body of the text-proper; and also to
eliminate the titles of subheadings (though preserving their identity by an asterisk); whereat it should be said that there are eight of these,
thus entitled: (1) Some ceremonies to be observed after the birth of a daughter, (2) Female education, (3) Marriage, (4) Civil rights, (5)
Political rights, (6) Rules about the treatment of women, etc., (7) Character of women, and (8) Comparative view of the condition of
women among the Hindus, and some other nations. In the few quotations the precise encompassment of which has been rendered in my
printed text even somewhat ambiguous by what appears to be confusion in the mind of its editor over the use of quotation marks
themselves, I have indicated this by rendering in italics what seems to have been the original in the mind of Peary Chand Mittra. (They are,
in any case, not very many in number.). I have also rendered Hindoostan, Koomar, and so on as Hindustan, Kumar, etc.; but I have retained
shew (show) through a personal affection for the spelling, as, perhaps, a pardonable inconsistency. I regret that some of Mr. Mittra’s
references are beyond my comprehension:H}

*
After offering a brief sketch of the diurnal duties inculcated to be performed by the sacerdotal class, in order to
shew, that “if the chains of corrupt antiquity have galled the lives of men, how much more must they have done
those of women,” the Rev. author enters into the ceremonies observed after the birth of a male and female child,
and from the circumstance of the mother being confined ten days longer in the Sutikagriha, in case she brings
forth a daughter, and of the goddess Sihosthi being worshipped on the sixth night after the birth of a son only, he
concludes that there must be “a marked and invidious distinction between the male and female children.”
Whatever might have been, or may now be the feelings of some Hindu parents on the birth of a son, which I
imagine must have been, and is still a greater source of congratulation than that of daughter, on account of a son
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being considered the preserver from hell, it is to be questioned whether there was, or is generally any differ ence in
parental anxiety for the life and health respectively of sons and daughters, or that any such “marked invidious
distinction” has been sanctioned by any of our ancient institutions.
If the observance of impurity on a great and small scale by the father and mother, after the birth or death of a
child, be the criterion for judging of their disregard or regard to it, a son in some instances may be considered as
being a minor object of affection.
When a son is born, the father should bathe with the clothes put on his person, after which he is purified and can be
touched; but a mother’s impurity terminates after ten days.”\fn{Sumburta}

It thus appears, that the birth of a son spreads impurity on a wider scale, viz: it renders the father impure,
which the birth of the daughter does not.
With respect to the impurity caused after death, it is said,
If a son being born dies within the limited period of impurity observed after his birth, the impurity of the father and
mother will last till the end of that period, and the father should be untouched.\fn{Kurma Purana}
If a daughter dies within the ceremony of tonsure, (i.e. within two years,) the impurity of all the castes should end
immediately.\fn{Brahma Purana}

It will be perceived from the above authorities, that to draw inferences as to preferential regard to the health
and life of a male or female child, from the observance of impurity on a limited scale, is not safe; because a son in
one instance may appear to be an object of greater concern, and a daughter in another.
With respect to the worship of Shusthi, it is evident that the practice is of recent origin. Menu, who (IV:185)
describes a daughter
as the highest object of tenderness

inculcates (in II:66)
the due performance of the same ceremonies, except that of the sacrificial thread, for wo men at the same age, and in the
same order.

We thus see, that as far as the ceremonies are concerned, they are not to be omitted after the birth of a daughter.
*
The next point to which the Rev. author adverts in corroboration of his view, is the absence of institutions
obligatory on parents to educate their daughters, and the prohibition of women from reading the Vedas. The
education of sons being made a duty incumbent on parents, was obviously a matter of more importance than that
of daughters. The improvement of every country in civilization depends in a great measure on the enlightenment
of its male population, and though the development of the female mind bears an intimate connection with the
happiness of mankind, it is generally the work of a more refined age, and seems to have been left to the progress
of society.\fn{I have accordingly found in the Mahanirban Tantra, since this essay was read, the following precept, inculcating the
education of females. After dwelling on the education of sons, it says: “The daughter should likewise be nursed and educated with care, and
married with gifts of money and jewels to a learned man.” } Had the Hindus been hostile to female education, injunctions

prohibitory of attempts in furtherance of that object would have been found in our books, and the literary
attainments of no woman who had signalized herself in the field of learning, would have met with due
appreciation and eulogy.
In Kumar (Journal of the Asiatic Society II:337) and in Vicrama Urvasi, mention is made of bhurjuoch, the
leaves of mountain birch being used as a sort of paper by the females in writing epistles. Sacontala in one place
exclaims,
How should I commit to writing the song I have composed—the materials for the purpose being not at hand?

Shri Bhagbhut speaks of Rukmini, the daughter of Bheesma, king of Bidhurva (Behar), having transmitted a
letter to Krishna, Rajah of Dwaraka, expressing her wish to marry him.
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Instances of a like nature can, I dare say, be multiplied, if they be searched for; but what has been submitted is
enough to shew, that the females, though not expressly enjoined in the shastras to be educated, were not ignorant
of letters.
Besides Leelavatee,\fn{“There were two women by the name of Leelavatee, one was the wife of Munduna Misra, and acted the
part of arbitrator in the controversy held between her husband and Shancara Acharya, with whom she had also a literary battle subsequent
to the defeat of Munduna.” (see Shancara Bjoy, 8 th surga) There was another Leelavatte, who was the daughter of Vaskur Acharya, (author
of Siddhante Siromonee,) and wrote two works entitled Patee and Beej Leelavatte. } there were many females of literary and

scientific attainments. The Tamuls boast of having possessed four female philosophers, viz: Avyar and her three
sisters, Uppay, Vallie, and Uruvay, (Asiatic Researches VII:344). Avyar was the daughter of one Bhagavan, a
Brahmin, and outshone all her brothers and sisters in learning.
She was contemporary with Kambun, the author of the Tamul Ramayan, and he em ployed her elegant pen on
various subjects, such as astronomy, medicine, and geography; her works of the latter description are much admired.
Avyar remained a virgin all her life, and died much admired for her talents in poetry, arts, and sciences.”\fn{ Journal of
the Royal Asiatic Society, I:140}

She was a good chemical scholar, and has left several treatises on morality, which are read in the Tamul
schools, among the first books which children learn to read Uppay, or Uppaja, who was born at Uta kadu in the
Arcot district, wrote a work on morality, entitled Nili Patal. The two other sisters wrote poems on miscellaneous
subjects. They flourished in the ninth century, and were the contemporaries of Leclavattee and Shancara Acharya.
I am given to understand by an intelligent Hindu gentleman, that he knew of one Huttec Vidyalancar, a female
scholar at Benares, who was versed in Smriti and Naya. We also hear of the literary proficiency of the wives of
Caleedass and Cornat Rajah; of Khona, who was conversant with Jowlis, and who is well known by the
bochuns, \fn{Sayings} she has left behind; of Gargee, the wife of Yagnyabalkya, who is said to have possessed a
good knowledge of Yog Shastra.\fn{I have since met in a Bengali work, entitled Sirisiksavidhayak, printed by the School Book
Society, with the names of several other female literary characters ; viz. 1. Anasooiah, wife of Atri Mooni, who was versed in several
shasters, and imparted instruction to others; 2. Drowpudee, wife of Pandubs, distinguished for possessing a good judgment, and highly
cultivated moral feelings; 3. Bhagabatee, wife of Shiva; 4. Daughter of Bahbhut, who is well known as the author of some medical works;
5. The wife of Luckmun Sen; 6. Chundrakula, who is known to have delivered a lecture on morality to Prince Madhub, son of Vicrama; 7.
Soolochona, who corresponded with Madhub on the subject of her marriage; 8. Vidya, daughter of Beera Singho Roy of Burdwan; 9.
Ranee Bhaobanee of Moorshedabad; 10. Shyama Soondoree, wife of a Brahmin in the zillah Furrecdpore (Faridpur?), she read grammar,
logic, &c. ; 11. two daughters of one Siddhant Bhattacharya of Woola Gram; 12. Malatee; 13. Uhhoolya of Maharatta, who could speak
Sanscrit.}

It appears from the Natataks and Menu, (XII:123) that the Pracrit was the language of the women, (though of
course there were exceptions as is the case in all matters); but because the generality of them were unacquainted
with the Sanscrit, we are not to suppose that they were shut out from all sources of knowledge, especially as we
find that the Pracrit, which to quote the words of Sir W. Jones,\fn{ Probably Sir William Jones (1746-1794) “Anglo-Welsh
philologist and scholar of ancient India” (so W):H}
is little more than the language of the Brahmins melted down by a delicate articulation to the softness of the Italian,

was not a poor vehicle of instruction, but was rich in several departments of literature. Dr. Wall and Colonel
Sykes\fn{Probably Col. William Henry Sykes} are now endeavoring to prove that the Pracrit is older than the Sanscrit;
and if the antiquity of the former be satisfactorily established, the circumstance of its having been the medium of
the exchange of ideas among the bulk of the women and men in former times can be easily accounted for.
I do not comprehend the object of the women having been prevented from reading the Vedas. Whatever may
be the cause of this interdict, which certainly betrays a want of judgment on the part of its framers, the profici ency
of several of the female literatii in the subjects embraced in our sacred books, is a proof of this unfair prohibition
having been weak in its operation; and as a sort of compensation for it, Vyas, to whom we are indebted for the
arrangement of the Vedas, and the compilation of Itihas and Purans,
reflecting that these works may not be accessible to women, and Sudrus and mixed Castes, composed the Bharut, for
the purpose of placing religious knowledge within their reach.\fn{Wilson’s preface to Vishnu Purana, 28 [Probably a
work by Dr. John Wilson (1804-1875): on which see under his name in W. References to publications by him appear
often in this essay:H]}
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In my humble opinion, the Rev. author is wrong in assuming that the women were excluded from a know ledge
of the Vedangas, containing several elementary and useful branches of learning, on account of their having had
“no business with the text of the Veda.” The Vedangas are a separate depository of instruction from the Vedas, and
it is not fair to include them in the prohibition.
The monuments of female genius, that with our limited means of access to the records of the past ages we have
been able to glean, confirm the view we have taken of the question, and if any doubt is to be entertained as to the
women having possessed a knowledge of the “description of sacred rites, and the glossarial explanation of
obscure terms,” we can have no skepticism in regard to their conversancy with the four other members of the
Vedas, viz: Pronunciation, Grammar, Versification, and pure and mixed Mathematics.
The ancient practice of educating the females, though almost extinct in Bengal, has been creditably kept up in
other parts of India.
In vindication of the characters of Rajput women, Colonel Tod, ( Annals of Rajastaun, I:642 [I.e., Lt. Col.
James Todd (1782-1835), in his Annals and Antiquities of Rajas’han (two volumes, 1829, 1832):H]) states,
there were very few of the lowest chieftains whose daughters were not instructed to read and write, though the custom
of the country requiring much form in epistolary writing, only the signature is made to letters. But of their intellect and
knowledge of mankind, whoever has had to converse with a Rajpootni guardian of her son’s rights, must draw a very
different conclusion. Though excluded by the Salic law of India from governing, they are declared to be fit regents,
during minority; and the history is filled with anecdotes of able and valiant females in this capacity.

He adds, that he had often conversation for hours,
with the Bundi queen-mother, on the affairs of her government and the welfare of her infant son, and her sentiments
shewed invariably a correct and extensive knowledge, which was equally apparent in her letters, of which he had many,
and he could give many similar instances.

It is well known to us, that some of the lower orders of the Hindu women used to learn dancing, music, and
singing. The only instance that we have found of instruction in these arts having been imparted to the inmates of a
palace, is in Birat Purba. When Arguna appeared before Birat, king of Matsya Desh, with an offer to communicate
to his daughter Uttura, her comrades, and attendants, a knowledge of music, singing and dancing, he was
entertained for that purpose, and discharged his duties for the period of one year, under the name of Brihonola.
(See Mahabharut II:13)
*
The nature of the climate of this country tends to the early development of the animal propensities and the
fecundifying powers of both sexes, and the women become mothers at an age, when English girls would scarcely
dream of being married. To this circumstance is to be traced the cause of the system of our early marriages.
And as the judgment of the girls when married, i. e., between seven and ten years of age is unsound, and might
mislead them, if they were allowed the option in the selection of husbands, it has therefore been deemed safer to
leave the task of making every arrangement regarding their matrimony to their parents. This I believe is the
rationale of our ancient institutions as regards the power invested in parents to select bridegrooms for their
daughters. In order to guard against their capricious or unjust conduct in the discharge of this important duty,
Menu (IX:88,89) provides, that every one should
give his daughter in marriage to an excellent and handsome youth of the same class, and that it is better that the damsel,
though marriageable, should stay at home till her death, than that he should ever give her in marriage to a bride groom
void of excellent qualities.

Though the parents generally chose parties to marry their daughters, yet the entire power of selection was not
taken away from the latter. Every girl was at liberty to make advances to a man of high class, and it was only
when she addressed a “low man,” that she was constrained to live in her house well guarded (Menu VIII:356).
She could also select her bridegroom if she was not bestowed in marriage or passed three years after being
marriageable (IX:90,91).
Of the eight forms of the nuptial ceremony enumerated by Menu (III:20-34) the Gundharba kind allowed
ample latitude to every man and woman in forming matrimonial alliances of their own accord, and we read of
many such marriages having been contracted. The practice of swayambara which I believe was a modification of
the Brahma, or the first kind of nuptial ceremony, did also invest the females with a discretionary power in the
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choice of husbands, and when they appeared before a host of competitors convened for the purpose, they do not
seem to have been influenced in their selection only
by the external appearance of suitors

but had to be acquainted with the genealogy, character, accomplishments, wealth and heroism of every one of
them. A swayambara bride was for that purpose accompanied by a dhatree,\fn{See Mahavarut (III:370), Raghubungsa
(6th surga), and Naishud (11th surga), containing accounts of the nuptials of the daughter of Chitronggada, king of Culinga, Indromottee,
and Damayuntee respectively} capable of communicating such information, and as she took her from one suitor to an-

other, she mentioned all that she knew of them. If the mere handsomeness of a man was the only consideration to
the bride for placing the garland on his neck, why did a dhatree offer an analysis of every character present on the
occasion? And that comeliness alone was not the sole recommendation to the females, will appear from the sentiments of Rukmini, expressed in her letter to Krishna.\fn{ Shri Bhagbut, 10th Scandha: “Oh! thou handsomest man in the world!
Having heard of thy virtues which assuage bodily pain when they enter the ear, and of thy beauty which forms the most agreeable object of
the visual organ, I cannot but unblushingly allow my heart to be dedicated to thee. Oh! Mokunda, what high-born and intelligent woman
equal to thee, in point of caste, character, beauty, learning, age, wealth, and the possession of a house will not wish to marry thee? And oh
Nrisingha! thou can’st please every heart!”}

The military class, to whom probably the practice of swayambara was confined, sometimes determined to give
away their daughters to those who would perform a certain heroic act, viz: break a bow, or pierce with an arrow a
certain object placed at a great distance.
The nuptial anecdotes of Seeta, Drowpadee and Bhanoo Muttee are illustrative of this practice.
It also appears, that a girl well bred up, or possessing “best qualities,” was considered as having one of the
qualifications of the wife;\fn{Wilson’s Vishnu Puran, 299 and Menu VII:77} and we thus see that the selection of a consort by a man or a woman, had not therefore the sole reference to external appearance. Whilst on this sub ject, I
may take the opportunity of observing that the sale of daughters, now a source of great profit to the Koulins, is ex pressly prohibited by Menu (III:51, IX:98,100) and Kashyup, and that no class of people can take any gratuity,
however small, on such an occasion.
*
It has been urged, that the total seclusion of women from society is the Hindu practice, and that it did not
originate with the Mahommedan conquest. Though a Hindu house was always divided into two apartments; viz,
one for the males. and the other for the females, and they lived distinct from each other, attending to their
respective avocations; it does not appear to me that they
were consigned to a close imprisonment in the seraglio.

Besides the
nearest relations, and the mendicants and encomiasts, men prepared for a sacrifice, and cooks and other artizans,

(who were considered the privileged classes, Menu VIII:360) every man could have the liberty of speaking with
the wife of another, till he was forbidden by her husband or father (Menu VII:361).
The close confinement of women was not advocated by Menu, who says (IX:12):
by close confinement at home, even under affectionate and observant guardians they are not secure; but those women
are truly secure who are guided by their own good inclinations

and that women cannot be wholly restrained by
violent measures

but such women as are addicted to debauchery, drinking, rambling abroad, &c. are recommended to be guarded
well (IX:10, 13-15).
The proofs of our women not suffering close imprisonment in former times, are to be met with in Mitakhara,
Menu, and other books:
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A woman whose husband is abroad, should refrain from having amusements, beautifying her person, attend ing
assemblies and jubilees, and going to any one’s house.\fn{Acharadhya)

Again in the rules to be observed by a widow, it is said, that
A widow should not go away from the house without leave, the outer garments, or with rapidity.\fn{Acharadhya}

If women had been accustomed to confinement, Menu (IX:83, 84) would not have recommended it as a
punishment for a wife leaving the house with indignation, after being legally superseded, nor a word would have
been said about their chastisement for being addicted to intoxicating liquor at jubilees, or
mixing in crowds at theatres.

The authorities quoted in the Rev. K. M. Banerjia’s Prize Essay, from Bhatti. Shri Bhagbut, Naishad and
Mahabharut, shew,\fn{Show} that the female apartments of the Hindu Rajahs were well guarded, and were not
easily accessible; but they do not prove that the ladies of the higher classes could not go out with their husbands
and relations.
To call the females of the ancient times, asuryam pashya (not seen by the sun) is a mistake; for they not only
trod the “outer courts upon special occasions,” but accompanied their husbands in distant journeys for pleasure or
pilgrimage; partook of their banishment in woods and forests; and practiced riding, encouraged by the good
example of their gallant lords. Soorpunoka, to whom the epithet of asuryam pashya was applied by Luckmun,
perhaps as a sort of compliment for her beauty, is said to have rambled from one place to another. Vanapurba
gives an account of Ghosh Jattra, a festival for the observance of which the princes and princesses of Hustinapoor
accompanied Dooryadhana, his brothers, and friends to a place near the forest where Pandubs were living as
exiles. Kontee, Madree, Seeta and Drowpadee were the companions of their respective husbands wherever they
went. Maug states, that the kings who were traveling to visit the Rajsooa Yagnya of Yoodistir, were accompanied
by their wives riding on horseback (Maug 5 Surga, Sloke xviii):
The attendants to whose necks the tender hands of the queens were clung, and who were bringing them down from
horses, did openly receive their embrace; but could not venture to kiss their cheeks, owing to their purity.

As an existing evidence of the females taking equestrian exercise, we have to cast our eyes on the Mahratta
country, where every liberty is given to women. In corroboration of my view on the question, I beg to quote the
authorities of Dr. Wilson and Elphinstone, whose opinions on such matters are no doubt entitled to great
consideration.
It has no doubt been always the custom for the women of Hindus of rank and respectability to live in some degree
apart, but not in seclusion, nor guarded with the same jealousy as by the Mahommedans. Menu provides for their being
decorated “at festivals and jubilees”, and many of the poems and plays describe their appearance openly in public at
religious and other festivals, and at public games, and the admission of men, other than their kinsmen, to their presence
on various occasions.—Mahabharut, Ramayan, Vishnu Purana, Malati Madhava, and Ratnavail. (Wilson’s Mill. [Again,
probably a work or works by Dr. John Wilson (1804-1875): on which see under his name in W:H])
Women under the ancient Hindus appear to have been more reserved and retired than with us; but the complete
seclusion of them has come in with the Mussulmans, and is even now confined to the military classes. The Brahmins do
not observe it at all. The Peshwa’s consort used to walk to temples, and ride or go in open palanquin through the streets
with perfect publicity, and with a retinue becoming her rank.—(Elphinstone's [The History of] India.)

Before we conclude from what has been advanced, that the practice of immuring women was introduced in
this country after the Mahommedan invasion, and was in all probability adopted by the Hindus, partly from imita tion and partly from fear ; it will establish our position on a firmer basis, if we shew that the seclusion of women
did and does still form an original part of the Moslem manners. It will appear from the accounts of Persia and
Constantinople, by Chardin and Tournefort respectively, that
in the East from the remotest times females have been jealously secluded from the other sex, (Herodotus II:81.note 2
[by which Mittra probably means a note on The Histories by the 5th century Greek historian Herodotus which JeanBaptiste Chardin (1643-1713) makes mention of on page 81 of the second volume of his Travels in Persia:H])
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and though some modern travellers give a more favourable report of the countries where the religion of Mahomet
is honoured, as to what regards the point under consideration; the practice, however modified with the progress of
civilization and knowledge, still savours of its original severity.
The Arabs seldom allow their women to be seen; and when a stranger is introduced, the cry of Tank (or retire) warns
them instantly to disappear. It is mentioned as a breach of decorum to salute a lady, or even to look her steadily in the
face.—(Edinb. Gab. Lib. [by which is probably meant a reference to the Relation d’un voyage du Levant (1717) by the
French botanist Joseph Pitton de Tournefort (1656-1708):H])

Mahommedan Alum, the monsiff\fn{Munif?, judge:H} of Nowasarye, who was lately in Arabia, states, that the
honor of the females of the higher classes of people of that country consists in their not being seen from the
zenana. Lane, in his modern Egyptians (I:225) observes that in Egypt where the female sex are
generally under less restraint than in any other country of the Turkish Empire,

the women of the higher and middle classes, though sometimes dissatisfied with the state of seclusion to which
they are subjected, are apt to complain of being neglected, and not sufficiently loved, if allowed
unusual liberty

and such wives of their husbands as are kept and watched with greater strictness, become objects of envy to them.
*
Though the practice of polygamy was allowed by the shastra under certain restrictions,\fn{Menu IX:72, 73, 77, 80,
82. Yagnabalkya says (Mitaksara Acaradhyaya): “A wife who drinks spirituous liquors, is incurably sick, mischievous, barren, makes
frequent use of offensive language, brings forth only female offspring, and manifests hatred towards her husband, may be superseded by
another wife. But he who forsakes a wife who is obedient, skilful in business, who produces strong male children, and uses agreeable
expressions, will be made to make over to her one-third of his estate, and if indigent, will be obliged to maintain her.” } it does not seem

to have met with so much encouragement as it has in modern times. The consent of the wife was neces sary for the
marriage of her husband with another woman, if he was justified in making such a proposal; and though
she was superseded by another wife

she was respected, and allowed to hold the principal rank in the family if she was
amiable and virtuous, though afflicted with illness.

*
The ancient laws regarding women appear to have been framed evidently with some anxiety to protect them in
the comparative helpless relations of life. The unmarried daughter, according to Menu (IX:118) Vrihuspati,
Vishnu, Yugnavulkyu, and Katyayuna (quoted in “Rammohun Roy’s Female Rights” [by which is meant the Brief
Remarks Regarding Modern Encroachments on the Ancient Rights of Females: According to the Hindu Law of
Inheritance (1822) by Rammohun Roy (1772-1833); there are several modern editions:H]) is entitled to onefourth of the allotment of her brother’s heritage. With respect to maternal property, unmarried daughters receive
an equal division thereof with their uterine brothers, and
each married sister shall have a fourth part of a brother’s allotment;

and
even to the daughters of those daughters

it is fit that something should he given from the assets of their maternal grandmother, on the score of natural
affection (IX:192, 193). Vishnu, Yugnavulkyu, Narada, Katyayana, and Vrihuspati enjoin
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that a mother should share equally with her sons the property left by their father; and Vyasa has made the same
provision for the wives of a father, by whom he has no male issue, and all the grandmothers (including the mo thers and
stepmothers of the father).

Jeemutabahana and Raghu Nundana, the respective writers of Dayabhaga and Dayatuttwa, are of opinion that
the childless widows of a deceased man are entitled to a share of his property, if it is divided during his lifetime;
but if such be not the case, and if nothing is left to them, they cannot have any share.
A wife superseded by a mother, should be provided with a competence for her maintenance:
A wife superseded by a mother, should receive a property equal to what is given to the latter; but if a stridhun had
been given her before, half of what is bestowed on the second wife, should be given to the first.—Yugnavulkyu.

In addition to these rights, there are others which are enjoyed by daughters, sisters, wives, mothers, grandmothers, and great-grand-mothers, &c. by the regular course of inheritance, &c. which amply demonstrates that
an attention to the interests of the female sex did not escape our legislators.
The women received every protection in the enjoyment of their property. Such women as were in a condition
requiring support, were taken care of by the king. No male relations could take or appropriate to his own use the
estate of a woman, without being subject to a social or religious punishment; nor could any individual,
stealing of woman above all

or killing her, escape without forfeiting his life; and it will be seen from the expression made use of by Menu, in
what a great estimation they were held (Menu IX:232; VIII:28, 29, 323).
The character of no virgin, no wife, and of no mother could be maliciously attacked by any individual without
being visited with a punishment. The king finding a woman guilty of the “vice of gaming,” had to order for her
the same punishment which was inflicted on the old, the children, &c. convicted of that crime—a circumstance
which manifests the regard shown to the fair sex (Menu VIII:225, 275; IX:230)
*
The women of this country were so much respected, that they were allowed to wield sceptres over the destinies
of nations. In the conversation which Krishna Dvaipayana Vyasa had with Yudhistir, after the conclusion of the
great war at Kurakhettra, on the subject of filling the thrones of the deceased kings of the different countries of
Hindustan, he enjoined (Mahabharut Sante Purva III:370):
Where a son does not exist, cause a daughter to sit on the throne.

This practice, if not prevalent before, of which I am not certain, seems to have been continued in the
subsequent ages.
Hiuan-thoang (who came here in the 7th century) speaks of a
kingdom governed by a female, called the Kingdom of the women of the East, 100 miles to the north, in the mountains
about the sources of the Jumna and Ganges.

In Renaudot’s Ancient Accounts of India, by\fn{I.e., according to:H} two Mahommedans, who came here in the 9th
century, the Maladive Islands were governed by a queen.
The throne of the Kingdom of Ceylon was filled at different periods by several ranees, (Forbes Ceylon I).
The Rajah Balli speaks of Premdevee, the wife of Gobind Chunder, having held the sovereign power at Delhi
before the Mahommedan invasion.
In Nepal, Sutty Naik Deby, grand-daughter of Un Wunt Mull, her daughter Raj Letchmi, and Rajender
Letchmi,
a woman of extraordinary character and talents,

were entrusted with the reins of government (Kirkpatrick’s Nepaul, pp. 265, 273 and 274 [I.e., An Account of the
Kingdom of Nepaul, Being the Substance of Observations Made During a Mission to That Country in the Year
1793, by Colonel William Kirkpatrick (1811):H])
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The History of Rajputana, where I cannot account for the women being not allowed to govern, is
filled with anecdotes of able and valiant female regents.

*
There are several rules in Menu (V:151, 154-158) obligatory on every woman to honor her husband, to
preserve her chastity, and to do nothing unkind to him, be he living or dead. It was also her duty to pay solicitous
attention to her offspring and household management, and to resort to spinning and other blameless arts,
when her husband was abroad, leaving her no support (VII:75).

But she was always to remain under the protection
of her father, husband, son, relations or sovereign,

having
lawful and innocent recreation (V:148, IX:2).

The husband should, on the other hand, have
no strife with her

and consider her as his
own body.

If she committed any faults he could punish her, if he liked, with a twig (VII:8, 299); but Col. Tod\fn{ I.e., Lt. Col.
James Todd (1782-1835), probably in his Annals and Antiquities of Rajas'han (two volumes, 1829, 1832):H } has supported the
bachun of another sage, viz:
Strike not even with a blossom a wife guilty of a hundred faults

which militates against the law of Menu.
The Tantras inculcate shewing great respect to the wife. Mahanirban Tantra 8th woolash:
Wife should never be chastised, but nursed like a mother, and if chaste and loyal, should never be forsaken, even under
most difficult circumstances.

Again
Oh Moheshani! the man who satisfies his loyal wife performs every virtuous action, and is sure to be beloved by all

The mild and respectable expressions used in addressing a woman, the regard shewn by
making way for her

and rendering her one of the first objects of hospitality, whether she was a damsel, a bride, or in that interesting
state in which “ladies like to be, who love their lords,”—the lessons inculcated for decorating her with ornaments,
honoring, and keeping her in a contented and happy state; the dedication of one’s life for her preservation being
thought meritorious, and killing justly for her defense, passing as
no crime

are sufficient verifications of chivalry having once brightened the social horizon of India, and smoothed the
speech, the behavior, and the feelings of man with her talismanic spell ([for which in this vein see also] Menu
II:129, 138; III:114, 55-59; VIII:389; X:62).
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History distinctly exhibits before us instances of her dominion not having been of short duration. Though the
cloud of Moslem oppression has checked the evolution of her harmonizing influence—an influence still
pervading the manners of the Rajputs and the Maharattas—every support that she receives from the progress of
civilization will work as a magic in dispersing its surrounding gloom, and cause a diffusion of her genial beams.
Females appear to have exercised influence on society in all ages. It was woman who was the cause of the
wars of Lanca and Kurruckhetra, the banishment of Nula, the battle for Dhundee Rajah and of several other
equally momentous events in the annals of Ancient History. In modern times, her “voice potential” did not die
away. The loyalty of Dewalde in exciting a martial animation in the council of Mohoka; the spiritedness with
which Sangobta philosophized when called upon by her lord, Pritthu Rajah, to express her opinion as to “the best
mode of supporting the Sultan of Ghizni,” the Spartan conduct of the queen of Jessunt Sing, in shutting the gates
of the castle against him when she found him making a retreat, instead of opposing Arungezebe, when he had
determined to bring him to his senses for having deposed Shah Jehan, and murdered his brothers; the firm
adherence of Kurn Devi to the cause of Sadoo, and the fierce battle to which it led between that chief and the heir
of Mundoo; the independence and bravery of Durgovati, queen of Gurrah, in “defending the rights of her infant
son against Akbar’s ambition,” and the other occurrences of a like nature abounding in the Rajput chronicles,
unfold the strength of female power, and the past state of Hindu society.\fn{ Tod’s Rajastan}
Such was the picture of Rajastan, though contaminated with Mahommedan intercourse. In Maharatta the
“women,” says Duff,
are well treated, they are the helpmates, but by no means the slaves of their husbands; nor are they in the degraded state
in which travelers have described the condition of the women of other parts of India.

*
That the character given by the Rev. author of the Hindu women from Halhed’s Gentoo Law,\fn{A reference to A
Code Of Gentoo Laws (1776) by Nathaniel Brassey Halhed (1751-1830)} which I believe is considered an unsafe guide, may
not be unhesitatingly received, as a faithful portraiture, I deem it in justice to them, to quote the opinion of Dr.
Wilson, whose acquaintance with our literature and ancient manners must incline us to repose every confidence in
his testimony.
The literature of most countries, even in modern times, would furnish passages abusive of the weaker sex; but no
one would think of quoting occasional sarcasms as the language of universal opinion. If instead of the language of law
or satire, we look to the portraits of women painted by the Hindus themselves in their tales, their plays and poems, we
shall find them invariably described as amiable, high principled, modest, gentle, accomplished and intelligent; as
exercising a very important influence upon men, and as treated by them with tenderness and respect. The English
reader will find ample proofs of this, in the Cloud Messenger and Hindu Theatre, and Mr. Milman’s Nala; and it may be
confidently asserted, that I no nation of antiquity were women held in so much esteem as amongst the Hindus (Wilson’s
Mill I:450-451).

There are some persons who are ready at all times to find fault with every thing relat ing to the Hindus, and not
to make due allowances. If they be pleased to pass a sweeping condemnation on our institutions respecting
females, which we have endeavored to shew were in many respects of an enlightened character, I must beseech
them to turn their eyes to the history of some civilized countries, with reference to this subject.
Here a question may be raised, where should they begin their enquiries? The Asiatic countries are said to
partake more or less of one character. The manners of the Egyptians—the only African nation deserving of notice
—were very much similar to those of the Hindus, owing to there having existed a constant intercourse be tween
them; and the customs regarding females appear to have been concordant in many points. The Egyptian women
were indulged with great privileges, could attend jubilees and public meetings, and assume the reins of
government.
It therefore remains to institute an investigation in the ancient European countries: viz, Greece and Rome.
According to Herodotus, the Greeks sold by public auction the young women that were unmarriageable; but
Gillies denies that such was the practice, and explains it by saying, that the “dower” which was given for the
wife’s provision, was by a mistake called “price.”
But be that as it may, the Grecian ladies, says Gillies,
married or unmarried, were kept in equal restraint; no pains were taken to render them at any one period of their lives
agreeable members of society; and their education was either entirely neglected, or confined at least to such humble
objects, as instead of elevating and enlarging the mind, tended only to narrow and debase it. Though neither qualified

405

for holding an honorable rank in society, nor permitted to enjoy the company even of their nearest relations, they were
thought capable of superintending or performing the drudgery of domestic labor, of acting as stewards for their
husbands, and thus relieving the men from a multiplicity of little cares which seemed unworthy of their attention, and
unsuitable to their dignity. The whole burden of such mercenary cares being imposed on the women, their first
instructions and treatment were adapted to that lowly rank, beyond which they could never aspire. Nothing was allowed
to divert their minds from those servile occupations, in which it was intended that their whole lives should be spent; no
liberal idea was presented to their imagination, that might raise them above the ignoble arts in which they were ever
destined to labor. The smallest familiarity with strangers was deemed a dangerous offence; and any intimacy or
connection beyond the walls of their own family, a heinous crime, since it might engage them to embezzle the furniture
and effects committed to their care and custody. Even the law of Athens confirmed this miserable degra dation of
women, holding the security of the husband’s property a matter of greater importance than defending the wife’s person
from outrage, and protecting her character from infamy.

Lycurgus, seeing that women thus degraded could do no good to the Republic, framed his code of laws, and
however conducive it might have been to the breeding of a vigorous and athletic race of men, it could scarcely
promote the moral and the social improvement of the females, when “promiscuous concubinage” was practiced,
and it was considered sinful in young men to be seen in company with girls, and even with their wives.
Mitford has also given an equally sad picture of the Athenian ladies, who were surrounded by every favorable
circumstance.
The ladies to avoid a society which their fathers and husbands could not avoid, lived with their female slaves in a
secluded part of the house; associating little with one another, scarcely at all with the men, even their nearest relations;
and seldom appearing in public, but at those religious festivals in which ancient custom required the women to bear a
part, and sacerdotal authority could insure decency of conduct towards them. Hence the education of the Grecian ladies
in general, and particularly the Athenian, was scarcely above their slaves; and, as we find them exhibited in lively
picture in the little treatise upon domestic economy remaining from Xenophon, they were equally of uninstructed
minds and uninformed manners.

In Rome, where women were not so much secluded as in Greece, the consent of the parent was necessary to
the validity of the marriage. The bride was bought by the husband, and was defined
as a thing.

Her husband
exercised the jurisdiction of life and death

over her, and could discharge or withhold the “conjugal debt.”
Wives were dismissed,

says Browne (in his Civil Law [A Compendious View of the Civil Law (1798) by Arthur Browne (1756-1805)])
not only for want of chastity, or for intolerable temper, but for the slightest cause. Women were never considered to
have attained the age of reason and experience, and were condemned to the perpetual tutelage of parents, husbands, or
guardians.

Such was the condition of the females in Greece and Rome. How far it was better or worse than that of Hindu
women, I leave it to the consideration of the reader, without any comment.
But before we bid farewell to the subject, we may perhaps make the contrast more complete; if we speak a few
words as to the laws of the English respecting the female sex. Admitting as we do, that they are an enlight ened
nation, we cannot give them any credit for the laws by which their women are placed in an inferior position.
Blackstone\fn{Probably Sir William Blackstone in his Commentaries on the Laws of England (four volumes, 1765-1770) published in
the American colonies in 1771.} says, that in some instances wife is considered inferior to husband,
and acting by his compulsion.

The husband, by the old law, might give her moderate correction, and that if
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she be injured in her person or property, she can bring no action for redress without her husband’s concurrence, and in
his name, as well as in her own.

But there are several other laws of an equally, if not of a more harsh character, whereby the females are judged in
England, and none who reads Dr. Christian's “impartial statement of the account,” with any degree of attention,
can never think that they exhibit a partiality or even fairness toward the fair sex. If such be the lot of women in a
country, where the immortal labors of Bentham\fn{Jeremy Bentham (1748-1832) British philosopher, jurist, social reformer, W
adds, “the founder of modern utilitarianism” } and other eminent jurists have shed a flood of light on the science of
legislation, where civilization has caused a refinement in the manners of men, and the practice of gallantry is in
every social circle lauded with enthusiastic cheers, no great astonishment ought to be expressed at the defects that
may be found in our institutions respecting the female sex— especially, if we consider the time when they were
framed, and the fact, that the laws of no country suit the state of society equally in all ages. See [Edward?]
Christian’s edition of Blackstone’s Commentaries, vol. i. p. 445.
1815
239.86 Excerpt from Govind Narayan’s Mumbai: An Urban Biography From 1863\fn{by Govind Narayan (18151865)} Margão, South Goa District, Goa State, India (M) 25
While there are many large cities in India, it is widely accepted that Mumbai, though small in size, is the
grandest of them all and home to the most outstanding things. It is certainly true that there is none so densely
packed and unique. Having seen the magnificence of this city, many people, have migrated from their native
regions to settle here; perhaps this is the sole reason why such people have flocked to Mumbai. As you walk down
any road, you are stunned by its enormous mansions, sprawling buildings, beautiful bungalows, and gardens.
Many people are of the opinion that Mumbai is unique among all Indian cities for its broad, clean, straight, and
well-planned roads. And just as plentiful are the methods invented to sprinkle water on these roads! The
government incurs an annual expenditure of over twenty-five thousand rupees simply to keep them clean and in
good repair. It is said that even the paved roads of Pune do not match up to the ordinary roads of Mumbai. Even
the Sanyasis, Gosavis, and Bairagis who roam the streets of Mumbai use utensils and glasses. If you walk down
the Bhuleshwar Road, you may come across one of these Bairagis with matted hair, caked in white ash from top
to toe with a thick rope around his waist, carrying one of these expensive utensils under his arm as he wanders
around. In many of their ashrams, you can even see these Sanyasis and Bairagis being served with glasses and
utensils.
A local proverb talks about a land with “fifty-six languages and eighteen castes with different head-dresses”.
However in Mumbai, one is unable to fathom the number of languages which are current usage nor the number of
castes which reside here. The Marathi language alone has between thirty to forty variations; one can only imagine
the variations among the other languages in use. Then let us try and estimate the number of castes in Mumbai.
Among the Hindus there are over a hundred castes—Marwadi, Multani, Bhatia, Vani, Joshi, Brahmin (once
again, approximately 25 to 30 castes of Brahmins can be encountered in this city), Kasar, Sutar, Jingar, Lohar,
Kayastha Prabhu, Dhuru Prabhu, Ugra Prabhu, Shimpi, Khatri, Kantari, Jhare, Paanchkalashe, Shetye, Lavane,
Kumbhar, Lingayat, Gawli, Ghati, Mang, Mahar, Chambar, Hajam, Teli, Mali, Koli, Dhobi, Kamathi, Telangi,
Kannadi, Kongadi, Ghadshi, Purbhaiya, Bangali, Punjabi, et cetera.
There is no end to the differences and variations within these castes. Moving on to the other castes—Parsi,
Mussalman, Moghul, Yahudi, Israeli, Bohra, Khoja, Memon, Arab, Kandhari—these are the castes identified by
the eighteen different head-dresses. And then come the hatted races, including the English, Portuguese, French,
Greek, Dutch, Turkish, German, Armenian and Chinese. Not only is one entertained by the variety of strange
costumes worn by these tribes, but the sight of them inspires yet other thoughts in the mind.
If one happens to sit on the verandah for an hour or two, one can see hawkers selling many kinds of groceries
and different types of cloth, and hear them cry out, each in a distinctive manner. The Hindu scriptures stipulate
that prayers must be offered to god two hours prior to dawn; while the Portuguese have a similar custom of
offering prayers in the morning, afternoon and evening. They are summoned to church thrice daily by the ringing
of bells, which one can hear all over Mumbai.
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At about four in the morning, before the ringing of these bells has begun, one can hear the cries of “Mitto
Neero Sakrya Neero”, hawkers selling either sweet or salted neera. Over the next four hours, one will hear at least
ten of these hawkers, and each of them will have a distinctive roll of the tongue as he advertises his wares. These
hawkers sell neera on the roads from four o’clock until sunrise and again from sunset until ten at night.
Neera is the sap collected from the palmyra and date palms, palm and millo, or sweetness, is its peculiar
characteristic. It is not properly understood why this product is sold under the cloak of darkness, but it is said that
it becomes sour after sunrise. Even though sweet neera is not very acidic, it produces some heat in the body, and
thus certain people believe that its consumption may be harmful. One would not encounter any civilized person
consuming it in public. The consumers of neera are mainly the English, Portuguese, Parsis or Mussalmans and
occasionally some of the lower caste Hindus. Hardly anybody else drinks it. It does not behoove the great city of
Mumbai to find this product available day and night on every street. This outrage is proof enough that our island
has been under the rule of the firangis\fn{Foreigners} for too long a time.
In the hours that follow dawn, one can see a procession of hawkers each loudly proclaiming their wares. The
ears are assaulted by a variety of sounds—Rice for bhakri; chawli peas; chili; jaggery; sugar; Rajapuri turmeric;
green hing; coconuts from Mahim; mangoes; butter; chilies and coriander; garlic from Gogha; sugar cakes; rose
and melon-flavored sweets; tur dal; hot ground nuts; red soil; raw nuts; vaidya for treating colds; vaidya for all
ailments; Chinese bangles; jack fruit; locks and keys; oil; old silks; vegetables; churans from Hindustan; bottles;
milk; cloth for blouses.
About twenty years ago, an old Parsi would go door-to-door in the Portuguese areas with a large wooden
container filled with a variety of pickles. He would make a variety of strange noises as he cried out the names of
the different pickles in a foreign language. When he used to move about with his wares, a crowd of twenty-odd
people would gather to listen to his cries, which went like this: “Senor Caitan Mango Pickles, Senor Marian
Mango Pickles,” et cetera.
On any given day, over a hundred hawkers pass by every door from morning to evening proclaiming their
wares in various languages. During the mango season, more than one hundred villagers, both men and women,
can be seen carrying their wares either on baskets over their heads or in a sling-like contraption hung from a
bamboo stick held across the shoulders. There are yet others who sell mangoes grown on grafts. If all their
distinctive words were to be listed here, it would become a bulky book.
These hawkers can be quite a pain. The old and the infirm are often troubled by the cacophony created by this
unending stream of hawkers, and students are also distracted by the noise. Some years ago, unable to tolerate their
harsh drone any longer, a friend retired to live in the silent area of Colaba.
In Mumbai, if one makes their judgments based solely on attire, it is almost impossible to distinguish between
the rich and the poor. Isn’t it surprising that the ordinary people of Mumbai are more fashionable in their costume
than richest of the Calcutta babus? Even an ordinary milkman steps out of his shop wearing the finest of dhotis
complete with large silk borders and a head-dress decorated in gold brocade. As he struts along the road in his soft
vermilion slippers, with heavy studs swaying from his ears, one would assume that he was the scion of a
prosperous business family. .
In the year 1859, the Portuguese government started a museum in Goa, where some of the most exquisite
objects from around the world were put on display. A friend sent them samples of the various kinds of headdresses seen in Mumbai, and, even though it was only a sampling, the number of head-dresses amounted to over
fifty.
It is said that the people of Goa were astounded to realize the variety of people resident in Mumbai. You do not
come across people of so many castes in any other city. One would not be wrong in terming it a melting pot for all
cultures.
Clocks and watches are so common-place in Mumbai that it would be difficult to find even a third of their
number in the rest of India. They come in many shapes and sizes, varying from that of a half- rupee coin to a large
plate. Prices start at four rupees and increase up to a maximum of five thousand rupees. Some years back a local
king commissioned a clock as big as a temple sanctum that plays tunes using a variety of instruments. To mark
every hour, half-hour and quarter, figurines of soldiers emerge to spar with each other. A cockerel also appears
and crows loudly. It is a truly marvelous clock, and cost five thousand rupees. Many of the rich people of this city
have similar clocks in their houses. Small clocks are available from five rupees up to over one thousand rupees.
They are often made of gold and studded with diamonds. The accompanying gold-plated chains are also very
attractive.
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Even the ordinary people of Mumbai use clocks and watches, and in some areas, washermen and barbers can
be seen sporting them. Any English gentleman would have a minimum of five clocks in his house and a couple of
large watches at the least. The clocks are placed in the following places—one in the kitchen, one above the stairs,
another in the reception area, one close to the dining table, one each in the study and drawing room, and yet one
more in the bedroom. The Parsis, and other rich people, also place clocks in various places in their houses. One
can see clocks in the stables from which animals are hired out, and occasionally one may see butlers and cooks
walking around with watches dangling from golden chains. In public places such as temples, mosques, hospitals
and offices, one can always hear clocks ticking, so that even the poor are conscious of the passage of time in all
its divisions.
There are many shops selling a wide range of clocks both in the Fort and elsewhere in the city. They come
from as far afield as England, America, France, and Geneva. Those from England are of the best quality. In every
street, there are between five and ten establishments for the repair of clocks, which have been set up by Parsis and
others. And whenever one peeps into these, one can see at least two gentlemen getting their watches repaired.
Many of these watch repairers are quite shrewd and calculating in nature, and one can see baskets full of watches
lying in their shops.
The Maratha people, delighted by the grand sights of this city, can be seen playing their tambourines and
singing the praises of Mumbai at street corners and other prominent places. A few examples have been quoted
below.
Surrounded by seas, blessed by nature
The Badshah in foreign lands rules this place.
Tellichery, Madras and the Calcutta of Bengal;
In all the big cities the fame of Mumbai has spread,
Not to mention the fine harbor of Damman
And the army on the seas, powerful everywhere.
The Sahib in Bengal rules all the cities,
The new docks in Mumbai receive goods from all countries,
Kashi and Gaya are now ruled by the Topi-wallas,
Who supervise in Surat and have enlarged the city of Kochi.
The docks and wharves at Mahim and Mandvi are busy
With goods dispatched to Karnatak, Muscat and China.
Prosperous is the city of Mumbai, Mumbadevi is her patroness.
*
The Fort is the symbol of the English rule,
Marvelous is Mumbai, this island of the South.
Shiv Shankar and Paigambar reside in this place,
None can compare to the clever people of this settlement.
Logs run on water with the help of wind,
Hundreds of pounds of flour are made by the windmill.\fn{The flour mill powered by wind was set up near Church Gate in 1725}
The Navy grows legs and becomes the Army.
The clocks make a racket in the churches,
What an intricate mechanism they have designed!
Pumps attached to wells transport water into warships,
A fleet thousands-strong stand in the port,
Cranes lift cannons right into the fort.
Ships immense as mountains are built in the dockyard
One man can do what hundred elephants cannot,
And transfer the ship from the yard into the sea.
Prosperous is the city of Mumbai, Mumbadevi her patroness.
*
How skillfully the Fort has been constructed!
A fort within a fort surrounded by a moat.
On the turrets, huge cannons are mounted,
The doors are always heavily guarded.
Inside the fort is the Sahib’s Castle,
On it proudly flies the flag of the foreign Badshah;
Below the Fort is beautiful Colaba,
A huge light burns there to guide the ships.
On the other side is a fort upon a hillock
To keep watch over the entire city.
On Mazagaon Lake is Nawab Hunsha Sahib’s bungalow.\fn{The Moghul Badshah’s representative, Hunsha Sahib, used to stay in Mazagaon}
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In Parel is a grand mansion which has no equal.
Adjoining Mumbai is Mahim which abounds in gardens,
Fairs everywhere, but Mahalaxmi is the one to see.
Prosperous is the city of Mumbai, Mumbadevi her patroness.
*
Traders and moneylenders have grown prosperous here,
Parsis, Gujaratis, Shenvi Prabhus run this place,
Mussulmans and other proud races have their base here;
Everybody is amazed by the general spectacle.
Twelve councilors meet every eighth day,
The Sahib dispenses justice by referring to a book.
Govindrao, Rana of Junnar, holidays here in style;
The MalIaris, inspired by their favorite idol, sing with great gusto.
Mother Mumbadevi, nothing happens without your grace,
Devotees sing your praise accompanied by drums.
Listen to my prayers like any other devotee,
I am a foreign bird, so grant me your blessings.
Prosperous is the city of Mumbai, Mumbadevi her patroness.

This composition in the Urdu language was created by a Southern Maratha named Malhari about seventy-five
years ago. He then presented it to the Governor Sahib of the day who was very pleased with it and rewarded him
with a sum of three hundred rupees from the government. This anecdote was related by an aged gentleman who
also gave the peculiar explanation for this poet’s exile as follows: the Governor was surprised that this man could,
in so short a time, describe Mumbai in so felicitous a manner and suspected that, if allowed to stay, he might relay
the secrets of the city’s success to other kings. Such is the far-fetched imagination of our people!
Whenever somebody visits Mumbai for the first time, they are most keen to see all of its famous sites
including the Mint, the Docks, the Armory, its cotton spinning machines and cloth looms, the Museum, telegraph
machine, the metaled roads, the Observatory, its hospitals, the gunpowder works, the Town Hall, the Panjarapole
—a home for destitute animals—the narrow strip of land at Colaba with the lighthouse at its very end, the mills,
the Industrial School and others. Besides, many moneylenders have their counting-houses in the Fort, where one’s
eyes are dazzled by the heaps of freshly minted coins from the Mint. One is enthused by the constant ringing of
the coins. There are shops run by Parsis, Englishmen and Mussalmans, filled with exquisite crystal ware and other
expensive objects. One can also see doctors, their shelves lined with potions of many colors; they look very
impressive and one begins to feel that they might be real experts in the art of medicine.
Similarly if one enters a merchant’s house, one cannot help getting the feeling that one has entered the abode
of Lord Kubera himself after looking at the opulent furniture, the grand vehicles, the demeanor of his servants and
the obvious wealth visible throughout. There are bookshelves set against the walls, supporting thousands of
neatly-bound books on a myriad subjects, while pictures are displayed at various vantage points.
In other words, wherever one goes, there is something to catch the eye. After five in the evening, attractive
wagons decorated in a kaleidoscope of colors and drawn by Arabian horses can be seen along the road to the
Camp. Their pomp and splendor left a man recently arrived from the Konkan momentarily dumbstruck. He
exclaimed,
“Amazing! Your Mumbai is just like Paradise. If one doesn’t visit Mumbai at least once in a lifetime, life is not
worth having lived.”
In 1861, the mother of a Mod Brahmin arrived in Mumbai. Seeing the magnificence of Mumbai, she said,
“Your Mumbai really does take the biscuit. I have been soaking up the sights for over a month, but my eyes are
still not satisfied. The roads are overflowing with vehicles; as you walk down the road, a vehicle is bound to
nudge you from behind, and if you walk towards one side, a vehicle pushes you back from the other. God has
been very kind to Mumbai.”
Some years ago, the renowned Sir Jamsegee Jejeebhoy, Baronet presented a pair of the finest Arabian horses to
her majesty Queen Victoria of England and India. It is rumored that they cost over thirty thousand rupees. Thus
we can assume that they were of a higher order even than the divine horses described in the Puranas.
*
When the Portuguese acquired Mumbai from the Mussalmans in 1530, it was nothing more than a wild and
desolate village consisting of about 400 houses, both large and small, and with a population of between five and
ten thousand made up of the Koli, Bhandari, and Panchkhalasi castes only. The land revenue paid to the
government amounted to 700 ashrafies, that is, approximately three hundred and fifty rupees. The ground was not
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very productive and did not yield much grain, since it was rugged and rocky and susceptible to the sea's
inundations.
However, in spite of this the English traders had had their eye on it for a number of years. In the year 1654, the
Company’s Chief suggested to Oliver Cromwell, at that time the main officer of the Court, that the island of
Mumbai should be acquired from the Portuguese to further English trade in India and that if nothing else
prevailed, it should be bought from them. However, in a stroke of good fortune, they were shortly to acquire it
gratis. In 1661, the King of Portugal gave his daughter in marriage to King Charles II, and included in her dowry
the island of Mumbai. Even at that time, the revenue generated by this area was hardly worth mentioning, and the
basic expenses of the city could only be met with great difficulty.
A Sutar, whose family have long been resident in Mumbai, is in possession of a marvelous composition, which
gives details about the past state of affairs in Mumbai, when the English arrived, how the city achieved its
prominence and how much of its land was reclaimed from the sea. This composition is written in the original
form of the Marathi language spoken in Mumbai. The following two shlokas recount the original state of affairs in
Mumbai:
In Samvat 1720, the Engrez came from Vilayat
in the favourable month of Jyesht to Mumbai;
The firangis gifted it to them as dowry
Since then the capable Engrez have prospered here.
*
Half of Mumbai was under the sea,
And there were hardly any settlements;
Dense forests and some farmland,
Small hamlets with huts and cottages.

In the year 1666, administrative control of the island was handed over to the Company Sarkar, by the King of
England on the payment of a sum of hundred rupees, in gold coins, per annum. Since then, the city has slowly
prospered, and people from other regions have migrated here. When Mumbai was handed over to the King of
England, the gross value of all assets, houses, and government property in the city amounted to 28,340 rupees
only. By the year 1688, it had increased to 64,960 rupees, and by 1812, it had increased to 13,260,000 rupees. In
the year 1858, it was estimated that the sales of local merchants alone amounted to over fifty crore rupees.
Besides this, one has to consider the personal assets of private individuals. In 1861, the Bombay Treasury had a
balance of 31,255,230 rupees while the total amount held in all the treasuries of India amounted to 142,869,178
rupees. One can get a good idea of the extent of the Company Sarkar’s influence from these statistics.
When people from other cities hear about the magnificence and splendor of Mumbai, they are under the
impression that it must be a vast, sprawling city; however, it is no more than a small island situated on the
Western coast of India at a latitude of 19° N. Not including Colaba, it extends around 4.5 kos in the North-South
direction and about 1.5 kos from West to East at its widest point. All being told, the area is approximately 8 square
kos and is shaped like a trapezium. This is the total extent of the city, and is only achieved by joining three or four
land masses.
It is surprising indeed that this city, which was once in a very primitive state, has made such astounding
progress. The sole thing of utility with which this island was already endowed was its harbor. It is said that there
is no other place in all of India which has a harbor more amenable to trade and handling ships. In the Portuguese
language, Born means good and Bahia means harbor. Ii is commonly believed that Bombay was given as a
descriptive name by the Portuguese because of this very same harbor. But unfortunately it is not possible to
discover the earlier name of this island. Many other theories are given to explain why the island bears the name of
Mumbai, but none are conclusive. They will be considered in a later chapter.
In India, Mumbai was the first place in which the English established a government, and for a long time
Mumbai was the chief capital. Later, when Madras and Bengal were annexed, Calcutta was nominated as the chief
capital and Mumbai was relegated to a subsidiary role. It is indeed astounding that a place where once there were
only Kolis and Bhandaris, and where it was difficult to find a banker or trader, has now risen to dominate the
entire Indian landmass! The English have made the local saying real—from a mustard seed may grow a great
mountain.
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The origins of this success can be found in the factory at Surat and the government established in Mumbai. The
Company Sarkar should be exclusively credited for the splendor of this city. It must be acknowledged that the
secret to the success of the English lies in their remarkable industry and entrepreneurial cunning.
The kings, nobles, and rich men of this world spend thousands of rupees to come to Mumbai and marvel at its
wonders, but the gentleman of Europe are, of course, in control of this city’s fortunes, Amongst these, one can see
kings and nobles of the Siddis who spend over six months of the year in this city. Famous business magnates and
other notable persons come from America to descend on this city in their colossal ships, and one can daily spot
the camps of the Indian badshahs, kings, and other nobles.
One day the King of Nepal, Jung Bahadur, will arrive; the Imam of Muscat on the next; the Amir of Sindh, the
Diwansahib of Ajmer, the Elchi of Iran, the Thakur from Morbi on yet other days; Nawabs from Bengal,
Shahzadas from Kabul, Babus from Calcutta; the Khanbahadur from Delhi; Subedars from the Carnatic, the Raja
of Jhalewar, the Rana of Udaipur, the Mutsuddi of Arcot, the Vazir of Zanzibar and the Mansubdar of Porbandar;
one of the Gaikwads, Holkars or Scindias, or possibly Pawar from Dhar, perhaps the caravan of Baijabai; traders
from Indore; the Raja of Satara, the Maharaja of Kolhapur; today a Dhamdhere, tomorrow a Nimbalkar, the day
after a Raste, followed by a Patwardhan, a Jamkhandikar, and a Kurundwadkar; today a Sardar of the first rank,
tomorrow a Noble of the second rank.
Every day one can see these people in the street, accompanied by their entourage. Any visitor to this city is
stunned by its opulence, and will spend over ten thousand rupees during his stay. A defining feature of this land is
that even the most niggardly of men are converted to generosity upon arrival at Mumbai.
Just look! In this city of Mumbai, the poor and the infirm, the lame and the crippled, the deaf and the dumb,
the blind and the maimed, the good and the bad, the thief and the scavenger, the fool and the fraud, whoever one
may be, is deprived neither of food nor of clothing. Men who merely fold turbans to make pagdis can earn a
rupee or two a day. If a rustic from Bankot can save up to fifty rupees within a year, it is barely worth mentioning
that smart and industrious people are capable of earning hundreds of rupees in that time.
Some years ago, a very old and blind Bairagi woman was carried around in the streets in a palanquin by two
strong shudras. At the end of the day, they would give her four or eight annas and keep the rest of the charitable
donations.
Thus it is not just the rich who flock to Mumbai; for even the blind, crippled, the aged and destitute, the infirm,
the diseased, and a multitude of other beggars travel hundreds of miles to reach this city.
*
An old government rule ordered the culling of stray dogs in the city every three to four months. Pursuant to
this rule, notices would be stuck in all corners of the city or a general announcement would be made. Policemen
and specialized dog killers would then roam the streets and kill any dog on which they could lay their hands to
obtain a reward of eight annas per dog.
This practice had been going on for many years. It is not possible to determine when this rule was enforced
and why. All those who were asked were of the opinion that it had been in force for many years. A sixty-year-old
man said that the rule was still new when he was fifteen years old. This means that the rule is about forty-five
years old.
It is said that some years back a senior English Government official died after a dog-bite. On his deathbed, he
gave a substantial sum of money to the government so that the interest on this sum be utilized every year to kill
stray dogs which roamed the streets of Mumbai, terrorized the public, and attacked the passers-by. This practice
has been going on for a long while. The dog squad would kill the dogs and show the carcasses to the Police
Master to obtain their reward of half a rupee per dog.
In this manner, about a cartload of dogs were killed daily. They would then be buried. Sometimes they were
left on the roads to be removed by the garbage van after a couple of days. After a while, the Police Master ordered
that once the dogs were killed, only the tails needed to be submitted to the government to obtain the normal
reward, but this allowance was much abused. If a dog was encountered on the streets, they would cut off its tail
and let it go.
This led to reverting to the earlier practice. In 1830, Sir Jamsetjee Jejeebhoy, Seth Motichand Khemchand,
Seth Devidas Manmohandas and many other Parsi and Dakshini mahajan approached the Sarkar jointly to
request them not to kill dogs in this manner. It was suggested that they instead be captured and released
elsewhere. This request was accepted for a few years. Dogs were captured and kept in a warehouse hired for the
purpose. When the opportunity arose, they were loaded on to ships and sent away.
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This went on for a while. The dog squad would capture all the available dogs to obtain their half-rupee reward.
They would forcibly enter gardens and courtyards of houses to take the dogs away. They had the government’s
orders, a police escort and the incentive of a reward. This was bound to happen! But the government’s orders were
clear; they were to capture only those dogs which had no owners and were roaming freely in the roads and lanes,
and not those which were in gardens or houses.
The Vani and other Gujar people believe it to be an act of charity to take care of dogs and give them food and
water. They were very upset to see dogs being treated in such a manner. They could not do anything because of
the government. Amongst the Parsis, the dog is considered a holy animal, and it is required during the final rites.
Just as a crow has to touch the offerings during a Hindu funeral, a dog is offered food during a Parsi funeral. They
have a lot of devotion for dogs. They were very sad that the dog squad was capturing dogs right from the
doorsteps of houses.
*
On the 7 June 1832, the Parsis called a strike in Mumbai and rioted. The reason given is that the previous day,
the dog squad had entered the houses of many Parsis and had taken away their dogs. The Parsis entreated them
not to do so, as it was against government rules, and asked them to release the captured dogs. The dog squad did
not listen to them and walked away with the dogs. There were some skirmishes between the Parsis and the dog
squad. It was then decided in a meeting of a hundred-odd Parsis that all the food and grain shops would be closed
on the 7 June, food supply to the English stopped, and a general strike be called. They indicated their programme
to the shops inside the Fort and the bazaar outside the Fort.
The only positive aspect was that the rich Parsis were not with them and were in fact unaware of their plans.
Most of the rioters were of the lower class like cooks and water-carriers; there were also some middle-class
gentlemen. On that day, they closed the shops, and stopped the supply of roti and bread which was being sent for
the soldiers at Colaba. Many of the Khatki people did not support the strike; when they were transporting meat,
they were beaten up and the meat was thrown into the moat surrounding the Fort. The Portuguese Christians, who
supplied bread to the English regiments, were intimidated and their produce spoilt. In this manner, they continued
till about ten in the morning.
Their actions spread terror amongst the English. The Magistrate wrote to the Town Major asking him to send
some troops as the Parsis were rioting. He however did not respond for a long time. The white regiment in Colaba
did not receive the bread they were supposed to on that day. The English who were going to their offices were
waylaid and many offices [failed] to open. They obstructed the vehicle of Sir John Awdry, the Chief Justice of the
Supreme Court and threw some garbage and a dead goose into his vehicle. This was the kind of anarchy they
perpetrated.
The Magistrate arrested many of them and appealed to Sir Jamsegee Jejeebhoy and other prominent Parsi
gentlemen to control the situation. They tried to find ways to control the situation, but the rioters were so excited
that they did not come to their senses. At about three in the afternoon, white troops from Colaba were stationed in
the Fort with instructions to shoot if the incidents of the morning were repeated.
The Parsi gangs were disheartened at the sight of the white troops; they dispersed and ran away. Many of them
were strong and powerful but could do nothing against a regiment of white troops. Many of them were captured
and jailed; some of them were sentenced for two to three years. The only bright aspect of these Parsi Riots was
that there were no murders.
These riots led to the Englishmen distrusting the Parsis for many years. This was resolved only when the
English Sarkar was convinced that the upper class Parsis did not support the rioters, and were in fact, much
against them. The Sarkar began to favor them in the old fashion and perhaps favored them even more.
Currently, bullock carts with iron cages have been provided for the capture of stray dogs. They are then kept in
the Panjarapole.
*
After the commencement of English rule in Mumbai, dacoity and banditry, and such other looting gradually
stopped. But ordinary theft and crimes continued for many years. It is said that after nightfall, people would lock
themselves into their houses out of fear of robbers and thieves. As they made their way back home in the evening,
many were deprived of their turbans, and their jewelry would be snatched after they were beaten up. Not only did
the pickpockets and scoundrels in the markets scheme to loot the poor, they would cause trouble for anyone who
tried to stop them.
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Gangs of Memons and Khojas would roam around the Camp Maidan, Dongri and Khatki Bazaar trying to
seduce people into gambling. They would proceed to cheat them in the process. Those protesting would be beaten
up before the gangs made their getaway.
Many a trader was robbed by rogues posing as cheap suppliers who snatched their money and scrambled away
after terrorizing them. Many people even lost their lives. There was a gang which exclusively looted goods from
warehouses at the dead of night. The story goes that the mukadam of this gang had around four hundred different
keys; at nightfall he would wear thirty odd golden rings on all his fingers, gather his gang, and step out with the
bunch of keys hanging from his waistband. Using his keys, he would open whichever warehouse was full of
valuable goods and loot it. If somebody tried to raise an alarm, he would silence them by dropping a couple of
gold rings into their hands. He would then continue his looting without any fear.
About thirty-five years ago, a very strange and dangerous gang used to operate in this city which used to steal
thousands of rupees from traders in broad daylight. They operated in the following fashion. About ten to fifteen of
them would rent a bungalow for around hundred rupees. One of them would pose as an English trader, but would
not be seen in public. Others would pose as clerks, treasurers, and agents. They would invite businessmen to their
lodgings and buy pearls, shawls, gold, coral and such other readily saleable materials on credit. If necessary, they
would sell it cheap to some other trader and convert it back to money or distribute it amongst themselves. They
would then sell the chairs, tables and other office paraphernalia at half price to some old furniture dealer and then
disappear overnight. They would all vanish before the expiry of the credit period when the traders would arrive to
recover their dues.
Sometimes, they would pose as a Moghul, Nawab, or Raja and stay in a large estate. They would buy goods
worth thousands of rupees under his name and then disappear in a similar fashion. There was no telling what their
next criminal deception would be. These kinds of incidents have decreased of late, but there are still many
scoundrels in operation.
“Where there is a village, there is a Maharwada.”
Another well-organized mob of scoundrels who operated in Mumbai was known as the “Bunder Gang”. It
consisted of Khojas, Memons, Lavanes, Bhatias and people of other castes and numbered around three hundred
people. Many of them were very rich and were otherwise considered reputable citizens. Their horses, vehicles and
mansions were the very proof of their status. Many of them also owned large ships. They had employed many
fishermen to carry on their underhand dealings.
All their trade was conducted at night. They would unload tobacco and other goods bought from various places
and would bring them into the city without paying customs duty. To ensure the smooth flow of operations, they
had contracted a monthly sum with many constables, havildars, and many soldiers of the Police and Customs
Departments. It is said that just as the government paid a monthly wage, they had a list of names to whom the
salaries were regularly delivered every month. And at an opportune moment, they would steal goods from the
docks. They would not spare boats either.
They had spread a reign of terror in the Mumbai harbor, but for many years, there was no trace of them. The
richest amongst them did not have to venture out of their houses; they would just get their cut of thousands of
rupees every year.
Any black deed, however stealthily done, is exposed in due course of time and God punishes the perpetrators
sooner or later. Providentially, their operations were finally halted in 1843 when Captain Burroughs was the Chief
of the Police Department. Many of them ran away and quite a few were arrested and sentenced to kala pani, exile
in a distant island.
Every year or two, large ships laden with goods would suddenly burn down in the Mumbai harbor; however no
cause could ever be ascertained. After a while, by the grace of God, the mystery was solved. The above mentioned
gang would hire a large ship on the pretext of shipping expensive goods like opium and cotton to China or
England. The ship would be insured for these goods and then they would load it with boxes of sand, mud, rubbish,
nails, stones, rags and anything else they could lay their hands on. They would then insure it for a large sum like
five or seven lakhs. After the anchors were hauled in and the ship had sailed some distance from the harbor, they
would either try to burn or sink the ship. If it was successful, they would claim lakhs of rupees from the insurance
company. They would take the Captain of the ship into confidence when they planned such activities. They would
also corrupt many of the sailors under him and get the work done by them.
They were discovered in the following manner. In October 1842, many of the gangsters booked space in the
ship named Belvedere, and as was their normal practice, loaded bales of rubbish on the ship which was insured for
seven and a half lakh rupees. They bribed the Captain of the ship heavily to burn the ship at sea. When they got
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the news that the ship had burnt down en route to Singapore, they pressed their claims with the insurance
company.
However when the money was split between the gangsters, there was some disagreement and one or two of
them went to the government and revealed the deception. When this came into the open, many of the gangsters
ran away. The government rigorously pursued and arrested them and in October 1844 produced them before the
Sessions Court. The trial went on for three days. Aluparu was sentenced to life imprisonment in exile, Shivaji
Amal was sentenced to ten years, and Haji Bhogabhai was sentenced to one and half years hard labor in the new
jail.
*
On 17 October 1851, the Mussalmans of Mumbai rioted at ten in the morning. The reason was as follows. A
newspaper named Chitradyanadarpan was published by a Parsi; every issue contained a write-up of famous
people with illustrations. In one of the issues, he wrote a small profile of the Prophet Muhammad and published a
drawing along with it. The picture of Muhammad was shoddily executed and a drop of ink on one of his eyes
seemed to have blinded him in one eye.
This picture was stuck on the door of the Jumma Masjid one Friday morning by a trouble-maker. When the
Mussalmans emerged from the mosque after their Namaz around eleven in the morning, they were incensed by
this caricature of their prophet. Believing that a Parsi wanted to insult their prophet, they decided to exact
revenge. Hundreds of Mussalmans, screaming 'Deen Deen', rushed with clubs in their hands to wreak havoc on
the Parsis. If they saw a Parsi on the roads, they clubbed him besides injuring many other bystanders. A couple of
Portuguese were injured in the Camp Maidan. They could not be controlled by the policemen. Looting broke out
in the Bazaar and shopkeepers shut their shops and ran helter-skelter. The Parsis were very frightened and many
of them ran into their houses and bolted their doors. Gangs of Mussalman rioters roamed the streets. The city’s
kotUlal tried to stop the riots but things did not cool down. The army was called in and stationed at various places
and the number of police personnel was increased. On the Chowk near the Market, a smaIl body of troops was
stationed for a month. The rioting and destruction went on for over a month. In those days, children and women
feared to venture out. The Parsis were much affected.
The hostility between the Parsi and Mussalman communities continued for over a year. It was not that there
were scuffles and riots through the year but the Parsis were afraid to venture into the Mussalman mohallas.
In the second year, the Police Commissioner, Secretary Lumsden, and other important government officials
organized a meeting of the Mussalman and Parsi communities. The Kazi of the Mussalmans and other personages
participated in the meeting. This facilitated in removing any misunderstanding between the two communities. The
publisher of the picture was made to apologize and he admitted his folly and said that the incident was due to a
lack of understanding. This ended the quarrel and the two communities have been united since then. On the day
the reconciliatory meeting between the Mussalmans and Parsis was held, many prominent Parsi and Mussalman
gentlemen drove in their carriages through the major streets and Mussalman mohallas. In each carriage were a
couple of Parsis, two Mussalmans, and an English official. The Dnyanodaya had the following report on this
incident.
The Gujarati magazine Chitradnyanadarpan published an article on the Prophet Muhammad along with a drawing
of him pinned up by somebody near the Mussalman’s masjid. Some ignorant Muslims felt that the Parsis had started
abusing their prophet, and vented their ire on the Parsis. There has been an uproar during the last fifteen days, and there
have been a few skirmishes between the Parsis and Mussalmans.
It is not the fault of the publisher of Chitradnyanadarpan. He had extracted Muhammad’s profile and the offending
picture from an English book. He has the right to do this; if he had mischievously concocted the tale himself, he is
liable to punishment but that does not seem to be the case.
It is improper to use abusive language which may offend the religious feelings of people, and those who do so must
be punished, but to indulge in rioting on that account is very unjust. If somebody has any grievances on any topic, he
can appeal to the government which will investigate the matter and come to an appropriate conclusion.
It is not that those who indulge in rioting will get away; they are going to get into deep trouble, and the government
will punish them heavily.

It is worth contemplating the fate of the Parsis and others, if there had been a Muslim government in power. We
should thank God that the present government is impartial and extend all support to the government.
*
The mutiny of the Bengal army in 1857 resulted in great losses to the ryot of Hindustan and the Company
Sarkar. Most of the Black Troops in the Bengal Province rebelled causing considerable unrest. There were
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disturbances in Delhi, Lucknow, Ujjain and other places. Battles ensued in these places leading to the death of
many English officials and hundreds of soldiers. The mutineers attacked English settlements and needlessly killed
English women and children.
These kinds of atrocities terrorized the whole of Hindustan. Even the people of Mumbai were reduced to a
similar state. By God’s grace, the troops in the Mumbai Province did not revolt and the residents of Mumbai were
not in the least harmed. The Mumbai Sarkar controlled the situation in Mumbai very shrewdly. Though this
mutiny had its origin in the Bengal Province, all of Hindustan had to bear the brunt.
The Sarkar had to spend over two crores of rupees to bring the mutiny, which extended over two years under
control. Two individuals in the Mumbai armed forces were accused of conspiring with the mutineers; they, were
blown from the mouths of cannons in front of the entire troops at Camp Maidan. From the onset of this calamity
till the time it ended, members of all communities offered prayers in their respective temples on three occasions to
seek victory for the English, that their rule continue unharmed, and that they suffer no further setbacks.
Once the mutiny was brought under control and English rule was established in various places, the
businessmen of Mumbai and the government declared a holiday in their respective establishments to express their
happiness over the turn of events, and gathered in various places and temples to praise God and thank him for his
kindness.
*
There was a battle between the English and Russian armies in Turkistan. On this occasion, the government
ordered that Sunday, 16 July 1854 be observed as a day of fast and prayer all across the Indian region to pray for
the victory of the English army.
In Mumbai, traders and mahajans from various communities like Prabhu, Parsi, and Shenvi prayed in their
respective fashions. The participants in this prayer were those who considered themselves reformed. Though the
Brahmins were not involved, the Prabhus and other communities invited shastris for prayers. Invocations in the
form of poems to the formless God were composed and published.
During these prayers, kirtans were sung at Thakurdwar and Bhuleshwar, a homa was conducted at
Mumbadevi, and similar events were held at other temples. Hindus even participated in the prayers of the
Christians in their churches.
Most importantly, a large number of Parsis collected outside their agiaries in a burst of enthusiasm and
passion. They took the lead in showing that the Natives could out-pray the Europeans on this occasion. The
prayers of the Parsis were mainly in the Avestan language but the meaning of one of their Gujarati prayers has
been explained below.
O Almighty God! We pray to you that the Queen of this country be granted an honourable victory in the present
fighting. The King of Kings should grant her army and navy special strength and wisdom, bless the Queen with a long
life, and ensure the prosperity of her empire. God destroy her enemies and bless her fully.
O God, please pay attention to all these matters and ensure their fulfillment and take the side of the Queen’s armies
in the battlefield to ensure their victory. We therefore pray to you sincerely to ensure the continuity of the just and
generous rule of the Queen and that her fame continues for generations hereafter. We also pray that she continues to
retain her status and majesty.

Though the Mussalmans did not do anything special on this day, they did not seem to have utterly forgotten
Turkistan and England. The prayers of the Jews was published in the Vartamandeepika.
As per the instructions of the government, people of many communities prayed to God for the victory of the English
Sarkar over the Russian Sarkar; the Israelis of Mumbai did the same.

After the prayers were recited, all the Israelis responded by saying “Amen”. In the year 1855, the ryot of Mumbai
celebrated the victory of the English people over the Russians and thanked God for the same.
*
After the revolt had been suppressed and peace had been restored to all parts of the country, on 1 November
1858, the Queen issued a proclamation notifying that the government of Hindustan had been transferred from the
Company Sarkar to the direct rule of the Queen. There was a lot of excitement in Mumbai and a huge meeting
was held at the Town Hall. The proclamation was read out to the important people of Mumbai on that occasion. It
was as follows.
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† Queen Victoria by Franz Xavier Winterhalter (1859) †
PROCLAMATION BY THE QUEEN IN COUNCIL
ALLAHABAD, Monday, 1st November 1858.
The Right Honorable the GOVERNOR GENERAL has received the Commands of HER MAJESTY THE QUEEN
to make known the following Gracious Proclamation of Her MAJESTY to the Princes, the Chiefs and the
PEOPLE of INDIA.

† PROCLAMATION †
BY THE QUEEN IN COUNCIL TO THE PRINCES, the CHIEFS and the
PEOPLE of INDIA.

VICTORIA,
by the Grace of God, of the United Kingdom of GREAT BRITAIN AND IRELAND,
and of the COLONIES and DEPENDENCIES thereof in EUROPE, ASIA, AFRICA, AMERICA, and
AUSTRALASIA,

QUEEN, DEFENDER OF THE FAITH.
WHEREAS, for divers weighty reasons, We have resolved, by and with the advice and consent of the Lords Spiritual
and Temporal, and Commons in Parliament assembled, to take upon OURSELVES the Government of the Territories
in INDIA, heretofore administered in trust for Us by the HONOURABLE EAST INDIA COMPANY
*
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NOW therefore, WE do by these Presents notify and declare that, by the advice and consent aforesaid, We have taken
upon OURSELVES the said Government, and We hereby call upon all OUR Subjects within the said Territories to be
faithful and to bear true allegiance to Us, Our Heirs and Successors, and to submit themselves to the authority of those
whom We may hereafter from time to time see fit to appoint to administer the Government of OUR said Territories, in
OUR name and on OUR behalf.
*
And WE, reposing especial trust and confidence in the loyalty, ability, and judgment of OUR right trusty and wellbeloved Cousin and Councillor, CHARLES JOHN VISCOUNT CANNING, to be Our First Viceroy and Governor
General in and over Our said Territories, and to administer the Government thereof in Our name, and generally to act in
Our name and on our behalf, subject to such orders and regulations as he shall, from time to time, receive from Us
through one of OUR Principal Secretaries of State.
*
And WE do hereby confirm in their several Offices, Civil and Military, all persons now employed in the Service of the
Honorable East India Company, subject to OUR future pleasure, and to such laws and regulations as may hereafter be
enacted.
*
WE hereby announce to the NATIVE PRINCES OF INDIA that all Treaties and Engagements made with them by or
under the authority of the Honorable East India Company are by Us accepted, and will be scrupulously maintained; and
WE look for the like observance on their part.
*
WE desire no extension of OUR present territorial possessions; and while We will permit no aggression upon OUR
Dominions or OUR Rights to be attempted with impunity, WE shall sanction no encroachment on those of others. We
shall respect the Rights, Dignity, and Honour of Native Princes as OUR own; and WE desire that they, as well as OUR
own Subjects, should enjoy that prosperity and that social advancement which can only be secured by internal Peace
and Good Government.
*
WE hold OURSELVES bound to the NATIVES OF OUR INDIAN TERRITORIES by the same obligations of duty
which bind Us to all OUR other Subjects; and those obligations, by the blessing of ALMIGHTY God, WE shall
faithfully and conscientiously fulfill.
*
Firmly relying OURSELVES on the truth of CHRISTIANITY, and acknowledging with gratitude the solace of
Religion, We disclaim alike the right and the desire to impose OUR convictions on any of Our Subjects. WE declare it
to be OUR Royal Will and Pleasure that none be in anywise favoured, none molested or disquieted, by reason of their
religious faith or observances, but that ALL shall alike enjoy the equal and impartial protection of the Law; and WE do
strictly charge and enjoin all those who may be in authority under Us, that they abstain from all interference with the
Religious Belief or Worship of any of OUR Subjects, on pain of OUR highest displeasure.
*
And it is OUR further will that, so far as may be, OUR Subjects, of whatsoever Race or Creed, be finely and
impartially admitted to Offices in OUR Service, the duties of which they may be qualified, by their education, ability,
and integrity, duly to discharge.
*
WE know and respect the feelings of attachment with which the NATIVES of INDIA regard the lands inherited by
them from their ancestors, and WE desire to protect them in all rights connected there with, subject to the equitable
demands of the State; and WE will that generally, in framing and administering the Law, due regard be paid to the
ancient Rights, Usages, and Customs of India.
*
WE deeply lament the evils and misery which have been brought upon India by the acts of ambitious men who have
deceived their countrymen by false reports, and led them into open rebellion. OUR Power has been shown by the
Suppression of that Rebellion in the Field, we desire to show OUR Mercy by pardoning the offences of those who have
been thus misled but who desire to return to the path of duty.
*
Already, in one Province, with a view to stop the further effusion of blood, and to hasten the pacification of OUR
INDIAN DOMINIONS, OUR Viceroy and Governor General has held out the expectation of pardon, on certain terms,
to the great majority of those who in the late unhappy disturbances have been guilty of offences against OUR
Government, and has declared the punishment which will be inflicted on those whose crimes place them beyond the
reach of forgiveness. We approve and confirm the said act of OUR Viceroy and Governor General, and do further
announce and proclaim as follows:—
Our clemency will be extended to all offenders, save and except those who have been or shall be convicted of having
directly taken part in the murder of British subjects. With regard to such the demands of justice
forbid the exercise of mercy.
*
To those who have willingly given asylum to murderers, knowing them to be such or who may have acted as leaders or
instigators in revolt their lives alone can be guaranteed; but, in apportioning the penalty due to such persons, full
consideration will be given to the circumstances under which they have been induced to throw off their allegiance, and
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large indulgence will be shown to those whose crimes may appear to have originated in a too credulous acceptance of
the false reports circulated by designing men.
*
To all others in arms against the Government, WE hereby promise unconditional Pardon, Amnesty, and Oblivion of all
Offences against OURSELVES, OUR Crown and Dignity on their return to their homes and peaceful pursuits.
It is Our Royal Pleasure that these terms of Grace and Amnesty should be extended to all those who comply with their
condition before the FIRST Day of JANUARY next.
*
When, by the blessing of PROVIDENCE, internal tranquility shall be restored, it is OUR earnest desire to stimulate
the peaceful industry of India, to promote works of public utility and improvement, and to administer its Government
for the benefit of all OUR Subjects resident therein. In their prosperity will be OUR strength, in their contentment
OUR security, and in their gratitude OUR best reward. And may the God of all Power grant to Us, and to those in
Authority under Us, strength to carry out these OUR wishes for the good of OUR people.

The said proclamation was read out by the Oriental Translator Mr. Vinayakrao Vasudeoji. It was greeted with
tumultuous applause.
The ryot of Mumbai greeted this proclamation with a festival of lights and by hanging festoons at various
places. The Sarkar had declared a holiday for two consecutive days for these celebrations which were fully
utilized by the public. About four to five lakh rupees must have been spent on this occasion in Mumbai.
About seventy thousand rupees worth of coconut oil was burnt on that day. Lamps had become so expensive
that many of the richer men had to rent them at the rate of ten rupees per hundred; large chandeliers were hung on
the roads.
The English had fought at Mysore, Assaye, Bharatpur, Kabul and other places in connection with the Mumbai
Province, and had emerged victorious in all, but this kind of excitement had not been seen before. It compared
with the celebrations held in London when Lord Nelson returned home after winning the Battle of the Nile.
*
The Kabul War started in 1839. The Company Sarkar suffered huge losses in this war. Many of their war
heroes were killed. In the same war, Sir W.H. Macnaghten was killed in 1841. When this gentleman was in Kabul,
he had been nominated for the post of the Governor of Mumbai, and he was about to leave to join his post when
he was killed by the Afghans. When the English captured Kabul in 1842, they brought Dost Mohammed Khan’s
son, King of Kabul, to Mumbai along with the booty of gold, silver, and gems worth around twenty lakhs of
rupees; this was exhibited in the Town Hall for over a month.
Thousands of people thronged the place every day to see the jewelry. Each ring was studded with gems
weighing over five tolas and was worth over a thousand rupees. All the jewelry was auctioned off. When the
silver door of the Somnath Temple, which was ransacked by Mohammed during his attack on Gujarat in A.D.
1024 and taken away to Ghazni and installed in his masjid, was finally brought back to Hindustan, it sadly did not
generate this kind of enthusiasm in Mumbai.
In 1858, during the mutiny, a lot of jewelry, pearl necklaces and other ornaments of the royal family were
brought to Mumbai and exhibited in the Town Hall for the benefit of the public. The collection included diamond
necklaces, each of which was said to be worth over thirty thousand rupees. All of this was also auctioned off.
*
For many years, there was no priest or preacher of the English in Mumbai and the English did not have any
place of worship either. In 1714, the Court of Directors sent Reverend Richard Cobbe as the head priest. In 1700,
the then Governor, Sir Nicholas Waite wrote a letter to the Court of Directors in which he said,
“Please send a Bible (a religious book) and two prayer books to Mumbai.”
The building of the big church at the Fort was begun during his tenure but it could only be completed during
the tenure of Mr. Charles Boone due to the efforts of Mr. Cobbe. It is known as the Cathedral. To keep this church
in good repair, it was decided to endow it with an annual sum by levying an additional customs duty of eight
annas on every hundred rupees’ worth of goods landed in the port of Mumbai. The following note can be
encountered in the Government Archives,
In 1733, a sum of 2,674 rupees and in 1734 a sum of 8,893 rupees collected from customs was handed over to the
church officials.

Of all the English places of worship, the Cathedral is the largest. It took three years to construct and it was
completed in 1718. The Governor, Charles Boone gave a lot of money for installing the large bell in the
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Cathedral. His name and the year are inscribed on it. He also made great efforts to collect money from other
Englishmen. The Company Sarkar gave 10,000 rupees for this task. The total expenses of this church amounted
to 53,992 rupees. There is a large musical instrument here that is played every Sunday when the meetings are held
in the church.
This church was renovated in 1838 and its height was increased. On this occasion, a similar contribution was
collected. There are clocks on all four sides. They ring on the hour, half hour and the quarter hour.
Prominent Englishmen have been buried in this church. One of the tombs is that of Governor Duncan Sahib.
His qualities have been described on it. A picture of a Brahmin and a Lady has been sculpted, with the Lady
writing down the description of his kindness while the Brahmin mourns his death with folded hands.
This Brahmin was an astrologer in Calcutta. When Duncan Sahib was working as a clerk in Calcutta, the
Brahmin had prophesied that he would attain political heights in the future. As this prophecy had come true, it is
said that a close relationship developed between the Brahmin and the Sahib.
As this kind Sahib had attempted to put an end to the practice of female infanticide among the Rajputs, two
children mourning his death are also depicted. A beautiful banyan tree has also been carved. The sculpting work
on this tomb is of the highest quality. As this Sahib was very committed to public welfare, the citizens of Mumbai
raised a collection to erect this mausoleum, and a marble stone sculpted with pictures was ordered from Vilayat
and installed in 1817. There are seven English churches in this city.
*
There are thirteen igrejas of the Portuguese and Christian people in this city. Three of them are in Mahim.
Besides, there are khurus or crosses at numerous places. Just as the Hindus venerate the road-side peepul tree, the
Portuguese worship the wooden crosses installed at various places. They are about seventy-eighty in number.
They must have been installed during the reign of the Portuguese in this city. Many of them have been renovated
recently. Just as a tulsi tree at the doorstep of every Hindu house that is worshipped in the morning and the
evening, the khurus are treated in a similar fashion. These people kneel in front of the khums three times a day and
pray in a very dignified manner.
There are three khums on the Camp Maidan. As they are the gods of the Portuguese people and are monuments
of their rule, the English have left them standing. Of these, the large one near the Marine Lines is venerated by
many of them in the morning and evening. They kneel in front of it and pray. In the evening one can see about
twenty to twenty-five of them praying in unison. An old Christian woman who is a devotee of this khums is
always present with a basket containing some earthen lamps, oil, candles and similar items. Many take a vow to
light a lamp or a candle in front of this khums and there are around ten or so lamps burning in front of this khums
every day. Many throw flowers over it while some offer fruits. Older devotees have many tales regarding the
greatness of this khums.
Many Hindus and Parsis also take vows in front of this khums. One lady says that this khums will get you a
job; grant you children; cure your diseases and do anything else that you wish for! It is not clear whether the
Hindus venerate this khums because they believe that God is ubiquitous or because they feel that this khums is
more powerful than the thirty-three crores Hindu gods.
The most important Portuguese temple is the one on the road running behind Bhuleshwar known as the Nossa
Senhora da Esperança. It is set in a sprawling compound. The church contains many paraphernalia including
statues of saints. They worship these idols just like our people. This church was earlier located at the Camp
Maidan quite near to the large khums. It was renovated in 1833. The church at Mazagaon is also very old. It is
said that the Koli people built it.
*
The ancient temples of the Hindus in this city are Mumbadevi, Kalbadevi, Gaondevi, Bhuleshwar,
Walkeshwar, Babulnath, Mahalaxmi, Mankeshwar, Prabhadevi, Venkatesh at the Fort and the temple of Rama at
Ramwadi.
The Vageshwari is at Sewri. It is not known who installed the idol in this temple. It is currently under the care
of Janardhan Balaji. This gentleman is affluent and a member of the Grand Jury. His father, Balaji Shamshet was
very famous in Mumbai for many years.
There are about seven to eight small temples at Parel, one of them being the Mankeshwar temple built by
Vithoba Mankoji. There is a Mankeshwar temple at Mazagaon and it is said, that a Sutar resident of Worli built it
about a hundred years ago. It cannot however be determined who first installed the idol in this temple. A
gentleman called Purushottam Ramachandraji renovated it.
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The Shambu Mahadev Temple on the lower side of Worli and the Prabhadevi Temple at Mahim are very
ancient. There is a temple in Matunga built by Narayan Seth Shimpi. There are a couple of temples at Sion and
about twenty-five temples at Mahim. Most of them are very old.
There is a Ram temple at Ramwadi. It is very ancient. A Prabhu gentleman called Kashinath Sokaji first built
it. About sixty or seventy years later, it was renovated by the late Vithoba Kanoji. Since then, his family has been
managing the affairs of this temple.
Towards the end of Girgaon, on the road to Mahalaxmi, is the Bhavani Temple built by the famous
ShrimantJagannath Shankarseth. This is a very beautiful place and there is a dharamshala adjacent to it, which
has been given out for charity. Guests and strangers stay in the dharamshala. The poor can stay here for free. His
residence is next to this temple. It is full of invaluable articles. There are fountains at various places. A pleasant
breeze wafts down the garden. This place is worth seeing. Many others have also built their bungalows on this
road.
The temple of the Devi of the Kansars is just below the Mumbadevi Temple. These people have settled here
since a long time. One of them named Bapushet was very famous and charitable. He would give five rupees for
the last rites of the poor irrespective of which caste they belonged to. He was earlier responsible for the minting of
coins at the Mint. The Kansars had a lot of prestige at that time; one hardly encounters any illustrious person
among them currently. The Kansars claim to be Somavanshi Kshatriyas.
If one compares the inscriptions on the temples done two hundred years ago with those done currently, one can
form an idea of the evolution of the language and the diction of the people of this island and can put a date to
them. If one reads the inscription in the Sanskrit, Marathi, and English languages at the Dhakjee Dadajee Temple
and compares it with that at Prabhavati Temple at Mahim written in the original Marathi of Mumbai, one can
understand the vast difference between the Marathi of those days and the current Marathi. Some temple
inscriptions have been reproduced below.
A wise old man of the Somavanshi caste wrote the following account of the Gaondevi Temple.
Shree Gramdevi is very ancient. Her name is Lilavati. About two hundred years back, it was located on the hills at
Walkeshwar. She came into the dreams of one Bapaji Mhatre Somavanshi Kshatriya Pathare and asked him to take her
into the village; he and the other people of Girgaon collectively brought her to Girgaon and installed her in an open
space and planted a banyan tree at that spot. This tree grew to an enormous size but it collapsed in a storm a few years
ago; a part of it still remains. Later in the year Shake 1728, Rajashree Balaji Bhikaji Kshatriya Somavanshi Pathare
built the temple, which still stands. This Devi is much venerated by the Vaadval, Sutar and Somavanshi Kshatriya
Pathare castes. A procession is celebrated in the month of Margashirsh on the Shudh Pumima day. The Rama Navami
and Navaratri festivals are also celebrated. These people meet all the expenses.

A Sutar composed a shloka on this nevi in earlier days which is as follows.
Mumbadevi Lilavati who sits by a banyan at Girgaon
The old people believe her to be the true goddess
Obstacles are removed even before they are realized
Seeing her devotees in problems, she rushes to their rescue.

The inscription on the temple built by Dhakjee Dadajee is in Sanskrit.
This temple and the dharamshala adjacent to the temple have been built by Prabhu Dhakjee Dadajee, citizen of
Mumbai and consecrated to the five gods Shree Mayureshwar, Shree Rameshwari, Shree Dhakleshwar, Shree Hari
Narayan and Shree Vinayakaditya on the 11 th day of Vaisakhshudh in the Samvatsara year named Nandan Shake 1745
as per the religious rites prescribed by the Hindu shastras. May our descendants look after and protect this temple.

A small temple, about three hands high and two hands broad is located beside the Mankeshwar Temple; the
image of a snake has been carved on the stone there. Adjacent to it is a rock about two hands high and a hand
broad on which are carved the images of the sun and moon. Below it are images of the lingam of Mahadeva and a
nandi. Further below are inscriptions in the Kannada and Balabodha scripts. The Kannada script reads as follows.
The writer is from Shrirangapattan in Karnatak. Lingayya, son of Honnarappayya, son of Nyanki Narasappiya.
Originally from near Bijapur. May Lakshmi reign. Samvatsara year name Prabhav.

It is said that a Lingayat, Kannadi Ayya in the service of Badshah Aurangzeb installed this stone. The
inscription however does not provide any support for this contention. It is well known that there is a practice
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among the Kannada people to demarcate the boundaries of their land by installing a stone inscription with images
of the snake, sun, moon and Mahadev as witness. This is just the boundary stone of a Lingayat Vani but our
people seem to think of it as the image of a god and worship it every day and conduct pujas with the help of a
Brahmin. This is a very dim thing to do. What can one say about the simple-mindedness of our people?
The farthest part of Mazagaon is known as Upper Mazagaon. The Ghodupdeo is located there. Its actual name
is Khadakdeo, the Rock God, as it is a very big rock whose front face has been anointed with vermilion to signify
a god. A fraudulent shudra has built this temple. He sticks betel nut on the god and tries to cheat the people of
their money. On the roof of this temple, fifty or so small cradles have been hung. Even the gods of Mumbai have
very queer names—Jabreshwar or the brutal god, Hatteshwar or the stubborn god, Tad Dev, the god of the
palymra tree, Bab Dev, the god of the palm tree, Kkokla Devi, the cough goddess, et cetera.
There are about three hundred Hindu temples in Mumbai. Khokladevi, the cough goddess is in Mahim. Her
devotees maintain that anybody with a cough will get cured if they pray to her! Of course, every compound has
got its own Bab Dev.
There are many Maruti Temples in this city and they generate substantial revenue. They are owned by the
Bairagis. Many of the female devotees of Maruti are harlots of a depraved nature.
In a few places, the Puranas are recited through all the twelve months of the year. The Puranas are regularly
recited at Bhuleshwar, Kashivishveshwar, Ramachandra (in Ramwadi), Vithoba’s temple, Atmaram Bawa’s
Thakurdwar and other temples. Week-long recitations are held at many places during the months of Shravan and
Bhadrapad. In times past, affluent Prabhu, Shenvi, Sonar folk and others used to organize the recitation of various
Puranas like the Bhagavad Gita, the Mahabharata and the Ramayana at their houses during the monsoon; once
the recitation was completed over five or six months, they would present the puranik with four or five hundred
rupees. Many arrange for the recitation of Pandavpratap, Harivijay, Ashwamedh and other books written in the
people’s language.
As the importance of English education has increased, this practice is on the wane. Only the most religious
people now arrange for recitations. The Vanis and Bhatias also do not arrange for the recitation of the Puranas.
Some five or ten years back, a puranik who was blind from birth came here. He had recited the Bhagavad Gita in
the Vithoba Temple at Vithalwadi. It is said that he could recite the entire Bhagavad Gita and the Ramayana by
heart. Many Gujaratis arrange for week-long recitations the cost of which ranges from five to twenty-five
thousand rupees.
Building temples is a meritorious deed as it is the primary duty of man to introduce God to those who are
completely unaware and ignorant about the existence of God, inculcate a sense of devotion in them, and motivate
their hearts to do good deeds.
There is, however, no gain in building small temples that even the priest cannot enter in a place where there are
many other temples. Nobody casts a second glance at them. If a temple is not useful for its primary purpose, what
is the point of building them? The main objective behind building a temple is nothing but to enable people to
reach out to God and inspire them to lead a good life. Such small temples do not help people to know God and
they are just a waste of money. There is no religious merit or worldly gain attached to this act; rather it will be
much more useful to build temples in places where people do not understand the way of God, and in villages
where there are no temples and lead people on the divine path.
Temples have to be very pleasant spots and should allow at least two hundred people to gather easily. People
should be inspired to devotion when they see the temple.
There are seven deras (temples) of the Shravak folk—five of the Marwadis and two of the Shravak Vanis.
These deras are built in a very different manner. These temples are very different from ours; mirrors are fixed in
apparently random fashion to the ceiling. These people are traders and donate a lot of wealth to God as they are
very religious. The Ghorjinath Dera at Bhendi Bazaar is the largest of all the deras and it is said that it has a
treasury worth fifteen lakh rupees. During the month of Shravan when the Marwadis celebrate their festivals, they
decorate the idols with splendid gems and jewelry.
These deras contain a great many crystal articles. This is typical Marwadi behavior as they do not have any
sense of proportion or delicacy. They embellish the idol with decorations - one day with diamonds, the next with
rubies, the third with emeralds, then with pearls and so on. The decoration involves covering the idol from head to
toe with stones of the same sort—either by sticking them with gum or in the form of jewels—with the exception
of the eyes which are kept open. It is said that the diamond decoration of Ghorjinath is worth a lakh and a quarter
of rupees.
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The nature of their devotion is very strange and quite different from that of the other Hindus. They have
devised the following scheme to finance these decorations. A particular Seth will undertake to supply ten mans of
ghee to fund the decoration. The decoration is undertaken in the name of the person who bids the highest number
of mans and he has to send money at the rate of twelve rupees per man of ghee that he has undertaken to supply.
They decide the amount of donation based on the quantity of ghee. People undertake to supply a hundred mans or
two hundred mans of ghee. They then have to pay a corresponding amount of money to the treasury.
Just as a particular object is auctioned off, these people auction these festivals. Once all the people are gathered
together, the priest of the temple stands up and says, “Moti Seth undertakes to supply ten mans of ghee.”
Somebody shouts out, “Fifteen”, and a third screams, “I am at thirty”. The name of the person who undertakes to
supply the largest quantity of ghee is entered in the register.
The Shravaks celebrate their festival from the month of Aashad to the Shudh Panchami of Bhadrapad. They
fast on these days. Many yatis, religious mendicants of this sect, fast for periods ranging from one to three months
and do not eat anything at all, so they say. Some rich trader then buys the religious merit derived from these fasts
for five or six thousand rupees. Others also contribute money according to their capacity. Ordinary people who
fast for fifteen days are invited by the Marwadi people to break their fast at their houses and pay them fifty to a
hundred rupees to buy the religious merit due from the fast. In the month of Bhadrapad, a grand procession of the
yatis who have fasted is led through the streets. Many of these yatis are very rich, and they also conduct trade.
During the festival in the month of Shravan, the Marwadis decorate their body with gems and gold and silver
jewelry. This festival is known as Pajusan and it is celebrated for eight consecutive days.
It is said that in 1862, a yati fasted for three consecutive months in the dera of Khemchand Motichand.
Towards the evening, he would boil about a glass of water, cool it and then drink it, while some say that he drank
the water of Kirayat. He touched no other food of any kind. One cannot understand how this happens. He looked
very thin and emaciated like Jaratkaaru, a holy man who performed severe penances, and hundreds of people used
to go to see him. One is very reluctant to believe this story unless one can confirm from contemporary doctors
that a man can survive for three months without food.
There are five rauls of the Kamathi people in Kamathipura—two of Vithoba and three of Maruti. These people
are Hindus and worship the Hindu gods, but their main gods are Jakhai, Jokhaya, Putlai, and Yellamma. These
people are from the Madras Province. They have been staying here for over a hundred years. Their population is
between five and six thousand people belonging to eight or ten different castes. They mostly work as laborers but
some of them are affluent. Their women are diligent and sturdy and quite often earn more money than the men.
No labor work or house building or lime pounding is undertaken without them. Both the men and women work
very hard to earn money.
*
The masjids of the Mussalmans, Bohras, Khojas, and Memons number sixty-nine. In addition, there are over a
fifty mausoleums of the pirs and places where the iron fist or Panja is buried.
In 1862, a rich Moghul named Haji Mohammad Hussain built a big mosque near the Babulnath Tank at an
expense of one lakh rupees for the use of Moghuls. It is very beautiful. The work on the main door of the mosque
is excellent.
The tombs of Magdum Bawa and his mother are located next to each other outside the masjid in Mahim. These
tombs are worshipped daily. There are many resident fakirs and this has become a source of perpetual income for
them. Many Hindus and Parsis venerate these tombs. They take vows in the name of the Bawa. When his urus is
held, his tomb is decorated for fifteen consecutive days. The simple folk are very devoted to him.
His account is as follows. The simple folk consider it to be as true as the ancient scriptures. It is up to the
scholars of the present day to examine these accounts and determine how much of it is true. Even a ten- or twelveyear-old boy will be able to tell that these traditional accounts are not much to be relied upon. One has to relate
these accounts occasionally to illustrate the simple-mindedness of the people in the past. A reader, however, must
use some discrimination at the appropriate places while reading them; otherwise, it is a waste of time.
Some years ago, a Mussalman used to stay in Mahim. This Magdum was his son. The father died when he was
young. Magdum and his mother struggled to make ends meet. The son loved his mother and was very devoted to
her. On one occasion, when they were sleeping next to each other, the mother called out to Magdum at midnight
and asked him to get her some water to drink. When he heard it, he immediately got a glass of water and went and
stood near his mother. As she had drifted back to sleep, she did not realize that she had called out for water. When
she woke up in the morning, she saw Magdum standing next to her with a glass of water in his hand.
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When she saw this display of maternal devotion, the mother was overcome with emotion. She sang praises of
the lord and prayed to him to bless her son. From that time on, the mother and son were very devoted to the
worship of God who bestowed his blessings on them.
As time went by, the fame of Magdum Bawa spread far and wide. He started performing many miracles! He
would bestow children on somebody and cure those lying on their deathbeds! Some also say that he went to
Mecca every day! Of the many miracles performed by him, this was related by one of his devotees.
One morning, he got up and went towards a pond and started scooping out the water with the hollow of his
hands. The people were astonished to see this and asked him why he was doing so. He replied that Mecca was on
fire and that he was helping to put out the fire. They did not believe him and felt that he must have been touched
by madness. Many businessmen, however, wrote to Mecca to ascertain the facts and received replies confirming
the fact that there was a fire in Mecca on that particular day. He was much venerated since this event. He
performed many such miracles! There is however no information on the date of his birth or the period when he
performed these miracles.
The Habshee of Habsan has venerated this saint for many years and continues to send money and cloth for the
tomb during the days of the urus. It is said that, earlier, he used to send to send a swathe of gold brocade to lay on
the tomb, and would personally visit the tomb during the urus with much fanfare to the accompaniment of music.
The names of pirs and their locations in and around Mumbai:
Sayyad Badruddin Hussaini
Karamali Shah & Haji Abdul Rahman Sahib
Sheikh Ismail Gaza Ali
Gaibi Pir
Sheikh Hassan Gaza Ali
Gaibi Pir
Sayyad Nizamuddin
Sayyad Badruddin Rafai
Madar Chilli
Sayyad Jinal Abuddin Rafai
Mastan Shah & Sayyad Abdullah Sahib
Bismillah Shah
Sayyad Abdullah Sahib
Sayyad Ali Mastan
Mulla Fakhruddin
Sayyad Hussain Andrus
Gaibi Pir
Sheikh Haji Momen
Vali Yulla
Ashok Shah
Sarhang Sayyad Hisamuddin Rafai
Sarhang Madar Chilli
Sayyad Moiddin Ghogari
Sayyad Moiddin Basravi
Jomay Shah
Gulab Shah
Sheikh Bari Sahib
Sheikh Talyani Sahib
Sheikh Mistri Sahib
Pakba Ali Makdoom Sahib
Poopleer Sahib
Gaibi Pir
Diwan Sahib
Haji Ali Sahib
Mama Hajani
Jungli Pir
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Pen
Panvel
Upper Colaba
Bazaar
Lower Colaba
Camp Maidan
near the jail
Bhendibazaar
Null Bazaar
Khara Talao
Khara Talao
Camp Maidan
Kitta
Line
Marine Lines
Saat Tad
at the railway station
near the Jumma masjid
Hanuman Galli
Dongri
Mahalaxmi
Kitta
near the jail
Kitta
Duncan Road
Rupapad
Chinchpokhli
Kitta
Matunga
Mahim
Thane
Thane
Bhiwandi
below Mahalaxmi
Besides Worli
On the Worli hill

The biggest mosque of the Mussalmans is the Jumma masjid in the Market. It was earlier in the Camp Maidan;
it was demolished and rebuilt here.
*
The native land of the Bene Israeli people is Arabia. It is estimated that they had to leave this land for Bharat
Khand in the sixth century of the Christian era, about twelve hundred years ago, because of the cruelties of the
ruler of that area. They came here in two ships—one of these reached Cochin where those people settled down
and the other crashed into the rocks at Navgaon near Alibaug. Many people lost their lives and the survivors
settled in the surrounding areas. The corpses that were washed ashore were collected and buried in a mass grave.
This tomb still exists at Navgaon.
The faces, color, appearance and costume of the Bene Israeli is very similar to those of the Arabs. As they have
settled in this place for many years, their dress is similar to that of the Hindus, and they have also adopted some of
their practices. They do not have any castes, but distinguish between those who have had relations with women
from other castes, and those who followed a different religion before entering their fold. This extends to not
marrying with them and not eating from the same plate with them. They are known as the Black Israelis.
The Yahudis and Bene Israelis are one and the same. Their rituals, prayers, philosophies, codes of conduct and
religious tradition are exactly the same. As they have stayed in this country for many years, their colour, language,
and dress has changed.
The reason for the two different names is as follows. When they had kings among their people, there was an
evil king who troubled his subjects; this led them to split into two groups with one calling themselves Israelis and
the other Yahudi. They were all known as Israelis earlier.
These people have two masjids, while the Yahudis have one. Their synagogues do not have idols. Idol worship
has been condemned very severely in their scriptures. Their boys are circumcised. There is a religious scripture
written in the ancient Yahudi language in the masjid, and it is read on Saturdays when they gather together to
pray. This community gathers every Saturday. Saturday is a day of rest for them, and their scriptures enjoin them
to do nothing else but pray on this day. Their masjids are known as synagogues.
The native places of the Israeli people in Mumbai are Ashtagar, Bhiwandi, Pen, Habsan, Roha Ashtami, Dande
Rajapur and Hamai. Some of their people used to hold military offices in the Angre durbar. They used to trade in
oil earlier, and this led our people to call them shanivar teli or Saturday Oilers. They also do masonry and
carpentry work. In the Konkan, they subsist on farming where they have their lands and estates and are quite
prosperous.
Based on certain evidences, one may conclude that this community came to this island around 1750. They
came here and entered the military service of the Company Sarkar. In the first instance, a few men came here.
They excelled as soldiers and this led to the building of their reputation. In due course of time, others followed
them, some with families, and took up various jobs connected with the military. There are many descendants of
those who went to fight alongside the English against Tipu. They exhibited courage, intelligence and valor in their
soldiery. Many of them attained ranks like Commandant, Major Subhedar, Subhedar, Naik, and Havildar.
As they have not revolted or rioted in the army, the English have come to trust them. They have now taken to
trade, or learnt English and taken up employment in offices, and some of them are schoolmasters. Education has
spread rapidly among these people. Many of them have taken up employment as draughtsmen (those who sketch
maps) and surveyors. An Israeli by the name of Banaji Bhavji Ghosalkar is the Head Draughtsman in the Chief
Engineer’s Office and draws a monthly salary of hundred rupees. They are very good at this job and are wellqualified. Abraham Davidji is the Native Commandant of the Police Corps in Ahmednagar.
Since they have come here, they have stayed in the localities of Mandvi, Chinch Bunder and Dongri. The part
of Mandvi where they stay is known as the Israeli mohalla. Many of them have large houses here and are quite
affluent.
The original mosque of these people is in Mandvi. The late Azam Samaji Hasaji Divekar built it in the year
1796. It was built for the following reason. When this gentleman fought against Tipu on behalf of the English, the
enemy captured him. He prayed to God and vowed to build a masjid if he was able to return safely to Mumbai. He
then built this masjid in due course of time. The following inscription can be seen on the masjid.
This masjid was first built by Azzam Samaji Hasaji Divekar in 1718. As that masjid was small, it was rebuilt with
funds generated by the masjid itself and consecrated on Saturday, Chaitra Shudh 2 Shaki 1782.
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*
There are nineteen Parsi agiaries in Mumbai. Their temples are known as agiarys (abode of fire). They are of
two types—Aadaryan and Atash Behram. The Aadaryan is an ordinary abode of fire and contains fire lit from fifty
or sixty different types of fire. The Atash Behram is lit from one thousand and one different fires. It is brought
from various countries. It costs a lot of money.
In Mumbai, the Atash Behram was first established by a Farsi gentleman named Dadiseth in Samvat 1838, that
is in A.D. 1781. It is near Navewadi and that road is known as Agiary Road. Hormuzji Wadia built the second
agiary near Chandanwadi. It is now thirty-two years since it was established. Framji Cowasji has built the third
one on the Girgaon Road near the seashore. This sprawling and beautiful place was built seventeen years ago. The
Parsis do not allow people of other castes to enter their agiaries.
In this city, some festival or the other is being celebrated every other week. It may be the Dosie of the Parsis;
or Papeti; or perhaps Parab; maybe the Gambaar; the Bakr-Id of the Mussalman; or the Moharram of the
Moghuls; perhaps the Pureem of the Yahudis; or Valandan; the Gokulashtami of the Hindus; or Pithori; or Muka
Padwa; or Aaje Padwa; maybe some Gujarati festival; or the Gowali Agyaras of the Vanis; Randhan Sat; maybe
Shili Satam; the Intruj of the Portuguese; Pajusan of the Marwadis; Haritalika of the Bhatias; maybe the Ganpati;
Gauri of the Kolis; Shiralshet of the Shimpis; the Deepotsav; the Kojagiri; Bhagat at Vandre; Havan at
Mahalaxmi; Rathsaptami; Til Sankrant; or maybe the English celebrating Christmas.
In this manner, our people get the opportunity to waste their time and toss their money away under some
pretext or the other.
*
The major festival of Kapilashasti was celebrated in the year 1858, on Bhadrapad Vadhya 6. The enthusiasm
with which this festival was celebrated in Mumbai must have been unmatched in the whole of Bharat Khand. The
alignment of stars for the Kapilashasti normally occurs only once every sixty years. This time, it however
occurred after twenty-eight years. The alignment occurred at about three in the afternoon.
Most of the Hindus in Mumbai fasted till the evening. Hindus of all castes celebrated the festival
enthusiastically. The Hindu employees of all the government and trade offices had received a holiday. The Vani,
Bhatia and other traders and businessmen shut their businesses for the day and kept themselves free for a day
devoted to charity, meditation, prayers, and rituals. Hundreds of beggars and Brahmins had camped on the
seashore and at Walkeshwar right from the morning.
At about three in the afternoon, people proceeded to take a bath. Many people had come from various places to
Mumbai to be able to take a dip in the sea. The seashore was densely packed with people right from the Camp
Maidan to Chowpatty. An innumerable number of people gathered at Walkeshwar. The crowds were so great that
some three or four people were crushed to death on that day. People thronged the roads and were seen walking
towards the sea with cows, baskets of fruit, bags of grain, and purses full of coins. After having taken a dip in the
sea, they distributed cows, gold, silver, grains, and land to the Brahmins on the seashore and gave alms and
returned home. Their charity continued even after they reached home. They donated food, gold, cows or houses.
Within a space of two hours, about two lakh rupees’ worth of charity must have been done in the island of
Mumbai. One Vani donated a three-storied house to a Brahmin filled with goods to last a family of ten for a year
or two. It had utensils, grains, jars, cots, clothes, a milch cow and other items. This was the manner in which
people fulfilled their religious duties. Even poor orphan Brahmins received ten-odd rupees while Brahmins under
the care of the rich received five hundred thousand rupees.
*
Once a child is afflicted with smallpox, a huge amount of time and money is wasted; even the native people
will have to regretfully agree that it is an extravagance. They may spend two hundred rupees on a vow but a child
afflicted with smallpox is put to sleep in a cradle to the accompaniment of songs.
The Hindus have songs on practically every aspect of life and business and on all subjects relating to the city.
These songs are composed by girls and women in any manner that takes their fancy, and are quite meaningless.
Kanoba’s Muth:
Mumbai is dotted with muths or hermitages. In the whole city, there are between fifty and sixty of them. Sonar,
Shimpi, Bhandari and Shudra people own them. One does not come across any muth owned by the Brahmins. The
managers of these muths earn their living like other ordinary people, and also do this job. Kanoba’s muths are not
built like temples; ordinary houses, huts, or even a room in a chawl where a devotee of Kanoba resides can be
termed as a muth. This devotee is referred to as bhagat.
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These muths have a makhar, a seat of honor, the size of which depends on the revenue of the muths. An idol of
Kanoba is placed on the makhar along with amulets filled with prayers of a pir obtained from fakirs or the Panja.
The Hindu idol of Balakrishna and the Panja impression of a Mussalman pir combine together to form the
Kanoba god. The origin of this cult is in Paithan and its devotees claim that Sayyad Saadat established it. Women
particularly venerate Kanoba.
The bhagat of Kanoba has numerous disciples who are invested with the afflatus, known as Kanoba’s wind.
One has to struggle a lot to be infused by this wind and open one’s purse strings liberally. Unless money is
offered, Kanoba does not enter into any body.
It is not possible to properly determine whether Kanoba is Mussalman or Hindu. These people say that both
Ram and Rahim are one and the same; the Hindu and Mussalman religions are fraternal, with the Mussalman
religion being the senior one and the Hindu religion being the junior one. In this manner, mainly Mussalman
rituals are followed in the muth. They burn frankincense in front of the god, shower sabja seeds over it, throw
abir all around, speak in the Mussalman language, and recite the Kalima. They use phrases like “Ya allah
Bismillah”.
It is sometimes necessary to invite a fakir to conduct the worship of Kanoba. On occasion, they revile the
Hindu religion and criticize it. They request the fakirs to officiate in ceremonies.
The Kanoba festival is celebrated in the month of Shravan on the Janmashtami and Gokulashtami days. Its
devotees claim that about eleven hundred years back, Sayyad Saadat, a Mussalman pir who was a big devotee of
Lord Vishnu in Paithan, intermixed these two religions. The Mussalman religion is predominant. When the
Mussalmans were trying to destroy the Hindu religion, the Hindus may, in fear, have invented this combination to
protect themselves.
There is a huge difference between the Hindu and Mussalman religions, and it is ordained that Hindus should
not even enter a Mussalman masjid; in spite of this, these people consider it very holy to fast on the day of
Janmashtami and read prayers from the Qur’an of the Mussalmans!
One is unable to clearly identify the origins of Kanoba. Some say that Kanoba is Lord Krishna himself, while
others claim that he was his playmate and a great devotee.
*
The Ganpati festival is celebrated in great style for ten consecutive days in this city. Many gentlemen spend
about six months to prepare the Ganpati idol themselves. It may be made of clay, but it is hard work and they
spend over a hundred rupees on it. In some places, beautiful pictures are produced. There are many places that
produce hundreds of idols, and some also prepare beautiful makhars. The Ganpati festival is only celebrated by
the Dakshini Hindus. The Gujaratis and Ghatis do not seem to have even heard the name of Ganpati.
In Mumbai, Ganpati is much venerated by the Prabhu, Sonar, Brahmin, Bhandari, and Shenvi people. A series
of functions, recitations, dances, receptions, and meetings are held on these days. The affluent spend around a
thousand rupees on this occasion. Some arrange for the chow gada to be played outside their houses for all the ten
days; they collect urns, chandeliers, lanterns, mirrors and pictures from various sources to decorate their houses,
and also apply a coat of whitewash.
On the day the Ganpati is immersed, the roads are packed with people, vehicles and palanquins carrying the
image of Ganpati. On the Gauri Puja day, the Bankotis dance on the roads and their fair covers the entire Camp
Maidan. They keep up a constant dance of leaps and jumps accompanied by grunts and loud noises.
About twenty years back, people were forbidden to venture out of their houses on the evening of Ganesh
Chathurthi. As darkness took over, criminals would hurl stones at houses and passers-by. The Sarkar has put an
end to this and the guilty have been punished with prison sentences of five or six years. People used to yearn to
see the moon on Chathurthi and these rogues used to harass them by throwing stones at them. The Vani, Parsi, and
Gujarati people referred to this day as the Dhagla Chouth (stone-throwing Chathurthi). People used to lock
themselves into their houses by five in the evening on this day.
*
Deepawali
The pomp and pageantry in Mumbai during this festival must be unmatched anywhere in the world. The
revelries continue for five consecutive days, and people come from various countries to see this spectacle. People
decorate their workplaces with pictures, mirrors, lanterns, urns and chandeliers in such a grand manner that the
glass-houses of the rich pale in comparison. Lanterns and lights are lit in every street and lane in the Fort, Bazaar
and all other parts of Mumbai. The decoration in the pedhi or counting houses of the shroffs defies description. On
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the day when the new account books are opened and the Pedhi Puja is held, the Fort and Market overflow with
people and vehicles.
On this day, the Gujarati stable-hands don uniform costumes, wear trinkets on their legs, and skirts around
their waists, and gather in front of houses and sing and dance with two short sticks in their hands. They have to be
given a reward of a rupee or eight annas. During major festivals, the servant folk have to be given a present of
four to eight annas—this is known as post.
The Gawlis celebrate Bali Pratipada in a big way. On this day, they decorate their buffaloes and cows and take
them out in a procession accompanied by a music band. The evil eye is then warded off by ceremonially waving
the pancharati, a platter of five lights. Some also arrange for an English band to be played on this occasion.
*
Moharram
This may be a Mussalman festival but it is observed by about a third of the Hindus in this city. This festival is
known as tabut. Moharram is the name of this month as in the Muslim calendar. In this month, the Mussalmans
prepare a tabut or bier in which the panja is installed and decorated with flowers, sabja and abir, and worshipped
with frankincense. This is known as the tabut or dola. They spend hundreds of rupees on this dola. It is decorated
by a variety of papers and gold and silver foil. There are about [a] hundred-odd tabuts\fn{The text has: There are about
hundred odd tabuts} in Mumbai, both large and small. The Kamathis and in some places, even the Hindus prepare
tabuts. This festival goes on for seven to eight days. Our people have named this festival Imam Jayanti. As the
people of Mumbai are constantly flush with cash, they are able to celebrate these festivals in style.
In these ten days, many Mussalmans and other mischievous folk disguise themselves in various ways and
celebrate noisily in the streets of Mumbai. Many become tigers, while others don the robes of a Sannyasi or
Bairagi, and quite a few disguise themselves as bears by donning a bearskin. Five or six people get together and
form a cloth elephant and roam the streets. On these days, the tabut devotees tie green, red and yellow strings
around their wrists and their necks. Many Hindus dress their children up as fakirs, drape a cloth bag around their
shoulders and send them from door to door shouting “Imam Hussain!” to collect thefakin and chiralrhi due to
them. Such alms are then surrendered to the labut in the evening.
As kichidi has to be ceremonially offered to the tabut, people donate a mixture of tur dal and rice, and if they
are acquainted with the boy, they give a paisa or two as chirakhi. If they are closely related to the boy, they may
give two to four rupees and about a sher or two of kichidi. As the labut likes the fragrance of abir and
frankincense, and prefers the green color, the Hindu and Mussalman devotees wear green-colored clothes and
apply abir to their body. On the day of immersion of the tabuts, they are ceremonially taken to the seashore in a
procession and dipped in sea-water. The urn is then broken and the tabut brought back. Some few years ago,
soldiers from the army and English employees accompanied the tabuts.
On the previous night, the tabuts are ceremonially taken around the streets. This night is known as the “Night
of Assassination”.
About twenty years back, the horses of the Moghuls were paraded on this night; it was an amazing spectacle
and people used to fall over each other to catch a glimpse of this awesome display. However skirmishes used to
break out amongst the Moghuls and Mussalmans resulting in a few deaths; the Sarkar has now banned the
parading of horses.
Thousands of people gather on the day of the immersion of the tabuts, and the Camp Maidan assumes the
appearance of a fair and is thronged by thousands. Every other year, people gather here to embark on pilgrimages,
the mahayatras to the holy places of Kashi, Rameshwar and Dwarka. Many affluent men undertake these
mahayatras and they are accompanied by scores of poor devotees. Hundreds of warkaris, men who perform
periodical pilgrimages to a sacred place, gather here in the months of Aashad and Karthik to undertake the yatra
to Pandharpur. When they embark on their journey, the roads echo with the sounds of their bhqjans and music,
and all of them, young or old, are bedecked with chains around their neck. In addition, there are pilgrimages
undertaken to places in the neighborhood. Thousands of people go to Wai, Nasik, Gokarn Mahabaleshwar, Nandi
and Nirmal every year, and with the coming of the railroad, people have begun to undertake yatras more
frequently. The Mussalmans go to Mecca for their yatra; it is called the Haj.
Every year, many temples in Mumbai holdjatras, fairs where toys, sweets and other trinkets are sold. The
temple and its surroundings are elaborately decorated. Firework displays also take place at appropriate times. The
Mussalmans also have their jatras, which are known as urus.
Two jatras are held at Walkeshwar every year—one on the Shravan Amavasya and the second on Karthik
Poornima. The jatras last for a couple of days at present. In earlier times, bets worth two or three lakhs of rupees
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used to be wagered every day. The gambling attracted desperadoes from Thane, Vasai, Panvel, Alibaug and other
places and the jatra used to go on for five or six days. The Sarkar banned the gambling some eight or ten ago; and
as the outsiders stopped coming here, the jatras are just a shadow of their earlier splendor. It winds up in a day or
two.
About twenty-five years ago, many Parsis used to come to this fair; they would pitch their tents at various
places on the hill. These Parsi gentlemen were accompanied by mimics, pranksters, frauds and gamblers who
indulged in boisterous fun and teased the women who came to the fair. The mahajan then complained to the
Sarkar about this problem and built a wall around the Walkeshwar establishment and got the Sarkar to ban the
entry of Parsis into this area. The jatra has lost its prestige since then.
There are two jatras at Mahalaxmi—the one at Mahalaxmi on the Chaitra Poomima and the other at Dhakjee
Dadajee’s temple on the Vaishakh Poomima. The Navewadi jatra is held on Karthik Amavasya while the
Kalikadevi jatra is on Margashirsh Amavasya. In addition, jatras are held at Prabhadevi, Gaondevi, Shimpi
Oli,Jagannath Shankarseth’s temple, Mankeshwar, and Bhuleshwar temples.
The Mumbadevi jatra is held on Dusserah. About a thousand rupees’ worth of apta leaves (standing in for
gold) is sold on this day. People buy these leaves, and present two or three of them to their friends as
representative of gold praying for their prosperity and their enemies’ defeat. A big fair is held at the seashore near
the Camp Maidan on the Narali Poomima. People worship the sea and throw coconuts into it so as to calm its
fury. Ajatra is held on Shivratri at Gharapuri and it attracts quite a crowd. In a year, thirty or forty such jatras are
held in Mumbai.
People from the Gujarat Province have a widespread practice of dancing the Garba during Navaratri. The
women of the Kharvi, Koli, Ghodewale and other communities of the lower classes place a clay pot in a basket
with a coconut on top. About twenty of them gather and visit the houses of the Vani and Parsi folk and dance the
Garba in the following manner. They place the basket on the floor and light a few lamps. They then dance around
these baskets for an hour or so singing songs in the Gujarati language and clapping their hands. This festival
continues for ten or even fifteen days.
Even women from affluent Vani homes dance the Garba at various houses in the month of Ashwin for around
fifteen days. This is done as follows. A rich Vani gentleman arranges for a Garba programme in his residence and
sends invitations to his friends. The ladies gather around eight or nine at night at the appointed house and dance
the Garba till eleven at night. They then distribute cups, glasses, plates or pans to the guests, each according to
their capacity.
The urus of Gaza Ali Sahib at Colaba is held in the month of Bhadrapad. The tomb of Bismillah Sahib is along
the edge of the Fort at the end of Bori Bunder; his urus is held in the month of Margashirsh. In addition, ten to
fifteen other urus are held at Matunga and other places. The most prominent urus is the one at Mahim. About two
hundred large shops are set up and the urus goes on for seven or eight days. Earlier, trade worth thousands of
rupees used to be conducted here for fifteen to twenty days and it attracted people from distant places.
While gambling can be conducted openly, it leads to some real trouble in Mumbai. Many gamblers go totally
bankrupt and lose all their belongings and property during the Walkeshwar jatra and Mahim urus. The Parsis used
to participate in this urus in a big way and used to camp here for four or five days. However after riots broke out
between the Parsis and Mussalmans, the Parsis have stopped going to the urus.
*
A chariot is taken out in procession in the Fort on Kartik Vadhya. This establishment is maintained by the
Shenvis. Many affluent Shenvis used earlier to stay in the Fort. Ajatra was held, followed by a brahmanbhojan.
The Gujaratis celebrate a festival known as the Gowali Agyaraas on the Shravan Vadhya. On this day, boys
aged five or thereabouts are made up as Gopal and their bodies decorated with gold and gems. About a hundred
such boy Gopals gather at the Thakurdwar at the Fort. Their heads are decorated with flowers like women. If a
rich man sends his boy to this function, he may be bedecked with ten to fifteen thousand rupees’ worth of jewelry.
Once these five-year-old boys and girls have paid their respects to the Lord, they are then taken around to the
houses of friends to be exhibited. Many Dakshinis also decorate their children in a similar manner on this day.
They send them around to the houses of their acquaintances, who have to give them a rupee or two; they are also
given something to eat.
*
When the English first established a factory in Surat to conduct their trade, most of the men who had come
from that country were hardly religious and had very little faith in the Christian religion; this did not however
prevent them from wishing to spread their religion in this country. In 1616, Mr. Joseph Salbank wrote a letter to
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the Court of Directors in which he fervently and earnestly requested them to send a few Christian preachers to this
country to work for the welfare of the people. He also said that they should be so saintly in their behavior that the
people amongst whom they reside should be impressed by their behavior. It is also written that a Moghul servant
in the Factory at Surat was admitted to Christianity.
Their\fn{The Missionaries:H} main aim is to preach the Christian religion among the native people and convert
them to Christianity. In 1807, a missionary named Dr. Taylor decided to come to Mumbai and preach the
Christian religion among its people, but he was not given leave to stay in this city by the Sarkar and had to
proceed to Surat and accept some employment with the government.
*
In 1811, three missionaries came to Bharat Khand from America. When they first came here, their situation
could well be described as dire. They first went to Calcutta, where the Sarkar expelled them. They then proceeded
to Kochi, where their situation was no better. When they came to Mumbai, what do you think was their fate? They
were not even allowed to enter the harbor.
After a lot of trouble, they somehow managed to get on to boats and land on the wharf; they were served with
the Governor Evan Napean’s orders to leave the island of Mumbai in two days. They were not allowed to stay
here because they might speak against the religions of the natives, and besides, the Court of Directors had ordered
that no missionaries should be allowed to stay here.
Even though they were hard-pressed by many difficulties, the missionaries did not yield in any manner. They
put their trust in God and behaved in a very courageous manner. They pleaded with the Sarkar and also wrote to
England for permission to conduct their business. They received orders from them not to stay in the territory of
the Company Sarkar and that they should proceed for home immediately.
This put paid to their hopes but they still did not give up their mission. In the end, they somehow managed to
achieve the objective for which they had set out from their native country and obtained permission to stay here.
In 1814, they gradually commenced their activities in Mumbai. They first learnt the local language. They
published translations of various books in English and started preaching to the people. They then set up a school
for young boys and girls and conducted their activities with great fortitude.
If any of our local self-righteous religious men had had to face even a fraction of the obstacles which these
missionaries had to face in Bharat Khand, they would have thrown in the towel and retired to Kashi a long time
ago. The obstacles which they overcame proved their mettle and made them strong. Since these unique religious
men committed themselves fully to all their activities, they were able to achieve their objectives. They have
recently spent lakhs of rupees to build schools and their education department compares favorably with that of the
Sarkar.
The three schools of the missionaries are The Free Church School, The General Assembly School and The
Money School. Thousands of children are learning the Marathi, Gujarati, and English languages through these
schools and these missionaries themselves teach in the schools in addition to spending thousands of rupees on
their upkeep. They also establish schools in various other places to teach boys and girls. The missionaries from
America were the first to come here and establish schools. They had also started an English school but now all
their schools teach in the Marathi language.
*
There are only four prominent missions and they have established schools in Pune, Surat, Nasik, Baroda,
Kolhapur, Satara and other places in the Mumbai Province.
Report on the government and mission schools:
One can get an idea of the number of students in the government and mission schools from the following report. The
Sarkar spends 2,500,000 rupees on the government schools while it spends only 165,000 rupees on the mission
schools. There must be about 30,000,000 children of school-going age in the whole of Hindustan. Of these 100,000
children study in mission schools while 127,513 students study in government schools. The details of the mission
schools are as follows:
The Church Missionary Society runs 781 schools with the help of twelve European and 846 native teachers and has
an enrolment of 27,000 students.
The London Missionary Society has 319 schools, 589 native teachers and about 15,000 students.
The Wesleyan Mission has 53 schools, 100 teachers and approximately 3,000 students.
The Free Church Mission School has 9,132 students while 2,500 students study in the Baptist Mission schools. If
one includes the students who study in other mission schools, the total number of students studying in mission schools
will be 100,000. The details of the government schools are as follows:
The Bengal Province has a total of 281 government schools and 14,498 students attend these schools every day.
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There are 142 schools in the Madras Province and 8,593 students attend them everyday.
The Mumbai Province inclusive of Sind has 610 schools, and the number of students who attend these schools daily
is around 25,187.
There are 156 schools in the Punjab Province including Delhi with about 8,301 students.
The Northwest Provinces have 2,944 schools and 68,689 students.
The total number of schools is 4,131 and the total number of students comes to 125,268. If one includes the schools
at Agra and other places, the total increases to 4,158 schools and 127,513 students.

When the missionaries first started distributing books related to the Christian religion in the Marathi language
for free, they used to urge our people to accept them, but many of our people refused to even touch them. If
somebody accepted it,\fn{One of the free books:H} they would tear it up in the presence of the missionaries. Children
were not allowed to join their schools.
Our people are now eagerly purchasing books that were earlier delivered free to their houses at full price from
the Tract Society. Parents were urged to send their children to these schools and the children themselves were
given gifts, but they were not sent regularly; now the same parents are quite willing to pay the monthly fees and
request the missionaries to enroll their children. This is the outcome of their commitment.
Now neither do the preachers distribute books for free any more nor do they teach children at no cost. The
Tract Society sells books worth hundreds of rupees.
There are two organizations which prepare books for the missions—Tract and Book Society, and the Bible
Society. The Tract Society sells small books explaining the Christian religion at a very low price while the Bible
Society publishes the Christian scriptures in many native languages. In addition, such is their industry that they
have translated these books into 200 languages in other continents. Two hundred languages might seem like an
exaggeration but the English have determined that there are 3,054 distinct languages in the world and over a 1,000
different religions. Subscriptions worth thousands of rupees are collected to undertake missionary work.
After the arrival of these people, the poor and depressed people of Mumbai, indeed, the whole of Bharat
Khand, have been exposed to education, and many have been motivated to think about and understand their
religions. They have translated their religious books into sixteen native languages and sell them at cheap rates.
They have prepared a Bible in Sanskrit. This can be truly regarded as diligence and commitment; what is the point
in aimlessly chattering about religion squatting beside the cooking stove?
When the firangis ruled this place, they forcibly converted thousands of people to their religion and made them
Portuguese. Such Hindus who are now known as Christians are scattered all over Mumbai and even all of
Hindustan. In a similar manner, when the Mussalmans were in power, they converted thousands of Hindus into
Mussalmans. There are many Konkani Mussalmans in Mumbai. They work as sailors and in other jobs. These
conversions cause real problems for the people.
While the main objective of the missionaries is to teach the people about their religion and get them into their
fold, they do not restrict the religious teaching in their schools only to Christianity. They also teach them other
philosophies and scriptures. The positive aspect of their behavior is that they do not forcibly convert anybody to
their religion. They teach them and try to interest them in their religion and if they so desire, convert them to
Christianity. In spite of all this, they have managed to convert 112,425 natives into Christians. This was the
number in 1852 and must have increased considerably by now.
By 1863, about three hundred people from various castes had been converted into Christianity by the
missionaries who are based in the city of Mumbai. In 1839, the famous Rev. Dr. Wilson accepted two Parsi
students of the Free Church School into the fold of Christianity. They were the first Parsis to accept the Christian
religion. This caused a lot of uproar on the day of their conversion, and efforts were made by the Parsis to get
them back into their fold for a month or two. The panchayat dragged the case all the way to the Supreme Court
but could do nothing. Dr. Wilson is a great scholar and conversant in many local languages. He has a lot of
influence in government circles and is renowned amongst the natives.
*
Around 1852, many youths educated in English and others felt that the presence of the caste system was a
disservice to the Hindu people and that it should be destroyed and all Hindus should belong to only one caste.
They established a secret society by the name of Paramahansa Sabha and many youths were amongst its
members. One of their rules was that when members from different castes met in a private place, they were to
dine without following any caste restrictions. The society had between fifty and seventy-five members from
different castes, and they had established branches of their society in other places by sending letters secretly. It is
said that they had branches in Calcutta, Madras, and Kashi.
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Their efforts were mainly directed towards eliminating the strict restrictions on inter-dining placed on the
various Hindu castes. This was their secret goal but they would not divulge their opinions openly. Their strategy
was to enroll sufficient numbers and subsequently emerge in the open to achieve their goals. Their meetings were
held on specific days, and they had a long list of rules and regulations.
However, when the parents of some members came to know of the society, they forbade them from
participating in its activities. This caused considerable disruption in many houses, and people kept a close watch
on their children. There was a lot of idle talk in the newspapers. Even though they did not know who the members
of the society were, and who its leaders were, they began to criticize anyone associated with the society. The
society was then dissolved and all its efforts came to nought. However it was not completely exterminated and
there are members who still continue their activities.
Many self-righteous Christians were happy to hear about the objectives of this society, and felt that once the
caste restrictions of the Hindus were broken down, they would be able to freely dine with the English, which
would accelerate the spread of Christianity. However, other events overtook them and the members of the society
reverted back to observing the caste restrictions. Many strictly enforced the inter-dining rules and returned to their
religion with greater vengeance and took to meditating with their hands in the gaumukh.
This has been the outcome of all the reform efforts undertaken by our people. It can only be said that our
people are eager to jump into a new venture without carrying it through.
*
In 1856, a Konkani Brahmin named Vishnu Bhikaji Gokhale came to this city. He wore saffron robes and
sported a loincloth around his privates; he carried a tumba in his hands and wore sabots. He used to call himself a
Brahmachari but did not actually follow the rules and restrictions of Brahmacharya. He did not believe in any
inter-dining restrictions. He always chewed paan-supari, and whenever he felt like it, he would wear white
clothes and shoes on his feet.
He was quick-witted, a good orator and could debate very well in the Marathi language. If he could not find a
proper reply to a question, he would parry it successfully without digging his heels in. He was well versed in
Vedanta and other subjects but was not comfortable in Sanskrit. People were attracted by his felicity of speech.
Though he was a Vedanta scholar, he kept changing his opinions depending on the situation. On occasion he
would criticize idol worship, while on other occasions, he would advocate its necessity.
His primary objective was to revile the Christian religion.
This led to a debate in the papers for over a year. Once there was a debate between him and some shastris of
Mumbai in a meeting held at the Thakurdwar on the subject of remarriage; this led to some differences between
them. His opinion was that widows from the Brahmin and other castes should be able to remarry, while the
shastris were opposed to it. He was not a scholar, but he was intelligent and not afraid to speak his mind. He
would say that a kind goddess had laid her beneficent hand on him and instructed him in the various fields of
knowledge!
When he first came here, a few meetings were held at the residence of the late Dhakjee Dadajee. He would
speak in support of the Hindu religion in those meetings. People from all castes were free to attend these
meetings. Missionaries, Christians and people from all castes would question him in those meetings and he would
respond to them all in some manner or the other. After a while, these meetings were held at any of five or six
different venues and attracted around five hundred people. On particular occasions, over a thousand people
attended these meetings. These meeting would go on till eleven at night.
They were then held for a season opposite the Thakurdwar on the seashore when crowds of over two thousand
people attended the meetings. These meetings mainly featured debates between him and the preachers. In every
meeting, there were a couple of preachers and four or five native Christians. These meetings were popular for
between eight and ten months.
He had written a small book called Bhavarthasindhu in the om meter. Towards the end of 1858, he wrote and
published a book titled Vedoktadhamzaprakash. It had 790 pages in octavo and was priced at two rupees.
When people realized that there was nothing great about this book, they lost interest in him. He then went to
Calcutta, Kashi, and Madras. His debates with the preachers on the seashore have been collected and published in
English by the Rev. George Bowen. It contains the questions and answers of both the parties.
People supporting the preachers published another small book in Marathi.
It was entitled Bawacha Kawa or the “Wiles of the Bawa”.
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251.134 Excerpt from A Pilgrimage To Mecca\fn{by Nawab Sikandar Begum (1816-1868)} Bhopal City, Bhopal
District, Madhya Pradesh, India (F) 7
1
In the year of the Hejra, 1284, on the first day of Moharram, corresponding to the 6 th of May, 1864 of Christ, I
received a letter from the wife of Colonel Durand,\fn{ The former British Political Agent in Bhopal } foreign Secretary,
from Simla, dated the 5th of the month of June, in the year of Christ 1863, in which she said:
“If ever your Highness writes a description of your pilgrimage, I shall be delighted to see it.” And Colonel
Durand also wrote that “he was anxious to hear what my impressions of Arabia generally, and of Mecca in
particular, might be.”
I replied that when I returned to Bhopal from the pilgrimage, I would comply with their request, and the present
narrative is the result of that promise.
Before leaving Bhopal for the pilgrimage, I performed the following religious exercises under the direction of
Molvi Abdul Kaium. On the day appointed for me to leave my palace (the Motí Mahal), and the start on the
pilgrimage, I first of all went through the prescribed ablutions (wazu);\fn{These consist of cleaning the teeth, washing, first
the hands, then the mouth inside, then throwing water on the forehead, washing the whole face, the arms, and lastly the feet } then I said
two prayers (called Nafal, which are not enjoined but voluntary), and read some verses and invocations appropriate
to the occasion, from the venerable Qur’an.
I then left the house, and proceeded to the mosque of Mamola Sahibeh, which is near the palace, and went
through the same ceremonies of ablutions, praying and reading. I then went to the Garden of Fazhat Afza,\fn{ Her own
garden} and remained there two days, receiving farewell visits, and transacting such state business as was pressing,
and making final arrangements for my journey.
After that, the day having arrived for me to leave that place, I went at the hour of evening prayer into the mosque
in the Garden of Fazhat Afza, and performed the same ablutions and religious exercises. From the mosque I
proceeded to the hill of Futtehgarh,\fn{The fort at Bhopal, built by Dost Mahomed, founder of the dynasty, about 1721 AD} and
remained there the night, after having received more farewell visits.
Next day, after ablutions, I drove to the tomb of the late Nawab Nazir-ud-Daulah Nazar Mahomed Khan,\fn{ Her
father} and offered a prayer for the repose of his spirit. After this I went to the tomb of my paternal grandfather,
Nawab Wazír Mahorned Khan, and then to that of Nawab Ghos Mahomed Khan, my maternal grandfather, and
invoked a blessing on their departed spirits. I then prayed for my own relations, and for all professing the
Musalman Faith, and I asked that a blessing might rest upon them from my act, that their absolution and mine
might be secured, and that I might be permitted to return to Bhopal from the pilgrimage.
I now finally started on my journey to the exalted Mecca, and arriving at Bombay I embarked for Jeddah. At
the time of the ship weighing anchor I read the prayers enjoined by Molvi Abdul Kaium, and continued the
prescribed religious exercises until the day of my arrival at Jeddah.
2
On the 13th of the month Shaban, in the year of the Hejra 1280, corresponding to the 23 rd January, 1864 of
Christ, having made in company with my fellow pilgrims a prosperous voyage from Bombay, I arrived at
Jeddah. Immediately after my arrival the Port Admiral of the Sultan of Turkey came on board, and said:
You cannot land today. After your arrival has been reported to the Sherif and the Pasha of Mecca, you may be
able to disembark tomorrow at about eight or nine o’clock and enter the city.

Accordingly, on the 24th January, at nine o’clock in the morning, the unlading of my luggage commenced; and
accompanied by the Nawab Kudsiah Begum,\fn{ Her mother} Nawab Mian Faujdar Mahomed Khan,\fn{Her uncle}
and Dr. Thomson,\fn{Charles Thompson, Esq., MD, Surgeon to the Bhopal Political Agency, who had been deputed by the Government
of India to escort the Begum as far as Jeddah } I proceeded to the house of Ahmed Arab, where the caravan of pilgrims was
staying. Here Dr. Thomson left me, and went to call on the Consul of Jeddah. Ahmed Arab received me very
hospitably, giving a dinner in my honor, at which all the ladies of his family were present. We remained there,
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however, only until six o’clock in the evening, Ahmed Arab having informed me that a princess had arrived from
Egypt, and would lodge at his house, and that therefore I must vacate it for her. I had no alternative but to do this;
and I was consequently obliged to seek an asylum elsewhere; this I found at a house called Khush Shamiyan
(Happy Dwelling).
Abdul Rahim, the head of the caravan, went and asked Ahmed Arab to tell him what the charge would be for
the three or four hours we had spent in his house; and the latter replied, that “as we had done him the honor to
remain but a short time, he would receive no payment.” Whereupon I made him a present of some bales of cloth,
some coins, &c.
After all, the Egyptian princess never came, having found quarters elsewhere; and not only had we been put to
much inconvenience, but Ahmed Arab was in no way benefited.
While the goods were being taken out of the ship, Nawáb Faujdar Mahomed Khan, who was present with the
Kudsíah Begum, told her that her money chest had the cover broken, and that the rupees were scattered about.
“Those Bedouin thieves,” he added, “are scrambling for them.” The Kudsiah Begum replied,
“If the box is broken the rupees are probably stolen. What is the use of your troubling yourself?” On hearing
this I became anxious about my luggage, and asked the people,
“Why they were opening the boxes?” They replied,
“That the custom dues might be paid.” I then wrote to Mahomed Baksh, Deputy Harbour Master of Jeddah, to
tell him that “I had received a letter from the Governor of Bombay, (Sir Bartle Frere, G.C.B.) informing me that
‘the same dues which were exacted from British subjects would be demanded from me;’ but that this letter was in
Dr. Thomson’s possession, and he would make it over to the Consul. Meantime I must inform him that the goods I
had brought from Bhopál were not articles of commerce, but merely a year’s supply of grain and clothes, also
cooking vessels, and bales of cloth for the poor at the shrines of the exalted city of Mecca and august Medina; and
that the jewelry consisted of offerings brought to bestow in charity. Therefore, having made an inventory of my
unopened boxes, he should let me have them, and I would give him a list of what they contained. On my arrival at
Mecca, the Sherif of that place would compare the contents with the list I had given, and should there be any
discrepancy the responsibility would rest with me. If the Sheríf would give me a statement of the dues, I would pay
them, and if he would receive the money I should give it to him; or whatever the custom might be for British
subjects, on being informed, I would act accordingly.”
I also wrote to the same effect to Pasha Izzat Ahmed of Jeddah, and Sherif Abdulla of Mecca, adding “that I
wished to be informed of the arrangements they would make for the dues to be levied on my baggage.” A letter
came in answer from Shams-ud-din, Custom House Officer, saying:
Inasmuch as I am a servant of the Turkish Government and there are fixed custom dues for this port, I have no
power to take less than the prescribed rates; but in consideration of your Highness having honored this empire with a
visit, and of the letter you refer to from the Governor of Bombay, and of his friendship towards you, also out of regard
for our common faith, I will only examine one of your ten cases; be pleased, however, to send a list of the whole of
your Highness’ goods, that I may certify to its correctness, and receive the customs according to the above-mentioned
regulations. And further, inform me of the name of your agent here.

Upon receipt of this I ordered Abdul Karim “to make out copies of the lists I had given him, and hand them over
to Haji Husen, agent to Haji Ismael-bin-Habíb (of Bombay), in order that he might furnish copies to Mahomed
Shams-ud-din Effendi, (Custom House Officer) and to Dr. Thomson; but should the latter have sailed, his copy
could be given to the Consul of Jeddah.” Abdullah, Sherif of Mecca, replied as follows:
The Custom House Officer is the person appointed by the Sultan of Turkey to attend to these matters. You must therefore
ascertain from him the regulations that are laid down.

But wishing to take further advice from that high dignitary the Pasha of Jeddah, I caused a letter to be written to him
on this wise:
“Your Excellency, whose disposition is full of kindness, only wishes to act justly, and I am persuaded, therefore, that
you will spare me any unnecessary trouble, and devise the easiest plan of passing my goods.” To this Pasha Izzat
Ahmed replied:
Although it is really the duty of the Custom House Officer to attend to these matters, and although on your arrival he sent
you a letter stating the regulations laid down by this Government, yet with the view of explaining the purport of his letter more
fully to your Highness, I send today my son, Nurehasham-Suliman-Asaf Beg, with this reply; and I feel confident that, from
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the clearness of his explanation, your Highness will acquiesce in what has been already written, and that any cause of
annoyance will be removed.

After this I again wrote to the Custom House Officer, saying:
“With regard to what you state of your Government regulations, viz., ‘That all the luggage must be examined,
but that out of consideration of your friendship and regard for me, only one box out of the ten should be opened,’
the fact of the matter is this—that they have taken away the list of all my goods which were on board the
steamship Indore, after leaving everything in confusion. How, then, can I send the list to you? Of the remaining
baggage which is coming on board the sailing vessel Abushir Mirjan, my agent, Haji Hasen, will send you an
inventory. Whatever dutiable things there may be, send me an account, and I will pay accordingly. As to opening
the boxes, beyond creating confusion, I do not see what object is to be gained. In accordance with your letter I
have appointed Haji Husen, agent of Seth Ismael-bin-Habib, to settle the payment of dues; but should he have left
Jeddah, I can appoint another person.” To this Shams-ud-din replied:
Send me the list of your goods (that are coming by the sailing vessel Abushír Marjan) in order that when the ship arrives I
may take the packages out and compare them accordingly, thereby preventing injury to any of your Highness’ property, which
otherwise I should not be able to distinguish from that of others. The reason I wish for the list is that I may identify each
package separately on landing; and I solemnly declare that I will carry out my promise, and beyond your personal property
levy dues only on such things as may be liable to duty. As soon as your Highness arrived in the harbor of Jeddah, the goods
(you had with you) were liable to duty, and you paid it voluntarily. I did not exact it unjustly. I told you then that at the
unlading of the cargo I would only examine one box of the ten. I shall be much obliged, therefore, if you will furnish me with
the list, and by the favor of Almighty God I will take every care, and place a guard over the luggage when it is landed. The
prescribed dues will be exacted, and you need not trouble yourself further in the matter.

I had caused a similar letter to that sent to the Custom House Officer to be written to Dr. Thomson, but as he
took his departure very hurriedly,\fn{He was returning to India on the Indore, which had remained in the port of Jeddah only two
days} he did not return any answer, and simply made over the case to the Consul of Jeddah. Haji Abdul Karim
wrote to tell me that
he had given copies of the inventories to Dr. Thomson, and that he, in consequence of the absence of the English Consul at
Jeddah, had taken them to the French Consul; and that after some preliminary conversation, they had entered into the
following arrangement on my behalf: ‘my luggage was not to be examined in the Custom House, but only the list was to he
looked at; if there should be any doubt about the contents of the boxes, they were to be searched at the house I should be in.
The French Consul agreed to make arrangements for me, and Dr. Thomson introduced to him Haji Husen and Haji Ibrahim,
(agents of the banker, Ismael bin Habib) and said that in his opinion it would be best for these two Hajis to transact all my
business in Jeddah.

I ordered a letter to be written to Haji Husen, telling him that, “with regard to declaring the value of the goods
as advised by Dr. Thomson, the fact of the matter was this—that of the things I was taking to the holy cities,
there were no new ones; that my clothes had been in my possession ten or twelve years (how then could I
declare their value?) that my jewels and plate might be forty or fifty years old, and their price was recorded in
the Treasury at Bhopal. If I had the inventory with me, I would declare their value—that as I had not brought
them as articles of merchandise, I could only say of what description they were.”
I heard afterwards that it was the custom in this part of the world to make some sort of present to the Custom
House people, if one wanted one’s goods passed quickly, I therefore gave a shawl to Shams-ud-din, but
notwithstanding this, he and his subordinates did not act up to their engagements; for before communicating with
me in the first instance, they had, on the arrival of the Indore, proceeded with the unlading of my boxes, and had
exacted the dues. And besides this, they had completely upset and spoiled the luggage of the Kudsiah Begum
and of the Nawab Faujdar Mahomed Khan; in short, I concluded that my letter had arrived too late, but that on
the arrival of the sailing ship Abushir Marjan, they would do as they had promised by letter. But being anxious
in the matter, I caused a letter to be written to Mr. Antonio de Silva (of Bombay), in which I complained “that the
Custom House people had not attended to the directions contained in the letter of the Governor of Bombay, and in
fact would not listen to reason; for as soon as the goods reached the shore, they were tossed about in all
directions, and nothing would satisfy these people but opening the boxes, searching, and exacting the dues.” I
added:
“I write to you for this reason: that you may make arrangements, so that as soon as the ship Abushir Marjan
casts anchor in the harbor of Jeddah, the box containing the jewels brought for charitable purposes (i.e., for
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distribution among the poor at the holy cities of Mecca and Medina) may be opened, and the contents be
distributed among the ladies of my suite; they will put them into their pandans,\fn{Small bags carried by the natives of
India, containing the spices and betel nut which they are in the habit of constantly eating } and the empty box, which is in the
shape of a writing-case, can be passed as such, and as soon as the ladies reach the house, the jewels can be
collected again and put into the box.
“The details of the matter will be explained to you verbally by Haji Abdal Karim, the third agent. I have left
him at Jeddah, and have not brought him on in my suite. He is well acquainted with the manners and customs of
Arabia, and, whatever circumstances may arise, continue to act in concert with him. With respect to the boxes of
clothes—in the first instance refuse to show them, but if they will not listen to this, then let the boxes be opened
and shown. First, having conveyed the ladies to land in boats, accompany them to the house which I have engaged
for them, and remain there. I have heard that it is not customary in Arabia to levy tolls on what ladies carry on
their persons.
“Mittu Khaan,\fn{Senior Officer of Cavalry} and Haji Abdul Karim will attend to the unlading of the goods.”
At last the ship arrived, and Abdul Karim and Mr. Antonio de Silva carried out my instructions regarding the box
of jewels, so that box escaped the dues. But as to the bales of cloth, and the provisions, I received the following
account from Mittu Khan and Abdul Karim:
“Today, being the 8th February, 1864, we disembarked the whole of your Highness’ property with every care, under the
direction of a person named Antonio de Silva. But the Custom House Officer would not hear anything that was said, and
insisted upon opening all the bales and arbitrarily exacting the dues upon every article. The amount of trouble and
annoyance we experienced is beyond description. He scattered all the things about; if a box chanced to be unlocked, well
and good, if not he broke it open. In short, he spoilt all the cases and their contents. As yet we have been unable to discover
what the particular tax levied upon each article may have been; apparently not a single thing has been exempted from dues.
When we are informed on the subject we shall communicate with your Highness.”

On hearing this I passed an order directing a copy of this letter to be sent through Hafiz Mahomed Khan to the
Sherif and Pasha. Haji Abdul Karim informed me, that
“He had heard the duty on my bales of cloth and wearing apparel would amount to 150 or 200 rials (between £35
and £45) and that when he knew the particulars he would report accordingly.”

The Pasha and Sherif wrote that they were aware of Captain Mittu Khan being appointed to the charge of my
property, and that any representation made by him to them, they would willingly attend to. They expressed regret at
the conduct of the Custom House Officer, and said they had written to him on the subject, and that his reply should
be forwarded to me. Shams-ud-din Effendi’s letter to the Pasha was as follows:
I was ordered by you to show every respect and courtesy, consistent with Imperial regulations, to her Highness the
Sikandar Begum in the examination of her property, and I am much astonished at hearing the complaint of her Highness’
Agent, which was forwarded to me with your orders of the 7 th Ramzan. I beg to state, with reference to these
complaints, that I have already reported the course I adopted to insure her Highness receiving all due honor and respect.
With the knowledge and concurrence of the Consul at Jeddah, and in the presence of the Begum’s agent, I caused her
Highness’ property to be removed to a place of safety before examining it; out of eight boxes I only opened one, the
remaining seven containing similar goods. The fact of the matter with regard to the box of shawls was this: I valued a
box of shawls worth 5000 kurush (£5) at one-third of that sum, some of the shawls having been eaten in places by
insects. I only opened one of the many boxes, said by the Begum’s servants to contain jeweled trappings of her
Highness’ private horses; I did this to prevent the articles being thrown into confusion. I charged about 3000 kurush on
certain things of value not required for daily use, and then permitted her Highness’ servants, with all due courtesy, to
remove the property; and no one seemed in the least annoyed. I now learn with great astonishment from Abdul Karim
that the Begum was much displeased. Why, I cannot conceive. I feel certain, if you will enquire of the Consul and of
her Highness’ Agent (who was present at the examination), that you will be satisfied of the truth of what I have written.

This is the account of what befell my own private property; I will now relate what happened in the case of that
belonging to some of my suite. My personal servant, the mother of Adil Khan, wrote to inform me, that when her
luggage was landed from the ship at Jeddah, the Custom House Officers seized a pair of bracelets she wore on her
arms, and demanded a duty of seventy kurush (i.e., seven rupees) on them. The bracelets were made of silver gilt,
and had only cost seven rupees. The Custom House Officials kept the bracelets for some time in their possession,
and Adil Khan’s mother consequently (on recovering the trinkets) sent them to me, requesting me to forward them
to the Pasha, that he might see them and show them to some goldsmith; if they should prove to be of silver, the
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bracelets might be kept in lieu of duty.
On receiving this letter, I ordered a copy of the petition to be sent through Mahomed Husen, the Interpreter,
and Captain Mimi Khan, to the Pasha, requesting him kindly to settle the case and to inform me of his decision.
After that I heard from Adil Khán’s mother that the bracelets had been returned to her, through my prime
minister, and that the duty had been refunded. Regarding some boxes I sent from Mecca to Jeddah,\fn{ The Begum is
here referring to what happened at a subsequent date } Haji Abdül Karim wrote as follows:
Sheikh Mahomed, Agent of the Turkish steamer, and Abdul Rahiman, Agent of Ibrahim Abdu Satar, will not take the
box of State papers which is to be sent to Rajah Kishen Ram, the second Minister at Bhopal; they say it is too heavy,
and that according to the tariff, they require on every diram of paper, the sum of two kurush. At this rate, the box will
cost fifty or sixty rials. I went myself to Sheikh Mahomed, and said to him:
“These are merely papers and records to be sent to the State Paper Office at Bhopal. They are neither letters nor
newspapers subject to the tariff you wish to enforce, contrary to Imperial regulations.” He replied:
“If what you say be true, open the box; for unless I see the papers, I will not believe you.”
Being helpless, I opened the box and showed them to him, and when he found I had spoken the truth he was
ashamed of his conduct, and levied the proper duty of one rial. Today I put the box on board the steamer, after having
carefully packed it and covered it with tarpaulin. Some boxes which arrived in charge of Mahomed (a head servant)
today, were ordered by the Custom House Officer to be put near the door, awaiting examination. The sepoy in charge of
the property reported this to me, and I went myself and enquired the reason of this unnecessary trouble in the
examination of the property. I said:
“The boxes contain clothes and several jars of water from the well of Zamzam at Mecca; but examine them.” He
then began to abuse me, and said:
“You sent a false report to Her Highness of what happened when the boxes were landed from the Abushir Márjan,
and said I had broken the locks and spoiled the things in opening them. What did I spoil? I examined everything with
the greatest care.” I replied:
“I am no fool; as you treat Her Highness’ property, so I will report of you.” He laughed and took my hand, saying,
“I am not in the least annoyed. I merely said you told a lie, as a sort of brotherly joke. The Pasha wrote and asked
me why I had behaved so improperly when examining the Begum’s property, and why I had not observed all due care
and respect in the search? Now, what violence or want of courtesy did I show?” I replied:
“Let bygones be bygones. Do what you consider necessary in the case of the goods now before you.”
Upon this he seemed pleased, and told me to take away the boxes to my own house, for he did not want to
examine them. I consequently took them away, and made them over to Mr. Antonio.

On receiving this letter, I caused one to be written to the Custom House Officer, telling him with my “salaam,”
that fifteen days before I went on board, I would show him the boxes one by one previous to their being shipped.
That I had merely come on a pilgrimage and not for trade, but that I should buy things to take away with me.
That the boxes I might send from Mecca to Jeddah to the care of Mr. Antonio de Silva, the Custom House
officials would be pleased not to open, and that they would abstain from giving my servants trouble—moreover
that by constantly opening and closing the boxes the contents would be damaged. Shams-ud-din replied,
I have received your Highness’ letter, and according to your wishes, the things you are sending from Mecca to
Jeddah shall be made over to your agent without any examination, because you are a guest of the Pasha. It is right,
therefore, that I should comply with your wishes. When your Highness leaves Mecca for Jeddah, I shall be
delighted to obey any orders you may send to me.

Mr. Antonio de Silva also wrote to inform me, that he, accompanied by Hafiz Mahomed Karim, had paid a visit
to the Custom House Officer, and had spoken about my property being examined, and that the latter had promised,
whenever he was sent for, to go to him and examine my boxes.
I ordered that before the Custom House Officer examined the luggage, notice should be sent to the Consul at
Jeddah, but that if no examination were required, the Consul should not be troubled. To the Consul himself I
wrote,
“I have sent my property on various occasions, by camels, from Mecca to Jeddah; and the Custom House
Officer has declared that he must examine the boxes. I wrote and informed him that when I arrived at Jeddah I
would allow him to see them before they were put on board. At that time I had engaged no ship, but now, thanks be
to God! a vessel has arrived. I have therefore written to the Custom House Officer, and requested him to go to Mr.
Antonio de Silva’s and inspect my property beforehand. But I can get no definite answer from him. I send,
therefore, his letter herewith for your perusal, and I shall feel excessively obliged by your kindly sending one of
your subordinates with the Custom House Officer to Mr. de Silva’s, and by your ordering him to examine such
boxes as he may wish to see, before my arrival; also by your kindly ordering all my boxes, and the grain, &c.,
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now lying at Jeddah, to be put on board at once, so that there may be no delay on my arrival. If the Custom
House Officer does not wish to examine the things, make him distinctly say so. I bought nothing of value at
Mecca, except some relics, &c. I hope you will do as I request, and send me a reply.”
It appears that Shams-ud-din, the Custom House Officer, did open my boxes, but finding in them only
Zamzam water, antimony for the eyes, and relics, he allowed them to pass free of duty.
This is the account of all that happened in the matter of Custom dues, and of what befell the things I took in the
steamer Indore, and the ship Abushir Maran. All that the Paha the Shei, Shams-ud-din, and his deputy wrote to
me about the dues was merely flattery and deceit. They did nothing for me, as will be seen from what I have
written of the treatment I experienced.
3
Jeddah is a town on the sea shore. The buildings are distinctly visible from the sea; and in consequence of the
houses being six or seven stories high, the town from a distance has an imposing appearance. On entering the city,
however, one is struck by the dirty aspect of the streets and their total want of drainage, as well as by their irregular
arrangement and the bad construction of the houses.
The day on which I landed in Jeddah was the 14th of the month Shaban, A.H. 1280, corresponding to the 24 th of
January, 1864, of Christ. The evening of that day was the Shab-i-Barat (or Night of Record),\fn{ The day when
Muslims make offerings and oblations in the names of deceased relations and ancestors } and that is an occasion of rejoicing
among the Mussalmans. Every house was illuminated, either by hanging lanterns or wall-lights, and there was a
considerable firing of guns. When I asked the people the reason of this demonstration, some of them replied that it
was in honor of the birthday of the Sultan of Turkey; others asserted that it was merely on account of the festival
of Shab-i-Barat.
The foundations and walls of the buildings in Mecca are very strong, being composed of either bricks and mortar
or stone; but the roofs and floorings are roughly constructed after this fashion:—branches of the date palm are laid
cross-wise over the beams and rafters, and over them is spread a layer of earth, so that, if any porous vessel
containing water be placed on the floor, the drippings percolate through into the rooms below; or should there be a
pan of fire for cooking placed on the floor, the house is in danger of being set on fire. After rain it is common to see
grass growing on the roofs. Every house has a kitchen,\fn{In India the kitchen and other servants’ offices are detached from the
house—often several hundred yards off} bath room and other offices of masonry, the remainder of the building being
composed of mud.
I am speaking now of what I observed myself, but I learned the following particulars (i.e. of the manners and
customs of the inhabitants) from an old attendant of mine, by name Husen Khari, who accompanied me on the
pilgrimage.
Every native of India who lands at Jeddah has a dollar or half dollar, according to his condition in life, extorted
from him. There is no kindness of disposition among the inhabitants, but they are characterized by a large amount
of cruelty and oppression. They consider it a meritorious act to oppress the natives of India—just as a heretic
considers it a meritorious act to persecute the true believer. To steal their property or to maltreat them is looked
upon as no offence at all.
The manner of buying and selling is after this fashion: whenever anyone looks at an article admiringly, or asks
any question about it, it is immediately handed to him by the seller, and the price demanded; however much he
may protest that he was only looking at it, he is not heeded, and if he dispute any further, they spit in his face and
insult him. In transactions of this nature the tradesmen are all in collusion, one supporting the other.
In short the manners of these people resemble those of the Gonds in India of former days, who were rough
mountaineers that lived by rapine and deeds of violence.
The lower orders of Arabs live chiefly on camels’ milk, but wine and other intoxicating liquors are commonly
drunk in Jeddah, the Turks and others partaking of them. The well-to-do people among the Arabs are fond of good
living, and as regards personal appearance are well-looking.
The magistrates and judges are greedy after bribes.
Beyond the city walls, there are some twenty or twenty-five windmills erected; they look like bastions or
towers, and have openings in the side, into which are fixed wooden fans; those are turned by the wind, which is
constantly blowing off the sea, so that by this means corn can be ground. At the present time, however, the
windmills are not at work, and the residents of Jeddah use camels and horses for grinding their corn.
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There are about four or five thousand inhabited houses in Jeddah, and the population consists of Arabs, Turks,
and Africans. The latter are employed as bargemen and porters; and the traffic on the seashore consequent on the
arrival and departure of ships is very considerable. The Turks and Arabs find occupation as shopkeepers, brokers
and soldiers. Good water is extremely scarce in Jeddah: the inhabitants have to bring it from a place about a mile
and a half from the city, where between 500 and 1000 pits are dug, in which rain water is collected, and this they
use for drinking. After a year or two, the water begins to be brackish, and then the pits are filled up and fresh ones
dug.
Confectionery of different sorts is well made in Jeddah, both in the form of sweetmeats and of cakes filled
with fruit.
1817

248.92 Excerpt from Writings And Speeches Of Sir Syed Ahmad Khan: 1. “Speech At The Laying Of The
Foundation Stone Of Victoria College, Ghazipur” (1864) 2. “Speech At The Founding Of The AngloOriental College” (January 8, 1877) 3. “On Hindu-Muslim Relations” (January 27, 1883) 4. “On The Indian
National Congress” (March 16, 1888)\fn{by Sir Sayyid Ahmad (1817-1898)} Delhi, National Capital Territory, India
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1
This assembly, composed of English and native gentlemen of this district, the former of whom have attended
here, not as your rulers but as well-wishers, at your own special invitation, is a brotherly association; and I have
only to glance at the expression of the many faces around me to see that you fully appreciate their kindly fellowfeeling. Let us trust that He who rules on high may permit us to enjoy many such in our future lives, many such in
which the natives of this country will be associated with those of the ruling race, for the purpose of compassing
the improvement of the people of India.
The English have the reputation of being the well-wishers of all mankind, without reference to race or creed.
Although their method of carrying out their good intentions be sometimes open to criticism, still they generally
come right in the end, and attain their objects. The natives of India, living far distant from England, and many of
them, also, far distant from Englishmen, believe only when they have the bodily presence of the English that this
reputation is a true one. This proof is today before their eyes; this brotherly interest in that which is intended to do
good is, through your presence here this day, English gentlemen of Ghazipore, patent to all those now assembled.
If meetings such as this is were more frequent throughout India, the feeling of trust or attachment on the part of
the governed towards the governors would be strengthened and enhanced, and be of the greatest benefit to both. ...
Native gentlemen, this your resolution of founding a college in this district is, indeed, a noble and
praiseworthy one, and it is one which will, I trust, serve to incite the people of other districts to imitate your
example; and thus we shall have colleges some day in every district. This admirable movement on your part
proves that you are now alive to the necessity of education and enlightenment. Bear in mind, gentlemen, that Her
Most Gracious Majesty Queen Victoria has had proclaimed in this country that her servants and subjects,
European and native, are to be considered as being on an equal footing; and this assurance, gentlemen, is not a
mere matter of form, but a reality.
Those amongst you here present who have visited Calcutta within the last few years, will have noticed that
there is a countryman of your own judge of the High Court, possessing the same powers, enjoying the same
dignities, and receiving the same pay as his brethren, the English judges of that Court. You are also aware that
several of your fellow-countrymen are members of the Legislative Council of India, associated with the Viceroy
and other high dignitaries in the formation of laws for your wellbeing, and that they give their opinions on the
same without fear or partiality.
Gentlemen, the decision of the British Government that natives of India should be eligible for a seat in the
Viceroy’s Council both rejoiced and grieved me. It grieved me because I was afraid that the education of the
natives was not sufficiently advanced to enable them to discharge the duties of their important office with credit to
themselves and benefit to their country. Thanks be to the Almighty, this fear has proved groundless, and those of
our fellow-countrymen who have been honored with a seat in the highest council in India have discharged their
duties manfully and right well.
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But, gentlemen, it is still requisite that we should increase our knowledge of things in general. The
appointment of natives to the Supreme Council was a memorable incident in the history of India. The day is not
far distant, I trust, and when it does come you will remember my words, when that Council will be composed of
representatives from every division of district, and that thus the laws which it will pass will be laws enacted by
the feelings of the entire country. You will, of course, see that this cannot come to pass unless we strive to educate
ourselves thoroughly.
I once had a conversation with one in high authority on this very subject, and he said that Government would
be only too glad if a scheme such as I have sketched above were practicable but he was doubtful if it were, and
said that if there were qualified men in every district, Government would gladly avail itself of their knowledge,
and give them seats in Council. I know this only too well, and felt ashamed that such was the case. What I have
above stated is only to inculcate on your minds the great fact that Her Most Gracious Majesty wishes, all her
subjects to be treated alike; and, let their religion, tribe, or color be what it may, that the only way to avail
ourselves of the many roads to fame and usefulness is to cultivate our intellects, and to conform ourselves to the
age.
2
The enthusiasm with which you have drunk my health fills me with feelings of a mixed nature. I feel obliged
to you for the great honor you have done me. I feel sincerely happy that the events of today have passed off well;
but along with these feelings there is a consciousness that I am neither worthy of the honor you have done me, nor
that the success which the Mohammedan Anglo-Oriental College has hitherto secured, is due to my exertions to
the extent you imagine.
But, gentlemen, there is one thing which I admit sincerely, and without any hesitation, and that is, that the
College of which the foundation-stone has been laid today, has been for many years the main object of my life.
Ever since I first began to think of social questions in British India, it struck me with peculiar force that there was
a want of genuine sympathy and community of feeling between the two races whom Providence has placed in
such close relation in this country. I often asked myself how it was that a century of English rule had not brought
the natives of this country closer to those in whose hands Providence had placed the guidance of public affairs.
For a whole century and more, you gentlemen, have lived in the country in which we have lived; you have
breathed the same air, you have drunk the same water, you have lived upon the same crops as have given
nourishment to millions of your Indian fellow subjects. Yet the absence of social intercourse, which is implied by
the word friendship, between the English and the natives of this country, has been most deplorable. And whenever
I have considered the causes to which this unsatisfactory state of things is due, I have invariably come to the
conclusion that the absence of community of feeling between the two races was due to the absence of the
community of ideas and the community of interests. And, gentlemen, I felt equally certain that so long as this state
of things continued, the Mussalmans of India could make no progress under the English rule.
It then appeared to me that nothing could remove these obstacles to progress but education. And education, in
its fullest sense, has been the object in furthering which I have spent the most earnest moments of my life, and
employed the best energies that lay within my humble power.
Yes, the college is an outcome to a certain extent of my humble efforts, but there are other hands, whose
existence has not only been most valuable but absolutely essential, to the success of the undertaking. And I feel
sure that the honor of the success is due to them, rather than to me. But gentlemen, the personal honor which you
have done me tonight assures me of a great fact, and fills me with feelings of a much higher nature than mere
personal gratitude.
I am assured that you, who upon this occasion represent the British rule, have sympathies with our labors. And
to me this assurance is very valuable, and a source of great happiness. At my time of life, it is a great comfort to
me to feel that the undertaking which has been for many years, and is now, the sole object of my life, has roused
on one hand the energies of my own countrymen, and on the other, it has won the sympathy of our British fellowsubjects, and the support of our rulers; so that when the few years I may still be spared are over, and when I shall
be no longer amongst you, the college will still prosper and succeed in educating my countrymen to have the
same affection for their country, the same feelings of loyalty for the British rule, the same appreciation of its
blessings, the same sincerity of friendship with our British fellow-subjects as have been the ruling feelings of my
life.
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Gentlemen, I thank you again for the honor you have done me, and sincerely reciprocate the good wishes you
have so kindly expressed this evening.
3
Friends, in India there live two prominent nations which are distinguished by the names of Hindus and
Mussulmans. Just as a man has some principal organs, similarly these two nations are like the principal limbs of
India. To be a Hindu or a Muslim is a matter of internal faith which has nothing to do with mutual relationship
and external conditions. How good is the saying, whoever may be its author, that a human being is composed of
two elements—his faith which he owes to God and his moral sympathy which he owes to his fellow-being. Hence
leave God’s share to God and concern yourself with the share that is yours.
Gentlemen, just as many reputed people professing Hindu faith came to this country, so we also came here.
The Hindus forgot the country from which they had come; they could not remember their migration from one land
to another and came to consider India as their homeland, believing that their country lies between the Himalayas
and the Vindhiyachal.
Hundreds of years have lapsed since we, in our turn, left the lands of our origin. We remember neither the
climate nor the natural beauty of those lands, neither the freshness of the harvests nor the deliciousness of the
fruits, nor even do we remember the blessings of the holy deserts. We also come to consider India as our
homeland and we settled down here like the earlier immigrants.
Thus India is the home of both of us. We both breathe the air of India and take the water of the holy Ganges
and the Jamuna. We both consume the products of the Indian soil. We are living and dying together. By living so
long in India, the blood of both have changed. The color of both have become similar. The faces of both, having
changed, have become similar. The Muslims have acquired hundreds of customs from the Hindus and the Hindus
have also learned hundreds of things from the Mussulmans. We mixed with each other so much that we produced
a new language—Urdu, which was neither our language nor theirs.
Thus if we ignore that aspect of ours which we owe to God, both of us, on the basis of being common
inhabitants of India, actually constitute one nation; and the progress of this country and that of both of us is
possible through mutual cooperation, sympathy and love. We shall only destroy ourselves by mutual disunity and
animosity and ill-will to each other. It is pitiable to see those who do not understand this point and create feeling
of disunity among these two nations and fail to see that they themselves will be the victims of such a situation,
and inflict injury to themselves.
My friends, I have repeatedly said and say it again that India is like a bride which has got two beautiful and
lustrous eyes—Hindus and Mussulmans. If they quarrel against each other that beautiful bride will become ugly
and if one destroys the other, she will lose one eye. Therefore, people of Hindustan you have now the right to
make this bride either squint eyes or one eyed.
Undoubtedly, what to say of Hindus and Mussulmans, a quarrel among human beings is a natural
phenomenon. Within the ranks of the Hindus or Mussulmans themselves, or even between brothers as also
between fathers and sons, mothers and daughters there are dissensions. But to make it perennial is a symptom of
decay of the family, the country, and of the nation. How blessed are those who repent, and step forward to unite
the knot which has by chance, marred their mutual relations and do not allow it to get disrupted. O God, let the
people of India change to this way of thinking.
4
I think it expedient that I should first of all tell you the reason why I am about to address you on the subject of
tonight’s discourse.
You know, gentlemen, that, from a long time, our friends the Bengalis have shown very warm feelings on
political matters. Three years ago they founded a very big assembly, which holds its sittings in various places, and
they have given it the name “National Congress”.
We and our nation gave no thought to the matter. And we should be very glad for our friends the Bengalis to be
successful if we were of opinion that they had by their education and ability made such progress as rendered them
fit for the claims they put forward.
But although they are superior to us in education, yet we have never admitted that they have reached that level
to which they lay claim to have attained. Nevertheless, I have never, in any article, or in any speech, or even in
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conversation in any place, put difficulties or desired to put difficulties in the way of any of their undertakings. It
has never been my wish to oppose any people or any nation who wish to make progress, and who have raised
themselves up to that rank to which they wish to attain and for which they are qualified.
But my friends the Bengalis have made a most unfair and unwarrantable interference with my nation, and
therefore it is my duty to show clearly what this unwarrantable interference has been, and to protect my nation
from the evils that may arise from it. It is quite wrong to suppose that I have girded up my loins for the purpose of
fighting my friends the Bengalis: my object is only to make my nation understand what I consider conducive to its
prosperity. It is incumbent on me to show what evils would befall my nation from joining in the opinions of the
Bengalis: I have no other purpose in view.
The unfair interference of these people is this—that they have tried to produce a false impression that the
Mohammedans of these Provinces agree with their opinions.
But we also are inhabitants of this country, and we cannot be ignorant of the real nature of the events that are
taking place in our own North-West Provinces and Oudh, however their color may be painted in newspapers, and
whatever aspect they may be made to assume. It is possible that the people of England, who are ignorant of the
real facts, may be deceived on seeing their false representations, but we and the people of our country, who know
all the circumstances, can never be thus imposed on.
Our Mohammedan nation has hitherto sat silent. It was quite indifferent as to what the Babus of Bengal, the
Hindus of these Provinces, and the English and Eurasian inhabitants of India might be doing. But they have now
been wrongly tampering with our nation. In some districts they have brought pressure to bear on Mohammedans
to make them join the Congress. I am sorry to say that they never said anything to those people who are powerful
and are actually Rajses and are counted the leaders of the nation; but they brought unfair pressure to bear on such
people as could be subjected to their influence. In some districts they pressed men by the weight of authority, in
others they forced them in this way—saying that the business they had at heart could not prosper unless they took
part—or they led them to suppose that they could not get bread if they held aloof. They even did not hold back
from offering the temptation of money.
Where is the man that does not know this? Who does not know who were the three or four Mohammedans of
the North-West Provinces who took part with them, and why they took part? The simple truth is they were
nothing more than hired men. Such people they took to Madras, and having got them there, said, “These are the
sons of Nawabs, and these are Raises of such-and-such districts, and these are such-and-such great
Mohammedans,” whilst everybody knows how the men were bought. We know very well the people of our own
nation, and that they have been induced to go either by pressure, or by folly, or by love of notoriety, or by poverty.
If any Rais on his own inclination and opinion joins them, we do not care a lot. By one man’s leaving us our
crowd is not diminished. But this telling of lies that their men are landlords and Nawabs of such-and-such places
and their attempt to give a false impression that the Mohammedans have joined them, this is a most unwarrantable
interference with our nation. When matters took such a turn, then it was necessary that I should warn my nation of
their misrepresentations in order that others should not fall into the trap; and that I should point out to my nation
that the few who went to Madras, went by pressure, or from some temptation, or in order to help their profession,
or to gain notoriety, or were bought. No Rais from here took part in it.
This was the cause of my giving a speech at Lucknow, contrary to my wont, on the evils of the National
Congress; and this is the cause also of today’s speech. And I want to show this that except Badruddin Tyabjil\fn
{Badruddin Tyabji was born in 1844. In 1876, he founded the Anjuman-e-Islam of Bombay, an institution intended for the betterment of
the Muslims of India. In 1882 he was nominated a member of Bombay Legislative Council. He presided over the third deliberations of the
Indian National Congress} who is a gentleman of very high position and for whom I have great respect, no leading

Mohammedan took part in it. He did take part, but I think he made a mistake. He has written me two letters, one
of which was after the publication of my Lucknow speech. I think that he wants me to point out those things in
the Congress which are opposed to the interests of Mohammedans in order that he may exclude them from the
discussion.
But in reality the whole affair is bad for Mohammedans. However, let us grant that Badruddin Tyabji’s opinion
is different from ours; yet it cannot be said that his opinion is the opinion of the whole nation, or that his
sympathy with the Congress implies the sympathy of the whole community. My friend there, Mirza Ismail Khan,
who has just come from Madras, told me that no Mohammedan Rais of Madras took part in the Congress. It is
said that Prince Humayun Jah joined it. Let us suppose that Humayun Jah, whom I do not know, took part in it,
yet our position as a nation will not suffer simply because two men stand aside. No one can say that because these
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two Raises took part in it that therefore the whole nation has joined it. To say that the Mohammedans have joined
it is quite wrong and is a false accusation against our nation.
If my Bengali friends had not adopted this wrong course of action, I should have had nothing to do with the
National Congress, nor with its members, nor with the wrong aspirations for which they have raised such an
uproar. Let the delegates of the National Congress become the stars of heaven, or the sun itself—I am delighted.
But it was necessary and incumbent on me to show the falsity of the impression which, by taking a few
Mohammedans with them by pressure or by temptation, they wished to spread that the whole Mohammedan
nation had joined them.
Gentlemen, what I am about to say is not only useful for my own nation, but also for my Hindu brothers of
these Provinces, who from some wrong notions have taken part in this Congress. At last they also will be sorry for
it, although perhaps they will never have occasion to be sorry; for it is beyond the region of possibility that the
proposals of the Congress should be carried out fully. These wrong notions which have grown up in our Hindu
fellow-countrymen, and on account of which they think it expedient to join the Congress, depend upon two
things.
The first thing is this: that they think that as both they themselves and the Bengalis are Hindus, they have
nothing to fear from the growth of their influence. These second thing is this: that some Hindus—I do not speak
of all the Hindus but only of some—think that by joining the Congress and by increasing the power of the Hindus
they will perhaps be able to suppress those Mohammedan religious rites which are opposed to their own, and, by
all uniting, annihilate them.
But I frankly advise my Hindu friends that if they wish to cherish their religious rites they can never be
successful in this way. If they are to be successful, it can only be by friendship and agreement. The business
cannot be done by force; and the greater the enmity and animosity the greater will be their loss.
I will take Aligarh as an example. There Mohammedans and Hindus are in agreement. The Dasehra and
Moharrum fell together for three years, and no one knows what took place. It is worth notice how, when an
agitation was started against cow-killing, the sacrifice of cows increased enormously, and religious animosity
grew on both sides, as all who live in India well know.
They should understand that those things which can be done by friendship and affection cannot be done by any
pressure or force. If these ideas which I have expressed about the Hindus of these Provinces be correct and their
condition be similar to that of the Mohammedans, then they ought to continue to cultivate friendship with us. Let
those who live in Bengal eat up their own heads. What they want to do, let them do it. What they don’t want to do,
let them not do it. Neither their disposition nor their general condition resembles that of the people of this country.
Then what connection have the people of this country with them? As regards Bengal, there is, as far as I am
aware in Lower Bengal, a much larger proportion of Mohammedans than Bengalis. And if you take the population
of the whole of Bengal, nearly half are Mohammedans and something over half are Bengalis. Those
Mohammedans are quite unaware of what sort of thing the National Congress is. No Mohammedan Rais of
Bengal took part in it; and the ordinary Bengalis who live in the district are also as ignorant of it as the
Mohammedans.
In Bengal\fn{He is speaking of the undivided Bengal of his day (which included also what is now Bihar and Orissa States), which
then included what is now Bangladesh; he also uses the term “Lower Bengal” to differentiate between this area and a very large area to the
west and northwest of what is now India and Pakistan, which the British added for administrative purposes under the umbrella term
“Bengal Presidency” as their military conquests and annexations of the sub-continent took them further and further afield from their ancient
capital, Calcutta:H} the Mohammedan population is so great that if the aspirations of those Bengalis who are making

so loud an agitation be fulfilled, it will be extremely difficult for the Bengalis to remain in peace even in Bengal.
These proposals of the Congress are extremely inexpedient for the country which is inhabited by two different
nations, who drink from the same well, breathe the air of the same city, and depend on each other for its life. To
create animosity between them is good neither for peace, nor for the country, nor for the town.
*
After this long preface I wish to explain what method my nation, nay, rather the whole people of this country,
ought to pursue in political matters. I will treat in regular sequence of the political questions of India, in order that
you may have full opportunity of giving your attention to them. The first of all is this:
In whose hands shall the Administration and the Empire of India rest?
Now, suppose that all the English and the whole English army were to leave India, taking with them all their
cannon and their splendid weapons and everything, then who would be rulers of India? Is it possible that under
these circumstances two nations—the Mohammedans and the Hindus—could sit on the same throne and remain
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equal in power? Most certainly not. It is necessary that one of them should conquer the other and thrust it down.
To hope that both could remain equal is to desire the impossible and the inconceivable.
At the same time you must remember that although the number of Mohammedans is less than that of the
Hindus, and although they contain far fewer people who have received a high English education, yet they must
not be thought insignificant or weak. Probably they would be by themselves enough to maintain their own
position.
But suppose they were not. Then our Mussalman brothers, the Pathans, would come out as a swarm of locusts
from their mountain valleys, and make rivers of blood to flow from their frontier on the north to the extreme end
of Bengal. This thing—who after the departure of the English would be conquerors—would rest on the will of
God.
But until one nation had conquered the other and made it obedient, peace cannot reign in the land. This
conclusion is based on proofs so absolute that no one can deny it.
Now, suppose that the English are not in India and that one of the nations of India has conquered the other,
whether the Hindus the Mohammedans, or the Mohammedans the Hindus. At once some other nation of Europe,
such as the French, the Germans, the Portuguese, or the Russians, will attack India. Their ships of war, covered
with iron and loaded with flashing cannon and weapons, will surround her on all sides. At that time who will
protect India? Neither Hindus can save nor Mohammedans; neither the Rajputs nor my brave brothers the
Pathans.
And what will be the result? The result will be this—that foreigners will rule India, because the state of India is
such that if foreign powers attack her, no one has the power to oppose them. From this reasoning it follows of
necessity that an empire, not of any Indian race, but of foreigners, will be established in India.
Now, will you please decide which of the nations of Europe you would like to rule over India? I ask if you
would like Germany, whose subjects weep for heavy taxation and the stringency of their military service? Would
you like the rule of France? Stop! I fancy you would, perhaps, like the rule of the Russians, who are very great
friends of India and of Mohammedans, and under whom the Hindus will live in great comfort, and who will
protect with the tenderest care the wealth and property which they have acquired under English rule?
Everybody knows something or other about these powerful kingdoms of Europe.
Everyone will admit that their governments are far worse, nay, beyond comparison worse, than the British
Government.
It is, therefore, necessary that for the peace of India and for the progress of everything in India, the English
Government should remain for many years—in fact forever!
*
When it is granted that the maintenance of the British Government, and of no other, is necessary for the
progress of our country, then I ask whether there is any example in the world of one nation having conquered and
ruled over another nation, and that conquered nation claiming it as a right that they should have representative
government? The principle of representative government is that it is government by a nation, and that the nation
in question rules over its own people and its own land. Can you tell me of any case in the world’s history in which
any foreign nation after conquering another and establishing its empire over it has given representative
government to the conquered people?
Such a thing has never taken place. It is necessary for those who have conquered us to maintain their Empire
on a strong basis. When rulers and ruled are one nation, representative government is possible. For example, in
Afghanistan, of which Amir Abdur Rahman Khan\fn{Amir Abdur Rahman, nephew of Sher Ali, Amir of Afghanistan. He was a
refugee in Samarkand under Russian protection. He helped Roberts in his famous march from Kabul to Kandahar (c. 1880) which led to the
defeat of Ayub. He later on became the Amir of Afghanistan } is the ruler, where all the people are brother-Afghans, it might

be possible. If they want they can have representative government.
But to think that representative government can be established in a country over which a foreign race rules, is
utterly vain, nor can a trace of such a state of things be discovered in the history of the world. Therefore to ask
that we should be appointed by election to the Legislative Council is opposed to the true principles of
government, and no government whatever, whether English or German or French or Russian or Mussalman, could
accept this principle. The meaning of it is this:
“Abandon the rule of the country and put it in our hands.”
Hence, it is in no way expedient that our nation should join in and echo these monstrous proposals.
*
The next question is about the Budget. They say:
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“Give us power to vote on the Budget. Whatever expenses we may grant shall be granted, whatever expenses
we do not grant shall not be granted.”
Now, consider to what sort of government this principle is applicable. It is suited to such a country as is,
according to the fundamental principles of politics, adapted also for representative government. The rulers and the
ruled must be of the same nation. In such a country the people have also the right of deciding matters of peace and
war.
But this principle is not adapted to a country in which one foreign race has conquered another. The English
have conquered India and all of us along with it. And just as we made the country obedient and our slave, so the
English have done with us. Is it then consonant with the principles of empire that they should ask us whether they
should fight Burma or not? Is it consistent with any principle of empire? In the times of the Mohammedan empire,
would it have been consistent with the principles of rule that, when the Emperor was about to make war on a
Province of India, he should have asked his subject-peoples whether he should conquer that country or not?
Whom should he have asked? Should he have asked those whom he had conquered and had made slaves, and
whose brothers he also wanted, to make [them] his slaves? Our nation has itself wielded empire, and people of
our nation are even now ruling. Is there any principle of empire by which rule over foreign races may be
maintained in this manner?
The right to give an opinion on the Budget depends also on another principle, which is this: that in a country in
which the people accept the responsibility for all the expenses of government, and are ready with their lives and
property to discharge it—in such a country they have a right to give their opinion on the Budget. They can say,
“undertake this expense or leave that alone”. And whatever the expense of the state affairs, it is then their duty to
pay it.
For example, in England in a time of necessity the whole wealth and property of everyone, from, the Duke to
the cobbler, is at the disposal of the Government. It is the duty of the people to give all their money and all their
property to the Government, because they are responsible for giving Government all that it may require. And they
say:
“Yes, Yes, take it! Yes, take it. Spend the money. Beat the enemy. Beat the enemy.” These are conditions under
which people have a right to decide matters about the Budget.
The principle that underlies the Government of India is of a wholly different nature. In India, the Government
has itself to bear the responsibility of maintaining its authority and it must, in the way that seems to it fittest, raise
money for its army and for the expense of the empire. Government has a right to take a fixed proportion of the
produce of the land as land-revenue, and is like a contractor who bargains on this income to maintain the empire.
It has not the power to increase the amount settled as land-revenue. However great its necessity, it cannot say to
the zemindars:\fn{The landlords:H}
“Increase your contributions.”
Nor do the zemindars think that, even in a time of necessity, Government has any right to increase its fixed tax
on land. If at this time there were a war with Russia, would all the zemindars and taluqdars be willing to give
double their assessment to Government? They would not give a pice more. Then what right have they to interfere
and say:
“So much should be spent and so much should not be spent?”
The method of the British Government is that of all Kings and Asiatic Empires. When you will not, even in
time of war, give a pice more of your land-revenue, what right have you to interfere in the Budget.
The real motive for scrutinizing the Budget is economy. Economy is a thing of such a nature that everyone has
a regard for it in his household arrangements. It is a crude notion that Government has no regard for economy and
squanders its money. Government practices economy as far as possible. Our Government is so extremely miserly
that it will not uselessly give anyone a single pice. Until great necessity arise and great pressure be bought to bear
on it, it will not spend a pice. It has completely forgotten the generosity of the former Emperors. The Kings of
later times presented poets and authors with estates and lakhs of rupees. Our Government does not spend a pice in
that way.
What greater economy can there be than this? Instead of rewards it gives authors copyright. That also it does
after taking two rupees for registering. It writes a letter as a sanad,\fn{Certificate} and says that, for forty years, no
other man may print the book. Print it, sell it, and make your profit: this is a reward to you from Government.
People look at the income of the Government and say it is much greater than that of former empires, but they
don’t think of the expenses of Government and how much they have increased. In the old days, a sword of fifteen
or twenty rupees, a gun of ten or fifteen rupees, a card-board ammunition bag, and a coil of fuse was enough
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equipment for a soldier. Now look and see how the expenses of the army have increased in modern times, and
what progress has been made in arms, and how they are daily improving, and the old ones becoming useless. If a
new kind of gun or cannon be invented in France or Germany, is it possible for Government not to abandon all its
old kinds of guns or cannon and adopt the new?
When the expenses have grown so much, the wonder is how on earth Government manages to carry on its
business on the small tax which it raises.
Perhaps many people will not like what I am going to say, but I will tell them openly a thing which took place.
When after the Mutiny, the Honorable Mr. Wilson was Financial Minister, he brought forward a law for imposing
a tax, and said in his speech that this tax would remain for five years only. An honorable English friend of mine
showed me the speech and asked me if I liked it. I read it and said that I had never seen so foolish a financial
Minister as the Honorable Mr. Wilson. He was surprised.
I said that it was wrong to restrict it to five years.
The condition of India was such that it ought to be imposed forever. Consider for a moment that Government
has to protect its friends the Afghans, and their protection is necessary. It is necessary for Government to
strengthen the frontier. If in England there had been any need for strengthening a frontier, then the people would
themselves have doubled or trebled their taxes to meet the necessity. In Burma there are expenses to be born,
although we hope that in future it will be a source of income. If, under such circumstance, Government increases
the salt-tax by eight annas per maund, is this thing such that we ought to make complaints? If this increase of tax
be spread over everybody it will not amount to half or quarter of a pice. On this to raise an uproar, to oppose
Government, to accuse it of oppression—what utter nonsense and injustice! And in spite of this they claim the
right to decide matters about the Budget.
When it has been settled that the English Government is necessary, then it is useful for India that its rule
should be established on the firmest possible basis. And it is desirable for Government that for its stability it
should maintain an army of such a size as it may think expedient, with a proper equipment of officers; and that it
should in every district appoint officials in whom it can place complete confidence, in order that if a conspiracy
arises in any place they may apply the remedy.
*
I ask you, is it the duty of Government or not to appoint European officers in its empire to stop conspiracies
and rebellions? Be just, and examine your hearts, and tell me if it is not a natural law that people should confide
more in men of their own nation. If any Englishman tells you anything which is true, you remain doubtful. But
when a man of your own nation, or your family, tells you a thing privately in your house, you believe it at once.
What reason can you then give why Government, in the administration of so big an empire, should not appoint as
custodians of secrets and as givers of every kind of information, men of her own nationality, but must leave all
these matters to you, and say: “Do what you like?”
These things which I have said are such necessary matters of State administration that, whatever nation may be
holding the empire, they cannot be left out of sight. It is the business of a good and just Government, after having
secured the above mentioned essentials, to give honor to the people of the land over which it rules, and to give
them as high appointments as it can. But, in reality, there are certain appointments to which we can claim no right;
we cannot claim the post of head executive authority in any zila.\fn{District} There are hundreds of secrets which
Government cannot disclose.
If Government appoint us to such responsible and confidential posts, it is her favor. We will certainly discharge
the duties faithfully and without divulging her secrets. But it is one thing to claim it as a right and another for
Government, believing us to be faithful and worthy of confidence, to give us the posts.
Between these two things there is a difference between Heaven and Earth.
How can we possibly claim as a right those things on which the very existence and strength of the Government
depends?
We most certainly have not the right to put those people in the Council whom we want, and to keep out those
whom we don’t want, to pass those laws that we want, and to veto those laws that we dislike. If we have the right
to elect members for the Legislative Council, there is no reason why we should not have the right to elect
members for the Imperial Council. In the Imperial Council thousands of matters of foreign policy and State
secrets are discussed. Can you with justice say that we Indians have a right to claim those things?
To make an agitation for such things can only bring misfortune on us and on the country. It is opposed to the
true principles of government, and is harmful for the peace of the country. The aspirations of our friends the
Bengalis have made such progress that they want to scale a height to which it is beyond their powers to attain.
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But if I am not in error, I believe that the Bengalis have never at any period held sway over a particle of land.
They are altogether ignorant of the method by which a foreign race can maintain its rule over other races.
Therefore, reflect on the doings of your ancestors, and be not unjust to the British Government to whom God has
given the rule of India; and look honestly and see what is necessary for it to do to maintain its empire and its hold
on the country. You can appreciate these matters; but they cannot who have never held a country in their hands
nor won a victory.
Oh, my brother Mussalmans, I again remind you that you have ruled nations, and have for centuries held
different countries in your grasp. For seven hundred years in India you have had Imperial sway. You know what it
is to rule. Be not unjust to that nation which is ruling over you, and think also on this: how upright is her rule. Of
such benevolence as the English Government shows to the foreign nations under her, there is no example in the
history of the world. See what freedom she has given in her laws, and how careful she is to protect the rights of
her subjects. She has not been backward in promoting the progress of the natives of India and in throwing open to
them high appointments.
At the commencement of her rule, except clerkships and kazi-ships\fn{Judgeships} there was nothing. The kazis
of the pargana, who were called commissioners, decided small civil suits and received very small pay. Up to 1832
or 1833 this state of things lasted. If my memory is not wrong, it was in the time of Lord William Bentinck that
natives of India began to get honorable posts. The positions of Munsif, Subordinate Judge and Deputy Collector
on respectable pay were given to natives, and progress has been steadily going on ever since. In the Calcutta High
Court a Kashmiri pandit was first appointed, equal to the English Judges. After him Bengalis have been appointed
as High Court Judges. At this time there are, perhaps, three Bengalis in the Calcutta High Court, and in the same
way some Hindus in Bombay and Madras. It was your bad fortune that there was for a long time no
Mohammedan High Court Judge, but now there is one in the Allahabad High Court.
Native High Court Judges can cancel the decision of English Judges and Collectors. They can ask them for
explanations. The subordinate native officers also have full authority in their posts. A Deputy Collector, a SubJudge, or a Munsif decides cases according to his opinion, and is independent of the opinion of the Judge or
Collector.
None of these things have been acquired by fighting or opposition. As far as you have made yourselves worthy
of the confidence of Government, to that extent you have received high positions. Make yourselves her friends
and prove to her that your friendship with her is like that of English and the Scotch. After this what you have to
claim, claim—on condition that you are qualified for it.
*
About this political controversy, in which my Hindu brothers of this Province, to whom I have given some
advice, and who have, I think, joined from some wrong notions, have taken part, I wish to give some advice to my
Mohammedan brothers. I do not think the Bengali politics useful for my brother Mussalmans. Our Hindu brothers
of these Provinces are leaving us and are joining the Bengalis. Then we ought to unite with that nation with whom
we can unite. No Mohammedan can say that the English are not “people of the Book.”\fn{ The Qur’an says quite
openly that Christians are “people of the Book” and so are acknowledged by Divine revelation:H } No Mohammedan can deny this:
that God has said that no people of other religions can be friends of Mohammedans except the Christians. He who
had read the Qur’an and believes it, he can know that our nation cannot expect friendship and affection from any
other people. (Thou shalt surely find the most violent of all men in enmity against the true believers to be the Jews
and the idolators: and thou shalt surely find those among them to be the most inclinable to entertain friendship for
the true believers, who say “we are Christians.” Qur’an, Chapter V.)
At this time our nation is in a bad state as regards education and wealth, but God has given us the light of
religion, and the Qur’an is present for our guidance, which has ordained them and us to be friends. Now God has
made them rulers over us. Therefore we should cultivate friendship with them, and should adopt that method by
which their rule may remain permanent and firm in India, and may not pass into the hands of the Bengalis. This is
our true friendship with our Christian rulers, and we should not join those people who wish to see us thrown into a
ditch.
If we join the political movement of the Bengalis our nation will reap loss, for we do not want to become
subjects of the Hindus instead of the subjects of the “people of the Book.” And as far as we can we should remain
faithful to the English Government. By this, my meaning is not that I am inclined towards their religion. Perhaps
no one has written such severe books as I have against their religion, of which I am an enemy. But whatever their
religion, God has called men of that religion our friends. We ought not on account of their religion but because of
the order of God to be friendly and faithful to them.
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If our Hindu brothers of these Provinces, and the Bengalis of Bengal, and the Brahmans of Bombay, and the
Hindu Madrasis of Madras wish to separate themselves from us, let them go, and trouble yourself about it not one
whit. We can mix with the English in a social way. We can eat with them, they can eat with us. Whatever hope we
have of progress is from them. The Bengalis can in no way assist our progress. And when the Qur’an itself directs
us to be friends with them, then there is no reason why we should not be their friends.
But it is necessary for us to act as God has said. Besides this, God has made them rulers over us. Our Prophet
has said that if God places over you a black negro slave as ruler you must obey him. See, there is here in the
meeting a European, Mr. Beck. He is not black. He is very white. Then why should we not be obedient and
faithful to those white-faced men whom God has put over us, and why should we disobey the order of God?
I do not say that in the British Government all things are good. Nobody can say that there is any Government
in the world, or has ever been, in which there is nothing bad, be the Government Mohammedan, Hindu, or
Christian. There is now the Sultan of Turkey, who is a Mohammedan Emperor, and of whom we are proud. Even
his Mohammedan subjects make complaints of his government. This is the condition of the Khedive of Egypt.
Look at the Governments of Europe, and examine the condition of the Government of London itself. Thousands
of men complain against Government.
There is no Government with which everybody is satisfied. If we also have some complaints against the
English Government, it is no wonderful thing. People are not even grateful to God for His government. I do not
tell you to ask nothing from Government. I will myself fight on your behalf for legitimate objects.
But ask for such things as they can give you, or such things to which, having due regard to the administration
of the country, you can claim a right. If you ask for such things as Government cannot give you, then it is not the
fault of Government, [but] the folly of the askers. But what you ask, do it not in this fashion: that you accuse
Government in every action of oppression, abuse the highest official, use the hardest words you can find for Lord
Lytton and Lord Dufferin, call all Englishmen tyrants, and blacken columns on columns of newspapers with these
subjects. You can gain nothing this way.
God had made them your rulers. This is the will of God. We should be content with the will of God. And, in
obedience to the will of God you should remain friendly and faithful to them. Do not do this: bring false
accusations against them and give birth to enmity. This is neither wisdom nor in accordance with our holy
religion.
Therefore the method we ought to adopt is this, that we should hold ourselves aloof from this political uproar
and reflect on our condition, that we are behindhand in education and are deficient in wealth. Then we should try
to improve the education of our nation.
Now our condition is this, that the Hindus, if they wish, can ruin us in an hour. The internal trade is entirely in
their hands. The external trade is in possession of the English. Let the trade which is with the Hindus remain with
them. But try to snatch from their hands the trade in the produce of the country which the English now enjoy and
draw profit from. Tell them:
“Take no further trouble. We will ourselves take the leather of our country to England and sell it there. Leave
off picking up the bones of out country’s animals. We will ourselves collect them and take them to America. Do
not fill ships with the corn and cotton of our country. We will fill our own ships and will take it ourselves to
Europe!”
Never imagine that Government will put difficulties in your way in trade. But the acquisition of all these things
depends on education. When you shall have fully acquired education, and true education shall have made its home
in your hearts, then you will know what rights you can legitimately demand of the British Government. And the
result of this will be that you will also obtain honorable positions in the Government, and will acquire wealth in
the highest ranks of trade.
But to make friendship with the Bengalis in their mischievous political proposals, and join in them, can bring
only harm. If my nation follows my advice they will draw benefit from trade and education. Otherwise, remember
that Government will keep a very sharp eye on you because you are very quarrelsome, very brave, great soldiers
and great fighters.
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This world is perishable and so are all worldly things. The wise man is he who realizes the transitory and
illusory nature of this world and all things pertaining to it, and makes the best use of this body by worshipping the
Supreme Being, through Bhajan and Simran. He thus derives benefit from all that the Creator, through His grace,
has placed in the body, and takes that priceless jewel, the essence of all—Surat (the soul) to its real abode.
*
Jivdtma and Surat are other names for soul. It has descended into the body from the highest planes of Sat Nam
and Radha Swami. But it has become entangled here by the three gunas (attributes), five tattwas, ten lndriyas
(sense organs), the mind etc., and has developed such strong ties with the body and the things related to it that it
finds it most difficult to free itself from those bondages. Freedom from these bondages is called liberation. The
sense organs, the tattwas, the mind, etc., are the inner bonds, while worldly things, the family and other
relationships constitute the external bonds. The jivatma (soul) is so inextricably caught by these bonds that it now
has no recollection of its real home. It finds itself so far away from that home that it is very difficult to return to it
without the grace of a perfect Sat guru.
What man should do now, is to take the Surat back to its source and real treasure house, Sat Nam and Radha
Swami. Till this is done, one is not free from the pains and pleasures of this world.
*
The aim and object of all religions and of all ancient seers has been to take the soul, by one means or another,
back to its source. Perfect is he who, by practice and meditation, lifts his soul to its real abode, freeing it from all
bonds, both internal and external, gross, subtle and causal, and thus detaches his mind from the world and its
phenomena. The perfect sddhus, real gyanis, true lovers or devotees of the Lord, are those only who reach the last
stage. They who only talk of the Perfect Ones, or read their teachings to others without reaching the stage or
practicing towards that end are only intellectuals and theorists.
*
All the Teachers, Sages, Incarnations (avatars) or Prophets in the past, in every religion started towards the real
abode within themselves by means of spiritual practices, but all of them did not reach the final stage. A good
many of them stopped at the first stage, some at the second, and a few sidhs and devotees reached the third stage.
Saints alone reached the fifth stage, Sat Nam; and only a few among them reached the eighth stage, i.e., Radha
Swami Dham.
It was from this place that the surat (soul) descended originally. During its downward journey, however, it
seemed as if the soul had descended from the intermediate stages, such as Sat Lok, etc., and they who did not
reach even this stage and finished their upward journey in the lower planes felt as if the soul had originally
descended from those lower regions. As they were not instructed by a Perfect guru, they naturally looked upon
those lower stages as the source of the surat (soul); and likewise they regarded the Lord of those regions as the
Lord and Creator of all creation. They thus taught their disciples to worship the lord of those regions and to
believe in him as the Supreme Being.
*
It should be known that Radha Swami Pad is the highest of all. This is also the name of the Supreme Being,
the real Lord God. Two stages below this is the region of Sat Nam. The Saints have called it by various names,
such as Sat Lok, Sack Khand, Sar Shabd, Sat Shabd, Sat Nam and Sat Purush. From this it would appear that
these regions are the resting places of the Saints and Supreme Saints. It is on account of this that the Saints rank
as the highest. Mind and Maya do not exist in those regions. They envelop all of the lower regions of creation;
i.e., the whole of creation is within their orbit.
The Radha Swami Pad is also called akah (Unspoken or Indescribable) or anami (Nameless), as this region is
Immeasurable, Endless, and Without Beginning. It is THAT from which all other regions were created or
manifested. This is the true La-makan (without any location) and Lamuqam (which cannot even be termed a
region).
*
Sddhs, Gyanis, Bhagats, Incarnations, Prophets and other holy personages who did not reach the Real Home,
all rank much below the Saints. As, in their upward journey, they stopped at different planes, and they founded
different religions corresponding to their several attainments. The stage reached by any one of them was regarded
by him as the final region, and the presiding deity of that region was looked upon as the Supreme and Almighty
God, and his worship as such was enjoined. This was due to the fact that all the different regions were created by
the Supreme Being as reflections of the Real Region, so that the lower regions also share to some extent the
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features and conditions of the highest, but there is a lot of difference in regard to permanence and other
conditions.
Each region has its own distinct creation, marked by different grades of subtleness and purity. Only he who has
seen all the regions can appreciate the difference. Otherwise, the form and effulgence of the Lord of the region
reached by anyone was regarded as limitless and boundless, and that deity was considered Supreme. The ecstasy
of the moment of realization caused the devotee to lose himself in an indescribable state of eagerness and blissful
intoxication.
*
The Surat attains to a different state at every stage that it reaches. At each stage it feels as if it controls and
pervades through everything below. For instance, on reaching the first or the second stage, the Surat or Lord of
that stage appears to create and govern all the world below, as if he were its manifestor and supporter. And since
these instructors had no knowledge of any higher region, they taught their disciples to regard the Lord of that
plane as the Supreme God. Only the Sant Sat guru knows of the higher regions. Had these teachers been
instructed by a Sant Sat guru, those higher regions would have been revealed to them. Then they would have been
shown the way and helped on the onward Path.
Likewise, one who crossed the first, second or third stage in the course of his upward journey, was looked
upon as perfect. The fact is that the devotee acquires all power when he reaches the first stage and on account of
that attainment, he is regarded as a perfect being, or Mahatma. There is no doubt that this first region is much
superior to the regions of lower consciousness, and one who reaches this stage is absolutely freed from all
personal and worldly dross.
*
It has been mentioned above that Sat Nam, called also Sat Lok or Sack Khand, is a very high region and is the
Court of the Saints. There are three planes above it which were not formerly revealed by any Saint. Out of His
extreme love, they are now clearly described by the Param Purush, Puran Dhani, Radha Swami Dayal. He has
also revealed the Highest Region, that of Radha Swami, which is the source and origin of all creation and is the
real mansion of the Param Sants.
In the beginning, the Surat descended from this region, and all regions below it only mark the stages in the
descent of the soul. It is now located in the body below Sahasdal Kamal (thousand-petalled lotus). Its light
radiates into the body from that place and energizes the mind and the various organs of the physical, subtle and
mental bodies.
*
There are two minds, Brahmandi (universal) and Pindi (individual). The former has its seat in Trikuti and
Sahasdal Kamal and is called Brahm, Parmatma and Khudd. The latter is behind the eyes and in the heart. It is
the Pindi mind which carries on the business of the world, with the help of the soul, which has become so
attached to it as to acquire a downward tendency along with it towards the lower physical regions.
The mind and the sense organs derive their power of action from the soul. If the Jivatma, Surat or soul were to
turn towards its real home and decrease its attachments to the physical world, it would find the way to liberation.
When the Surat reaches its real home in Sat Lok, beyond the regions of the Brahmandi mind, it will break all
bonds—whether causal, subtle or gross, physical, sensual or mental. Its activities in the world will be in name
only, will be reduced to a minimum, and that too to be terminated at will.
In short, till the Surat or Jivatma succeeds in breaking or at least loosening the Sukshm and Karan bonds
which it has developed with the mind and the senses, and turning its back upon the impure regions of Pindi and
Brahmand inclines towards its Real Home and crosses the Brahmandi mind, that knot between the jar
(unconscious) and the chaitanya (conscious) will not be undone.
The mind, the senses, body, worldly actions, enjoyments, etc. constitute the “unconscious”. The soul is subtle
and conscious, and the connection of the soul with the “unconscious” is the knot. So long as this is not unraveled,
the connection of the soul with Maya is not ended and there is no Liberation or Moksha, no destruction of the
seeds of desires and hopes.
*
As the result of Spiritual Practice and traversing the upward Path, the force of desire is lessened, and
temporarily suppressed and may lead one to think that it had been annihilated, but so long as the Surat does not
reach Sat Lok, desire cannot be fully eradicated. Therefore, a devotee who has reached only the first or second
region—Sahasdal Kamal or Trikuti, but not Sat Lok, may not able to withstand the influence of the Brahmandi
mind and Maya and the strong impulses of sensual pleasures, and it should not be surprising if he falls.
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He may soon realize his mistake and by disdaining pleasures and performing Spiritual Practice regain this lost
ground through the grace of the guru, but there is no doubt about his being somewhat stained. A devotee should,
therefore, take his soul to such a high plane where there is not even a trace of desire—worldly or parmarthic—
and where he may experience only the bliss of living in the presence of the Supreme and Almighty Radha Swami
Dayal.
After this attainment one escapes all temptations and has no downward tendencies, because he is out of the
orbit of Maya. He is then entitled to be called a Saint.
Because they had not reached this high plane is the reason why many great Avatars, Rishis, Munis, Mystics
and Prophets were at one time or another successfully tempted by Maya and they forgot their exalted status for the
time being, as in the cases of Narad, Vyas, Shringi, Parashar, Brahma, Mahadeo, and Avatars. As these instances
are more or less well known to all, it is not necessary to dilate upon them here.
*
The above references are not meant to indicate that the sages mentioned were absolutely captivated by Maya,
or incurred very heavy spiritual losses. The object is to show that Maya succeeded in deceiving them by various
devices.
The reason for this is clear. Although they had reached a high stage in their development, they had not attained
that region beyond the scope of Maya, which is the final stage, or Sat Nam and Radha Swami.
Now, a description is given of the descent of the soul, and this will show how high and far is its Original
Home; also from what regions Avatars, Prophets, Aulryds, Devatas, manifested themselves, and how far their
jurisdiction extends.
*
The first and foremost region, which is the highest and the largest, which cannot even be called a stage or a
region, is that of Radha Swami, Anami (Nameless), or Akeh (Indescribable). This is the beginning and the end of
everything and circumscribes all. The love and energy of this region vibrate at every place, in Ansh Roop (part of
the whole).
In the beginning the Mauj emanated from this region and came down in the form of Shabd. This is the region
of Param Sants. Only a few Sants (Saints) have reached this region and those who did are called Param Sants.
*
Two stages below the Radha Swami Region is that of Sat Nam or Sat Lok, which is highly effulgent and pure,
and is the region of pure spirit and consciousness. It is the beginning and the end of all creation below. Two
spiritual currents emanated from this region and pervaded all the regions below. According to the teachings of the
Saints, the Ruler of this region is the True Lord and Creator. As the Sat Shabd manifested itself from this region, it
is called also Maha Nad, Sar Shabd; it is also called Sat Purush or Adi Purush. It is not subject to destruction or
change and is always the same.
Saints are embodiments or incarnations of the Lord of this region. It is the region of the Dayal Purush
(Merciful Lord), where love, mercy and bliss reign eternally. In this region innumerable Hansas (loving souls)
live in different Dweeps (islands) and enjoy the bliss of the presence of Sat Purush, and live upon ameen
(ambrosia). There is not even a trace of death, karma, anger, punishment, virtue, sin, pain and suffering.
The Lord of this plane is called Hoot by true and perfect Faqeers, is named Dayal or Rahman (Merciful). In
the beginning the Surat, in its descent from the Radha Swami Region, first came here and, after a temporary
sojourn, descended farther into the lower regions.
Whoever, keeping Radha Swami as his ideal before him and having firm faith in His Feet, crosses all the stages
and reaches Sat Lok, can also reach the Radha Swami Region, and in no other way. The Saints, therefore,
especially enjoin the worship of Sat Purush Radha Swami, Who is their Lord God. Only he who reaches this
region is entitled to be called Sant (Saint) or Sat guru, and no one else.
*
Two stages below Sat Lok is the region of Sunna or Daswan Dwar, where the Surat made its first stop in its
descent from Sat Lok, and thence came down into Brahmanda and Pinda. Daswan Dwar is the Atma Pad of the
Saints, and the region of Hahoot, according to Faqeers (Muslim Saints). When the soul reaches this region, after
freeing itself from the five tattwas, the three gunas (qualities or attributes), and the three bodies—gross, subtle
and causal—then it becomes fit for the Bhakti (devotion, worship) of the Lord, and from here, with the force of
Divine Love, proceeds to Sat Lok, and then to Radha Swami Region. One who reaches the Daswan Dwar Region
is termed a perfect Sadh, according to the teachings of Radha Swami or Sant Mat. In this region also, groups of
Hansas or devoted souls dwell in bliss and all manner of delights, and live on the water of immortality.
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Purusha (creative energy) and Prakriti (Nature) emanated from this very region. This is also called the Par
Brahm region.
*
Below the Sunna or Daswan Dwar is the region of Trikuti, also called Gagan (Heaven). This is the region of
Pranaua, Brahm or Onkar. True Muslim Faqeers call it Arsh-i-Azeem (The Great Heaven) or Alam-i-Lahoot.
Yogishwars and perfect Gyanis reached this plane. From this region emanated Ishwari-Maya or Shakti, the subtle
material of the whole of the creation below, the three gunas, and the five tattwas, in their highly subtle form.
This is the source of the “Word” of all revealed books such as the Vedas, The Qur’an, The Ad Puran of
Saraogis, and other sacred books. Avatars of a high order, such as Rama and Krishna; Yogishwars, such as Vyas,
Vashisht and Rikhab Dev of Saraogis, came from this region. It is also called Maha Akash (Great Heaven). The
Chaitanya Prana (conscious life force) also originated from this region.
The Lord of the region is called Pran Purush or Khuda-i-Azeem. Saints call him Brahmandi mind.
*
Below this is the region of Sahasdal Kamal (thousand-petalled lotus). Niranjan Jyoti, Shiv Shakti, Lakshmi
Narayana, Narayana Jyoti Saroop, Shyam Sundar, Arsh (Heaven), and Khuda are also names of this region. All
avatars of the second degree, prophets, auliyas and yogis of a higher order come from this region and return to it.
Faqeers and Saints call it Nij-Mana (real mind). Tan-matras of tattwas were created in this region; and then were
created the gross tattwas, the senses and their organs, Pran and Prakritis.
The reflection or shadow of this region first appears in the Nuqta-i-swaida (black point) or Til behind the eyes,
and again in the two eyes themselves. The Jivatma dwells in this very Til during the waking state. Chidakash or
Chetan Akash, called Brahm by some Gyanis, comes from this region of Sahasdal Kamal, and pervades in the
body or Pinda and the whole creation below it. The entire creation below Sahasdal Kamal derives its life and
vitality from the manifesting power of the Chetan Akash of this region; that is, this Chetan Akash vitalizes all the
creation below it.
This finishes the description of the heavenly or higher regions. Below this are spheres of Brahma, Vishnu and
Mahcidevor Shiva, where may be seen the real forms of these Devatas. The Saints and Faqeers elevate the
Jivatma or Surat, from the eye center, first of all, to this very region. There is no other way of ascent except this.
*
There are stages of Shabd or Nad down to this point corresponding to the five regions from Sat Lok down to
Sahasdal Kamal, i.e., there are Five Melodies or Sounds which can be made known to us by a perfect Master or
Sat guru. Each region has its own distinctive Sound and its own characteristic secret. The fifth Sound is in Sat
Lok. It is not possible to give any description, oral or written, of the Shabd beyond that. There is no parallel in this
world to which that Sound can be compared. The adepts realize that Shabd when they reach that region.
The five Shabds mark the five regions. It is via the Dhun (Sound) of each region that the soul can, by degrees,
ascend from one region to another, up to the highest stage. The ascent of the spirit is absolutely impossible in any
other way, especially in this age of Kali Yuga.
*
Be it known that in the final region of Radha Swami there is no form, color or delineation, as we know them
here; even the Shabd is not manifested there.
No description of the region can be given by word of mouth or by writing. This is the final resting place of the
Param Sants and Perfect Faqeers.
*
Like the six superior or heavenly regions from Sat Lok down to Sahasdal Kamal, there are six lower or
physical regions below them in Pinda, which are in reality reflections of the heavenly regions. Their names and
locations are separately given. Although in accordance with the teachings of Huzur Radha Swami Dayal and the
comparatively easy and natural system which He has given to us out of His abundant grace, it is no longer
necessary for the initiate to cross these lower regions, it is deemed proper and necessary to give some description
of these regions for the sake of information and correct understanding, and to remove the misunderstanding and
errors which have been created by mere intellectual discussions of the subject.
These six regions are called Khat Chakras (six centers or ganglia). All of them relate to Pinda or the physical
body, while the superior regions are related to Brahmand and beyond it.
*
The first ganglion is just behind the eyes and is the abode of the Surat or Rooh (Soul). From this center it
spreads by degrees into the body, through the five lower centers. It is the Parmatma or the Brahm, or Bhagwan,
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according to many religions. In the wakeful condition the Jiva resides here. Some Prophets, Avatars, yogis and
Sadhs descended from this region also.
*
The second ganglion is at the throat. The dream creation is produced by the reflection of the Jivatma upon this
center. It is the Virat Sarup Bhagwan and Atma Pad (Spirit Pole) of some religions. It is the region of the prana or
vital force of the body.
*
The third ganglion is at the heart. The Pindi mind is located here, and the image of Shiv Shakti is also reflected
here. It regulates the economy of the entire Pind.
This reference to the Pind or body is to the subtle body. It is the region of feeling and desire, and the effects of
grief, pleasure, fear, hope, pain, and peace are felt at this region.
*
The fourth ganglion is at the navel. It is the seat of Vishnu and Lakshmi. This center supplies nourishment to
the body. The store of gross plana (vital force) or gross pawan (air) is also here.
*
The fifth ganglion is at the organ of reproduction. It is the seat of Brahma and Savitri. It is the source of the
physical frame, its energy and carnal desires.
*
The sixth ganglion is at the rectum. It is the seat of Ganesha. In former times, when practicing Pranayam or
Ashtang yoga, the start was ordinarily made from this center. It was for this reason that the worship of Ganesha,
the deity of the sixth region, was enjoined before undertaking anything.
*
It should be remembered that all these stages, higher and lower, are within the human body. We are not
concerned with the external physical part of the body.
The lower regions extend from the ganglion at the rectum up to the center behind the eyes, which marks the
limit or the extent of Pind. The body is also called the world of nine portals. These are the two openings of the
eyes, two of the ears, two of the nose, one of the mouth, one of the organ of reproduction, and one of the rectum.
*
The region of Sahasdal Kamal begins above the eyes and this is the beginning of Brahmand. This ends below
the plane of Daswan Dwar, that is, it extends up to Pranava. The region above that is called Par Brahmand.
According to the teachings of the Saints, the lower regions form part of the gross Sarguna, while the two regions
of Sahasdal Kamal and Trikuti are called Pure Sarguna and beyond that is the Sunna, called Pure Nirguna. The
region of the Saints commences beyond that.
This is why it is said that the Home of the Saints lies beyond Sarguna and Nirguna. This would also explain
why Lord Krishna advised Arjuna to cross the limit of the Vedas—which deal only with the gunas or sarguna—
in order to attain the Real.
The nature and mystery of the creation, and the spiritual power and glory with which these regions are
endowed are immense. A true devotee learns all these things from a perfect Sat guru, and will himself realize
them all during the process of his spiritual development.
*
It is important to state that the ancient Sddhs, Yogishwars and Sages, feeling that the secrets of the higher
spiritual regions were too fine and complicated to be within the power of ordinary understanding and also that
their realization by the practice of Pranriyama—especially in the olden times when only the Brahmans were
allowed to read religious books—was very difficult, taught their disciples only the secrets of the lower regions, in
the beginning and not those of the higher spiritual regions.
The idea was to make known to the devotee the secrets of the higher regions by degrees, as he mastered the
lower regions. But this path proved so difficult and tiring that there were very few practitioners even of the lower
stages.
The spiritual leaders of those times, in view of the gross ignorance of the common people, considered it
expedient to inculcate the worship of external forms, incarnations, gods, etc., with the ultimate object of leading
the people to the inner worship of those regions and their Lords by first familiarizing them with their external
names and forms. But the common people failed even in doing this correctly.
Then, to facilitate spiritual practice, some of the premis (loving practitioners) started worship of images of
superior incarnations, as a means of contemplation and concentration and developing the equipoise of soul. But
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the priestly class, to serve their own ends, induced rich persons to build temples and images of gods and important
incarnations and, to promote their trade, while they stared a campaign of external worship, also began to suppress
the old books which contained instructions concerning spiritual practices.
All this led to the gradual adoption of the system of idolatrous worship of incarnations and gods. No difficulty
is experienced in such worship and anybody can do it with ease. Thus, all applied themselves to such worship,
with the result that the inner secrets were gradually lost and all forms of pseudo- parmarth (false spiritual
practices) spread throughout the world.
This mode of worship was much liked by the worldly people because they could carry on their worship
according to the bent of their minds, and made even this a means of pleasures and enjoyments.
*
Seeing that, in this dark age of Kali Yuga, humanity was tormented by a thousand ills such as poverty, disease,
plagues, quarrels instigated by jealousy; and had strayed far from the Path of Truth, Sat Purusha Radha Swami
was moved to incarnate Himself as a Sant, Sat Guru, and preached the True Path of Liberation in simple and easy
language. When it was found that the priestly classes, for their livelihood, had suppressed the important and true
religious books, the Sat Guru explained the spiritual mysteries in the language of the people. He also wrote
scriptures for them and initiated disciples into His teachings.
It was not easy to cut through the net cast by the priestly class. Still many people of thoughtful and
discriminating nature were benefited and accepted the teachings of such Saints as Kabir Sahib, Guru Nanak, Jag
Jiwan Sahib, Paltoo Sahib and Gharib Das Ji, who came and popularized the teachings at different times and
places during the last seven centuries.
*
The priestly classes and orders have offered great opposition during the lifetime of every Saint, and have tried
their best to prevent the spread of the real teachings of the Saints—which are in agreement with the Vedic
Religion up to Pranav—because they were afraid that their livelihood would be affected. They therefore
frightened and instigated the worldly people, in different ways, and the teachings of the Saints did not flourish as
much as they should have.
*
Generally speaking, it is true that all persons are not fit to be initiated into the teachings of the Saints. People
who are given to sensual pleasures and have no desire to work out their own salvation and to realize God, feel
bewildered and are unable to understand these teachings. Because the pundits and the priestly orders misled and
frightened them, they cannot firmly believe in these teachings, and find it difficult to give up the worship of old
deities and to adopt the new ideals (Isht) enjoined by the Saints.
The Saints also do not wish that people should follow them in large numbers, without properly understanding
the Truth, because blind faith will lead to the same degeneration which we find nowadays in the worship of
incarnations and gods. Outwardly, people are worshippers of Rama, Krishna, Maha Deva, Vishnu, Shakti and
Brahma; but, in reality, their heart is set on riches, fame, worldly pleasures, wife and children. They pay no heed
to the commands of their Isht nor do they entertain any fear or love for it. Such devotion can yield no spiritual
benefit, whether it be for an incarnation or a god, or Sant Sat Purush, the Supreme and All Gracious Lord Radha
Swami.
*
A belief based upon miracles or a show of supernatural powers cannot endure. So long as a doctrine or tenet is
not fully comprehended by intellectual and theological reasoning, it is not likely to impress the mind strongly.
Nowadays it is quite apparent that many people outwardly profess the Hindu or Moslem faith but do not really
believe in religion. This loss of faith is due to their ignorance of their own Scriptures which they do not take the
pains to read or understand properly, nor do they seek explanation from an adept.
That is why they do not believe in their own Scriptures, whether they are love-inspiring or awe-inspiring. Nor
do they care to spend as much time in religious inquiry as they do in worldly affairs. Everyone follows his own
inclinations or the examples of his ancestors, in matters of religion, without making the least effort on his own
account to find out the Truth.
Such religious belief is only nominal, and that is why evil is constantly on the increase in the world. As there is
no (deterrent) fear and no one feels any concern about his fellow-men, people are drifting downward.
*
Pandits, Sanyasis, Sddhus, Maulvts, who were the leaders and starters of the Vedic and Qur’anic Faiths, are
now themselves devoid of spiritual wealth and are overpowered by worldly desires, greed and love of fame, more
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than others. Who is then to point out the mistakes of all of them—including such religious teachers and the
householders—and direct them to the right Path?
This is the work of the Saints only. Whoever understands their teachings and practices them, will undoubtedly
be saved from the snares of the Mind and Maya; otherwise everyone is at liberty to follow his own inclination. No
force or pressure can be used in such matters.
*
The mercy and love showered by the Saints is undoubted, in that They have revealed the essentials of True
Faith and shown an easy and simple path of God Realization. Formerly the initiates had to begin their spiritual
practice from the Mul Chakra, known also as the Guda Chakra or the ganglion at the rectum. With great difficulty
and after spending much time, a few of them reached the sixth Chakra, and but very few ever reached Sahasdal
Kamal, or Trikuti, thus attaining the status of Yogi or Yogishwar.
The Saints have now introduced the practice of concentrating the attention at Sahasdal Kamal from the very
outset, instead of starting with Ashtang Yoga which involves breath control and Pranayam. They have inculcated
Sahaj Yoga, also called Surat Shabd Yoga, which anyone can practice easily. The spiritual benefits derived from it
are much greater than the practice of Mudra, Hatha Yoga, etc. Besides, the benefits of all other methods
automatically accrue to the practitioner of Surat Shabd Yoga in the course of his progress. This will be explained
more fully later.
*
Now just think how far away from the Original Place are those who concentrate on the navel center or the
heart center, which are only reflected images of the Real. Even if they succeed in mastering those centers, what
they will achieve will be only a reflection of the Original. Nowadays, it has become very difficult to gain access
even into the heart and navel centers, because no one can properly and correctly perform Pranayam or Mudra.
Since they have no knowledge of the higher regions and have confused the lower regions with the higher regions
and the Goal, how then can they reach the Final Stage or attain the Region of the Supreme Being?
That is why the Saints Who have reached the Highest and the Purest Region of Sat Nam and Radha Swami tell
the people that they are mistaken and deluded because they are seeking God where He cannot be found. This is
the condition of those who are trying to penetrate the six chakras or are engaged in some sort of inner worship.
Those who are devoted only to external forms of worship, such as pilgrimages to holy places, fasts and idol
worship, are in absolute darkness and don’t count at all. If they continue like that and do not seek their true Lord,
they will never be able to realize Him.
*
The Khat Chakras (six centers) range from the Guda Chakra at the rectum, up to Sahasdal Kamal. It is a pity
that the Supreme Lord and Gracious Creator, Who has created the world with all its beautiful forms and endowed
man with this superior body, should be worshipped in metal and stone, in waters of rivers like Ganga, Jumna and
Narbada; in trees and plants like pipal and tulsi; or in animals like cows, monkeys and serpents.
Obviously, the sun and the moon and man himself are superior to those things. Not to seek the True God, but
to worship His creation as God Himself and to worship the things which man himself has made; how much does it
speak for the negligence, ignorance and carelessness of the people? How sinful for one endowed with such a
precious body, to so degrade himself that he becomes fit only to descend into hell or into lower forms of life,
instead of making use of that body to ascend to the Lord Himself.
Had he known the True Lord, he would have been inspired with awe and love for Him. Things fashioned by
man cannot inspire either awe or love.
*
If one were to meet a perfect Sat guru—that is One Who has realized the True God—or a true Sddh or Faqeer,
and secure His grace, that is His merciful gaze, he would get an easy start on the Path. There is, however, one
difficulty here too. People class the Sat guru also with other self-seekers and consider Him a cheat and a greedy
impostor, and therefore do not submit to Him.
On the other hand, some persons who are really given to sensual enjoyment and are slaves of the world, taking
advantage of the simplicity and ignorance of the people, set themselves up as guru and are thriving on this as a
money-making business. They mislead the poor and ignorant people by tempting them with the prospect of
obtaining wealth, wife and children, health and fame, which is what they (ignorant people) really want.
Thus did they (the false gurus) delude them by making them worship stones and waters, trees and animals, and
take to pilgrimages, fasts, sacrifices, etc. And all this to serve their own ends! They have gone to the length of
proclaiming that a single fast or single pilgrimage would secure emancipation.
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Even if they had made it their profession, at least they should have shown the right Path to these poor,
negligent people so that they too might have been benefited; but they (the false gurus) are themselves unaware of
the Path as well as the technique. However they are all adept in reading, reciting and theoretical exposition.
From what Shri Krishna Maharaj told Udhoji, it is perfectly clear that he could not take him to Param Pad
(Krishna’s highest stage}, even though Udhoji had spent years in Krishna’s service and company. He asked him to
practice Yoga first, after which only, he would be fit to go to that region.
Now just think, when a worthy devotee like Udhoji, even after association with and rendering personal service
to the living Shri Krishna Maharaj, was not fit to reach that region (Param Pad) without abhyds (spiritual
practice), how will those who are worshipping the stone or the metal images of Krishna Maharaj, wasting their
time in service and attendance upon them, and [who] are absolutely ignorant of Sahaj Yoga and Sat Guru Bhakti,
ever reach that stage?
Even as it is, of all worshippers, from the Goslin and the priests down to the saligram worshippers, there is
hardly anyone who has true faith even in the image or the idol. All of them are really worshipping and inculcating
the worship of the world, that is, of Maya and its ramifications.
*
The same is true of the many places of pilgrimage. They were designed originally by the ancient sages to be
used as places for satsang, for exercising charity, and as temporary retreats from the discords of the world. They
have degenerated into fairs and festivals. Everybody goes there for enjoyment and pleasure, for general
sightseeing, for meeting friends and buying souvenirs; there is not even a trace of prayer and worship. Such
people should ask themselves how they can ever expect such pilgrimages to lead to emancipation?
The same is true, more or less, of many fasts which have degenerated into festivals. These fasts were devised
by the ancient sages for controlling the mind and senses and for keeping vigils, also for worship and satsang. The
days of fasting are now spent in playing chess and draughts, in sleeping, and in eating dainty dishes and fruits at
the time of breaking the fasts.
*
Image worship was originally sanctioned as an aid to meditation and concentration; but this aspect of it was
lost sight of later. Mere visits to the temple and offerings of garlands and water to the images were substituted for
the original purpose. The priests turned all this into a source of income for themselves, and instituted dances and
plays in the temples which were decorated for that purpose. The main object, which was satsang or giving
religious discourses, was lost sight of entirely.
In order to please the worshippers, a variety of entertainments and temple decorations was introduced. Thus
fasts and pilgrimages now lead to exactly the opposite results—so much so that if a person does not visit the
sacred places, and at home also does not repeat the name of the deity, he avoids many sins and evils. He is far
better than those who go to such places, take exciting foods and drinks, indulge in pleasures, waste their time in
useless pursuits, and then boast of having been to a place of pilgrimage.
Saints were moved with compassion at the degeneration of the times and such sad conditions of the people;
and, although They found but very few who were true seekers, They instructed those few in the secrets of the
Supreme Region, by both spoken and written words. All those who believed in Them, comprehended Their
teachings and devoted themselves to the practice of the spiritual exercises taught by the Saints in their times, were
taken to the Supreme Region.
For the rest, the Saints left their Bani (recorded teachings) so that anyone who studied them carefully would
realize the importance of Saints and seek a perfect Sat guru, with a view to ultimate God Realization. Such people
would then give up all Karma and Bharam; that is, they would discard the worship of idols, waters, animals, trees,
gods, incarnations, and put their firm faith and devotion in the Supreme Being Who is the Creator and above all,
and try to have the darshan (Vision) of His Holy Feet.
*
Names of some of the perfect and true Saints, Sddhs and Faqeers who manifested themselves during the last
seven centuries are given below: Kabir Sahib, Tulsi Sahib, Jagjiwan Sahib, Gharib Das Ji, Paltoo Sahib, Guru
Nanak, Dadoo Ji, Tulsi Das Ji, Nabha Ji, Swami Hardas Ji, Surdas Ji, Raidas Ji; and among the Mohammedans:
Shams Tabriz, Maulana Room, Hafiz, Sarmad, and Mujaddid Alif Sani. Their writings reveal their spiritual
attainments.
*
One may recognize true Saints and Faqeers in this way. They always inculcate the realization of God within
one’s self and do not permit waste of time in image worship, pilgrimages or the reading of religious books; nor do
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They preach the worship of gods, incarnations and prophets. They teach only the practice of Sahaj Yoga, or the
Surat Shabd method, excepting which there is no other way of realizing the True God, and inculcate attendance
on and service to the perfect Sat guru of the time, with love and faith.
They develop love for the Supreme Being in the minds of the seekers and the devotees by weaning them away
from their attachments of wife, children, wealth, honor and glory. They Themselves spend most of Their time in
Bhajan and Dhyan, and insist upon Their disciples doing the same. They resolve all doubts, gradually lead Their
devotees, to give up the religious and spiritualistic practices of the old times as well as the isht (worship) of all
others excepting the One True God.
By gradually severing all attachments, both internal and external, They enable the disciple to realize God in
this very body—that is, during this lifetime. But there is one condition: The disciple should not give up his seva
(service) and satsang.
On the other hand, his love and faith should go on increasing from day to day, and he should continue his
practice according to the directions of the Sat guru.
*
According to Vashisht, there are eight types of bondages, as below:
Pride of family honor and respectability.
Pride of high caste.
Pride of exalted position or office.
Fear of public criticism.
Attachment to wife, children, wealth and property .
Partiality for false and shallow beliefs.
Hopes and desires, and love for the pleasures of the world.
Vanity or egotism.

*
If the society of and service to any Mahatma leads to the gradual loosening of the above mentioned ties, and
promotes love and faith in the Feet of the Supreme Being, you may be sure that He will free you from such bonds
by and by, and take you to the Supreme Region. There is no other reliable way of recognizing a Saint or a Sddh. It
would be a great mistake and a folly to judge the Saints by the extent of conformity of their conduct and behavior
with descriptions in old scriptures, or to expect Them to perform miracles, or to test Them in any other way. It is
not possible for an ordinary mortal, with his limited intellect and reason, to test the conduct and spiritual
knowledge of a Saint.
One should first think of his own personal needs, and see how far the company and words of the Saint create a
longing within him for God Realization. One should go to a Saint in the spirit of true humility and should never
try to display his cleverness before them, nor should one, with his imperfect intellect, judge Their ways and
behavior or meddle in the same.
The acts of Saints, even if apparently childish, are not without some underlying purpose for the good of
humanity. Our intellect can’t reach that height where it can truly perceive what is good or bad for us. For this
reason, many people, on account of their ignorance and lack of understanding, criticize the ways of the Saints and
so needlessly lose by keeping away from Them.
*
Saints do not desire that worldly people in large numbers should flock to their congregations. They want only
those who are eager to realize God, to come to Them. They abhor the company of persons whose desires are all
for the world. They do not generally perform miracles or display supernatural powers, for this would attract many
worldly people and cause much inconvenience to the Saints and Their true disciples.
However, one who truly believes in Them and Their teachings is shown real miracles within; that is, he is
shown the light and effulgence of the Lord into Whose Holy Presence he is ushered. The Saints also pay special
attention inwardly to all the affairs of the disciple. He then fully realizes the supernatural powers of the Saints and
his love and confidence in them goes on increasing day by day.
*
Generally the poor and the needy frequent the places where the Sant Sat guru establishes His satsang. This is
welcomed because the offerings of the rich disciples are utilized in charity to such people. Saints do not keep such
offerings for Their own purposes.
*
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When a Sant Sat guru, by His Mauj, begins satsang at any particular place, He deliberately behaves in some
respects in such a manner as to offend the worldly people or give them cause for complaint and hostile criticism.
The reason is to prevent egotistic people from coming and meddling in Their satsang. Saints keep no watchman
or gatekeeper to prevent undesirable persons from coming. The adverse comment and criticism of Them by vain
and worldly people serve to keep such people away for fear of public ridicule and taunts. A true seeker, however,
will not care for the opinion of the world and he eagerly goes to the Saint, no matter what the world says.
Public criticism is a sort of test for finding out whether a person is a true seeker of liberation. It shows at once
if a person is a true seeker or not. A person who is in earnest is not deterred by the taunts of the ignorant, or by
worldly criticism. He will go to the Saints for the realization of his object, but an insincere person will not.
*
Observe the worldly man: because he really loves the world, he will not hesitate to go anywhere, or to any
person, however low, or submit to any sort of humiliation. For example, a high caste Brahman will not mind
serving other castes or even knocking at the door of a sweeper if the latter can cure his children. Against his own
belief, he will visit and worship the tombs of Sayyads, Sheikh Saddoo and others. He will even worship ghosts
and evil spirits.
When people, to gain their worldly ends, willingly go against their religion and their established practices, and
brave spiritual loss also, can the seekers after God Realization be considered sincere when, for fear of a little
calumny or taunts of the ignorant, they fail to come to the Saints? That shows that they are not sincere and they
have not suffered enough in the world, and do not think it so much of an enemy that they should seek to escape
from it. The thirst for God Realization is not so intense that they can ignore public opinion and the censure of
society. Such people are not fit for satsang of the Saints because they are not sufficiently in earnest to go to the
Saints in all humility and get the medicine for their ills.
*
Be it noted that slander and criticism strengthen the faith of the disciples of Saints, and make them firm. If
there were no slander and criticism, they would remain as they were—unproved. To put up with insult and slander
is a mark of true love and none but true lovers and devotees are able to rise above the censure of the world. A
Persian proverb says:
“Censure and rebuke of the world act as a kotwal (police officer) of the market of love. It removes its dirt and
rust.”
The world-loving gurus keep on friendly terms with the world and the worldly people humor them in every
way, wish for their honor and advancement, and take care not to offend their disciples, lest it should affect their
own income and business.
On the other hand, Saints who are the true and ardent lovers of the Supreme Being, do not like that worldly
people should enter Their satsang and cast their shadow on Their disciples. That’s why They love slander and
calumny. It plays the part of the watchman and keeps such people away from Them.
*
Be it also known that when anyone comes to Them, it is a way with the Saints to talk and dilate only on the
Sat Vastoo (Abiding Reality), that is, Sat Purush Radha Swami; and describe all others as inferior and
impermanent. The ignorant and foolish look upon this attitude as a criticism of the gods, incarnations and
prophets, and they call the Saints slanderers. They do not stop to think that when the Saints speak lightly of
Brahma, Vishnu, Mahadeva and others, then Whom do They exalt and consider Supreme? If they exalt Sat
Purush and Param Purush Puran Dhani Radha Swami, then it is but right and correct.
It is proper to praise Him Who is the Supreme and the Most Exalted Lord, and inculcate faith and belief in His
worship and in His Holy Feet; for without it, the uplift and the redemption of the Jiva are not possible. How
shameful to feel offended on hearing the praise of the Supreme Being and, as a result of ignorance and
misunderstanding, to think ill of the words of the Saints instead of appreciating them, and to dub the Saints as
slanderers!
*
The age spans of Brahma, Vishnu, Shiva and others are given in the Vedas, Shastras,Bhgwat and Puranas.
Even the incarnations have departed from this world. That clearly establishes the mortal nature of their bodily
forms and of the bodies of Brahma, Vishnu, and Shiva.
When these bodily forms have been proved perishable, how can it be right and proper to worship the imitations
of those forms and look upon them as immortal?
458

If the devotees had found out the Nij Roop (real form) of the incarnation or god, and meditated upon that and
took it as their ideal, they might have been benefited to some extent; but it is clearly wrong on the part of the
people to worship the imitations of these forms, which would profit them nothing.
And when the Saints try to do away with this practice, people, especially those who have made a trade of
religion, like pandits and bhekhs, out of their egotism and ignorance, condemn the Saints.
*
If someone were to maintain that they revere that form and that place where the real form is to be found—that
is, the region from which the incarnations have descended, it would be quite correct. But still, one point has to be
considered:
Instead of worshipping that form or that region, why not worship and hold the Supreme Power as the ideal?
It is He from Whom evolved the region which gave rise to incarnations. The method is the same in both cases
and so is the labor involved, but the final results are substantially different. Hence, the Highest Region and the
Highest Ideal should be worshipped. This is the isht or the ideal of the Saints and that is what They teach.
That does not mean that we should harbor hostile and envious feelings towards the presiding deities of the
lower region. On the other hand, even those whose goal is Sat Purush Radha Swami will have to contemplate on
all those regions which come between, without which they could not be traversed. Before starting on the journey,
however, the final goal, the Region of Ultimate Reality, and the worship of its Supreme Lord should be clearly
grasped, and the distinctive features of every region should be understood, because there are many people in the
world who lead one astray and create confusion in the mind.
Likewise, there are many who talk of God, Parmeshwar, Parmatma, Brahm, Par Brahm, Shuddha Brahm and
Sat Nam; but they do not possess even detailed theoretical knowledge of these regions and the intermediate stages
through which they must pass on the way. Such persons are always confused because they do not know the
presiding deity of which region they call Brahm or God or Sat Nam. But the Saints first teach Their disciples the
distinctive marks of each region and then fix the Highest Region of Sat Purush Radha Swami as their goal, and
give practical instructions for traversing the Path.
In this way the devotee can reach his goal and also know all about the conditions prevailing in the various
stages. If he does not get the knowledge and proper understanding (of these mysteries), the disciple will neither be
able to develop true love for the Holy Feet of the Lord nor will he be able to make steady progress. He will not
have strength enough to reach the final goal, and will very likely be deceived at some place or other on the way
and stop there.
*
As for the incarnations and gods themselves not being the Supreme Power, it is sufficient to say that they first
appeared in the world after the evolution of creation, during the second and third yugas (ages). They were not
known during Sat ruga, the first great cycle. It may then be asked, who was worshipped and through whom did
the people reach the Supreme Region during that cycle?
The worship of Hiranyagarbha, also known as Pranava or Onkar, was prevalent then. This fact is mentioned
In the Vedas and Upanishads. Why, then, did people give up His worship and start worshipping images and sacred
places. What holy place was worshipped during the time of Bhagirath, before the Ganges appeared?
In short, all these new forms of worship which are in vogue today had their origin in the second, third and
fourth yugas. The real worship is that of the Supreme Lord, and this—according to the Saints—can be performed
by all. The worship of incarnations and prophets began in those countries in which they were born. They are not
generally known or worshipped in other countries.
*
That the incarnations and prophets in their own time, declared the deity of the region from which they came as
the Supreme Being, described themselves as their messenger or their beloved, and encouraged people to worship
them or hold themselves up as their isht, was not wrong. But this served the purpose of only those people who
lived in their times. They bestowed the Mukti of that region upon them. But those who embrace their religion after
their departure, without effecting any change in their mental and physical outlook, can never achieve redemption
by this blind faith.
This also applies to the followers of the Saints. All those who came to the Saints, offered service and devotion
to them and were instructed by them, became deserving of liberation. Those who came later and only adopted the
(departed) Saints as their isht or tek (that is, had blind faith in them), and did not seek a living Perfect Guru or
Saint, or Perfect Sddh, and did not practice the method prescribed by the Sajnts, they too, like the followers of
other religions, would not be deserving of Mukti.
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Like people of other faiths, some followers of Saints too have taken to the worship of images, holy places,
books and scriptures, shrines, flags, etc. They did not know the Nij Roop of the Saints, the mysteries of Their
region, the description of the way and the method of practice. Like other external worshippers, they put blind faith
in shrines and scriptures, and missed redemption.
The real Sant Panthi (one who follows the path of the Saints) is one who practices according to Their
instructions and, crossing the intermediate stages, reaches the Region of Sat Purush Radha Swami, or starts
traveling on that Path. Such a one will undoubtedly achieve true Mukti (liberation) one day. In short, it is
impossible for anyone to attain salvation by simply believing in or worshipping a Saint, prophet, incarnation or
god, who lived in the past.
*
A true seeker should find out the perfect Saint or Sadh of his own time, and he should then go to this perfect
guru wherever He might be. He should understand that the worship of the living guru implies the worship of all
past incarnations, sages, Saints or gods. He must then offer love and whole-hearted devotion to the living Master,
and achieve his objective through Him. Past kings, however just and munificent they may have been, cannot now
bestow wealth, power or rank upon us if we sing their praises or extol their deeds. If we want these things, we
must seek them from a reigning sovereign, otherwise we shall get nothing but confusion and perturbation. Maulvi
Rum says,
“When you accept the Murshad (Sat guru), that includes both, God and prophet.”
That is, there is no difference between God and the Perfect Sat guru, and that the Murshad or the Sat guru
includes God and the incarnations. If one is keen on God Realization, he should look for a Sat guru among the
Saints and Faqeers.
It is not necessary that the Saints should wear colored robes. Those who have reached Sat Lok and realized
their True Maker are called Saints, whether they live in a family or a life of renunciation. They may be Brahmans,
or belong to any other caste.
You cannot see the Lord anywhere in the world except within yourself, or within a perfect Sddh or Saint Who
is the natural guru of the whole world, and the seeker will see God only in these two places. He will find no sign
of God in any image, sacred place or temple, in fasts or in all the four places of pilgrimage. Maulvi Rum says,
“Within the Auliya is the mosque where lives God to Whom all bow.”
That is, the mosque and the temple are within the Mahatmas (Great Souls), and whoever is eager to fall in
obeisance to God or his Maker, should do so there. It is also said that God said to the prophet,
“I do not live in any place, high or low, except in the hearts of the true believers. Want'st thou Me? Go and
seek from them.” In other words, God said to the prophet:
“I do not reside in any particular place, either on earth or in heaven, but I do live in the hearts of my loving
devotees. Whoever wants Me, should go and beg of them.”
Therefore, every true seeker should search for the living Sat guru, get instructions from Him, and offer love
and service and whole-hearted devotion at His Holy Feet. He will thus realize his goal in a short time. It is also
said in Sanskrit:
“Guru is Brahmd, Guru is Vishnu, Guru is Maheshwar and Par Brahm; therefore, obeisance to the guru.”
Lord Krishna has said in the Bhdgavadgita that any person who wishes to meet him and serve and love him,
should offer that love and service to his Bhagats, Sddhs and loving devotees:
“Service rendered to them will be service rendered to me, and I shall be immensely pleased. I love those who
love my Bhagats. I do not live in the Akash Lok or the Patal Lok or the Swarg Lak or the Baikunth Lok, but I
dwell in the hearts of my loving devotees.”
*
The human form of the Sant Sat guru is for the purpose of making Himself known. His real form is One with
that of the Lord, as He is always enjoying the bliss of the Holy Presence of Sat Purush. A true seeker, so long as
he does not realize the Nij Saroop (Real Form) of the Sat guru or Lord within himself, should contemplate on the
human form of the Sat guru as that of the Lord Himself, and should have faith and love in His Holy Feet. When
he is able to see the Real Form within himself, he will then become One with the Supreme Being in the Perfect
Sat guru, and thus achieve his goal. This should make it clear that whoever has succeeded or will succeed, has
done so and will do so through the service and love and satsang of a living Master.
Past Saints, gurus, incarnations, prophets or devatas cannot give us instructions nor can they manifest their real
forms to us. A seeker cannot, therefore, cultivate true faith in and love for them. Even if one should have such
faith and love, he would gain but little. Though his mind would be purified to some extent, the seat of his surat
460

would not be changed—that is, there would be no elevation of the spirit. Even if some purity of mind is achieved
after so much time and labor, the soul still remains at the lower stage, and even this purity of mind will not
endure.
The wheel of Maya is moving at this stage. When it exercises its force, the devotee will have a fall, lose his
faith and love, and will be entangled in sensual enjoyments and pleasures. Without winning the Grace and Mercy
of a living Sat guru, in service and satsang, it is impossible for anyone to see the Nij Saroop (Real Form) or to
overcome evil propensities.
There are many doubts and obscurities which a man may not even imagine he has until he comes into the
presence of a living guru. He may think he has overcome all doubts and obscurities, but when he attends the
satsang of a living Sat guru, he will realize how far he is yet removed from the final goal. Then his terrible
ignorance will become apparent to him, and he will see how difficult it is to have true faith in the Lord.
In short, true devotion and realization are impossible without the assistance and grace of a living Sat guru.
Even the incarnations who came into this world had to accept a guru. Even a gyani like Sukhdev, who had
attained gyan (true knowledge) while still in his mother’s womb, could not progress without the instructions of a
guru. Even Narad, who could visit baikuntha (paradise) at will, did not have the power to sojourn there without
first being instructed by a guru. How then can an ordinary mortal tread on the Path of Parmarth without the
assistance and grace of a living Sat guru?
*
Some persons believe the Vedas, Shastris, the Granth and other scriptures to be guru. No doubt their study is
very illuminating, but it would be foolish to depend entirely on their study and not search for a living Sat guru.
The secrets of spiritual practice, which can be learned only from a living Sat guru, are not, nor can they be,
mentioned in any Scriptures. There are only vague references here and there, sufficient only to serve as testimony;
the rest has been left to the guru. The study of books can impart only theoretical knowledge, and cannot show the
practical way to God Realization.
Books are only aids; their careful study enables one, to some extent, to regulate one’s conduct and discriminate
between what is right and what is wrong. A person who is sincere will follow what is right and give up the wrong;
but without the grace of a perfect Sat guru, it is impossible to control the mind fully and to do away with all lower
impulses.
So long as the lower mind is active, the seed of both good and bad actions exists. What matters if the leaves
and branches of the tree of evil fall away; the seed exists, and the branches and leaves will sprout again, and even
fresh twigs will spring forth whenever nourished by the sensual pleasures and enjoyments of Maya.
Thus is should be clear that the Vedas, Shastras and other books can be of help only in the discernment of right
and wrong, or good and evil, afford some insight into the mysteries of the Supreme Being, and serve as a guide to
the seeker in finding a perfect Sat guru; but books can be of no further help.
Real knowledge of the Lord can be obtained only with the help of a perfect Sat guru, and it is imperative that
the seeker should find such a Sat guru. Those who are content with only the teachings of departed Saints are not
true seekers and shall not see Him.
*
A Sat guru should be accepted only after thorough inquiry, and a perfect Sat guru is He who, having access to
Sat Lok, is One with the Sat Purush. He is called a Saint. When you find him, He will teach only the practice of
Surat Shabd Yog and no other. He will reveal the secrets and give descriptions of the stages that mark the Way. He
will insist on the elevation of the soul within, with the help of the saroop (form) of the Sat guru and the Sound
Current. His discourses and books also deal with these very secrets and the greatness of the Sat Guru Sat Purush
and His Shabd Saroop (word-form). A description of the Path, detachment from the world, and love for the Lord
will also be discussed.
But if a Satsang consists only of stories and legends of past heroes, and stress is laid on vairag (mere
detachment from the world) without reference to the inner secrets or the methods of controlling the mind and
elevating it, then, according to Saints, it is not true satsang. Satsang means association with Sat (Truth)—namely,
Sat Purush. Saints are embodiments of Sat Purush, and association with them is satsang. Their works and
discourses extol Sat Purush Radha Swami or His Sant Sat Guru Form, or the technique by which to reach the
Real Region and to see the Real Form. They will also deal with love and faith in the Holy Feet of the Saints and in
the Shabd Dhun. They tell of the joy which a devotee experiences during his spiritual journey, while traversing
the different regions. To listen to such discourses and to dwell on them, and to apply the mind and the Surat
internally to Their Holy Feet—that is, Shabd— this is satsang.
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Old scriptures of every religion are throughout full of the praises of satsang, maintaining that a moment’s
satsang is sufficient to remove the sins of a million births and to save the soul from rebirth. Anybody who likes
may ascertain the truth of this statement in Sat Guru’s Satsang—either by remaining at His Feet (in His Presence),
listening to His discourses and having His darshan, or by applying the mind and the surat to abhyas (spiritual
practice) enjoined by Them.
The application of such a test will establish the truth of the foregoing statements. The devotee will himself see
how his association with the Sat guru for a short time, coupled with the internal spiritual exercises, has benefited
him.
*
It is a pity that nowadays most people hold in great esteem those who practice austerities such as sitting
between fires, standing in water, sitting on pegs and nails, moving about naked day and night, and making a
display of torturing the body in some other way. They deny themselves food, living on milk alone, recite from
scriptures the whole day or the whole night, meditate in underground cells, reside in forest or hill, observe the
vow of silence, or display similar hypocritical behavior. Their outward aspect seems wonderful and elicits praise,
but a little conversation with them will betray their real motive. That will reveal for what purpose, or for gaining
what pleasure they are acting in this way. Then the truth will be known, whether they are sincere devotees or only
hypocrites.
Now, who is a true Parmarthi and who is a hypocrite and a self-seeker? The true Parmarthi is he who does
everything with the sole object of having the darshan of the Supreme Being and winning His grace, that He may
give him a place in His Nij Dham (Real Home), so that he may have Perpetual Bliss and escape the pleasures and
pains of awagawan (coming and going; birth and death). He has no other desire in him. On the other hand, he is a
hypocrite, and an impostor, and a self-seeker, who does everything with the ulterior motive of securing honor,
fame, popular applause or approval, wealth, position, power, pleasures, etc. It does not make much difference
whether he is scheming for the pleasures of this world or for the finer pleasures of Swarga or Baikuntha
(Paradise), or Brahm Lok. The pleasures of the one place last for a short time while those of the other last longer.
Whether a person is on earth, or in Paradise, or in the region of Brahm, he is still within the domain of Kal and
Maya and cannot obtain true liberation. He still has to undergo birth and death, and endure pains and pleasures.
*
Pointing to a black ant, Lord Krishna once remarked to Udho that it had incarnated many a time as Brahma
and Indra and other such high beings, but it was then merely an ant. If such high deities as Brahma and Indra
cannot escape the cycle of transmigration, how can a poor mortal, when he has kept their regions as his goal?
People who are engaged in the practice of some form of yoga, pilgrimages to holy places, image worship,
fasts, roaming about aimlessly, or engaged in the worship of sun, moon, Ganesha, Shivat Vishnu, Brahma, Shakti,
or incarnated Ishwar, cannot go beyond the region of Ishwar that is, of Baikuntha (Paradise).
Such devotion will take them only to the region of the deity they worship. They will stay in these regions for a
certain period and again take birth in this mortal world, and be subjected to the cycle of transmigration.
It is scarcely necessary to mention those who worship lower deities. They will simply enjoy the fruits of their
devotions in this mortal world, in the form of some worldly greatness, and pleasures or supernatural powers, and
will then again he involved in chaurasi (wheel of eighty-four; [transmigration]).
*
You may come across many persons nowadays who call themselves Brahm gyanis (Knowers of Brahm), and
who regard themselves as. superior to all others. Brahm gyan, provided it is true Brahm gyan, is really much
higher than the practices mentioned above, but the knowledge acquired by reading books is merely theoretical. It
can never confer salvation.
It is stated in the books of spiritual wisdom that so long as the mind and its impulses are not absolutely
overpowered, there can be no knowledge of the Reality or the Supreme Being, and this is not possible without
practicing yoga. Consequently, so long as yoga is not practiced, all such knowledge is merely book knowledge
that any educated person can claim. Wherein lies the superiority then? And in what sense were the mind and
desires controlled?
If you ask a self-styled Brahm gyani by the practice of which yoga he acquired gyan (Knowledge), he is
offended. Some say that they practiced yoga during their previous incarnation. If this were true, at least some
recollection of that sadhand (practice) should be there; for there is no difference between Brahm and Brahm
gyani. It is said in both Sanskrit and Arabic that the Knower of Brahm becomes Brahm himself, or, he who
practiced faqar (yoga) became Allah. A gyani, or a Sufi, then should be aware of all states and conditions.
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But Brahm gyanis of the type referred to, do not even know how they are using their own minds and senses. It
appears to be a great blunder on their part to call themselves gyani or Brahm, under such circumstances. Such
persons must meet the same fate as other worldly-minded people—that is, return to the wheel of eighty-four
(transmigration).
*
Gydnis of the past, such as Viyas, Vashisht, and Rama and Krishna, were all Yogishwar Gyanis and had the
inner light. They had mastered the four sadhands (practices) of yoga, and, accordingly, imposed the condition that
no one could be a gyani until he had completed these four sadhands; in fact without having completed them, he
was not even entitled to the privilege of reading books of inner spiritual knowledge. The four sadhands are:
1. Vairag (detachment).
2. Vivek (discrimination).
3. Khat Sampatti {six types of riches: Sarna (balance, equanimity); Dama (self-restraint); Uparti (freedom
from ceremonial worship, indifference); Titiksha (patience); Shraddha (faith); Samadhanta (deep meditation)}.
4. Mumukshta (Longing for emancipation).
Gyanis of today do not appear to possess any one of these qualities. They look upon leaving one’s home as
Vairag, and reading the Scriptures they consider as Vivak. In like manner, because they can endure thirst and
hunger, are able to withstand inclement weather such as excess of heat and cold, and because while reading the
Scriptures, they are able to control their minds and senses to some extent, they believe that they possess the Khal
Sampatti. Association with gydnis and reading and teaching from spiritual books, they consider as Mumukshta.
When this is the extent of their understanding, what can one say of them?
Their ignorance is pitiable.
They say that they have renounced the world but they are so keen on going about the country and visiting
shows and fairs, holding Bhandaras for the sake of fame, displaying their own banner and gathering followers
around it, that they humble themselves before ordinary householders to collect money for the Bhandaras and the
expenses of the railway journey, and amass riches by collecting money from wealthy people and ruling princes,
and still call themselves Vairagis.
That shows that they have no idea what Vairag is. They are eager to read and teach from the Scriptures, and
one wonders what type of Brahmanand have they got, which has not brought about the slightest change in their
minds. If you question them, they reply that they do all this for upkar (for the good of others). Such a reply
betrays their ignorance of what upkar really means.
A gyani should be competent to lead men to salvation. Freeing men from bondage and leading them to the
region of Moksha or Mukt{ (Liberation) is upkar. To educate people and make them egotistic, or to feed them, or
to build temples and dharmsalas, or lay out public gardens, or start free kitchens, this is not upkar (i.e. in the true
sense). Rich people and ruling princes are meant for this type of upkar, and not Brahm gyanis.
Brahm gyanis should free men from the bondage of mind and senses and make them realize their own nij
saroop (know themselves), and so remove all pains and miseries and spare them the pains of births and deaths.
But they are themselves helpless.
How can they liberate others when they have not liberated themselves? Possibly poverty, or desire for indolent
living, or some calamity or family discord induced them to give up their home life and join the so-called Holy
Order, so that they might obtain free food and clothes, and might be honored and revered. When they somewhat
succeeded in this, they began to look upon themselves as superior beings, or even as Brahm himself. In order to
come more into prominence, they start collecting money from people and to use it for carrying on business, or put
it [out] on interest. They attract sadhus in fifties and hundreds and feed them so that they might get service from
them, and use them as their escorts and followers when, after borrowing horses, elephants, palanquins, banners
and kettle-drums from here and there, they ride in miles-long procession.
Now it is a point to consider if such people, whose minds are full of such ambitions, can be Brahm gyanis.
When their desires are realized, they are mighty pleased and feel very elated, fling taunts at others, and call
themselves Mahatmas, Pandits, Mahants and, with the help of the householders, try to impress the rival groups
with their possessions and pomp and show. They are lost in pride and vanity, and are so entangled in mind and
Maya that they cannot come out. If their shortcomings are pointed out, they get angry and come down upon such
people, calling them unbelievers and lacking in devotion, and such bad names.
*
What difference is there between such gyanis and those who worship images and sacred places?
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The latter are ignorant but are willing to listen if someone explains things to them, and are therefore better than
the gyanis who deliberately run after Maya and if anyone tries to convince them (that they are in error), they call
him ignorant and jealous and pay no attention to him.
The reason (for the two classes acting in this way) is that neither of them met a perfect Sat guru. If they had
come across a Sat guru, He would have made them practice Surat Shabd Yoga and instructed them in Bhakti
Marg (Path of Devotion). Then everything would have been automatically revealed to them; that is, first their
minds would have been purified, then they would have been blessed with the gift of Prim (Love), and then they
would have got darshan of saroop internally and enjoyed its bliss. Then they would not harbor desires for the
enjoyments of this mortal world, and would be above the worries and disputes in which they now appear to be
entangled.
*
The same is true of those householders who associate with such gyanis. They call themselves Brahm, but their
conduct and dealings with people are no better than those of ordinary men of the world. They are puffed up with
the superiority of their own understanding and knowledge, and this vanity is the root of all evil. Whoever
entertained ahankar (became egotistic) had a fall. All such persons and their teachers, the Bhekhs and the Pandits,
are within the orbit of Kal, Karma and Maya, and will have to bear the consequences of their actions. This way
they cannot earn Mukti (Liberation).
*
Education is widespread these days and, owing to the development of intellect, external forms of worship
appear to be shallow and worthless, and there is no doubt that they are all useless imitations. But people don’t
seek such Upasna and Abhyas (Meditation and Practice) which involve control of body and mind, nor are they
willing to endure such labor and hardship. Hence, educated persons of all creeds believe in and like to follow
Gyan Mat (Path of Knowledge), and are fast becoming (so-called) gyanis, Sufis, or Brahm gyanis, but they will
not test the real state of their minds, nor would they have it tested by others.
Consider carefully how the final stage of Brahm can be reached so long as passion, anger, greed, attachment
and egotism still control their minds. If Brahm gyan (Knowledge of Brahm) consisted only in reading and
mastering two or three Scriptures, it would not require much effort to become a Brahm gyani. Any person with
some education and intelligence could gain this type of knowledge without much trouble or effort.
But the inner purity which results from the control of mind and senses is something quite different. It is not
possible to attain it without the practice of yoga.
*
If you ask such gyanis to devote themselves for some time to sitting in meditation and to contemplate their
saroop (form), their restless minds will not let them do so for a moment. By the practice of Surat Shabd Yoga,
according to the instructions of the Saints, they would have tested themselves and discovered the restless
character of their minds. They do not know what Surat Shabd Yoga is, nor are they eager to perform yoga. They
do not even think it necessary.
And what is the Abhyas (Spiritual Practice) that some of them perform? To read and ponder over what is given
in the Scriptures, to think themselves detached from everything:
“I am not mind; I am not senses nor any worldly goods; I am distinct from maya, unborn, undefiled; I am such
and such and such.”
This mental repetition they consider Abhyas, and mistake a little steadiness of mind, resulting from this
thinking, for Atmanand (Spiritual Bliss). Such bliss was enjoyed even by Sheikh Chili when, during this
soliloquizing, he pictured that he was the ruler of a particular country; had got a fine palace resplendent with all
sorts of pomp and show; but when he opened his eyes, there was nothing.
*
On careful consideration, the above seems to apply to these gyanis. They call themselves Brahm Saroop, and
Sat-Chit-Anand (Truth-Consciousness-Bliss), but fly into a rage when somebody talks to them unpleasantly or
tauntingly. When they hear of or see anything pleasing, they are willing to look at it and even try to obtain it; they
are pleased if anybody praises them and get offended if anybody talks ill of them and are ready to quarrel with
him.
Owing to the restlessness of their minds, they can’t stay at one place or in one country. Had they enjoyed true
bliss, this would not have been their plight. They would not have wandered from door to door to beg money in
order to attend fairs and shows, and roam about with worldly people at sacred places and temples.
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When a person who has no money obtains a few thousands, he invests it in business and works peacefully at
one place. A person who gets a job does not worry to find another one, but keeps happy in the performance of his
duties. What sort of Brahm gyanis are they who identify themselves with atma and Brahm and still lack even as
much bliss of atma and Brahm as would make them stay at one place even for a few years and enjoy that bliss,
and not roam about in different countries and interest themselves in houses, gardens, fairs, shows, etc.?
These things show that their knowledge is merely book knowledge or superficial knowledge and not the real
knowledge, and they haven’t got even a particle of that atmanand and Brahmanand which they extol so much.
*
Real knowledge consists in beholding Brahm face to face. The resulting bliss makes one scorn the lordship of
seven kingdoms not to say anything of domestic pleasures, but only if one gets that bliss. According to Saints,
Brahm is the name of the Laksh (Invisible) form of Ishwar, which form is Maya Sabal (with matter); but the
Vedantists call this Laksh Saroop of Brahm as Shuddh (Pure; i.e. Shuddha Brahm) and call the less pure or the
Ishwar form as Vach phenomenal and Maya Sabat. But the Saints, Who go beyond these forms, say that both
forms are Maya Sabat. In one form Maya is vividly manifested, and in the other, that is in Laksh, it is subtle and
hidden.
*
It should be noted that all incarnations of the higher order, Yogishwar-gyanis, Devatas—and prophets and
incarnations of the lower order came from either the Laksh or the Vach Saroop of Brahm. Worshippers of either of
these two forms of Brahm, therefore, do not go beyond the jurisdiction of Maya and Kal, and thus cannot escape
the cycle of births and deaths.
*
The Path of Sant Sat Guru is the highest, and inculcates the worship of the true Lord, Sat Purush Radha
Swami, Who is beyond Brahm and Par Brahm. By worshipping Him, the devotee may cross the limit of Maya.
A true Sadh goes up to Daswan Dwar, also known as Sunn Pad. He alone is Yogishwar-Gyani. Whoever has
not reached the stage, is not a perfect Sadh. Anyone who desires true emancipation should have the Isht (Ideal or
Goal) of the Saints, that is, Sat Purush Radha Swami. The Supreme Lord Himself has revealed this Name, Radha
Swami. Whoever obtains the secret of this Name and putting his faith in Radha Swami, repeats this Name
according to the instructions of the Saints—that is, repeats internally or mentally, or listens to the Inner Sound—
will surely be redeemed. This he will realize within himself after a few days of Abhyas.
*
It has been mentioned previously that all incarnations, Yogishwar-gyanis, prophets, Yogi-gyanis and others
came either from Daswan Dwar, or Trikuti, or Sahasdal Kamal and that the four Vedas were revealed at Trikuti by
Nad or Pranav—and that gods such as Brahma, Vishni, and Maha Dev originated from below Sahasdal Kamal.
Their status is, therefore, much lower than that of the Saints and of Sat Purush, Who are superior to all of them.
They are all subordinates to the Saints, but the Saints are subordinate only to Sat Purush Radha Swami. It is for
this reason that the Scriptures of the Saints are superior to the Vedas, Shastras, the Q,ur’an and the Puranas.
These latter comprise rules and instructions for the regulation of society. They are primarily devoted to
Pravritti, with the continuation and maintenance of the world and its economy, and deal only briefly with Nivritti
or Salvation.
But the books of the Saints are devoted to the real object of Nivritti or Moksh. Their sayings and Their writings
are therefore superior to all revealed books, and herein lies the greatness of the Saints because they talk only of
Nivritti or Salvation, while the others talk of both, Pravritti and Nivritti, but more of Pravritti.
The Vedas and all other revealed books originated from the region which gave rise to the three gunas, the five
tattwas, and Maya or Nature. The sayings of the Saints come from that region where there is not even a trace of
Maya. Therefore, they talk only of Nivtritti, while the others talk of both, salvation and the world. In the Vedas,
eighty thousand shlokas (couplets) are devoted to rituals alone, that is, to Pravrittil—sixteen thousand shlokas to
Upasna, that is, to meditation and worship, and only six thousand shlokas deal with Nivritti or real knowledge
(literally: returning or going back).
The same is true, more or less, of the Q,ur’an and other revealed books. They are full of historical material and
touch but lightly on methods of spiritual exercises and God Realization. Even Lord Krishna told Arjuna to go
beyond the Vedas, which are associated with the three gunas—that is, to reach the region which is above that of
the Vedas. The shloka says:
“The Vedas deal with the three gunas—be thou above those three gunas, Arjuna.”
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It is said that so long as a person is entangled in Karma and Dharma, which is the Upasna prescribed by
Varnashram Dharma, he is a slave of the Vedas—that is, he has to follow the Vedas. But, once he crosses the
region of Maya and the three gunas, his feet are on top of the region of the Vedas—that is, he becomes the maker
of the maker of the Vedas, is superior to them, and his commands are superior to the commands of the Vedas. The
Q,ur’an states:
“Perfect Muslim Faqeers are not bound by the Shara or the law of the Qur’an. Rather, their commands
supervene the commands of Shara (Muslim Religious Law).”
*
This is the saying of the Saints and other true and perfect lovers of God, who have reached Sat Lok and
become one with Him. From there they behold innumerable worlds and Brahms, each with its own Brahm,
Ishwar, Maya, Shakti—that is, the god and power of the worldly people. Incarnations, Brahmas, Vishnus, Shivas,
gods, prophets, auliyas, qootubs, angels, yogishwars, gyanis, rishishwars, munishwars, siddhas, yogis, Indras and
Gandharvas.
How can the Saints obey the commandments of such deities, incarnations, prophets and gods, or even look at
them?
Each Triloki (aggregate of three worlds) has its own separate Lord who is called Brahm, Ishwar, or Maya
Sabat, and is located respectively in Trikuti and Sahasdal Kamal. The Supreme Region, that of Sat Purush Radha
Swam, has created myriads of Brahms and Ishwars. Only Saints, and none other, have reached that Supreme
Region.
But, whosoever firmly believes in Their Teachings and loves Them, and attends Their satsangs or Discourses,
out of Their grace and mercy, They free him also from the clutches of Maya and take him to the Feet of Sat
Purush Radha Swami.\fn{This is the end of Book I:H}
1819
237.50 Excerpt from Mohammad Ali Khan: An Autobiographical Discourse\fn{by Mohammad Ali Khan (18191858)} a village near Rampur, Rampur District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 3
You\fn{Mohammad Ali Khan, one of the Indian leaders of the Mutiny of 1857 in the British Indian Army, was betrayed to the British
authorities, convicted, and sentenced to be hanged the following day; he was remanded to the custody of Sgt. William Forbes-Mitchell, to
whom he narrated the following information in the intervening hours prior to his execution. The original account appears in ForbesMitchell’s book, Reminiscences of the Great Mutiny, 1857-1859 (London, 1893):H} have asked me to give you some account of
my life, and is it really true that I am a spy.
With regard to being a spy in the ordinary meaning of the term, I most emphatically deny the accusation. I am
no spy; but I am an officer of the Begum’s army,\fn{ I.e., Begum Hazrat Mahal; technically, it was called the Avadh Army }
come out from Lucknow to gain reliable information of the strength of the army and siege-train being brought
against us.\fn{In the quotation below, the greased cartridges referred to were but newly introduced into the Indian Army, and their
makeup included a combination of pig fat and beef lard, the consumption of which would have offended both Hindu and Moslem soldiers.
In this India of resolute caste distinction and rigorous religious conformity, it is hard to imagine a worst provocation contributing to the
native rebellion against the English government in 1857—except to combine this with the daily, commonplace racial abuse of the sepoys by
not a few of their English officers, and the fervent, often daily missionary preaching of (certainly to the Hindus, a blasphemous, and to the
Muslims, at best a foreign) religion, intruded without a by-your-leave in the public places of their towns and cities:H }
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† Begum Hazrat Mahal of Oudh (c.1820-1879) †
One of her principal complaints was that the Honourable East India Company\fn{Its official name; the quotation
below was preserved in a short biography by Wikipedia} had demolished temples and mosques to make way for roads;
and in a proclamation she mocked the British claim that they allowed freedom of worship:
*
“To eat pigs and drink wine, to bite greased cartridges and to mix pig’s fat with sweetmeats, to destroy
Hindu and Mussalman temples on pretense of making roads, to build churches, to send clergymen into the
streets to preach the Christian religion, to institute English schools, and pay people a monthly stipend for
learning the English sciences, while the places of worship of Hindus and Mussalmans are to this dayentirely
neglected; with all this, how can people believe that religion will not be interfered with?”
I am the chief engineer of the army of Lucknow, and came out on a reconnoitering expedition, but Allah has
not blessed my enterprise. I intended to have left on my return to Lucknow this evening, and if fate had been
propitious, I would have reached it before sunrise tomorrow, for I had got all the information which was wanted;
but I was tempted to visit Gonao once more, being on the direct road to Lucknow, because I was anxious to see
whether the siege-train and ammunition-park had commenced to move, and it was my misfortune to encounter
that son of a defiled mother who denounced me a spy. A contemptible wretch who, to save his own neck from the
gallows (for he first sold the English), now wished to divert attention from his former rascality by selling the lives
of his own countrymen and co-religionists; but Allah is just, he will yet reap the reward of his treachery in the
fires of Jehunnum.
You ask me, what my name is, and state that you intend to write an account of my misfortune to your friends in
Scotland. Well, I have no objection. The people of England—and by England I mean Scotland as well—are just,
and some of them may pity the fate of this servant of Allah. I have friends both in London and in Edinburgh, for I
have twice visited both places.
My name is Mohammed Ali Khan. I belong to one of the best families of Rohilkhund,\fn{ In those days a regional
term encompassing all of present-day Uttar Pradesh and other territories of independent India as well } and was educated in the
Bareilly College, and took the senior place in all English subjects. From Bareilly College I passed to the
Government Engineering College at Roorkee, and studied engineering for the Company’s\fn{ The East India Company
is meant:H} service, and passed out the senior student of my year, having gained many marks in excess of all the
European pupils, both civil and military.
*
But what was the result? I was nominated to the rank of jemadar of the Company’s engineers, and sent to serve
with a company on detached duty on the hill roads as a native commissioned officer, but actually subordinate to a
European sergeant, a man who was my inferior in every way, except, perhaps, in mere brute strength, a man of
little or no education, who would never have risen above the grade of a working-joiner in England. Like most
ignorant men in authority, he exhibited all the faults of the Europeans which most irritate and disgust us,
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arrogance, insolence, selfishness.
Unless you learn the language of my countrymen, and mix with the better-educated people of this country, you
will never understand nor estimate at its full extent the mischief, which one such man does, to your national
reputation. One such example is enough to confirm all that your worst enemies can say about your national
selfishness and arrogance, and makes the people treat your pretensions to liberality and sympathy as mere
hypocrisy.
I had not joined the Company’s service from any desire for wealth, but from the hope of gaining honourable
service; yet on the very threshold of that service I met with nothing but disgrace and dishonour, having to serve
under a man whom I hated, yea, worse than hated, whom I despised. I wrote to my father, and requested his
permission to resign, and he agreed with me that I, the descendant of princes, could not serve the Company under
conditions such as I have described.
I resigned the service and returned home, intending to offer my services to his late Majesty Nussir-ood-Deen,
King of Dude;\fn{Nasir-ud-din Hyder, who ruled there from 1827-1837} but just when I reached Lucknow I was informed
that his Highness Jung Bahadooro of Nepal, who is now at Goruckpore with an army of Gurkhas coming to assist
in the loot of Lucknow, was about to visit to England, and required a secretary well acquainted with the English
language. I at once applied for the post, and being well backed by recommendations both from native princes and
English officials, I secured the appointment, and in the suite of the Maharaja I landed in England for the first time,
and, among other places, we visited Edinburgh, where your regiment, the 93rd Highlanders, formed the guard of
honour for the reception of his Highness. Little did I think when I saw a kilted regiment for the first time, that I
should ever be a prisoner in their tents in the plains of Hindustan; but who can predict or avoid his fate?
*
Well, I returned to India, and filled several posts at different native courts\fn{ Lucknow, Baroda, etc.} till 1854
when I was again asked !o visit England in the suite of Azimullah Khan,\fn{ Then the secretary and adviser of Nana Sahib,
himself interested in restoring the native dynasty whose last ruler, Baji Rao II, had adopted him as (he alleged) his heir } whose name
you must have often heard in connection with this mutiny and rebellion. On the death of the Peishwa,\fn{ January,
1851} the Nana had appointed Azimullah Khan to be his agent. He, like myself, had received a good education in
English, under Gunga Deen, Headmaster of the Government School at Cawnpore.
Azimollah was confident that, if he could visit England, he would be able to have the [decision] of Lord
Dalhousie against his master reversed,\fn{Dalhousie had ordered the British government’s annual subsidy to the Marathi Peshwa
stopped upon Baji Rao II’s death, on the grounds that Nana Sahib was not the natural-born heir to the throne } and when I joined him
he was about to start for England, well supplied with money to engage the best lawyers, and also to bribe high
officials, if necessary. But I need not give you any account of our mission. You already know that, so far as
London drawing-rooms went, it proved a social success,\fn{ A note reads: It is a well-known fact that a large number of
English ladies fell for Azimullah Khan. When his palace was ransacked after the uprising, the British found boxes full of love letters of
European ladies written with great passion. Many of them had kiss-marks planted on them } but as far as gaining our end a

political failure; and we left England after spending over £50,000, to return to India via Constantinople in 1855.
From Constantinople we visited the Crimea, where we witnessed the assault and defeat of the English on the
18th of June 1855 and were much struck by the wretched state of both armies in front of Sebastopol. Thence we
returned to Constantinople, and there met certain real or pretended Russian agents, who made large promises of
material support if Azeemoolla could stir up a rebellion in India.
It was then that I and Azeemoolla formed the resolution of attempting to overthrow the Company’s
Government, and, Shook’r Khooda! we have succeeded in doing that; for from the newspapers which you lent me,
I see that the Company’s Raj has gone, and that their charter for robbery and confiscation will not be renewed.
Although we have failed to wrest the country from the English, I hope we have done some good, and that our
lives will not be sacrificed in vain; for I believe direct government under the English Parliament will be more just
than was that of the Company, and that there is yet a future before my oppressed and downtrodden countrymen,
although I shall not live to see it.
*
I do not speak, Sahib, to flatter you or to gain your favour. I have already gained that, and I know that you
cannot help me any farther than you are doing, and that if you could, your sense of duty would not let you. I know
I must die; but the unexpected kindness, which you have shown to me has caused me to speak my mind.\fn{ The
Sergeant refused to let his men smear pig fat on the man’s naked body and probably treat him to other indignities, prior to his execution, so
great was the debasement of their natural humanity with regard to the natives of India in general, and those who rebelled against their
intruded rule in particular:H} I came to your tent with hatred in my heart, and curses on my lips; but your kindness to
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me, [an] unfortunate, has made me, for the second time since I left Lucknow, ashamed of the atrocities committed
during this rebellion.
The first time was at Cawnpore a few days ago, when Colonel Napier of the Engineers was directing the
blowing up of the Hindu temples on the Cawnpore ghat, and a deputation of Hindu priests came to him to beg that
the temples might not be destroyed.
“Now, listen to me,” said Colonel Napier in reply to them; “you were all here when our women and children
were murdered, and you also well know that we are not destroying these temples for vengeance, but for military
considerations connected with the safety of the bridge of boats. But if any man among you can prove to me that
he did a single act of kindness to any Christian, man, woman, or child, nay, if he can even prove that he uttered
one word of intercession for the life of anyone of them, I pledge myself to spare the temple where he worships.”
I was standing in the crowd close to Colonel Napier at the time, and I thought it was bravely spoken. There
was no reply, and the cowardly Brahmins slunk away. Napier gave the signal and the temples leaped into the air;
and I was so impressed with the justness of Napier’s remarks that I too turned away, ashamed.\fn{ A note here reads:
On this I asked him, “Were you in Cawnpore when the Mutiny broke out?” To which he replied }
No, thank God I was in my home in Rohilkhund; and my hands are unstained by the blood of anyone,
excepting those who have fallen in the field of battle. I knew that the storm was about to burst, and had gone to
place my wife and children in safety and I was in my village when I heard the news of the mutinies at Meerut and
Bareilly.
I immediately hastened to join the Bareilly Brigade, and marched with them for Delhi.
There (in Delhi) I was appointed Engineer-in-Chief, and set about strengthening the Delhi defences by the aid
of a party of the Company’s engineers which had mutinied on the march from Roorkee to Meerut. I remained in
Delhi till it was taken by the English in September.\fn{September 20, 1857}
I then made my way to Lucknow with as many men as I could collect of the scattered forces. We first marched
to Muttra, where we were obliged to halt till I threw a bridge of boats across the Jumna for the retreat of the army.
We had still a force of over thirty thousand men under the command of Prince Feroz Shah\fn{ A cousin of Emperor
Bahadur Shah; he escaped British justice and fled to Iran, Afghanistan, etc., eventually dying at Mecca } and General Bukht Khan.
As soon as I reached Lucknow I was honored with the post of Chief Engineer. I was in Lucknow in November
when your regiment assisted to relieve the Residency. I saw the horrible slaughter in the Secundrabagh. I had
directed the defenses of that place the night before, and was looking on from the Shah Nujaf when you assaulted
it. I had posted over 3,000 of the best troops in Lucknow in the Secundrabagh, as it was the key to the position,
and not a man escaped. I nearly fainted, my liver turned to water when I saw the green flag pulled down, and a
Highlander bonnet set up on the flagstaff which I had erected the night before.\fn{ A note reads: He had done a great job
at Shah Najaf. It was an impregnable defense which, handled properly by its defenders, would have turned the tide of the war of 1857.
Historian Malleson perhaps means to say the same thing in the following words: “Even as the fate of the French Empire hung at Wagram
on the footsteps of Macdonald Column, so did the fate of our Indian dominions depend on that day on the result of the desperate assault
now about to be undertaken”. Kaye and Malleson, The Sepoy War, vol. IV, p. 135}

I knew then that all was over, and directed the guns of the Shah Nujaf to open fire on the Secundrabagh. Since
then I have planned and superintended the construction of all the defensive works in and around Lucknow. You
will see them when you return, and if the sepoys and artillerymen stand firmly behind them, many of the English
army will lose the number of their mess, as you call it, before you again become masters of Lucknow.\fn{ A note
reads: He was absolutely right. He had built strong defense structures at Lucknow. Take, for instance, the Charbagh bridge, “the entrance
gate of Lucknow”. Col. Malleson says that it was “defended on its farther side by an earthen rampart about seven feet high, stretching
completely across it, but having in the centre an opening through which only one man at a time could pass on foot. On this parapet were
mounted six guns, two of them 24-pounders. To the right of the bridge, on the side of the canal by which the British were advancing, were
some enclosures occupied by the rebels. The enemy had all the advantages of fighting under cover and they had played havoc with Mande's
gunners … Havelock rode at once to Neil and suggested the he should charge the Bridge. But Neil … declared that he could not take the
responsibility”. The Indian Mutiny of 1857, pp. 241-42. In the Khas Bazaar, the (defensive) arrangements were made so well that the
British found it very difficult to make any movement on either side. Gen. Neil got caught in the bhul-bhulia and lost his life. Mohammad Ali
had made such arrangements almost everywhere throughout Lucknow. I then asked him if it was true that the man he had called Micky on
our first acquaintance had been one of the men employed by the Nana to butcher the women and children at Cawnpore in July? To this he
replied:}

I believed it is true, but I did not know this when I employed him, he was merely recommended to me as a man
on whom I could depend. If I had known then that he was a murderer of women and children, I should have had
nothing to do with him, for it is he who brought bad luck on me; it is my kismut,\fn{Luck} and I must suffer. Your
English proverb says, “You cannot touch pitcher and escape defilement”, and I must suffer; Allah is just. It is the
conduct of wretched such as these that has brought the anger of Allah on our cause.\fn{ On this I asked him if he knew
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whether there was any truth in the report of the European women having been dishonoured before being murdered }

Sahib, he replied, “you are a stranger to this country or you would not ask such a question. Anyone who knows
anything of the customs of this country and the strict rules of caste, knows that all such stories are lies, invented to
stir up race-hatred, as if we had not enough of that on both sides already. That the women and children were
cruelly murdered I admit, but not one of them was dishonoured;\fn{ A note reads: In fact no religion or caste in India [is]
allowed such a sinful act. If still someone indulged in such a crime, he was sure to get some serious punishment like social boycott or
losing one’s caste} and all the sentences written on the walls of the houses in Cawnpore, such as, “We are at the

mercy of savages, who have ravished young and old”, and such like, which have appeared in the Indian papers
and been copied from them into the English ones, are malicious forgeries, and were written on the walls after the
reoccupation of Cawnpore by General Ottram’s and Havelock’s forces. Although I was not there myself, I have
spoken with many who were there, and I know that what I tell you is true.\fn{ I then asked him if he could give me any
idea of the reason that had led the Nana to order the commission of such a cold-blooded, cowardly crime. He said:}
Asiatics are weak, and their promises are not to be relied on, but that springs more from indifference to
obligations than from prearranged treachery. When they make promises, they intend to keep them; but when they
find them inconvenient, they choose to forget them. And so it was, I believe, with the Nana Sahib. He intended to
have spared the women and children, but they had an enemy in the zenana in the person of a female fiend who
had formerly been a slave-girl, and there were many persons with Nana (Azeemoolla Khan for one) who wished
to see him so irretrievably implicated in rebellion that there would be no possibility for him to draw back. So this
women was powerfully supported in her evil counsel, and obtained permission to have the English ladies killed;
and after the sepoys of the 6th Native Infantry and the Nana’s own guard had refused to do the horrible work, this
woman went and procured the wretches who did it. This information I have from General Tatia Tope, who
quarreled with the Nana on this same matter. What I tell you is true: the murder of the European women and
children at Cawnpore was a woman’s crime but what cause she had for enmity against the unfortunate ladies I
don’t know—I never inquired.\fn{Those of my readers who were in India at the time may remember that something about this
slave-girl was said in all the native evidence collected at the time on the subject of the Cawnpore massacre. I next asked Mohammed Ali
Khan if he knew whether there was any truth in the stories about General Wheeler’s daughter having shot four or five men with a revolver,
and then leaped into the well at Cawnpore. His answer:}

All these stories are pure inventions with no foundation of truth. General Wheeler’s daughter is still alive, and
is now in Lucknow; she has become a Mussulmanee, and has married according to Mohammedan law the man
who protected her; whether she may ever return to her own people I know not.\fn{ A note reads: The statement is
absolutely correct. This youngest child of General Wheeler, Margart Frances Wheeler (family name Ulrica) was rescued by a cavalryman,
Ali Khan, from Satichaura Ghat, Kanpur on 27 June 1857. She embraced Islam and married him. She died in 1907. Her stories—false ones
—were in great circulation in 1857. The purpose was to incite the army fighting in India and English public at home against the rebels.
Even paintings such as “Miss Wheeler defending her honour by shooting with a pistol Ali Khan”, her rescuer and husband, were made and
shown}

262.53 Excerpts from Myra: or, The Rose Of The East, A Tale Of The Afghan War: “Canto IV”\fn{by Ella Doveton
aka Ella Haggard (1819-1889)} Bombay, Maharashtra State, India (F) 6
Time passes—silently, but swift—
And down its mighty current drift
The circling worlds on high;
We gaze upon them, till some spark,
Beaming till now—extinguished, dark,
A blank leaves in the sky:
Then—while our hearts stand still with dread,
We think, “That orb’s bright course is sped—
Our haven may be nigh;”
And hush our souls in silent awe,
To muse on thy mysterious law,
Unknown Eternity!
*
Time passes—nay, he flies along;
E’en while I pen this humble song
His Proteus-wand he waves;
470

And, see! what changes meet our eyes!
Here monarchs fall! there minions rise!
False freedom counts her slaves!
And stalking o’er each wasted land,
With pale-fac’d Ruin hand in hand,
Confusion madly raves!\fn{An allusion to the year 1848, often termed the “year of revolutions” in Europe }
*
Time passes; and, high Heaven be blest!
The perfumed balm of peace and rest,
O’er some fair spots he showers;
Where waved the forest, smiles the field,
Seas erst unploughed to navies yield,
And deserts bloom with flowers;
And crowning all, where, dark and blind,
The savage roamed, Man’s glorious mind
Unfolds its mighty powers!
*
Time passes—from his rainbow wings
What many-coloured hues he flings
O’er life’s reflecting scene!
The shadows flitting to and fro,
As in a magic mirror, glow;
Fled, ere they scarce have been;
And so the picture fair deceives,
The startled mind but half believes
What now the eye hath seen.
*
But yet, alas! Time leaves his trace
On many a young and blooming face,
On many a lightsome heart;
And where Care’s iron hand hath been
His searing lines are surely seen,
Engraved, ne’er to depart;
So plain the saddened brow reveals
How deep the aching bosom feels
The soul’s internal smart.
*
And Time hath passed, and change hath brought
To those who animate my thought,
And on my pages dwell:
Fair Myra’s eye hath lost its light,
Her beaming smile no more is bright,
Sad thoughts her bosom swell;
For Walter: day succeeds to day,
And he, alas! is far away,
And none his fate may tell!
*
It was the time, not yet forgot,
In history’s page a blood-stain’d spot,
When veiled was Glory’s sun,
And many a stricken bosom bled;
For, numbered with the silent dead,
Lay stretch’d the brave, the young,
The harbinger of smiles and tears,
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The cherished hope of future years,
Perchance, the Only One!
*
Cabul! thy perfumed roses bloom
O’er many a British soldier’s tomb,
O’er many a Sepoy’s grave—
Nay, errs my pen; thy breezes sigh
Where hero-bones unburied lie,
Thy robber-land to pave—
When sank resistance in despair,
When treachery filled the piercing air,
And vanquished e’en the brave!
*
O fatal moment! sad, ill-omened day!
When British hosts their slow and doubtful way
From the fair city’s hostile walls pursued!
Deep, deep, that bitter hour hath Albion rued!
Where keen and piercing blew the wintry blast,
And drifting snow the frozen path bestrewed,
With lingering steps forebodingly they passed—
A spiritless, confused, and humbled band,
Already marked for Death’s destroying hand.
Nor tarries he: India’s dark children, nursed
’Neath Sol’s warm ray, are stricken down the first;
And soon proud England’s hardier sons must yield
Their manly forms to strew the fatal field;
While treacherous hordes, in desolating flood,
Like rav’ning beasts, flock to the scent of blood,
And o’er their helpless prey, with savage triumph, brood.
*
More terrible, more ghastly still, the scene,
When entered on the deep and dread ravine,
Hemmed in by mountains from the light of day,
Faint, sick at heart, they tread their desperate way.
Must they despair? They sadly gaze around;
Death’s icy robe enshrouds th’ insensate ground;
In the soul-piercing blast they feel his breath;
Before—behind—above—no choice but Death!
Behold! his bloodhounds swarm along the way;
From rocks, from caves, they spring upon their prey,
While hunger, thirst, fatigue, his hests fulfil,
Till worn-out nature yields unto his will.
Beleaguered band! one hope alone remains:
Ere life’s warm current freezes in your veins,
Exert your failing limbs—that life is dear;
Push on, push on, the dark defile to clear!
*
Beyond it, lies Jellalabad—it stands
A “city of refuge,” still in British hands:
Then onward, onward, with your latest breath—
Say not, ’tis distant: think, how nigh is death!
Alas! false Akhbar,\fn{Akhbar Khan (1816-1845, Emir of Afghanistan from 1842), in command of the Afghan forces, invited the
British commander General Elphinstone to peace talks, and detained him, a circumstance which, combined with other factors, led to his death
shortly after} with insidious art,
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With oily tongue, and oh! remorseless heart,
In vengeful sympathy, in courteous hate,
Still offers, still delays, the promised aid,
Laments, evades, until—too late! too late!
The lure is caught, the victims are betrayed!
*
Their chief a captive—spent, o’erpowered, beset,
Say, can Hope’s dying embers flicker yet?
Ah, no!—yet still, though hopeless, they can dare,
Armed with the desperate courage of Despair.
Though few and fewer still their numbers grow,
Though thousand corpses stain the trampled snow,
Again, again, they turn upon the foe.
But see yon barrier!\fn{At the summit of the path near Gundamuk, the retreating British found a strong barrier erected, whereat they
were largely massacred} by fell malice reared,
Ye fainting warriors, say, can that be cleared?
Now, bloody hordes, approach, and wreak your worst;
Here, to the fill, come, slake your savage thirst!
*
Afghans! no quarter grant: the long juzail\fn{A long and heavy Afghan musket}
Is sure of aim—each bullet tells its tale.
And ye, oh, holy Ghazees!\fn{A religious sect} ply the knife:
Gash deep the prostrate—gash! in saintly strife!
Your blood-stained weapons, kinder far than ye,
Full many a suffering soul from pain shall free!—
See! where those mangled heroes lie in death.
One still contending, e’en with parting breath.
’Tis he! ’tis Henry!\fn{Lt. Henry Young Bazett, 5th Light Cavalry regiment, who died at Jagdalak Pass during the retreat on January 12, 1842,
age 32; the author was married to his brother} On a former field
Sore wounded, scarce his arm the sword can wield.
But in a litter borne among the dead,
He yet survives, though every hope be fled.
*
Now! now! his hour is come; he knows it well.
And grasps his sword, that ebbing life to sell;
Then bids his faithful followers quickly fly:\fn{“The narrative here given was taken from the lips of a servant, whom, with others,
he humanely dismissed, begging him to leave him to his fate, and to save his own life. He did so, and escaped in safety to India.”}
Gives to his wife and babes one farewell sigh.
Breathes a short prayer—the wolves around him roar.
Their fangs are sharp—the deed of slaughter’s o’er!
*
Peace to his bones! albeit they whitening lie
Where kindred heaps arrest the stranger’s eye—
The earth their couch, far heaven their canopy!
The day shall come, when earth and heaven shall quake,
And those dry bones all mightily shall shake;
When “bone unto his bone” shall reunite;
And a “great army” stand up to the fight;
Robed in new flesh, breathing immortal breath—
Now vanquished, then, triumphant over Death!
Change we the scene—
*
O’er yonder ruined towers,
What dense, o’ershadowing cloud of portent lours!
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How dark the heavens, how drear the wintry hours!
But see! those beacon-fires! that blaze on high,
And light with reddening glare the inky sky!
And hark! yon bugle-call! again, again
Those ringing notes awake the silent plain:
What means that thrilling, life-inspiring strain?\fn{“Beacons were lighted, and bugles sounded at Jellalabad, by way of signal to the coming
army.”}
Ere dawned this day, the noble British band
These crumbling walls so dauntlessly that manned,
Had grasped their brother-warriors by the hand,
And, all their labours, all their dangers o’er,
Had bade them rest in sheltered peace once more.
Why tarry then? Once more the bugle try!
Alas! sad echo only makes reply—
They hear it not! The hour of meeting’s past—
But see! a distant form!—they come at last!
Nay, tis but one. With faint and feeble tread,
And garments stained with gore, and drooping head,
He wanders near—and oh! that garb defiled
Proclaims him haughty England’s vanquished child!
And in those suffering lineaments we trace
The grief-stamped image of a brother’s face!
*
Hath he no followers? Where our comrades, where?
Oh where those gallant spirits who shall share
Our glory and our toils? Twelve thousand souls,\fn{W says 16,500 perished}
A mighty wave of life, towards us rolls;
When will it reach us? Haste thee, pilgrim, tell!
Nay—tell it not! No more that tide shall swell!
Hushed its wild surgings! all its tumult o’er!
For ever silenced on death’s icy shore!
This single drop remains!—\fn{“Dr. Brydon was, it is well known, the only man of the whole force leaving Cabul, who reached Jellalabad at
the time appointed.”}
*
One word, ere yet my pen shall fail,
Of thee, oh, lion-hearted Sale!\fn{Sir Robert Sale (1782-1845) held Jalalabad from November 1841, fended off several Afghan attacks, and
ultimately forced Akbar Khan to retreat; he was relieved shortly after this and returned to India in December, acclaimed a hero}
Thou, who could’st stem the tide of woe,
That menaced Britain’s overthrow,
Whose patriot arm, whose dauntless will,
O’er art, o’er nature, triumphed still—
Thou, at whose name the Afghan’s cheek turns pale,
Hail to thy memory, noble Leader! hail!
*
Oh! there are deeds, whose dazzling light
May flash upon the startled sight,
Deeds of high aim, of lofty sound,
When fair success hath daring crowned;
Deeds that triumphant tongues shall name,
And Echo to the world proclaim,
That limners paint, that poets sing,
More—that the meed of fame can bring—
Our country’s thanks, applause and state,
The homage of the fawning great;
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Perchance, the noble’s rank to hold,
With wide-spread lands, and stores of gold:
And—there are deeds no tongue can say,
No pen can write, no art pourtray;
Deeds flashing not with meteor light,
But steadily, serenely bright;
Resounding not from pole to pole,
But echoing in the silent soul;
Deeds fraught with bravery refined,
The godlike courage of the mind;
(Not headlong rage, nor crafty skill,
Nor the brute fierceness of the will,
But calm, concentrate, self-possessed,
The sleepless sentry of the breast,
Patient, yet daring—prompt to face
Desertion, death; all, save—disgrace!)
*
Deeds beyond praise—that yet demand
High merit’s stamp, the liberal hand,
Fair honour, wealth, and fame, to grant
(Or deem we gratitude is scant):
Yet deeds that need not these, to swell
The honest pride, that deep must dwell
Within their noble author’s breast
(Of valour’s guerdons, still the best,
That aye the hero’s soul hath blest!).
*
These deeds were thine, oh Sale! and thine the mace
Whose Spartan heart such deeds could emulate!
Heroic woman!\fn{Lady Florentine Sale (1790-1853) accompanied her husband to Afghanistan and was taken prisoner during the retreat, “suffering
a bullet wound to her wrist. She and her companions were held prisoner until September, when they obtained their freedom through bribery, and
succeeded in meeting with British forces led by her husband before they could be recaptured.”} the retrreat See her, captive, stand,

And trace these lines with firm, unflinching hand—
*
“Yield not, my husband; though a bloody tomb
Fierce Akhbar threaten as our speedy doom;
Methinks he dare not—were it not in vain?
But, be it even so—thy post maintain;
For in thy hands rests England’s pride or shame,
And doubly lost my life, if dimmed thy noble name!”
*
She was obeyed—in wondrous wise obeyed.
How tell what mighty efforts then were made!
How, with his band, the wounded chief, at bay,
Toiled all the night, and battled all the day;
How cruel nature, siding with his foes,
Scarce left him e’en a moment’s brief repose;
How the strong wall, upreared with arduous pain,
An earthquake felled—and lo! ’twas reared again!
How, close at hand, the fierce, unwearying foe
Still crouched to deal the oft repeated blow;\fn{The force of 2,000 was five months under siege in this isolated British outpost, some
80 miles from Kabul}
How, sallying forth, his efforts to repel,
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Heroic Dennie fought, and nobly fell;\fn{Lt. Col. Dennie, who led the four British regiments in the force the stormed the main gate into
the fortress city of Ghazni on July 23, 1839, was killed in a successful sally from the gates of Jellalabad on April 7, 1842}
How each scant meal was won by deadly strife;
How sickness wasted, death invaded, life;
How, natheless, with indomitable will,
The chieftain struggled on, and vanquished still,
Though sick at heart, and weary e’en of fame,
He longed for succour—but no succour came!
And how, oh, how! when six drear months had pass’d,
And Spring her mantle bright o’er earth had cast,
The long, long looked-for aid arrived at last!
*
Oh joyous meeting! in that hour thrice blest,
What rapture filled each warrior’s manly breast!
How Sale’s high soul with gratitude o’erflowed!
How gallant Pollock’s generous bosom glowed!\fn{Sir George Pollock (1786-1872) commanded the relief force}
—No more, no more! What though no titled name
Those noble deeds to distant years proclaim,
Say, can they die? Ah no! in history’s page
Resounded shall they be from age to age;
On glory’s shield emblazoned o’er and o’er;
Proud England’s boast, till England be no more!
Soldiers! be this your solace! To each heart
His name that cherished, joy it shall impart.
Think not, forgotten in his glorious grave
Your warrior lies: England reveres the brave!
And honoured more shall be his sleeping dust
Than fortune's titled Favourites’; for just
The Future’s mighty voice, which shall decree
The NOBLEST SOUL, first in nobility,
And oer his tomb proclaim—what not the tomb shall hide—
“A hero’s life he lived, a hero’s death he died—
The gem of honour, and his grateful country’s pride!”
262.186 Excerpt from The Skeleton In The Cupboard\fn{by Harriet Anne Shank Scott (1819-1894)} Bombay,
Maharashtra State, India (F) 7
1
In the prettiest of the London suburbs, on the brink of a wide common, and standing within its own iron gates,
there gleamed through its nest of trees one of the most imposing and complete of what house agents would
designate “modern mansions,” simply called, by its contented owners, The Laurels. There are some houses that
bear about them the stamp of wealth. From the moment that the iron gates open to receive you on the delicate
gravel, to that in which you find yourself passing through the richly carpeted hall into the still more costly
drawing-room, you feel that you are breathing the mysterious atmosphere of money! money! money!
And now that house bore an aspect of more than usual beauty and comfort. There was going to be a wedding
there, the wedding of the only daughter, the only child and heiress, and Mr. and Mrs. Blackstone were sparing
neither pains, nor time, nor trouble, nor money, to celebrate the event with all the honoor due to the brilliant
alliance which Euphemia, their fondly loved Phemy, was about to contract.
To the astonishment—almost to the consternation—of the parents who lived only for her, and who, because
she had attained the age of twenty-two, they had imagined they should keep with them forever, this young girl
had, at last, made her selection, or rather, her time had come, and she was now on the eve of her grand match.
Destiny, one fine day, had brought, in a curious and unexpected manner, a middle-aged baronet to The Laurels
—Sir Felix Bohun of Bohun Court—and he, who had been accidentally drawn thither on a matter of business in
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which it was within Mr. Blackstone’s vocation to assist him, at last found himself impelled by a question, not of
law, but of love; and ended by laying his heart and all his wide worldly possessions at the feet of that fair creature
whom he invited to become the third Lady Bohun.
Dazzled and delighted, for Euphemia was ambitious, the young girl did not keep the trembling captive long in
suspense. It is true that Sir Felix had seen more than five-and-forty summers, and that in marrying him she would
have to run the chance of comparison with two predecessors, both ladies of high degree; but she was not one to
care for either of these little drawbacks.
“Had he been a widower with half-a-dozen grown up daughters, mamma,” said she, as she watched the sealing
of the letter of acceptation, “we might have some just grounds for hesitation, and, I dare say, I should have said
no, immediately; but, as it is, he is a bridegroom without encumbrances, and I like him all the better for his age. A
younger man might not have given me so much my own way, and that I must have, as you well know, darling
mother, even if I married the Marquis of Carabas.”
Mrs. Blackstone had no arguments to urge against this; she was only so afraid that the disparity would make
him an uncongenial companion to one so full of life, and spirits, and energy as Phemy; and at this the lighthearted girl laughed heartily. (She was incomparably more worldly than that trembling anxious mother.)
“Don’t fear, mamma,” said she, “never mind his age. It is a brilliant match, and even had he been twenty years
older, it is one which will be envied, right and left, from one end of our circle to the other!”
Truly spoken, fair Euphemia! you knew well enough, when you accepted Sir Felix Bohun, that the world
would say you were marrying an elderly widower; but as long as the Bohun diamonds, and Bohun Court could be
held up against the malicious assertion, you might laugh the world and its remarks to scorn. Mr. Blackstone
looked grave when called upon to give his sanction to what he considered the unequal match.
“I do not like the idea of Phemy’s marrying so completely out of her sphere,” said he, as he talked the subject
over with his wife; but feminine eyes seldom see an eligible alliance in this light, and though Mrs. Blackstone had
her own private fears and misgivings, and had even repeated the hint to Phemy that the disparity between them
was the point to which she could not reconcile herself, she would not have a word said about the inequality.
Phemy, in the eyes of her doating mother, was a fitting bride for any lord in the land, and as for taking her out of
her sphere:
“When a young girl marries, my dear,” was her reply, as she bridled up with proper maternal pride and dignity,
“one would surely rather see her rise higher in the world than sink to a lower place.”
“I did not wish that,” exclaimed Mr. Blackstone, hastily, “I meant more on her own level.”
“Oh, no,” said his wife, in a tone of decision; “Phemy is worth more than that.”
So Mr. Blackstone was silenced and corrected, and never ventured to interpose his objections again, and the
wedding preparations went on. It still wanted three weeks to the happy day—that day termed, by general consent,
“the happy day!”—when all the parties concerned have, arrived at the very last pitch of confusion, excitement,
discomfort, and exhaustion; when your house is turned out of windows for the guests, as completely as is your
purse for the trousseau, and everybody, cold and smart, shivers smilingly about the church and whispers to
everybody else,
“What an uncomfortable thing a wedding is”
But almost all the preparations were concluded, even to the new gravelling of the approach to the house. All
that money could do had been done, and Euphemia Blackstone was to be attended to church by as gay a bevy of
bridesmaids as ever crowded round a more fashionable altar. There remained but one vacuum to be filled up—the
future Lady Bohun must have a maid of her own—as yet, she had shared her mother’s—but now there must be
“my lady’s maid,” and every train brought down some fresh “young person” for the situation.
Hitherto none had suited, and Mrs. Blackstone was becoming perfectly rabid. Every time the footman
announced that there was another “young person,” her gestures of impatience and despair increased with such
violence, that, at last, the man seemed frightened to open the door. But Mrs. Blackstone was particular, and it was
not everyone who could please her. Some of these applicants were too smart, some too dowdy, some too stout,
some too short. It must be a very nice-looking person to wait on Lady Bohun-to-be, not merely for the sake of
personal satisfaction, but because Mrs. Blackstone wished her daughter to make her first appearance amongst the
stately old servants at Bohun Court, of whom Sir Felix was never tired of talking, attended by some one
calculated to uphold both her own dignity and that of her young mistress.
“Nothing like making a good show,” was her constant maxim; “if you do not think well of yourself, nobody
else will think well of you; I can trust to your supporting your dignity upstairs, my Phemy, but it must be
supported downstairs too; so a meek, mild, milk-and-water maid will never do for Lady Bohun.”
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“Say, rather, for the late Miss Blackstone,” laughed the gay bride; “for the truth is, mamma, you are a little bit
afraid people may think me not quite worthy to step into the shoes of the two former high-born dames of Bohun
Court, but never fear! I shall not want that kind of support, I know pretty well how to stand up for myself—at the
same time I wish we could find a nice person, if only that I might get accustomed to her before I leave home.”
Not many minutes after this wish had been breathed, the footman’s head was partly seen at the half-opened
door; he had long ceased to open it boldly and show himself.
“If you please, ma’am, a young person for the lady’s maid’s place;” and for the hundred and fiftieth time she
was desired to walk in.
Tall and slender, very calm of countenance, and staid in demeanour, a person of an indefinite age stood
immediately before the mother and daughter, and at one glance the quick eye of Mrs. Blackstone had taken a
general and satisfactory survey of her.
“This is the best we have seen,” flashed through her mind, and then the usual inquiries began.
“You are accustomed to all the duties of a lady’s maid?”
“Perfectly, ma’am.”
“And your last situation?”
“Lady Mary Topham; I lived with her ladyship six years.”
“And your reason for leaving?”
“Her ladyship died, ma’am; but these testimonials which I have received from the whole family, as well as the
legacy that Lady Mary left me, will speak sufficiently, I hope, as to the confidential position I occupied.”
Mrs. Blackstone gave a little cough.
“Ah! yes; but my daughter requires merely a lady’s maid. You understand?”
“Perfectly, ma’am. It was Lady Mary’s pleasure to place confidence in me. I never sought it.”
“Hem—yes—you seem young, rather.”
“I am forty, ma’am.”
“Forty? good gracious! you look about five-and-twenty. Are you sure? but of course! goodness me—forty!
Euphemia, my dear.” The young lady was pretending to write a letter, and only just glanced once upwards.
“I do not think age signifies, mamma,” she said.
“Well, then,” pursued Mrs. Blackstone, on whom the manners, appearance, and language of the person before
her were gradually making their due impression, “about hair-dressing and dress making, and all that?”
“Hair-dressing, dress-making, and millinery of every description,” was the reply; “but Lady Mary never had
her dresses made at home.”
“Nor should I, of course,” interposed the bride elect, hastily.
“But, my dear, it is necessary that your maid should possess these acquirements, even if you should not require
to call them into use,” said Mrs. Blackstone, with a sort of calm severity, and then she went on. “To whom can I
apply for your character, supposing we engage you?”
“To the Countess of Merivale, ma’am, Lady Mary’s mamma, with whom I lived eleven years.”
“What! before you went to Lady Mary?”
“I was the Countess’s own maid, ma’am; but when Lady Mary married Mr. Topham, her mamma wished to
have a confidential person about her. I mean that her ladyship was very young, and, in short, it was always
understood that—”
“Dear me,” ejaculated Mrs. Blackstone again, “now that is quite a curious coincidence, is it not, Phemy?
Perhaps,” she added, turning to the lady’s maid, “you are not aware that I am requiring you for my daughter under
very similar circum stances—in fact, on the occasion of her marriage—to—to”—human nature could not contain
it—“to Sir Felix Bohun, of Bohun Court.”
“I know Bohun Court, ma’am,” was the quiet reply. Mrs. Blackstone looked puzzled.
“Really! how do you know it?”
“In the time of the first Lady Bohun, we used to stay there, ma’am—also in the time of the second Lady
Bohun, who was a cousin of Lady Merivale’s.”
Mrs. Blackstone was silent from pure astonishment. Either this was a very singular coincidence, or else the
young woman must have heard of Sir Felix’s projected marriage, and offered herself, on the chance, to Lady
Bohun the third. Euphemia sat colouring to the tips of her fingers. She could not quite make up her mind as to
whether it would be quite pleasant to have a person about her who had actually known both the former wives. Yet
how nice looking she was! so simple, so neat, so quiet, and so ladylike.
“A person I might even walk out with,” she thought to herself; “yet still …”
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Mrs. Blackstone was in very much the same dilemma. She wanted to ascertain her daughter’s sentiments, but
in the presence of the third person she felt this was impossible. She must get the young woman out of the room
somehow, but not out of the house, for fear of losing her. A person with such recommendations would not be long
in finding a situation; so, as the next train to town would not start for another hour, she would offer her a cup of
tea, and in the mean time confer with Euphemia and Mr. Blackstone.
Unfortunately Sir Felix, who could no doubt have told them all about her, was down at Bohun Court, making
the final preparations.
“Well,” said she, after this mental colloquy, “I should like just to think over the subject for a little while with
my daughter, and as the train does not return to town for an hour or more, it will also give us both time to
remember anything we may have omitted to mention. I did not ask you your name?”
“Mira Ponsford, ma’am.”
Poor Mrs. Blackstone having already given utterance to her astonishment on two previous occasions during
this interview, and been reproved for such a breach of decorum and dignity by a fire of looks from the bright eyes
of her daughter, she was afraid to utter the “good gracious” which was on her lips, but she paused, nevertheless.
“Mira?” she said, interrogatively, “is that the name by which you have been in the habit of being called?
Because …”
A very faint smile trembled on the lips of the lady’s maid.
“I have always been called Ponsford, ma’am,” was her answer, and there was just sufficient intonation of
reproof in her voice as she spoke, to make Miss Blackstone exclaim, “Of course, mamma,” and carry her mother
emphatically out of the room.
Before the next train started for London, Ponsford was engaged as the future Lady Bohun’s maid, and on
talking it over, all parties seemed pleased. Mr. Blackstone had of course a few words to say against it, but he was
so much accustomed to being “put down,” that he thought nothing of any objection he might advance, being
immediately negatived.
He did not quite like the idea of Phemy’s being attended by a person who seemed “high”—he had no pride,
and though he was certainly elated at the match his daughter was so unexpectedly making, he did not hold his
head a bit the higher for it, nor did he wish people to think better of him for it. Now these were sentiments which
were very distasteful to both his wife and daughter. Phemy was going to move in a new sphere, and so they both
thought that the people about her ought to belong to that raised sphere also.
“Ponsford looks the sort of person who would be quite a comfort to Phemy,” said her mother; and Phemy
added,
“And save me such a world of trouble, knowing so well all about Bohun Court, and the sort of people who
have been in the habit of staying there.” Mr. Blackstone said, “Humph!” but did not look convinced. He thought
forty rather old too.
“Oh dear no!” cried Mrs. Blackstone, “not when the person has all the appearance of youth to add to the
experience of age.'”
In short, it was decided that Ponsford was to be the person, and so Mr. Blackstone forbore to urge any further
objections. He had only a few words to say by way of humble caution before the subject entirely dropped, and
these were,
“Well, my dear, whatever you think conducive to your comfort and happiness, shall of course be done, only
my old mother used to say, and I believe very truly, be master or mistress of your establishment whatever be your
station in life. Be kind, but preserve your supremacy; no tyranny like the tyranny of a servant!”
2
What did Mr. Blackstone, good easy man, gain by his interference in domestic matters? What does anybody
ever gain for giving the advice for which they are solicited? Nothing. He had been consulted, it is true; that
compliment had certainly been paid him, but his opinions had not met with that respect and obedience which one
would have expected, considering that it was generally supposed Mrs. and Miss Blackstone never did anything
without “consulting Mr. Blackstone.”
Phemy Blackstone was young, gay, and very pretty; full of health and spirits, exuberant with happiness, words
of advice and caution fell lightly on her ear, and the future was to her nothing but a still brighter phase of what
had ever been to her a bright existence. All her life long, her father and mother had lived but for her, and now
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another devoted heart was a toy in her hands. All her life long she had been nursed in wealth and luxury; now
rank was to be added to these advantages.
In truth, it was enough to turn a young girl’s head; it was as if the cup were full of prosperity to the very brim,
and as for any drawback, how could that be?
“How odd papa is!” were all the thanks the tender, loving, anxious old man—for both he and the mother were
old for so young a daughter—got for his pains.
“How very odd he is! What an idea about my not being mistress of everything, and about the tyranny of a
servant, too mamma. What did he mean?”'
“Oh! I know that old story so well,” said Mrs. Blackstone, smiling. “From the very day your papa and I
married, that old sentence of his has been ready far every occasion.”
“But why, mamma? How? How can any servant tyrannize? What does he mean?”
“My dear, there was an old story, something that always made my blood run cold, of a clerk, an old, old man,
too, in your grandfather’s counting-house, who gained such an ascendancy in the family that their very souls
hardly appeared to be their own, so fearful was his influence, and their dread of him. At your grandfather’s deathbed the scenes were so dreadful that, your papa says, they have haunted him ever since. Had not your papa
worked hard—slaved indeed—for the fortune we are blessed with, he would have been a poor man up to this day
for all that his father left him! Not a farthing of your grandfather’s property was secured, except a large annuity to
this old man, and yet I have heard your papa say the life he led him! Ah, well!”
“But, mamma, that was a man. No woman could ever exercise tyranny?—a woman, or a maid servant rather,
could never be in a position—”
“Oh! No, my dear; don’t think any more of it. You have not heard the expression so often as I have, or it would
not make any impression. But now, about Ponsford. We must arrange about her coming.”
Yes, time was getting on. The trousseau was coming home day by day, and day by day, too, the excitement
grew greater. Friends flocked in. The Laurels was positively besieged, and everyone was charmed with the Bohun
diamonds, reset, not for the third time, but for the first! The two former Ladies Bohun had been content to wear
them as they were, proud of their purity, delighted when people called them rococo. Not so the third Lady Bohun.
“Dear Sir Felix I like modern settings so much better—might I have just the earrings reset? Are you angry at
my presumption? Have you any fancy for this antiquated style?”
So spake the fair fiancée, and what could the happy man reply, but that nothing in her could be presumption,
and that he lived but to study her pleasure and happiness.
The consequence was, all the diamonds were sent to Turner’s, where all the Bohuns had dealt for generations,
and drawings and designs were to be forwarded to Miss Blackstone. Sir Felix was very little at The Laurels, he
had so much business on his hands, but he wrote a letter to his fair Euphemia regularly every day, sometimes
twice a day, and she read them the moment she had time. One of the bridesmaid’s-to-be commented one day on
this stoicism, and the fair Euphemia’s reply was, that she was not a literary character. She could not bear reading
or writing, and reading a letter was next worst to writing one.
“But does not Sir Felix expect you to answer his epistles?”
“Oh! yes; and I do.”
“What, without reading his?”
“I have been so busy that I have not had an instant to read his last two or three. I write him one crossed all
over, and end in a clear place in a fine bold hand, “your own loving Phemy,” and he is quite satisfied. Men never
read crossed letters, so I know I am safe; and, to tell you a secret, he is what he calls rather near-sighted. I know
what sort of near-sightedness it is, but never mind—dear old fellow! he sees how to choose jewels wonderfully
well, and that is the sort of sight that pleases me, my dear!”
“Lucky Phemy!” sighed her friend; “you must give us all a helping hand when you ascend the throne. Are
there no more of the same family? no brothers?”
“One brother,” said Euphemia, carelessly, “only one—a younger brother, of course, but I don’t know anything
about him; he will not signify much to me, you know. I suppose he is in some sort of profession or other, and
doubtless he will come to the wedding, but whether he is worth having or not, I cannot tell; I should say not,
because a little bird whispered to me, that the Bohuns were never rich, but that both the first and second Lady
Bohuns had large fortunes.”
“And the third, Phemy?”
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“Ah! My dear, but the third does not mean to do what the first and second did! die first, and leave it all to Sir
Felix! But, some day, I will ask all about his young brother, never fear; and if I find it worth while sending for you
to Bohun Court, depend upon it I will; and now about the bonnets …”
Miss Blackstone was a young lady gifted with a great flow of conversation, and this had hitherto been the
music in which the ears of her parents chiefly delighted. To herself, also, at the present crisis, there was no theme
on which she so loved to dilate, with all the powers of language, as that of her future prospects, so she talked
incessantly of them, morning, noon, and night, to every friend she had, and as the prosperous of this world have
many friends, the name of her listeners was Legion. It was only in strictest confidence, when their backs were
fairly turned on The Laurels, that these bosom friends ventured to whisper amongst themselves,
“Did you ever know anyone half so absurd as Phemy Blackstone? The girl’s head is turned!”
But there was one person to whom Phemy talked without the slightest misgiving as to whether her wrapt
attention and sympathy were interested or not; one person who entered into all her projects, assisted her by word
and by act, and with noiseless rapidity arranged the whole of the elaborate trousseau, and disposed it away in the
various boxes without ever asking where should that go, or what should be done with this. Many of Phemy’s
young friends had an eye to some of the cast-off bracelets and much of the bijouterie\fn{Trinkets or jewelry} which
the Lady Bohun-to-be now considered beneath her notice; she was sharp enough to see all that, and a great deal
more, in all those who crowded round her, save one—this one was Ponsford, the new maid, who arrived at The
Laurels a week before the wedding, and who, as soon as her bonnet was off, seemed to enter upon her duties as
though she had been Miss Blackstone’s maid all her life. Phemy was delighted with her, and the first day that Sir
Felix arrived in town, and came out to The Laurels to dine, she began to expatiate, with her usual fluency, on the
merits of Ponsford.
“And, dear Sir Felix”—she always called him “dear Sir Felix;” he had begged her to call him Felix, but her
merry young lips had never been able to achieve the feat—“dear Sir Felix, she knows all about you and Bohun
Court; only think!” The thought brought a shadow over the brow of Sir Felix in a moment, and he paused before
he answered.
“I never even heard her name,” said he, at last.
“Then you are a wicked, forgetful, ungrateful man, for she holds you in the greatest respect and admiration.”
“Ponsford, Ponsford?—No. I can think of no one of that name.”
“Mira Ponsford; does that help you? A tall, slight woman, very fair, very calm and concentrated (mamma calls
her) in her manners; wonderful eyes, so deep, and steady, and searching; a low, clear voice, just like a stage
whisper, and without being the least handsome, a face that clings to your memory.”
“Not to mine, then, fair enthusiast,” said Sir Felix, smiling; “and I only hope no accomplished impostor has
practiced on your credulity, for I certainly have not the honour of her acquaintance.”
“Now, that is very odd,” persisted Euphemia; “there must be some mistake, and the mistake, dear Sir Felix,
must be yours. She was maid to a Lady Mary Topham, who was a daughter of—”
“Oh!” interrupted Sir Felix, “I used to know all the Tophams well. Topham himself is a hunting man in my
county, and my intimate friend. Oh, I see! Yes, yes! Of course she has been at Bohun Court in the lifetime of Lady
Mary.”
“Yes; and of Lady Menvale, her mother,” said Euphemia.
“No doubt, no doubt—but I never saw her; however, I dare say it is all right, and I hope she may prove a
perfect treasure for your sake; but as to her acquaintance, that I am reluctantly obliged to ignore, for I never even
heard her name.”
“Now, that puzzles me,” continued the pertinacious bride, who was one of those people who will wear a
subject threadbare, “because she seems to know you so well.”
All at once a light appeared to break in upon Sir Felix’s mind, and he raised his hand with a gesture of sudden
intelligence.
“I know!” he exclaimed, “I know now! How could I be so stupid as to forget? I perfectly remember the person
you mean; not by sight, but by reputation.”
At this word Mrs. Blackstone became on the quirive.\fn{ An unknown word to me, perhaps a typo or a misprint:H}
“Dear me, Sir Felix—good gracious!—I hope we have not been too precipitate? The character we received
from Lady Merivale was so very satisfactory.”
“Don’t misunderstand me,” said Sir Felix, when he could edge in a word; “I have no doubt all is right, as I
before said; but what makes me remember her by reputation is, a name by which my brother always insisted on
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calling Lady Merivale’s maid—your Ponsford, I imagine—and which used to make poor Lady Mary so angry.
That name was so caught up at Bohun Court, that really it seemed quite to belong to the poor woman.”
“And what was it?” asked Euphemia.
“The Vampire,” said Sir Felix abruptly, and there was a dead pause. Mrs. Blackstone looked at her daughter,
and the latter turned very pale.
“I wish,” murmured she, looking down, and playing with her rings, “that you had not told me, Sir Felix. How
extremely horrid.”
Sir Felix laughed. It had been a joke of his brother’s, he said, and had seemed so exactly to suit the young
woman; “though,” added he, “I cannot, with truth, say I assented to the likeness from personal experience, only
my guests used to say so, and Lady Mary used to scold my brother for drawing such a comparison for her
favourite.”
“Ah! then she was a favourite?”
“Oh! certainly she was. They could do nothing without her. As for Lady Merivale—my dear Euphemia, you
have never seen the Countess, but I hope some day you will—I can not think how she ever came to part with her,
even to Lady Mary; still less can I guess why, when Lady Mary died, she did not go back to her old mistress; for, I
assure you, it was a standing joke amongst us all, down at Bohun, that old Lady Merivale must fall to pieces were
it not for the vampire!”
Euphemia was curious to know the reason. She was not much used to society—not used at all to the society of
venerable grandees, compelled, by their position, to live on the face of the world, and to make the best of their
appearance. What did Sir Felix mean by Lady Merivale’s falling to pieces?
“Because, my Euphemia”—and the baronet looked at his charming and unsophisticated piece of innocence
with delighted eyes—“there never was anyone, living and breathing, so completely made up as that old lady. My
brother had a curious story about her.”
“Your brother seems fond of odd names and stories,” said Euphemia, rather pertly.
“He is very quaint and original,” smiled Sir Felix; “you will be charmed with him, my dear Euphemia.”
“And what was his curious story?” inquired the young lady, evasively.
“Oh, excellent! He happened to be staying at Lord Merivale’s once when there was an alarm of fire in the
Castle. The galleries were filled with smoke, and the rooms were filled with guests, who all flew down to the
great hall in any attire they could find, but strange to say the Countess was nowhere to be seen. Lady Mary was in
hysterics, shrieking for her mother, and imploring every one to save her; whilst all the time the old lady was
standing in the midst of them, not daring to confess herself, since not one of the twenty people, who sat with her
every day at dinner, had an idea that there, in beauty unadorned, shorn of all her fair proportions, and minus all
her “substitutions,” as Guy used to call them, stood the Countess of Merivale herself!”
“And how did it end?” said Euphemia, quite angrily.
“By the vampire’s carrying her off in triumph, and declaring the next morning that her ladyship had escaped to
the cellars before any of the household had heard the alarm given!”
“Ha!” exclaimed Mr. Blackstone, speaking for the first time after an hour’s devoted attention to the
conversation, “how fearful to be thus at the mercy of a dependant! Of how many secrets these people often
possess themselves, and what fatal use they might make of the power with which the possession invests them! I
remember, in days gone by, my old mother used to say—”
“Oh, papa!” laughed Euphemia.
“Yes, my dear; my old mother used to say, no tyranny like the tyranny of a servant.”
“And I can believe it, though I never experienced it,” said Sir Felix; “at the same time, all this casts no
reflection on Ponsford.”
“Mamma,” said the young lady, as she went up stairs, with her arm round her mother’s waist, when the
evening closed, “I have a certain conviction, though I never saw him and know nothing of him, that I shall hate
Mr. Bohun!” …
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Miss Louisa Laura Danhaye was a beautiful young creature and motherless when in her seventeenth year she
made a Gretna Green marriage with Captain Ashton of the -tieth Foot. Her father, Colonel Danhaye of Danhaye
B2 Park, swore never to forgive her that imprudent journey. In vain did she about once a quarter\fn{ Every three
months or so} for the first year or two dispatch to him the most touching epistles wherein she assured him in a
variety of forms of expression that she was very sorry for what she had done (which was luckily a fib) and
entreated dearest papa to remit his blessing; she never asked him for anything but that cheap trifle to his ever
affectionate and dutiful child. The distinguished veteran with that sublime implacability which so becomes an
offended fellow creature constantly sent her back her letters in blank covers and omitted to pay the post.
In four years Captain Ashton got his majority\fn{ Was promoted to the rank of Major} one February and a
pleurisy\fn{An inflammation of the lining of the lungs } the following March and expired in the arms of his wife. They
were then with the regiment at Cork. The poor gentleman who had not a single near relation except a brother in
India must have found it hard to die and leave his young wife and little daughter helpless in a rough world But the
Major had a fine simple heart full of love and trust. Dr. Batty of the -tieth standing by his bed with a grave
decorous countenance murmured the regulation phrase. It was his duty to advise him to settle his affairs. The
young man—he was but a young man of thirty one or two—looked in the doctor’s face earnestly, yet somehow as
if he did not see it, and his lips moved while the tears came into his eyes. Then after that short silence holding
perhaps an age of pain and prayer he said gently,
“Bring me my little daughter.”
So little Helen not three years old was brought in the doctor’s arms to her father’s death bed and her round
baby face was put down to his dying lips which kissed and blessed her. Then the poor wife who had borne the
doctor’s announcement with less than her husband’s fortitude and who had fallen swooning into her servant’s
arms came tottering in from the next room, speechless, gazing wildly and piteously at the pale awful face on the
pillow She did not understand till afterwards what he said to her in those precious last moments of love and
agony, yet she thought she was attending, for she hung on every word and answered, “Yes my Willy my Willy”,
and promised she knew not what.
But she recollected it all afterwards when her husband’s friend, the good natured Colonel of the –tieth, came
and offered his services a few hours after she had muffled her face and thrilling tears while they carried her
husband away from her forever with the solemn Dead March wailing before him.
“Thank you,” said she to the Colonel, “you are very kind. I promised him to go to papa in London. That is
what I am to do.”
“I am going to London myself on business,” said the Colonel who had perhaps no other there than that
benevolent mission. “You must let me take care of you to your journey’s end; you don’t look as if you were fit or
used to take care of yourself, my dear ma’am,” he added although he felt a quite fatherly kindness and pity for the
poor tender young thing She seemed to have less even than her twenty one years, notwithstanding that her pretty
face was sadly blurred with crying under that crimped muslin which covered up all her brown curls.
Major Ashton had thought that Colonel Danhaye would surely take back his poor girl to his heart when he saw
her young face in that widow’s cap when she went to him so helplessly with her orphan baby in her hand. But
Colonel Danhaye proved superior to the weakness unjustly imputed to him by his son-in-law. He declared that he
had said once for all he would never pardon his daughter for her marriage and he prided himself on meaning what
he said.
So Mrs. Ashton crept into a little London lodging her friend the Colonel found for her with her child and her
servant and sat her down and cried for the best part of two months. Few of all her old gay friends came near her,
nor did those few repeat their visit of curiosity. Her wintry adversity benumbed that summer swarm.
She had been a petted child all her life till now. Up to the time, when without her father’s leave she had
married a poor officer without any expectations or grand connections, the Colonel had encouraged her girlish
vanity and willfulness, which amused him. And then having done his worst to spoil a naturally noble disposition
he proved inexorable to the rebellious spirit he had fostered by cruel indulgence. When she forfeited the paternal
favor her Willy had thought no amount of petting on his part could be excessive to atone for the wrong he had
done her—that of asking and accepting the sacrifices she had made for his sake.
But perhaps, while the widow is sitting all forlorn in her lodging, hope that she cannot yet perceive is dawning
on the darkness of her solitary grief. She is going to have two surprises this June afternoon and here comes her
worthy maid, Elizabeth Tatt, to announce the first of them.
“Mrs. Nettlefold, ma’am,” says Tatt, opening the door of the small sitting room.
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Mrs. Nettlefold is Colonel Danhaye’s sister and the wife of that well-off gentleman John Nettlefold, Esquire,
MP. She is a large, tall, personable lady, richly clothed; she advances rustling and majestic into the little drawing
room; she clasps the small and slender widow in her drab satin sleeves and presses her to her handsome cameo
brooch representing the aegis of Minerva.
Poor little widow Louisa is very much agitated. So full of sorrow yet so glad and thankful to be kissed once
more by anybody, so nervous through loneliness and misery that she quite clutches and clings childlike to her aunt
and sobs out her pent up heart on the black lace mantle of that stately lady. Mrs. Nettlefold pats her affably on the
shoulder with a golden and tortoise shell card case and exhorts her at short intervals.
“Be composed, Louisa. This is weakness. Try to show more submission to the decrees of Providence. I
imagined that my presence would comfort and cheer you; that you would take my visit in a right spirit.”
“Oh yes, Aunty, thank you, thank you. But, oh Aunty, my husband—”
“Oh Willy, my dear, my dear. Think, rather, Louisa,” resumes Mrs. Nettle fold in a solemn voice, “think rather
of the shame and sorrow your disobedience inflicted on your poor papa and me. Be thankful and rejoice my love
that a temporal punishment has so speedily overtaken you. The partner of your sin was cut off in mercy instead of
being made the instrument of your chastisement in his own person. Experience teaches us how few marriages
contracted like yours in sin and disobedience end but in misery even here. Too easily tempted as you were, the
unprincipled man who lured you from the path of duty would infallibly have shown ere long how he despised
your weakness. The selfish are ever tyrannical, &c &c &c.” The pious lady continues to comfort and cheer her
afflicted niece in the like kind and judicious manner for several minutes
At an early period of her discourse, however, Mrs. Ashton withdrew herself from the protecting aegis of
Minerva and sat down at a little distance. Not sobbing or weeping anymore, nor even in a drooping attitude but
with her delicate face uplifted looking straight before her, its paleness flushing more and more on the cheeks and
quite aged by a bitter sternness about the mouth and brows. Mrs. Nettlefold has also seated herself; and with her
mild voice, spread of drab satin skirts black lace draperies and gently waving plumes, is really quite a delightful
representative of the handsome dignified middle-aged well off British gentlewoman
It is astonishing how the utterance of just and proper sentiments may irritate ill-regulated minds. Widow
Louisa starting up bursts out all of a sudden in the following impatient and outrageous manner:
“Aunt I cannot bear it any more. I can much better bear to be left all alone in my need as you and papa left me.
Ah, do you think I will sit quietly and hear him abused? How dare you call my husband unprincipled and selfish
and tyrannical. You … you are not worthy to speak of him to utter his name. I was glad to see you for I thought
your heart was softened and that you meant to be kind to me but you are much crueller than when you stayed
away. What have I done, after all? Papa was willing enough to marry me to Willy till his father died ruined. While
Willy was prosperous I might love and marry him, but I was to break my word and cast him off as soon as he was
unfortunate. No, I could not. I did not. I kept my word to Willy in the only way papa left me. Perhaps I was
wrong, but I never, never could repent my marriage; and I was wicked to tell papa I repented running away. I was
happier in our humble home with my Willy, my kindest and dearest, than you, Aunt, in your fine houses forever
quarrelling with your husband about mine—the only thing you care for, I think. Aunt you found me heartbroken:
would not that satisfy you and papa? Why have you made me feel wicked and fierce and mad, you cruel cruel
woman.”
Mrs. Nettlefold’s comely countenance has undergone a momentary change during her niece’s indecorous
outburst. That change took place however in the first instant of surprise and has passed off like a summer squall
leaving the smooth expanse as beautifully serene as ever. Beautifully serene and benignly forgiving are the
accents of this excellent lady when she again speaks. She can so easily pardon her dear Louisa’s excitement; her
dear niece is still so young, so new to tribulation: she writhes under the chastening rod, she cannot yet recognize
the Finger in her dispensation. Time will clear away the mists of earthly passion and set her the good Aunt right in
Louisa’s eyes. She, the good Aunt, can wait prayerfully. Meanwhile, will her dear girl listen to her for a few
moments. Not as to one having authority or who presumed to dictate not even as to a loving relative she can wait
prayerfully for that. But as to a mere stranger only entitled to attention as having a greater experience in this evil
world.
Poor widow Louisa is quite abashed and mastered. She sits down again, ashamed and sullen and
uncomfortable in front of this forgiving, well-behaved Christian lady who is so superior to vulgar anger or human
resentment.
But Louisa does not love her Aunt one bit better than she did five minutes ago. Less, if possible. And she has
not the least faith in that benign woman; but she sits still and listens to her.
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Mrs. Nettlefold then discovers the chief purpose of her ill-appreciated visit. It is to convince her niece of the
inexpedience of remaining in her father’s proximity. She declares that this proximity of which he is well aware is
highly irritating to him, incensed as he, alas, already is against her. That the best hope under Providence of
ultimate reconciliation lies in her withdrawal at present to a distance. Let him hear of her as living in strict
retirement, say, in Wales, as becomes an undutiful but penitent child. Let her no longer appear to defy him by
continuing to reside in London where he is liable to run against her at any corner and where the family breach and
her circumstances are, as it were, paraded in the sight and discussed in the gossip of their mutual acquaintances.
“In short,” breaks in Mrs. Ashton bitterly, “I am to go and bury myself like a dead man out of sight that my
father may hold up his grey head in society. That my utter need of home and kindness and money may not be an
open reproach to my father—my father, who denies them all to his only child. I may go, no matter where on the
earth or under it, so that I don’t shame this tender, sensitive father, and you, in the sight of men. But in the sight of
God, Aunt, how in the sight of God?” cries the poor little widow rather wildly.
It seems fortunate that just at this moment enters the nurse, Elizabeth Tatt, leading in Miss Baby. She is a sweet
little daisy of a child, fresh and white and pink. She has a tiny round face and large nut brown eyes. Her nut
brown curls, newly sleeked, hang down her back over her black frock, which sets off her dimpled, white arms and
shoulders. She is the prettiest little maid you could see in a thousand. Nurse is very proud of her and always
produces her to company with an air as though she said that was a sight worth seeing if you please, and she would
trouble ladies and gentlemen to show anything like it!
Little Helen has a letter in her hand and runs up to give it to her mamma. She is not shy or frightened at the
unknown being in drab and waving plumes any more than the island birds were at Robinson Crusoe till they had
heard his dreadful gun. The grand great Aunt benignly patting little Helen’s sleek head says rather superfluously
and with a deep sigh, “This is your daughter, Louisa,” and proceeds as if about benevolently to examine a charity
child in the Church Catechism, “What is your name Little One?”
“Helen-munky-goodammy-ashton,” responds that small gentlewoman promptly all in one breath and in the
sweetest little coo imaginable, with a long sigh at the end.
“Oh, Miss Baby,” says nurse.
“She is named,” begins the widow, half smiling, “after her father’s mother—”
“And, Ma’am,” interposes nurse eagerly, “Miss Baby knows, Miss Baby can tell if the lady would please to
ask her.”
Mrs. Nettlefold does not want to be told and considers Miss Baby a nuisance but those charming manners of
hers constrain her to humor Elizabeth Tatt. So she blandly asks the child whom she is named after. Whereupon
little Miss Ashton, lifting dove eyes to the unknown face, goes through her recitation with modest composure,
nurse’s forefinger describing commas in the air:
“Helen afser poor papa’s mamma, Munky goo afser poor papa’s bluther Dammy, afser wicked glanpa—”
“Oh, Miss Baby!”
Poor Elizabeth’s comely florid face turns quite livid is a face of horror shame and anguish. Consciencestricken she stands the most guilty and miserable of nurses. She feels there is no help hope or possible denial or
mitigation. Miss Baby never spoke plainer. But, dear dear, what an awful silence. Why do missis keep on sitting
there saying of nothing. If somebody would just speak or something could happen—an earthquake or a chimbly afire would be a Providence.
It is the well-bred Mrs. Nettlefold who breaks that short silence which appeared so long to poor Tatt. She does
not evince the least sign of having heard or understood that unhappy speech and continues to interrogate the
artless little traitor in the same benevolent manner.
“And how old are you Little Helen?”
“Flee mumfs,” lisps Helen who easily perceives that something is amiss by nurse’s face and is consequently
rather flurried in mind and speech. On which Tatt rushes agitatedly into an explanation,
“My young lady, if you please, ma’am, was three years of age the second of this very present month. Yes,
ma’am you’ll excuse dear Miss Baby’s mistake and her little way of pronouncing. Many ladies and gentlemen
can’t make out Miss Baby at first. You may quite mistake things she says till you’re used to her little way, if you
please ma’am. Only yesterday she says the innocentest thing to Mrs. Pugster, which is the landlady of this house
if you please ma’am and she mistook and was quite vexed with dear Miss Baby till explained—yes, ma’am.” For
here Mrs. Ashton says most sharply,
“You can take Baby away Elizabeth.”
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But at the same moment Mrs. Nettlefold arises and, omitting to repeat the opening ceremony of a tender
embrace, is content to enclose the widow’s hand in both her own delicate kid gloves, murmuring oddly but
blandly,
“For the present, God bless you, Louisa.”
She pats Helen once more on the nut brown head she even nods to nurse and always with that affable
indefatigable smile rustles her affluent skirts out of the little room followed by Tatt. Then Louisa casts her eyes on
the letter Helen put into her hand and says to the child breaking the seal with tears in her eyes,
“From dear papa’s brother.”
“I know!” cries Miss Ashton, disheveling all her sleek locks with a skip. “Unky munkygoo.”
The widow has not read much of her letter when Tatt re-enters. …
1822

246.91 Excerpt from The Travels Of A Hindoo To Various Parts Of Bengal And Upper India\fn{by Baboo
Bholanauth Chunder (1822- )} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 7
… The tale of our journey opens with all the pomp and circumstance of an Eastern romance. Our party was
composed of four, dear reader. But, instead of the prince, the minister, the commander and the merchant, you must
be content with the less conspicuous characters of the doctor, the lawyer, the scholar, and the tradesman.
All the charm of a resemblance lies only in the beginning. The story then professes to be something more
serious than the tale of an Indian nursery, which induces the very opposite of what is aimed at here—to help the
reader to keep awake to the interest of the scenes and sights about him.
Friday, the 19 th of October, 1860, was the day appointed for our departure. Crossing over to Howrah, we
engaged passage for Burdwan. The train started at 10 a.m., and we fairly proceeded on our journey. Surely, our
ancient Bhagiruth, who brought the Ganges from heaven, is not more entitled to the grateful remembrance of
posterity, than is the author of the Railway in India.
Traveling by the Rail very much resembles migrating in one vast colony, or setting out together in a whole
moving town or caravan. Nothing under this enormous load is ever tagged to the back of a locomotive, and yet we
were no sooner in motion than Calcutta, and the Hooghly, and Howrah,\fn{ Just across the Hooghly River from
Calcutta:H} all began to recede away like the scenes in a Dissolving View.
The first sight of a steamer no less amazed than alarmed the Burmese, who had a tradition that the capital of
their empire would be safe, until a vessel should advance up the Irrawady without oars and sails! Similarly does
the Hindoo look upon the Railway as a marvel and miracle—a novel incarnation for the regeneration of
Bharatversh.
The fondness of the Bengalee for an indoor life is proverbial. He out-Johnsons Johnson in cockneyism. The
Calcutta Baboo sees in the Chitpoor Road the same “best highway in the world,” as did the great English
Lexicographer\fn{Dr. Johnson:H} in the Strand of London. But the long vista, that is opening from one end of the
empire to the other, will, in a few years, tempt him out-of-doors to move in a more extended orbit, to enlarge the
circle of his terrene acquaintance, to see variety in human nature, and to divert his attention from the species
Calcutta-wallah to the genus man. The fact has become patent: that which was achieved in months and days is
now accomplished in hours and minutes, and celerity is as much the order of the day as security and saving.
The iron-horse of the 19 th century maybe said to have realized the Pegasus of the Greeks, or the Pukaraj of the
Hindoos. It has given tangibility and a type to an airy nothing, and has reduced fancy to a matter-of-fact. The
introduction of this great novelty has silenced Burke’s reproach:
that if the English were to quit India, they would leave behind them no memorial of art or science worthy of a great and
enlightened nation.

From Howrah to Bally the journey now-a-days is one of five minutes. In twice that time one reaches to
Serampore. The next station is Chandernagore—thence to Chinsurah, and then on to Hooghly and Muggra. The
Danes, the Dutch, the French, the Portuguese, and the English, all settling at these places in each other’s
neighborhood, once presented the microcosm of Europe on the banks of the Hooghly.
All along the road the villages still turn out to see the progress of the train, and gaze in ignorant admiration at
the little world borne upon its back.
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*
Nothing so tedious as a twice-told tale—nothing so insipid as a repeated dish. The story of our journey is,
therefore, commenced from Pundooa.
Once the seat of a Hindoo Rajah, when it was fortified by a wall and trench, five miles in circumference,
Pundooa is now a rural town of half its former size. From the train it is seen to peep from amidst groves, orchards,
and gardens, surrounding it on all sides, and imparting to it a pleasing sylvan character. Traces of its ancient
fortification are yet discernible at places. The tower, 120 feet high, arrests the eye from a long way off.. This is the
oldest of all buildings in the plains of Lower Bengal, which has defied, the storms and rains of a tropical climate
through 500 years. It is striking that mere brick-work can resist the elements for such a long period.
Thus standing untouched by time, and uninjured by the weather, the tower is a hoary witness of the events of
several ages. It has seen the rise and fall of Dacca, Rajmahal, and Moorshedabad, and still persists. To this day the
building is in a very good condition, and promises to outlive many more generations. Outward the surface of the
tower has been overlaid with a thick crust of the hoar of ages.
Pundooa is famous for the Battle of the Cow, fought in 1340, AD. The birth of a long-denied heir to its Rajah
had even occasion for a great public fête. There was a Persian translator attached to the Hindoo Court, who too
wanted to partake in the jubilee. But the killing of a cow is indispensable to the making of a Mahomedan holiday.
Living in a Hindoo town, the Moonshee hesitated between the choice of beef steaks and the wrath of alien
townsmen. In an evil moment, his temptation getting the better of his prudence, he decided to slay a cow. Care
was taken privately to bury the entrails and bones in an obscure part of the town.
But very often does a trifle turn out to blow up a wrong-doer from the fancied security of his precautions. The
slaughter of a cow was an extraordinary occurrence in a community of vegetarians and icthyophagists. It did not
escape the powerful olfactory of the jackals. Nothing was ever likely to be so little anticipated, as that a pack of
these quick-scented creatures should happen to be attracted to the spot, and, unsodding the remains of the
slaughtered animal, hold their nocturnal carnival, and then leave exposed its bones and skull on the field.
Next morning, when the head and front of the offence too plainly told its tale, the whole town rose up to a man
to demand vengeance. The new-born child, deemed unworthy to live with the blood of kine upon his head, was
first sacrificed to appease the manes of the departed quadruped. The hue and cry then followed the Moonshee,
who had not reckoned upon his being outwitted and betrayed by jackals. He appealed to the Rajah for protection.
But the enormity of his crime left no hopes of mercy from any quarter.
Abandoned to his fate, the Moonshee gave the slip to his enemies, and, escaping to his kith and kin, kindled
the flames of a war, which, raging for many years, at length terminated in the downfall of the Hindoos. It is said
the place held out so long as the waters of a sacred tank possessed the virtue of restoring life to the fallen soldiers
of the Hindoo garrison. But charm was counteracted by charm. A live heifer is more venerated by the Hindoo than
the gods of his Triad. But in the shape of meat, it is highest abomination. The Moslems, therefore, played the ruse
of throwing in a steak of beef, and defiling thereby the sanctity of the tank out of which their opponent drank. No
more could the besieged Hindoos touch a drop of its water. The spell was broken that had made them invincible;
and thirst staring them in the face, the screw of their courage got loose, and they gave up the struggle.\fn{Many
such instances occur in the history of India, to show how superstition hastened the end of the ancient Hindoo sovereignty. The fall of
Balabhipoor, in ancient Saurashtra, was hastened by polluting with the blood of kine the sacred fountain from which arose, at the summons
of Rajah Silladitya, the seven-headed horse Septaswa, which draws the car of the sun, to bear him to battle. In a later age, Allaoodeen
practiced the same ruse against the celebrated Achil, the Keeche prince of Gagrown, which caused the surrender of this impregnable
fortress. (See Col. Tod’s Rajasthan, vol. 1, p. 219)}

This remarkable tank may yet be seen some 200 yards on the west of the town. The site, occupied by the
present Railway station-house is on the very spot of the battlefield. The spade of the workmen has struck upon
many skulls and bones there beneath the turf. Politically, the siege of Pundooa was not less important than the
siege of ancient Illion or Lunka—though no rustic Homer or Valmiki has been at pains to commemorate the
hapless end of a bovine Bhuggobuttee. In truth it was a desperate struggle for the domination of race over race,
and of religion over religion, which ended in the complete triumph of Islam over Hindooism. To this day, there
exists a bitter, antagonism between the two races at Pundooa, and one is apt to suppose that the ghost the cow still
haunts the place for its unavenged fate.
*
The tower commemorates the victory of the Islamite.\fn{ Built c.1340}
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The iron rod running up to its top is verily an anticipation of Franklin’s discovery—though Mahomedan
credulity should regard it to have been the walking-stick of Shah Sufi, the hero of the war. Hard by is his tomb—
an object of great sanctity to the Mussulmans of Lower Bengal. The mosque is a superb building, two hundred
feet long, with sixty domes—a number intended, perhaps, to have preserved an arithmetic correspondence with
the threescore Rajahs who fell in the siege.
The Peer-pukur at Pundooa is a large tank, forty feet deep, and 500 years old. It has a pretty appearance with
the ruined imambarees and tombs studding its banks. The most remarkable tenant of this tank is a tame alligator
called Fatikhan, which has been taught to obey the call of a fakeer living upon the embankments.
On summons the monster shows himself, upon the surface, and keeps floating for several minutes. To amuse
the spectators, he is called to approach the ghat, and then ordered to make his exit. But the animal is loath to
depart, till a fowl or some other food is thrown to him, when he is content to retire into the depths of the tank.
This beats Pliny’s elephants dancing the rope-dance, or Queen Berenice’s lion dining at her table and licking her
cheeks.\fn{“The Maharajah Sheodari Singh had one day been amusing us with the feats of his youth, his swimming from island to
island, and bestriding the alligators for an excursion. There are two of these alligators quite familiar to the inhabitants of Oodipoor, who
come when called ‘from the vasty deep’ for food, and I have often exasperated them by throwing an inflated bladder, which the monsters
greedily received, only to dive away in angry disappointment.” (Col. Tod, vol. 1, page 648.) Captain Von Orlich saw thirty alligators in a
tank near Kurrachee, who, at the call of the fakeer, “instantly crept out of the water, and like so many dogs lay in a semicircle at the feet of
their master. The art of taming and training beasts and birds has been practiced in India from a long antiquity. Talking birds were common
in the age of Menu, who advises a king to hold his council in a place from which such birds are to be carefully removed. The ancient Greek
writers mention that, in the festive processions of the Hindoos, “tame lions and panthers formed a part of the show to which singing birds,
and others remarkable for their plumage, were also made to contribute sitting on trees, which were transported on large wagons, and
increased the variety of the scene.” The magpie plays an important part in the drama of the, Rutnavali, as does the Sari-sook in the
Bhagbut. Such were the public amusements of the generations who knew not anything of idolatry to adorn their processions. Very probably
it was the Indians that the Romans borrowed many of their games in the Circus and Amphitheatre. The wild-beast fights of the Mogul
emperors were but a revival of the ancient Hindoo diversions. To this day those diversions survive in the bulbul-fights and ram-fights of
our countrymen, in the teaching of parrots and magpies to utter the names of Radha and Krishna, and in the artificial mountains, trees, and
gardens, forming a part of our nuptial processions}

The Pundooa of Bengal history is not to be confounded with the Pundooa under notice. The latter seems to
have either given its name to, or derived it from, the place where Sultan Shumsoodeen Bengara removed the seat
of Government from Gour in 1350, and where his son and successor Secunder built a superb mosque in 1360 A.D.
The two places flourished nearly at the same time.\fn{ See Stewart’s History of Bengal}
*
Past hurrying on by Boinci. The mere glimpse caught of its dense mass of buildings and huts is enough to give
an idea of its populous and thriving character. Fifty years ago, no such rural prosperity met the eye of the traveler
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passing through these regions. Then a brick house dared not pop up its head in such an obscure provincial town.
The well-doing burgher was sure to have betrayed himself to the dacoits.
To this day, the country gentleman does not neglect the precaution of fortifying his house with a high wall, and
nailing the doors of his gate with huge nails to resist the battering of the dhekye. The staircases in his zenana are
all made to end in trap-doors. On his roof are piles of stones kept in readiness to crush the marauder who might
venture to assail the little garrison.
But no man now dares to defy the authority of law. The humblest individual is now assured of protection by
the State in the possession of what is earned by his diligence, or hoarded by his self-denial.
There are few subjects to which the attention of our provincial gentry is so urgently needed to be turned now as
the sanitation of their townships—a subject important for its results in the physical history of a nation. The lapse
of. three thousand years has not suggested one improvement on the principles of town-building laid down by old
Menu. Drainage there is none in the topography of a Hindoo town or village. The roads are mere footpaths,
traversable at the best by a single draft bullock. Bowers and gardens are indeed important in rural housekeeping.
But the axe should level all that riots and rots—all that hinders ventilation, sunshine, and evaporation; the gloomy
orchard is no longer wanted to shelter the householder overtaken by dacoits.
Tanks and ponds are the best features in an Indian village, and their ghats often form the gayest scenes in a
village life. But out of twenty such public reservoirs, fifteen are mere cesspools which poison the air of the village
by their stench and malaria.
It is remarkable in all Hindoo towns and villages to see the low-castes occupy everywhere only the outskirts
and live in small low wigwams. The hatred of the ancient Sudra is now borne again in the modern Bagdees and
Domes. To be at quits, the Bagdees and Domes retaliate upon their aristocratic neighbors by nightly thefts and
burglaries. They cannot but choose thus to live at the expense of the community. Depredation naturally becomes
the vocation of those who are excluded from all social intercourse and legitimate source of gain, and to whom no
incentive is left for honorable distinction in society.
Owing to this baneful excommunication, crime has become normal to low-life in India, and gang-robbery
prevalent from times beyond the age of the Institutes. The hereditary robber, too, deems to have his own prestige,
and is slowly weaned from the ancestral habits grown into a second nature. Though better days have dawned, and
the gangs have been completely broken up, still there is many a sturdy fellow who neither digs, nor weaves, nor
joins wood for his livelihood, and who has no ostensible means of living. Very often does such a chap happen to
be seen to smoke squatting before the doorway of his hut, and to cast wistful glances at the passing train, with a
lurking devil in his eye.
From Boinchi the way lies through a fine open country, every inch of which is under cultivation. On either
hand the eye wanders over one sheet of waving cornfields, and orchards, and gardens of plantain and sugarcane.
Here and there are little meadows enlivened by cattle. Near the horizon the prospect seems to be clothed in a
gloomy jungle. But the traveler draws near, and is agreeably surprised to find it a narrow belt of villages teeming
with population. The scene is repeated, and again does the seeming jungle turn out to be a thick mass of the
habitation of men; and so on, the deception is carried for several miles in succession.
*
Six miles interior to the right of the station-house at Batka is Davipoor. The Kali, to whom the village is
indebted for its name, is a fierce Amazonian statue, seven feet high, and quite terror-striking to the beholder. The
opulent family of the Singhees have adorned their native village with a lofty pagoda, which is much to the credit
of the rural masons. From the Rail the crest of this temple is faintly descried near the horizon. Personally to us the
place shall always be memorable for a cobra eating up a whole big cat.
The locomotive quickens in its pace by the turn of a peg similarly to the horse of the Indian in Scheherezade’s
tale; and it goes on and on quite like a pawing steed.
*
Passed Mamaree, a pretty village with many brick buildings, and a fine nuboruttun, or nine-pinnacled Hindoo
temple. The beautiful country, the invigorating air, the rich prospect of cultivation for miles, the rapid succession
of villages, the innumerable tanks and fish-ponds, the swarming population, and the numerous monuments of art
and industry peculiar to Indian society, tell the traveler that he has entered the district of Burdwan—the district
which for salubrity, fertility, populousness, wealth, and civilization, is the most reputed in Bengal.
Burdwan, Bishenpoor and Beerbhoom were the three great Hindoo Rajdoms in the tract popularly known
under the name of Raur. That of Burdwan has alone survived, and is contemplated with a far deeper interest than
the other two. Though sacked and pillaged many a time, the industry, intelligence, and number of its people have
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as often covered the face of the land with wealth. Nowhere in our province is ancient capital so much hoarded.
Out of the wealth annually created by its population, Burdwan pays the largest revenue of all the zillahs in
Bengal.
The Banka, winding in serpentine meanders, adds that “babbling brook” to “the pomp of groves” and “the
garniture of fields,” which completes the charming variety of this well-known tract. The grand Railway viaduct,
half a mile long, is an architectural wonder in the valley of the Damoodur. It is a bridle curbing that river
notorious for its impetuosity.\fn{Hardly any reader needs to be informed of the sudden rises to which the Damoodur is subject
during the periodic rains. One of the most severe inundations experienced was in 1823, when this river rose higher than ever it had done in
the recollection of the oldest inhabitant, and overflowed the country for many miles. All the embankments were overtopped and carried
away, and scarcely a trace of them was left. In many places the face of the country was entirely changed. The sites of fine villages, tanks,
and gardens, were converted into a level plain of sand. The ground on which the crops stood became a desert in a few hours, and unfit for
future cultivation by the sand with which it was overlaid. There had been five feet of water in the streets of Burdwan. The Curri, Banka,
and Damoodur were united, and a sheet of water, more than 6 miles in breadth, and 3 or 4 feet in depth, flowed over the country eastward
towards Culna, and across the Hooghly. The devastation was overwhelming, and the loss of lives was not much less than the loss of
property. In many places the inhabitants were carried off, a few only being saved by floating on the roofs of huts or perching upon trees.
Those that escaped thus, escaped only with their lives. In that inundation, a good-sized pinnace sailed through the Sooksagur bazaar.
Chinsurah and Chandernagore were laid underwater. A rut or car had floated down to Calcutta, and stranded at the ghat which has since
been called the Ruttollah gaut. The bunding system, maintained for many years at a great cost, has been abandoned, and the country left to
be raised by a silting process. No serious rise has taken place since the erection of the Railway }

*
Our journey for the day now neared its end, and all eyes were turned to greet the view of Burdwan. In a little
time the sight of distant steeples and temples made itself welcome to the travelers, and before the little secondhand of a watch had thrice gone the round of its circle, we alighted on the classic soil of Burdwan. Soondra had
accomplished a journey of six months in six days, we have accomplished a journey of three days in three hours—
a proof of science rivaling the speed of the poet’s fancy.
Travelers have hardly done justice to Burdwan, the reality of which exceeds all that is chanted in ballad or
song. In all directions the scenery fully justifies its ancient poetical appellation of Koosumapoor, or the City of
Flora. The very walks leading to the town lie through a succession of groves, orchards, gardens, and flower-pots;
and Bharutchunder’s
Burdwan, maha sthan
Chow de ka ta, poospho ban

is true to the very letter. The tanks on all sides, and the constant processions of women, with pitchers of water on
their waists, fully realize the ghat-scene of that poet. There was a thin cloud over the sky, and the murky day, and
the gentle breaths of air well chimed with the softest landscapes and the softest recollections.
The Banka flows its crystal stream right through the town. Though its bed now is almost a mere waste of sand,
the place is not a whit less poetical without the Naiades.
Place aids the effect of poetry, and in Burdwan we go back in imagination to the days of Biddya and Soondra,
and think more of old Beersingha than of the present Maharajah. The man who can feel no emotions in the scene
of their adventures and the land of Noor Jehan’s sojourn—who can ignore the place, the name of which is
associated with the Kobi-kun-kun, and the early anecdotes of Rammohun Roy, must thank his stars to have not a
grain of romance or enthusiasm in his composition. The love-adventures of Biddya and Soondra have all the
improbability of fiction mingled with the truth of fact—all the romance of Mojunu and Leila, with the reality of
Eloisa and Abelard. But the liaison is told with all the barefacedness of a rake; and Bharutchunder’s Biddya, and
Calidas’ Sacontola, are beings of antipodal difference.
“Wilt thou express in one word,” says Goethe, “the bloom of the Spring and the fruit of the Autumn—all that
attracts and entrances—all that feeds and satisfies—the Heaven itself and the Earth? I name thee, Sacontola!—
and it is done.”\fn{This has been put into rhyme by Professor Eastwick, and cited by Professor Monier Williams in his recent
translation of the play of Sacontola” “Wouldst thou the young year’s blossoms and the fruits of its decline. | And all by which the soul is
charmed, enraptured, feasted, fed— | Wouldst thou the earth and heaven itself in one sole name combine? | I name thee, O Sacontala! and
all at once is said.”}

By the side of the pure and guileless Sacontola, how little there is of the platonic, and how much of the
practical, in the character of Biddya. The poet ought to have been aware that “drapery is more alluring than
exposure, and that the imagination is more powerfully moved by delicate hints than by gross descriptions.” He
has made Biddya to sit for the picture of a modern lady of Bengal, and has taken no pains to sustain her character
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by high sentiments becoming an accomplished princess. His tale has all the inebriating lusciousness of the grape,
and is therefore eagerly drunk in by the multitude. But the poison swallowed is in no long time rejected with a
nausea.
By the learned native public of Bengal the story of Biddya and Soondra is thought to be without an iota of
truth in it. The tale was undertaken at the request of the Rajahs of Kishnagur, to level a squib at the rival house of
Burdwan, with all the spice of romantic interest. But the Veronese no more insist on the fact of Juliet’s story, than
do the Burdwanese cling to the memory of Biddya, and embalm it in their household traditions. They show in
Verona Juliet’s tomb in a wild and desolate garden, attached to a convent.\fn{ “I have been over Verona. The amphitheatre
is wonderful—beats even Greece. Of the truth of Juliet’s story, they seem tenacious to a degree, insisting on the fact, giving a date (1303);
and showing a tomb. It is a plain, open, and partly decayed sarcophagus, with withered leaves in it, in a wild and desolate conventual
garden, once a cemetery, now ruined to the very graves. The situation struck me as very appropriate to the legend, being blighted as their
love. I have brought away a few pieces of granite, to give to my daughter and my nieces.”—Byron’s Letters, Nov. 9, 1816}

In Burdwan they show you the site of Biddya’s house, her favorite pond, and the Kali of her father’s
household. Biddyapotta, or “the local habitation of Biddya”, is first of all pointed out to give the lie to the opinion
of her being a myth. There is now nothing more of this precious abode, than a trace of some rubbish, fully
doubtful, but looking sufficiently antique. Near it, on a spot, are shown the faded marks of some ancient
excavation, said to indicate the subterranean passage through which Soondra used to make his way incognito into
the chambers of the princess. Further on a little gap in the earth is pretended to be one of the mouths of that
famous passage.
The place has silted up, and paddy is grown where the princess “lived, and moved, and had her being.” The
whereabouts of the other mouth is quite unknown; and to the regret of all Indian Cavaliers, the site of Heera’s
cottage is beyond all possibility of identification. Certainly the vulnerable point in Bharutchunder’s tale is that
about the subterranean passage. In this skeptical age it is at once reckoned among the extraordinaries, and
exclaimed at by the reader,
“Well, mole, coulds’t thou work i’ the earth so fast.”
Tradition may point out its local site, and allude to its local existence three hundred years ago, when Rajah
Maun Singh, in his Viceregal tour through Bengal, stopped at Burdwan, and visited the remarkable tunnel. The
practicableness of its execution may receive a countenance from the mining operations at Raneegunge, and the
caves of Ellora and Elephanta may remove every doubt as to the engineering skill of the ancient Hindoos. But a
tunnel, however common now, was an extraordinary undertaking in that age. Unless we chose to regard that
lovers’ feats are miracles to men of sober-mindedness, there should be no hesitation as to the subterranean
passage through which Soondra carried on his stealthy interviews with the princess, having existed more in the
imagination of the poet than in reality.
The Maun-surrobur is next shown. It is said to have been used by the princess for her ablutions. Once, it seems
to have been it splendid tank, but is now a shallow piece of water, divided by the Grand Trunk road into two
:sections. The surface forms a charming bed of th Indian lily: in one division, the flowers are white, in the other
violet, making a pleasing contrast by their variety. The bee hovers and hums his ditty over the flowers. Both the
lily and the bee are in harmony with the soft reminiscences of the spot.
But from Biddyapotta to the Maun-surrobur the distance is more than a mile. Unless Beersoing’s palace had
covered all this space, the identity of that tank is very much to be doubted. The name of the tank is also significant
of its origin from Raja Maun, who may have left it to denote the beneficence of his administration.
The third proof is furnished by the Mushan, whither Soondra had been led for execution. The site of that spot
was identified by the self-same Kali, at whose altar that prince was to have been immolated. She now bears the
name of Doorlubba Thacreen, from the place of her abode. Situated in the open and lonely fields, where it is little
frequented by men, and haunted as it were by ghosts and apparitions, the spot bears out the truth of the poet’s
description.
The image is of a small size carved out on a slab of stone. Underneath the figure is an obsolete inscription,
which sufficiently exculpates it from being a sculptural fraud and forgery of a recent date. It also serves to lend a
color of truth to her pretensions of being as old as Beersingha—and the bona fide goddess, who has eaten the
pujah of that Rajah, received the votive offerings of Biddya, and heard the prayers of Soondra. If really such, she
ought herself to act as the umpire between those beings and the skeptics of the nineteenth century.
No decisive conclusion can he arrived at as to the truth or fictitiousness of Bharutchunder’s tale—“much may
he said on both sides of the question.” But to save trouble, grant that Biddya was a character of historic
authenticity. Her epoch, then, may he fixed somewhere between the eighth and eleventh centuries—a period
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tallying with that during which the Chola Princes held a powerful sovereignty in Southern India, and had their
capital at Kanchipoor or modem Conjeveram, whence Soondra came.
There was in that age a considerable intercourse between the Coromandel coast and the Gangetic valley: it is
mentioned in the Periplus that “large vessels crossed the Bay of Bengal to the mouth of the Ganges.” In the days
of Asoca, voyages were made across the Bay from Ceylon in seven days—such as the modern mail steamers
perform now. Soondra may have come up in a clipper vessel of his time—there is at least some truth in the speed
of his journey. Beersingh may have belonged to a collateral branch of the ancient Gunga-vansa Rajahs. The
neighboring Rajah of Bishenpoor traces back his ancestry for a thousand years.
Old Burdwan is now called the Nabobnaut. Here flourished the ancient Hindoo Rajahs. Here ruled the
Mussulman Chiefs. Here encamped the Rajahs Maun Singh and Toder Mull. Here was Mocoondoram’s house.
Here Azeem Ooshaun built a mosque—and here was paid down to him by the English the purchase-money of
“Sutanatty, Govindpore, and Calicottah.” Hardly a relic exists of these times.
Shere Afkun, the mightiest name in the annals of sportsmanship, whose pugilistic victory over an enormous
tiger is a recorded fact in Mogul history, a fact throwing Gordon Cumming into the shade, lies buried here far
away from the place of his birth in Turkomania. Never was the poet’s decree—that “none but the brave deserves
the fair”—more remarkably exemplified than in the instance of Shere Afkun, whose most extraordinary bravery
had been rewarded with the hand of the most extraordinary beauty of the age—the future Noor Jehan.
The Sivalaya in old Burdwan consists of 108 temples, in two large amphitheatrical circles, one within the
other. The old Rajbaree is at this place. There is an impression that large hoards of money are buried in this house.
The exact spot, however, is unknown. A predecessor of the present Rajah had attempted to dig up the hoards. But
only wasps, hornets, and serpents issued from the earth. This is giving but another version to the old story of the
“burrowing ants” of Herodotus and the hamakars or gold-makers of Menu. The diggings in Bengal are not less
terrible than in California. Nothing less than the Rajah’s life appeased the yacsha guarding the treasures. The
danger attending the excavation has deterred from all further operations of the kind.
Beersingha’s line has become extinct for several generations. The present family is said to be descended from
an emigrant merchant of Lahore. Though without any relationship with the preceding line, the present family, it is
told, long smarted under Bharatchunder’s keen and brilliant satire. It was strictly forbidden for many years to be
enacted on a festival in any part of their Rajdom.
The Maharajah is, all in all, in Burdwan. He is the oldest and wealthiest zemindar in Bengal, and keeps a State
resembling that of a petty sovereign. His mansion is a palatial building, and superbly adorned with mirrors and
chandeliers.
His summer-house is decorated with a regal splendor. He possesses a vast store of gold and silver plate, a rich
wardrobe of shawls, brocades and jewelry. These are displayed to lend a princely magnificence to his birthday
balls and banquets.
His Highness has a large stable of horses and elephants, an excellent dairy and aviary. The favorite
amusements of the present Rajah are architecture and gardening. He is taxed for carrying them to an excess. The
appointed architects of his household are employed throughout the year in building and rebuilding; the
upholsterers in furnishing and re-furnishing; and the songsters in giving new versions and cadences to their songs.
The khetrya of Menu is an extinct animal like the mammoth. On this side of Bengal, however, the species is
boasted to be perpetuated by the proprietor to the rich estates of Burdwan.
Half the town appears to be covered by tanks. The largest of them, Kristoshair, is almost an artificial lakelet.
Two women once swam across this tank—neither for love nor lucre, but betting only a seer of confectionery.
They might have thrown the gauntlet to old Leander. The high embankments of the tank look like the ramparts of
a fortress—the more so for being mounted with a pair of guns, though to all appearance they are as obsolete as the
Old English alphabet.
In the evening to the Dilkhoosa-baug—a pleasant lounge. The principal attraction in it is the menagerie. The
pair of lions there staggers the orthodox Hindoo in his belief of the unity of the king of the forest. In Brahminical
zoology, the species lion has no mate and multiplication. He is a single and solitary animal in the creation. But
instead of one, the number found here is dual—a male and a female. From dual the beasts have made themselves
into plural, by multiplying young ones some half a dozen in number.
The lion also is an invisible creature according to the Poorans. But the old fellow is so great an aristocrat, as to
make himself something more than merely visible to the human eye, by spouting urine at the crowds of spectators
gathered to disturb his imperial humour. The brutes paired together, are observed to dally for twenty-four hours—
quite in the fashion of Oriental kings—making their day live long in confinement. No goddess rides upon them to
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bless the vision of a Sacto. Nothing like a practical contradiction of the fallacies of priestcraft. The outlandish lion
betrays the foreign origin of Durga, who is probably a modified type of the Egyptian Ken—borrowed in the days
of ancient Indo-Egyptian intercourse, and adopted by Puranic idolatry to counteract the prevalence of Buddhism.
More than half the income of the Maharajah appears to be expended upon devalayas, or institutions of idolatry,
made the medium of charity to the poor. In this way is squandered nearly one-tenth of the annual income of the
Hindoos in Bengal. But the nation is imbibing more enlarged sentiments of benevolence; and Hindoo
philanthropy and public spirit, hitherto confined to relieving only the physical wants of individuals, have begun to
endow schools and colleges, and “transmute money into mind.” There is to come a time, when idols shall
disappear from the land, and the lapse of idol trusts shall form a puzzle to jurists and legislators.

† Maharaja Sayaijirao Gaekwad III of Baroda (b.1875) in 1902, wearing his seven-row diamond necklace †
264.29 Quotations of Aghoremani Devi aka Gopaler-ma\fn{by Gopaler-ma (1822-1906)} Kamarhati, nr. Calcutta,
West Bengal State, India (F) 2
He is a nice man and a real devotee. (340)\fn{ These are the page numbers of the book from which the quotations in this
section have been abstracted:H}

*
I thought: “What a strange monk. He talks only about food. I am a poor widow. Where shall I get so many
delicacies for him? Enough! I shall not come back again.” But as soon as I crossed the gate of Dakshineswar
garden, I felt he was, as it were, pulling me back. I could not proceed further. I had a hard time persuading the
mind, and at last I returned to Kamarhati. (340)
*
O Gopala,\fn{The infant/child form of Krishna} is this the outcome of my prayer? You have brought me to a holy
man who only asks for food. I shall not come back again. (340)
*
I looked at him in amazement and thought, “How did he come here?” Meanwhile Gopoala kept on smiling
sweetly. As I took courage and grasped his left hand, Sri Ramakrishna’s form disappeared and in place of it
appeared the real Gopala—a big child of ten months old. His beauty and look beggar description! He crawled
towards me and, raising one hand, said, “Mother, give me butter.” This overwhelming experience bewildered me.
I cried out so loudly that if there had been men around they would have assembled there. With tearful eyes I said,
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“My son, I am a poor, helpless widow. What shall I feed you? Where shall I get butter and cream, my child?” but
Gopala did not listen to me. “Give me something to eat,” he kept on saying. What could I do? Sobbing, I got up
and brought some dry coconut balls from the hanging bracket. Placing them in his hand, I said, “Gopala, my
darling, I offer you this wretched thing, but don’t give me such a poor thing in return.” I could not perform japam
\fn{Mantras; their ceremonial repetition} at all that day. Gopala sat on my lap, snatched away my rosary, jumped on my
shoulders, and moved around the room. At daybreak I rushed to Dakshineswar like a crazy woman. Gopala also
accompanied me, resting his head on my shoulder. I distinctly saw Gopala’s two tiny, rosy feet hanging over my
bosom. (341)
*
Brahma is dancing and Vishnu is dancing … Here is Gopala in my arms … Now he enters into you … There,
he comes out again … Come, my child, come to your wretched mother. (342)
*
Gopala, my darling, your wretched mother has led a life of dire poverty. She had to make her living by
spinning and selling sacred thread. Is that why you are taking special care of her today? (342)
*
My child, sleep tonight in this way. Tomorrow I shall go to Calcutta and ask the daughter of the landlady to
make a soft pillow for you. (342)
*
Gopala, what have you done to me? Did I do anything wrong? Why do I not see you in the form of Gopala as
before? (343)
*
Truly speaking, I don’t care for this stiff posture. My Gopala should laugh and play, walk and run. But what is
this? He has become stiff like a log. I don’t like to see this sort of gopala! (345)
*
My son, you are learned and intelligent, and I am a poor, illiterate widow. I don’t understand anything. Please
tell me, are these visions true? (346)
*
I was then not myself. I danced and laughed and created a commotion there. (347)
*
Look, I am an old, illiterate woman. What do I know about the scriptures? Why don’t you ask Sharat, Yogin
and Tarak? … Wait, let me ask Gopala. O Gopala, I don’t understand what they are talking about. Why don’t you
answer their questions? Hello, Gopala says this … O Gopoala why are you going away? Will you not answer their
questions any more? (348-349)
*
My son, what do I know about initiation? I am a poor widow. (349)
*
Listen, offer your body and mind to God. Initiation is not an insignificant thing. Do not leave your seat without
repeating ten thousand japam in each sitting. While practicing a spiritual discipline disconnect yourself from the
thoughts of the world. Start your japam at 3 o’clock in the morning so that nobody is aware of it; and again
practice in the evening. (349)
*
Why have you come here? You will have to face a lot of hardship. My Gopala takes care of me. Where will
you sleep? You must find a room. They are all under lock and key, so you will have to ask the priest to open one
for you. Let me tell you frankly at the outset that there are some evil spirits around. Whenever you hear any
strange noise, repeat your mantram wholeheartedly. (349-350)
*
Wait, wait! Even the birds have not yet sung. Let the morning come, my sweet darling, and then I shall take
you for a bath in the Ganga. … Don’t you know that Gopala lives with me? I was trying to control his
naughtiness. (350)
*
What have you done? What have you done? Gopala is going away—he is gone. (351)
*
Gopala, you have come. Look, you have sat on my lap all these days; now you take me on your lap. (351)
*
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Ask advice from Gopala. He is within you. No one can give better advice than he. This is the truth. Cry with a
longing heart and you will reach him. (351)
1823

71.48 A Letter to The Spectator and The Times of India: The Mental Seclusion Of India\fn{by Anapurna Turkhad
(1823-1891)} India (F) 2
Sir:
Will you kindly allow me, though quite ignorant of the art of writing to the papers, to make a few remarks
upon your interesting article on the above subject which appeared in the Spectator of October 22nd?
I am only a Hindu girl (though my husband may, I think, be classed among your “few cultivated Europeans
who ever lived happily with a native wife”), and I fear that you will think that my “mental seclusion” has not
allowed me to give you a very clear view of my opinions on the subject; but such as they are, I offer them for your
consideration.
The question is, Why do Europeans fail to see through the Indian mind, why cannot they solve its “elements of
the unknown or the capricious”?
In the first place, I think that there are Europeans who, in their limited circles of Indian friends, have
penetrated this veil of reserve; but India is too big a place for such men to generalize about “the natives” as
though they were homogenous from Peshawar to Cape Comorin, and men do not often care to write books about
their immediate circles of friends merely. Leaving such Europeans out of the question, you must make allowance
for the abysmal ignorance of India and things Indian in the English mind “at home.” Most Europeans are fullgrown before they think of coming to India at all; there is little practical recognition (there is plenty of talk) of the
moral responsibility of England to attain to some serious knowledge of her great dependency.
Next, looking at the mass of Europeans in this country, and their social relations to the native, what do we see?
Speaking as a native, I can say generally that natives regard Europeans with a sort of respectful awe. They can be
and are free-spoken among themselves—in fact, they pride themselves upon not being burdened with social
conventionalities like the Europeans—but they never dream of being as free in their intercourse with those people
as among themselves. Our friend Vishnupant, for instance, may hold as high a position (financially) as Mr.
Brown, but Vishnupant would never think of taking any liberties with the latter, or of laughing and talking as
freely with him as he would unhesitatingly do with his subordinate clerk, Govindrao. Europeans, he would say, if
asked, “are not of us—how do you expect them to understand us”? Even the children know that a Saheb is a
different sort of being than a native. If a Saheb comes to see their father, the children are told to be chup (“shut
up”). “A Saheb has come, take care!” they are told, and so a fear of such people is instilled from infancy, which
fear gradually develops into a sort of respectful awe as the child grows into the man.
You say, truly, that the natives are shy of speaking of their thoughts or feelings; that what encouragement have
they had from Europeans for them to be otherwise? As an illustration, let me speak of a considerable class, the socalled “reformers,” or adaptive natives, men and women, who are ready enough to accept such crumbs as they are
offered of Western habits and Western thought. Brown Saheb may call on Vishnupant, but is Brown Madam
Saheb with him when he calls? Of course, Mrs. Brown will say that Vishnupant’s wife cannot speak English, and
he cannot speak Marathi; granted, but even if Vishnupant, like many another Hindu gentleman of modern days,
has had his wife taught English, would Mrs. Brown care to make her acquaintance? Except, perhaps, in very few
cases she would not; “for,” she would say, “what is the use of calling on a native lady?” Mrs. Vishnupant and she
could not have much in common; they could not converse upon any practical topic, they could not invite each
other to tennis or dinner. Mrs. Vishnupant’s cocoa-nut-oily baby would make Mrs. Brown shudder; there would be
no necessity for calling. And poor little Mrs. Vishnupant, on her part, would not see the necessity of knowing
English, and would wonder why her husband had made her learn the language; and Mrs. Brown’s formality (if she
did call) would strike a worse chill into the poor little impulsive heart, and make her more shy and reticent, make
her hide herself more within herself than ever.
One must be educated to a certain degree to have any opinions on any subject. How can Indian women, childwives as they often are, talk about politics or science, or fashion, or domestic economy, or “going home,” or even
“men” or the price of beef as English-women do? Very few of them read newspapers, still fewer understand them.
Poor souls! Their conversation is but simple and homely—of Yamuna’s coming marriage, of the expenditure of
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the house, of children and the round of common duties; and even then no opinions are given, such as “I think it
right” that such and such a thing should be done, but all facts are given simply and plainly without the Ego being
once visible. And their hands are full of work, not elegant trifling with crewel or crochet, but hard domestic
drudgery. They have not idle time to “kill” with light amusements.
Very few Europeans care enough for Indians to be anxious to know anything about their inner lives. They “live
on the spot with them and work with them,” because they have to do so, but as for genuine affection and
uncondescending friendship, I doubt whether there is much of either. A few European ladies may, perhaps, take a
sort of patronizing interest in women like Vishnupant’s wife, but would they ever unlock their hearts to such? Is it,
then surprising that towards Europeans our minds are “kept in a casket,” as you say? If the Anglo-Indians could
like and mix with the Indians more, if they could shake off a little of that I am the salt of the earth air which is so
infinitely amusing to the “quiet humerousness” which you have recognized in the Hindu, there would be some
chance of opening the casket and revealing its contents; as things stand, it is unlikely that such an event should
occur when there is so much of constraint on both sides.
There is much in the Indian character which but few Europeans know; one main feature of it is its sensitiveness, intensely acute sensitiveness (a faculty closely allied to the humerousness you speak of), which makes us
often times fancy slight or ridicule where neither slight nor ridicule is meant. Perhaps Vishnupant, being a
“reformer,” may wish his wife to go out with him, and will insist on her covering her pretty little bare feet with
brand-new English boots; the poor wife, with true Indian-wifely obedience, would go out with him thus
compositely attired; presently they come across Mrs. Brown with some English companions. Mrs. Brown,
perhaps, thinks or even whispers, “What a guy!” and though Mrs. Vishnupant has not heard the whisper, she has
read the look, and (we are all sensitive about our appearance when we’ve got new clothes on) will at once feel
that she is being laughed at. Mrs. Brown had been fairly friendly to her Indian acquaintance when alone together;
she may be a kind-hearted woman in her way, but, before other Europeans the fear of ridicule overpowers her
good intentions, and that feeling which in private betrayed her into an approach to cordiality, is in public chilled
into the stiffest formality, if not shamed into actual rudeness.
I have said that Europeans talk of “natives” as if they were of a single nation and a single type. The absurdity
is so obvious, that one would hardly think it worth recurring to, if it were not so often committed. I am a Maratha,
and can speak of my own people only; distinct as they are to me, to the English eye they come under the same
broad classification which groups all Indian races and creed, more numerous and diverse than all the nationalities
of Europe put together, under the one term “natives.” And what natives does the average European see? His lowcaste servants, or his official dependents? The former he loathes for their savageness and uncleanliness; the latter
he despises for their obsequiousness and their indolence.
Of true Indian life of the “homely joys and destiny obscure” of the million of non-official natives, he knows, as
you say, next to nothing. And so long as he thinks—or lets the natives fancy that he thinks—that he is
condescending in his attempt to pluck out the heart of their mystery, he will fail; the mild Hindu will not wear his
heart upon his sleeve, for even Sahebs to pluck at.
I have spoken somewhat of myself already, and I will be so egotistic as to say a word more. I have lived as a
native, with native ways, and I live among Europeans and in their ways. I do not feel now that my being a native
makes the least difference in the way in which I am treated; I have many dearly-loved English friends, even in
India, but this has not been my experience from the first. Some years ago, long before I married, I used to feel
myself an alien from every one. English ways were less known then than now among my countrywomen, and
they neither understood me nor sympathized with me. Still more was I alien to English men, because there was no
feeling of equality to be got from them, and I did not want patronage. I used to long and long for a friend in those
days!
You will consider this very one-sided, but you will, I think, welcome even an ex parte statement on the native
side, though only from a woman’s pen. I am quite aware that the natives are at fault, being so sensitive (the
conquered are ever so, and magnanimity is not an Anglo-Indian virtue); the caste system imposes, many
restrictions justly repugnant to English notions of social intercourse; and the subjection of women, the result of
child-marriages, retards progress towards a better state of things. But still I say if England wishes to understand
India, England must begin. “Peace has her victories,” and these have yet to be won.
I am, Sir,
Yours respectfully,
Lotus Flower
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245.30 Excerpt from Autobiography Of Dayanand Saraswati\fn{by Dayanand Saraswati (1824-1883)} Tankara,
Moryi District, Gujarat State, India (M) 9
1
I was born in an Audichya Brahmana1 family in the State of Morvi in Majokatha region of Kathiawad, South
Gujarat, in VS 1881.\fn{1824. The family had migrated to Gujarat in the 10 th century from Uttar Pradesh on the invitation of Raja
Mularaj (915-997 AD)} I refrain from mentioning the name of the town of my birth, for if my father, mother, or any
other relative happen to be alive at the moment, they might come to me and create obstructions in the work of
reform I have undertaken. I do not want that any part of my energies, resources, etc., should be used up in moving
with or attending to the needs of my parents or relatives.
At five, I began to study the Devanagari characters\fn{The script in which Sanskrit is written, as also some modern Indian
languages such as Hindi and Marathi } and my parents and elders commenced training me in the ways and practices in
my family, making me learn by rote many religious hymns, stanzas, and commentaries. When I was eight, I was
invested with the sacred thread,\fn{ The sacred thread investiture ceremony (yajnopavita sanskara), one of the sixteen periodical
ceremonials observed by Hindus at special turning points in their age } given practical lessons of the Gayatri Sandhya,\fn
{Effecting communion of the soul with God by reciting Vedic hymns } and taught the Yajurveda Samhita,\fn{One of the four
Vedas, containing 1,975 hymns, classified under 40 chapters, upon the reception of his copy Voltaire said: “It was the most precious gift for
which the West has ever been indebted to the East.” } starting first from the Rudradhyaya.

My family belonged to the Shaiva sect, and they very much wished to see me initiated into its religious
mysteries. In consequence, I was taught to worship the uncouth piece of clay representing Shiva’s emblem—the
Parthiva Lingam. But as there were various hardships connected with this worship, including a good deal of
fasting and as I had the habit of taking early meals, my mother, fearing that it might tell upon my health, opposed
it. But my father seriously insisted upon it, as it was in line with the tradition of the family,
Meanwhile, I studied Sanskrit grammar and learnt some Vedic text by heart. I accompanied my father to the
shrines, temples and other places where Shiva was worshipped. My father’s conversation always touched upon
one topic: the highest devotion and reverence must be paid to Shiva, for he was the most divine of all gods.
This went on thus until I had reached my fourteenth year, when having learned by heart the whole of the
Yajurveda, parts of other Vedas, and grammar works such as Shabdarupawali,\fn{A small book of elementary grammar }
I completed my education. My father used to take me out to the places where Shiva’s praise was sung, My father
had a banking house and he held, moreover, the office hereditary in my family of a Jamadar.\fn{Revenue collector}
We were quite well off.
In that year—1838—my father, unmindful of my mother’s remonstrances, ordered that I should begin
practicing Parthiva pujanam.\fn{The worship of the idol of clay or stone } Accordingly, when the great day of fasting
called Shivaratri came,\fn{The thirteenth day in the dark half of each month, sacred to Shiva } my father after reciting the
sacred legend on the Magha Badi 13,\fn{January-February 1838} commanded me to observe a fast and to participate
in the night long vigil in the temple of Shiva. I obeyed him and went to the temple where the rich people of the
town were going with their children.
The Shivaratri vigil is divided into four praharas of three hours each. After the first two praharas I saw that
the pujaris\fn{The priests} and some lay devotees had left the temple and lay asleep outside it. Having been taught
for years that by sleeping on that particular night, the worshipper lost all charm of his devotion, I tried to refrain
from sleeping by washing my eyes now and then with cold water. My father was, however, less fortunate in this
respect. He fell asleep, leaving me to watch alone a miracle which happened just then: a mouse came out of its
hideout and began to wander around the idol of Shiva. Not only that, it even climbed on the idol and ate away the
akshata\fn{Offerings} too.
*
Now thought upon thought and question upon question crowded upon and disturbed my mind. Is it possible, I
asked myself, that he was the same Mahadeva,\fn{The most famous of Shiva’s names } the semblance of man, the idol
of a personal god that I see bestriding his bull before me, and who, according to religious accounts, walks about,
eats, sleeps, and drinks, and who holds a trident in his hand, beats his dumroo\fn{Drum} and pronounces curses
upon men? Is he the one who is invoked as the Lord of Kailash,\fn{ A peak in the Himalayas, 22,020 feet above sea level }
the supreme being and the divine hero of all the stories we read of him in the Puranas?
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Unable to resist such thoughts any longer, I awoke my father and asked him to tell me whether the hideous
emblem of Shiva in the temple was identical with the Mahadeva of the scriptures?
“Why do you ask this?” enquired my father.
“I feel it is impossible,” I replied, “to reconcile to the idea of an omnipotent, living god, with this idol which
allows the mice to run over his body and thus suffers his image to be polluted without the slightest protest.”
My father tried to explain to me that this stone representation of the Mahadeva of Kailash, having been
consecrated by the holy men, became in consequence the god himself, and is worshipped and regarded as such.
As Shiva cannot be perceived, he further added, in this Kaliyuga,\fn{A period of time equivalent to 432,000 human years,
which began in 3,102BC; it is the last of four such time-periods, upon the completion of which, so Hindu Scripture teaches, all life in the
universe is destroyed and creation begins anew:H } we have the idol in which the Mahadeva of Kailash is imagined by his

votaries. This kind of worship pleases the great deity as much as if, instead of the emblem, he were there himself.
But the explanation fell short of satisfying me. I could not help suspecting misinterpretation and sophistry in
all this. Feeling weak with hunger and fatigue, I begged to be allowed to go home. My father consented to it, and
sent me away with a sepoy, reiterating that I should not break my fast. But when once home, and told my mother
of my hunger, she fed me with sweetmeats, and at once I fell into a profound sleep.
In the morning, when my father returned home and learned that I had broken my fast, he was very angry: He
tried to impress me with the enormity of my sin. But I could not make myself believe that the idol and Mahadeva
were one and the same god, and, therefore, could not comprehend why I should be made to fast for it and worship
it.
I had, however, to conceal my lack of faith, and bring forward as an excuse for abstaining from regular
worship my study, which really left me little or no time for anything else. In this I was strongly supported by my
mother and my uncle, who pleaded my case so well that my father had to yield. I was allowed to devote my whole
attention to my studies. My academic sweep was now extended to Nighantu,\fn{A book which presents a detailed
glossary of the Vedic words} Nirukta,\fn{A book describing the principles and rules by which Vedic hymns are to be interpreted }
Purvamimansa\fn{One of the six darshanas, composed by the scholar Jaimini } and other shastras\fn{Scriptures. They are
Nayaya, by Gautama; Vaishishka, by Kanada; Yoga, by Patanjali; Saukhya, by Kapila; Purvamimansa, by Jaimini; and Uttramimansa (or
Vedanta), by Badarayana} as also to the rituals.

There were besides myself in the family two younger sisters and two brothers, the youngest of whom was born
when I was already sixteen. On one memorable night, as we were attending a nautch festival\fn{An song and dance
entertainment provided by professional dancing girls} at the house of a friend, a servant was dispatched after us from home.
He gave the terrible news that my sister, a girl of fourteen, had been just taken sick. Notwithstanding every
medical assistance, my poor sister expired within four gharis\fn{1 ghari = 22⅓ minutes} after our arrival.
It was my first bereavement, and the shock I received was indeed great. Friends and relatives were sobbing and
lamenting around me, but I stood like one petrified, plunged in reverie. It resulted in a series of long and sad
meditations upon the instability of human life. Not one of the beings that lived in this world could escape the cold
hand of death, I thought; I too may be snatched away any time.
Now I asked myself: what should I do to alleviate this human misery? Where shall I find the assurance for and
means of attaining salvation? I came to a decision then and there that I would strive to find an answer to these
questions, cost whatever it might, so that I could save myself from the untold miseries of the dying moments.
*
The ultimate result of such meditations was to make me violently break with the mummeries of external
mortification and penances forever and the more to appreciate inward efforts to the soul. I kept my decision
secret, and allowed no one to fathom my innermost thoughts.
When I was 19, my uncle, a very learned man, full of divine qualities who had shown for me the greatest
tenderness, and whose favorite I had been from my birth, expired. His death left me in a state of utter dejection,
and with a still profounder conviction. I settled in my mind that there was nothing stable, nothing worth living for
in this world.
Although I had never allowed my parents to perceive what the real state of my mind was, I had been imprudent
enough to confess to some friends how repulsive seemed to me the bare idea of a married life. This was reported
to my parents, and they immediately decided that I should be betrothed and the marriage solemnity performed as
soon as I should be twenty.
Having discovered such intentions of my parents, I did my utmost to thwart their plans. I sent my friends to
intercede on my behalf to plead postponement of my betrothal till the end of the year. I entreated my father to
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send me to Benares, where I might complete my knowledge of Sanskrit grammar, and study astronomy and
medicine, until I had attained full proficiency in these difficult sciences.
But my parents, and other members of the family opposed me violently. They declared that I should not go to
Benares until I had got married, for [the] girl’s father would not wait any more. Moreover, my education was
considered quite sufficient.
I however, insisted upon further studies and requested my father to postpone my betrothal and allow me to go
ahead with my plans. But no sooner had I asked him to do so than my mother declared that in such a case she
would not consent even to wait till the end of the year; rather she would see that my marriage was performed
immediately.
Perceiving, at last, that my persistence only made things worse, I declared myself satisfied with being allowed
to pursue my studies at home, provided I was allowed to go to a learned pandita who resided about six miles from
our town in a village belonging to our zamindari.\fn{Estate} My parents agreed to this proposal and there I quietly
pursued my studies for some time.
But while there, I was again forced into a confession of the insurmountable aversion I had for marriage. This
also reached home and I was summoned back at once. There, to my surprise, I found that everything had been
prepared for my marriage ceremony. I had entered my twenty-first year then. I now fully realized that I would not
be allowed to avoid marriage any more.
2
One fine evening in VS 1903\fn{1846} I left my home secretly.
The first night was spent in the vicinity of a village about eight miles from my town. I started my journey at
three hours before dawn, and before night had again set in I had walked over thirty miles. During the journey I
carefully avoided public thoroughfares, villages and localities in which I could have been recognized. These
precautions proved useful to me, as on the third day after I had absconded, I learned from a government officer
chat a large party of men including many horsemen, were diligently wandering about in search of a young man,
son of so and so, who had fled from his home.
I hastened further on to have other adventures. A party of begging Brahmanas relieved me of all the money I
had on me, and made me part even with my gold and silver ornaments, rings, bracelets, and other jewels, on the
plea that the more I gave away in charities, the more would my self-denial benefit me. Thus, having parted with
all I had, I moved on to the town of Sayale, the residence of a learned scholar, named Lala Bhagat of whom I had
heard much on my way from wandering sanyasis\fn{One who leads the life of renunciation, the fourth stage of Hindu life,
usually entered into after the 75 th year} and vairagis.\fn{Religious mendicants belonging to the Vaishnava sect } There I met a
brahmachari\fn{One who keeps celibate and studies secular and religious literature under strict mental and physical discipline; it is the
first of the four stages of life which usually lasts up to 25 years } who advised me to join at once his holy order which I did.
After initiating me into his order and conferring upon me the name of Shuddha Chaltanya, he made me
exchange my clothes for the dress worn by them—a reddish-yellow garment. From there, and in this new attire, I
proceeded to the small principality of Kotgangar near Ahmedabad. There to my misfortune, I met a vairagi who
was a resident of a village in the vicinity of my town, and was well acquainted with my family. His astonishment
was as great as my own perplexity.
Having naturally enquired how I came to be there, and in such an attire, and learnt of my desire to travel and
see the world, he ridiculed my dress and blamed me for leaving my home for such an object. In my
embarrassment he succeeded in getting information regarding my future intentions. I told him of my desire to visit
the Kartika fair to be held that year\fn{October-November 1846} in Siddhapur.
I left him after that and proceeded at once to Siddhapur. On reaching Siddhapur I stayed in the temple of
Mahadeva at Neelkanth where a dandi swami and other brahmacharis also resided. For some time, I enjoyed their
company unmolested, visiting a number of learned scholars and professors of divinity who had come to the fair.
*
Meanwhile, the vairagi whom I had met at Kotagangar proved treacherous. He had dispatched a letter to my
family informing them of my intentions and my whereabouts. In consequence of this, my father came down to
Siddhapur with his sepoys. He made a frantic search for me in the fair, learning something of me wherever I had
sat among the learned panditas. Finally, one fine morning he appeared before me.
His wrath was terrible to behold. He reproached me violently, accusing me of bringing eternal disgrace to my
family.
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When I saw him, I thought there would be no use trying to resist him. I, therefore, at once made up my mind
how to act: falling at his feet with joined hands, in supplicating tones I entreated him to appease his anger. I had
left home through bad advice, I said. I felt miserable and was just on the point of returning home when he had
providentially arrived. Now I was willing to follow him home again.
Not withstanding such humility, in a fit of rage he tore my yellow robes into shreds, snatched my tumbo, and
wresting it violently from my hand, flung it far away, pouring upon my head at the same time a volley of bitter
reproaches, and going so far as to call me a matricide. Regardless of my promises to follow him, he left me in the
charge of his sepoys, commanding them to watch me night and day, and never leave me out of their sight for a
moment.
But my determination was as firm as his own. I was bent on my purpose and eagerly looked forward to an
opportunity of escaping.
I found it on the third night. It was three in the morning, and the sepoy whose turn it was to keep watch over
me fell asleep thinking that I too was sleeping. All was still. I softly rose and taking along with me a tumba full of
water,\fn{This was to serve as an excuse, if caught, that he was going to the toilet } I crept out.
I must have run over a mile before my absence was noted. On my way I espied a large tree, whose branches
were overhanging the roof of a temple. I climbed it, and hiding myself among its thick foliage upon the dome,
awaited what fate had in store for me,
About four in morning, I heard and saw through the apertures of the dome, the sepoys enquiring after me, and
making a diligent search for me inside as well as outside the temple. I held my breath and remained motionless,
until finally my pursuers believing they were on the wrong track had retired.
*
Fearing a new encounter, I remained concealed on the dome the whole day, and it was not till darkness had set
in that I fled from there. More than ever, I avoided public thoroughfares. I also avoided meeting people. I reached
a village about four miles away and stayed there. From there I went to Ahmedabad. From Ahmedabad I at once
proceeded to Baroda. At Baroda, I settled for some time at the Chetanamath\fn{ A shrine famous for studies in Vedanta}
and held discussions on the Vedanta with Brahmanand and a number of brahmacharis and sanyasis. It was
Brahmanand and other holy men who established to my entire satisfaction that Brahma, the deity, was no other
than my own self, my ego.
I am Brahma, Jiva\fn{Soul} and Brahma, the deity, being one.
Formerly, while studying the Vedanta, I had come to this opinion to a certain extent only, but now the problem
was wholly solved, and I had got the assurance that I was Brahma.
At Baroda I heard from a Benarasi woman that a meeting of learned panditas was going to be held there in a
certain locality. I hastened to that place. Luckily, I got an opportunity there to discuss various scientific and
metaphysical subjects with a learned person, Satchidanand Parmahansa. Also from him I learned that there were
many great sanyasis and brahmacharis at Chanod Kanyali.\fn{A place of pilgrimage near Baroda} Consequently, I went
to that place of sanctity on the banks of Narmada and there, at last, met real yogis and such sanyasis as
Chidasharma and several other brahmacharis.
After some discussion, I was placed under the tuition of one Parmanandparamahansa, and for several months
studied Vedantasara, Aryaharimide Totka, Veaanta Paribhasha, and other philosophical treatises.
During this time, as a brahmachari I had to prepare my own meals, which proved a great impediment in my
studies. To overcome it, I decided to enter, if possible, the fourth order of the sanyasis. Moreover, I was well
aware that once received in this order I was safe. I, therefore, begged of a southern pandita friend of mine to
intercede on my behalf with the most learned yogi among them that I might be initiated into the order at once. He,
however, refused point-blank to initiate me, on account of my youth.
But it did not despair me. Several months later, two holy men, a dandi swami and a brahmachari, came from
the Deccan, and took up their abode in a solitary, ruined building in the midst of a jungle near Chanod, at a
distance of about two miles from us. Profoundly versed in the Vedanta philosophy, my friend, the southern
pandita, along with me, went to visit them. A metaphysical discussion which followed led us to the conclusion
that they were men of vast learning. They informed us that they had arrived from Shringerimath and were on their
way to Dwarka.
To one of them, Purananand Saraswati, I asked my southern friend to recommend me for sanyasa. He
promptly did it saying that I was a young brahmachari, who was very desirous to pursue his studies in
metaphysics unimpeded; that I was quite free from any vice or bad habits; and that he believed me worthy of
being accepted in the highest probationary degree, and initiated into the fourth order of the sanyasis. He further
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added that thus I would be materially helped to free myself from all worldly obligations and proceed untrammeled
in the course of my metaphysical studies.
This swami also declined at first. He said that he was a Maharashtrian and advised me to appeal to a Gujarati
swami for this purpose.
My friend reminded him that southern sanyasis could initiate even Gaudas\fn{Members of one of the Brahmana
branches residing north of the Vindhya Mountains} and that there could exist no such objection in my case as I was a
Panchadravida.\fn{A Brahmana who happened to be living south of this range } And on the third following day he
consecrated me into the order, delivering to me a danda\fn{A stick carried by sanyasis} and naming me Dayanand
Saraswati. On my request, however, my initiator lay aside the emblematical bamboo, the dando, as the ceremonial
performances connected with it would have interfered with my studies. After the ceremony of initiation was over,
he left us and proceeded to Dwarka.
*
For some time, I lived at Chanod Kanyali as a simple sanyasi. But on hearing that at Vyasashram\fn{ An ashram
on the northern bank of the Narmada River } there lived Yoganand, a sanyasi, versed in yoga thoroughly, I went to that
place. I addressed myself as a humble student to the swami and began learning from him the theory and practical
modes of the science of yoga.
When my preliminary tuition was completed, I proceeded to Chhinaur on the outskirts of which lived Krishna
Shastri. There, under his guidance, I perfected myself in Sanskrit grammar.
After some time I returned to Chanod again. This time I stayed here longer. I met two yogis, Jwalanand Puri
and Shivanand Giri and practiced yoga with them. We all three held together many a discussion on the exalted
science of yoga. After a month, having promised to impart to me later the final secrets and modes of attaining
jogavidya, the two yogis went to Dudheswar, near Ahmedabad. I joined them after a month. I learned the practical
lessons of that great science\fn{Yoga} from these sanyasis.
Later, I was told that there were many far higher and more learned yogis than those I had hitherto met, on the
peaks of the mountain of Abu, in Rajputana. I visited all the noted places such as the Arvada Bhawani etc. and
met yogi like Bhawan Giri whom I so eagerly sought. I learned from them various systems and modes of yoga.
In VS 1912\fn{1855} I visited for the first time, the Kumbha fair at Hardwar. Here I met so many sages and
divine philosophers. In my spare time, so long as the fair congregation of pilgrims lasted, I kept practicing the
yoga in the solitude of the jungle of Chandi.
After the pilgrims had departed I went to Rishikesh, where, sometimes in the company of good and pure yogis
and sanyasis, often alone, I continued my study and practice of yoga.
After some time of solitude at Rishikesh, a brahmachari and two mountain ascetics joined me, and we all three
went to Tehri. The place was full of ascetics and rajya-panditas.\fn{Royal priests} One of them invited me to come
and have dinner with him at his house. At the appointed hour he sent a man to conduct me safely to his place, and
both the brahmachari and myself followed the messenger.
But to our dismay we saw upon entering the house, a Brahmana preparing and cutting meat. Proceeding further
into the interior apartment, we found a large number of pandits seated with a pyramid of flesh, rumpsteaks, and
dressed up heads of animals before them.
The master of the house cordially invited me in, but, with a few brief words begging them to proceed with their
good work and not to disturb themselves on my account, I left the house and returned to my own quarters. A few
minutes later, the meat-eating pandita was at my side, praying me to return, and trying to excuse himself by
saying that it was on my account that the sumptuous viands had been prepared. I told him that it was all useless;
they were carnivorous, flesh-eating men and myself a strict vegetarian, who felt sick at the very sight of meat. If
he insisted on providing me with food he might send me a few provisions of grain and vegetables which my
brahmachari would prepare for me. This he promised to do, and then, very much confused, he retired.
*
Staying at Tebri for some time, I enquired of the same pandita as to what books and manuscripts could be
procured at that place. He mentioned some works on Sanskrit grammar, classics, lexicography, astrology and
tantras. The latter\fn{I.e., tantras} were the only ones unknown to me and I asked him to procure the same. The
learned man brought to me several works on the subject. But no sooner had I opened them than my eyes fell on
such an amount of incredible obscenities mistranslations of the ancient texts and absurdities, that I felt horrified.
In these tantras I found that incest was permitted even with mothers, daughters, sisters, and low-born maids of the
outcastes. They recommend worship of gods in a perfectly nude state. Spirituous liquors, fish and all kinds of
animal foods are allowed for all, right from a Brahmana down to a Manga. And it was explicitly stated that these
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five things whose names commenced with letter “M”—Madya, Meena, Mans, Mudra and Maithuna—\fn{In order,
intoxicating liquor, fish, flesh, naked worshipping, and sexual intercourse } were means of attaining salvation. By actually
reading the whole contents of the tantras I was fully convinced of the craft and viciousness of the authors of this
disgusting literature which is regarded as religious.
I left the place and went to Shrinagar. Here I stayed at the Kedarghat temple, and used the tantras as weapons
against the local panditas, whenever I got an opportunity for discussion. Here I became acquainted with a sadhu
named Gangagiri, who never left his hut which was in the jungle during the daytime. Our acquaintance resulted in
friendship, and I soon learned how highly worthy of respect he was. While together, we discussed yoga and other
sacred subjects, and through close questioning and answering became fully and mutually satisfied that we were fit
for each other. So attractive was his company for me that I stayed for over two months with him.
*
It was only at the expiration of this time, and when autumn was setting in, that I with my companions, the
brahmachari and the two ascetics, left Kedarghat for other places. We visited Rudraprayag and other places until
we reached the shrine of Agastamuni. Further to the north, there is a mountain peak known as Shivapuri where I
spent the four months of the cold season.
Finally, parting from the brahmachari and the two ascetics, 1 proceeded to Kedarnath, this time alone, and
reached Gupta Kashi. I stayed for a few days there, and went thence to the Triyugirnarayan shrine, visiting on my
way Gaurikund tank, and the Bhimgupha. Returning in a few days to Kedar, my favorite place of residence, I
finally rested there. A number of ascetic Brahman worshippers\fn{ Called pandas} and the devotees of the temple of
Kedar\fn{Of the Jangama sect} gave me company until my previous companions, the brahmachari with his two
ascetics, returned. I closely watched their ceremonies and observances, and observed all that was going on with a
determined object of learning all about these sects.
*
When this object was fulfilled, I felt a strong desire to visit the surrounding mountains with their eternal snows
and glaciers, in quest of those true ascetics I had heard of, but as yet had never met. I was determined, come what
may, to ascertain whether they did or did not live there as rumored. I made enquiries among the hill tribes to learn
what they knew of such men. Everywhere I encountered profound ignorance or ridiculous superstition.
Unmindful of the tremendous difficulties of the mountainous journey and excessive cold I started my journey.
My companions left me after two days dreading great cold. I wandered in vain for about twenty days and then
retraced my steps. I ascended the Tunganath Peak. There, I found a temple full of idols and priests. I hastened to
descend the peak the same day.
Now there were two paths before me: one leading west and the other south-west. I chose at random the one
that led towards the jungle and ascended it. Soon after, there was a dense jungle, with rugged rocks and a dried up
waterless brook. The path stopped there abruptly. Seeing myself thus arrested, I had to make my choice to either
climb up still higher or to descend. Reflecting what a height there was to the summit, the tremendous difficulties
of climbing that rough and steep hill, and the passing of night before I could ascend it, I concluded that to reach
the summit that night was an impossibility.
With much difficulty, however, getting hold of grass and bushes, I succeeded in attaining the higher bank of
the dry brook. Standing on a rock I surveyed the environs. I saw nothing but tormented hillocks, high land, and a
dense, pathless jungle covering the whole area.
Meanwhile the sun was rapidly descending towards the horizon. Darkness would soon set in, and then, without
water or any means for kindling a fire, what would be my position in the dreary solitude of that jungles?
Through tremendous effort, and after an acute suffering from thorns, which tore my clothes to shreds, wounded
my whole body, and lamed my feet, I managed to cross the jungle, and at last reached the foot of the hill and
found myself on the highway.
*
All was darkness around and over me, and I had to pick up my way at random, trying only to keep to the road.
Finally, I reached a cluster of huts. I learnt from the people that the road led to Ukhimatha. I directed my steps to
that place, and passed the night there.
In the morning, feeling sufficiently rested, I returned to Guptakashi, from where I had started on my northward
journey. But that journey attracted me, and soon again I returned to Ukhimatha, under the pretext of examining
that hermitage and observing the way of living of its inmates. There I had time to examine at leisure, the ado of
that rich and famous monastery, so full of pious pretences and a show of asceticism. The high priest called
Mahanta tried hard to induce me to remain and live there with him becoming his disciple. He even held before me
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the prospect, which he thought quite dazzling, of inheriting some day his lakhs of rupees, his splendor and power,
and finally, succeeding him in his Mahantaship.
I frankly answered him that had I ever craved for any such riches or glory, I would not have secretly left the
house of my father, which was not less sumptuous or attractive than his monastery with all its riches. The object
which induced me to do away with all these worldly blessings, I added, I find you neither strive for, nor possess
the knowledge of.
He then enquired what was that object which I cherished. That object, I replied, is the secret knowledge, the
vidya, or true erudition of a genuine yogi: the mukti,\fn{Salvation} which is attained only by the purity of one’s soul
and certain attainments, and performance of all the duties of man towards his fellow-men, and the elevation of
humanity thereby. The Mahanta remarked that it was very good, and asked me to remain with him for some time
at least. I kept quiet and gave no reply, but I knew that there I would not get anything which I sought. Rising very
early the following morning, 1 left this rich dwelling and went to Joshimath.
There I met some learned scholars and sanyasis from South. I learnt many a new thing regarding yogavidya
from them through discussions.
From Joshimath I went to Badrjnarayan. Rawalji, the chief priest of the temple at Badrinarayan was a learned
man. I lived with him for a few days and held discussions on the Vedas and the Darshanas. On my enquiring
whether he knew of some really genuine yogi in the neighborhood, the Rawalji said to my great regret that though
there were none at that time, on certain occasions they did visit his temple. I resolved, however, to make a
thorough search for them throughout the country, especially in the mountains.\fn{ The Himalayas}
After a few days, I set out on my onward journey. I traveled along the foot of the mountains until I reached the
banks of Alkhananda I saw on the other side of the river a large village called Mana. But as I had no desire of
visiting it, I did not cross the river. Rather I still kept to the foot of the mountains following the river course and
proceeded towards the jungle.
The mountains around my path were thickly covered with snow and with the greatest difficulty I succeeded in
reaching that place where the Alkhananda takes it rise. There I found myself surrounded by lofty hills on all sides.
After a while I found no vestige of even a path. A stranger in the country, I did not know what to do next.
After some time, however, I decided to cross the river to make enquiries regarding the way, if possible. I was
insufficiently clothed and the cold was intolerably intense. I felt hungry and thirsty too. Once I tried to deceive my
hunger by swallowing a piece of ice, but found no relief.
I began to foot the river. At some places it was very deep, at others shallow—not deeper than a cubit. Its width
was 8 to 10 cubits. Its bed was covered with small and fragmentary bits of ice which wounded my bare feet, they
started bleeding. Luckily, the cold had benumbed them and as such no pain was left for some time. Slipping on
the ice more than once I lost my footing. It was only with great difficulty that I could help myself not falling
there. For should I have found myself prostrate on the ice I would have been unable to rise again. That meant
freezing to death then and there. Nevertheless, with great exertion and after a terrible struggle I managed to get
safe enough on the other bank.
I was then more dead than alive. I removed whatever cloth I had on the upper parts of my body and wrapped
them around my feet up to the knees. Exhausted, famished, unable to move, I stood there waiting for help: I did
not know where it would come from.
After some time I saw two hill men. They came up and greeted me with their Kashisambha.\fn{A Bhotian word
equivalent to namaste}They invited me to their home for food. They also promised me to show the way to Sadapat, a
very sacred place. I rejected their offer, for I could not walk and notwithstanding their pressing invitations, I
would not take courage and follow them as they wanted me to do. The idea had struck me that I had better return
and resume my studies. After telling them that I would rather die,\fn{ Than to proceed according to their plan } I refused
even to listen to them. The two men then left me and soon disappeared into the hills.
*
After relaxing here for some time I proceeded on my way back. Stopping a while at Vasudhara, a sacred
bathing place and passing by the neighborhood of Mana I reached Badrinarayan at eight in the evening. Rawalji
and his companions were much astonished to see me and enquired where I had been since early morning. I then
related to them all that had happened to me.
After taking a little food and night’s rest which restored my lost energy, I took leave of the Rawalji next
morning and set out on my journey back to Ramnagar. At the fall of night I stayed with a hermit, a great ascetic.
He was famous throughout and I had a long conversation with him on religious subjects. Reassured more than
before, I left him the following morning.
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After crossing hills and forests I descended the Chilkiaghati and ultimately reached Rampur. There I took up
quarters at the house of a famous saint, Ramgiri, well-known for the holiness and purity of his life.
He was a man of extraordinary habits. He never slept and passed his nights in mono-conversations—
sometimes very loudly, we heard a scream, then signs of weeping, although nobody was there in his room.
Extremely surprised I questioned his disciples and pupils as to what the matter really was. Such was his habit,
they said, though no one could tell me what it meant.
I sought an interview with him; and there I learned that it was not the true yoga that he was practicing. It was
not what I sought. Leaving him, I went to Kashipur and from there to Dgronasagar, where I spent the whole
winter. Here I thought that I should go to the Himalayas and end my life. But soon another thought came that this
should be done after acquiring true knowledge.
*
From Daronasagar I went to Moradabad via Sambhal, and then crossing Garhmukteshwar, I found myself
again on the banks of the Ganga. At this time, besides some religious works, I had with me the Shiva-Sandhya,
Hathayogapradipika, and Kesaranisangita\fn{Later works on yogs, with some description of the human body, its nervous and
anatomical make-up} which I used to study during my travels. Some of these works gave exhaustive description of
the nervous system and anatomy which I could never grasp.
This made me doubt the authenticity of these books. I had been trying to remove my doubts for some time but
had found no opportunity.
One day I saw a corpse floating down the river. There was the opportunity to confirm the veracity of the
statements contained in my books. Leaving the books nearby and taking off my clothes, I entered the river and
brought out the dead body. I then dissected it with a large knife in the best manner I could. I took out the heart and
cutting it from the navel to the ribs examined it. I examined a portion of the head and neck too. The description
given in the books did not tally at all with the actual details. I, therefore, tore the books to pieces and threw them
into the river along with the corpse.
From that time, gradually, I came to the conclusion that with the exception of the Vedas, Patanjali and
Sankhya, all other works on the science and yoga are false.
*
Having wandered on the banks of the Ganga for some time I went to Farukhabad. From there I proceeded to
Kanpur via Shringiarampur: when I was entering Kanpur by the roadside east of the cantonment,\fn{ April 1855}
the VS year 1912 was completed.
During the next five months I visited several places between Kanpur and Allahabad. On Bahadrapada 5, VS
1913 I reached Mirzapur and stopped there for a month or so near the shrine of Vindhiachal Asholji. I arrived at
Benaras in the early part of Aswin and took up residence in a cave at the confluence of the Varuna and Ganga. It
belonged to Bhunand Saraswati. There I met Kaka Ram, Raja Ram and many other scholars. My stay here was
only 12 days and I set out on my journey after what I sought on the 13 th day.
I visited Chandalgarh and stayed here for ten days at the shrine of Diwya kund. I now left eating rice and lived
on milk alone, doing nothing else except studying the yoga day and night. Unfortunately, I got at this time into the
habit of using bhanga, a strong narcotic leaf and at times felt quite intoxicated by its effect.
One day leaving the temple I visited a small village nearby where by chance I met an ex-attendant of mine. I
passed my night there in Shiva temple on the other side of the village. While there under the influence of bhanga I
fell fast asleep and had a strange dream. I saw Mahadeva and his consort, Parvati. They were conversing and the
subject of their conversation was myself. Paravati was telling Mahadeva that I ought to get married, but the god
did not agree with her, and pointed out my indulgence in taking bhanga. When I woke up, the dream annoyed me
a great deal.
It began to rain and I took shelter in the verandah opposite the main entrance to the temple where stood the
huge statue of the bull-god Nandi. Placing my books and clothes on its back, I sat there and meditated.
By chance I looked into the statue which was hollow from within. I saw a man concealed inside. I extended
my hand towards him, which terrified him. He jumped out of his hiding place and ran away towards the village. I
took his place and slept in the statue for the rest of the night.
In the morning an old woman came and worshipped the bull-god. She offered gur\fn{Molasses} and a pot of
curd and (mistaking me to be the god himself) desired me to accept and eat the same. Being hungry I ate it all.
The curd being very sour proved to be a good antidote for the bhanga arid neutralized its effect. It relieved me
very much.
*
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After this adventure, on March 26, 1857 I set out on a journey to the hills, where the Narmada takes its rise. I
never once asked my way but went on walking southwards. After some time I found myself in a thick jungle with
isolated huts appearing now and then. At one of these huts I took a little milk and proceeded on.
I had hardly walked half a mile when the road abruptly ended. Now the only choice before me was to take
some narrow paths, knowing not where they led to.
I soon entered a dreary jungle of wild plum trees and huge, thick grass with no signs of any path in it. Here I
was faced with a huge black bear. The beast growled ferociously and rising on its hind legs opened wide its mouth
to devour me. I stood motionless for some time and then slowly raised my stick over him. This terrified the bear
and it ran away.
Having heard the roar of the beast the hut men whom I had just left came running to my assistance armed with
large sticks and followed by their dogs. They tried hard to persuade me to return with them. If I proceeded any
further, they said, I would have to encounter great perils in the jungle which is infested with bears, buffaloes,
elephants, tigers and other ferocious beasts. I asked them not to show any anxiety for my safety, for I was
sufficiently protected. I was keen to see the source of the Narmada and would not change my mind for fear of
anything.
The hutmen, finding their words falling on deaf ears, left me. However, while departing they made me accept a
stick thicker than my own for self-defense which I threw away soon afterwards.
On that day I traveled non-stop until it grew quite dark. I did not perceive on my way any trace of human
habitation: no villages, not even a solitary hut or a human being. All that met my eyes were trees, twisted, broken,
uprooted by wild elephants. Further on, I found myself in a dense and arduous jungle of plum trees and other
prickly shrubs. At first I saw no means of crossing this jungle. However, partly crawling on the belly, partly
walking on my knees, I surmounted this new obstacle and after paying a heavy tribute with pieces of my clothes
and even my skin, bleeding and exhausted I got out of it.
It had grown quite dark by that time, but unimpeded by it in any way I proceeded onwards until I found myself
entirely surrounded by lofty rocks and hills covered with dense vegetation. Nevertheless, I saw there some signs
of human habitation.
Sometime afterwards, I saw a few huts, surrounded by heaps of cow dung and a flock of goats grazing on the
banks of a small stream of clear water flowing nearby. The few lights glimmering between the crevices of the
walls seemed to be welcoming me. I decided to pass the night there and took shelter under a large tree which
overshadowed one of the huts. Having washed my bleeding feet, my face and hands in the stream, I had barely sat
to say my prayers when I suddenly heard the disturbing sound of tom tom.
Soon afterwards, I saw a procession of men, women and children, followed by their cows and goats, emerging
from the huts, and preparing for a religious festival. On seeing a stranger, they all gathered around me. An old
man curiously enquired as to where I had come from. I told them that I had come from Benares and was on my
pilgrimage to the source of the Narmada. On receiving this answer they all went away, leaving me to my prayers.
But within about half an hour their headman came accompanied by two hillmen to invite me to their hut. He
sat by my side and made his request. I declined the offer.\fn{ Or, they were idolaters} He then ordered a fire to be lit
near me and appointed two men to keep guarding me over the night. Learning that I took milk for my food, the
kind headman brought me a bowl full of it, out of which I took only a little. The headman returned, leaving me
under the protection of the two guards. That night I had a very sound sleep and did not get up until dawn, when
rising after saying my prayers I prepared myself for further adventures.
*
I kept wandering for three years on the banks of the Narmada, enjoying the learned company of the mahantas
and yogis. From there I returned to Mathura in order to pursue higher studies. Here I met a true sanyasi aged 81,
whom I accepted as my guru.
His name was Virjanand. Earlier he used to live at Alwar. He had acquired mastery over the Vedas, Shastras
and the ancient literature, composed by the sages and seers. He was blind and suffered from acute stomach
trouble. He did not think high of the modern Sanskrit grammar orks, such as Kaumudi, Shaikharabodha, etc.; and
denounced the Puranas, Bhagavata, etc., in irrevocable terms. He had great faith in the arsha-granthas.\fn{Books
authored by ancient seers} When I presented myself to him he told me that grammar could be learnt in three years’
time.
*
There was a gentleman named Amarlal at Mathura. I shall never forget the favor done to me by him during my
studies. He made decent arrangements for my books, boarding and lodging. Whenever he had to dine out, he got
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my meals prepared and left his place only after I had taken them. Indeed, I was very fortunate in finding such a
generous man.\fn{His name was Joshi Baba. The Sindhias of Gwalior had given him a jagir comprising a village near Mathura. For
Dayanand’s residence he had secured a room in the ground floor of the Lakshminarayana temple at the Visharamaghat on the Yamuna
River; for his food he took up the responsibility on himself}
I remained at Mathura until VS 1919\fn{1863} …
1825
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1
I really do not know how I can thank you from the bottom of my heart, for the permission you have given me
to stand before you as a candidate for your borough. I appreciate the honor most highly. I will not take more of
your time on this point, because you may believe me when I say that I thank you from bottom of my heart. It. is
really and truly so. Standing as I do here, to represent the 250,000,000 of your fellow-subjects in India, of course I
know thoroughly well my duty; for I am returned by you, my first duty will be to consult completely and fully the
interest of my constituents.\fn{These speeches are often interrupted by indications of applause (“cheers”, “hear, hear”, “yes, yes,”
etc.) by the crowds listening to him; but I have excised these exclamations as not being by the speaker:H }
I do not want at present to plead the cause of India. I am glad that that cause has been ably and eloquently
pleaded by our worthy Chairman, by Mr. Wilfrid Blunt, and by Mr. Bryce. But the time must come, if I am
returned, to lay before you the condition of India—what little we want from you, and with little we are always
satisfied. For the present, therefore, I would come to the burning question of the day—the Irish Home Rule.
*
The question now before you is whether Ireland shall have its Home Rule or not. The details are a different
question altogether. I will therefore confine myself to those particular points which affect the princi ple of Home
Rule. The first thing I will say is something about Mr. Gladstone himself, Grand Old Man he is—and not only all
England, but all India says so. He has been much twitted that he is inconsistent with himself—that he has said
something some time ago and something different now. But those that can understand the man can understand
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how very often a great man may appear inconsistent when in reality he is consistent with truth, justice, right, and
has the courage of his convictions.
Mr. Gladstone thought something at one time, but as circumstances changed, and new light came, and new
power was wielded by the Irish people, he saw that this change of circumstances required a reconsideration of the
whole question. He came to the conclusion that the only remedy for this discord between two sisters was to let the
younger sister have her own household. When he saw that, he had the courage of his conviction, the moral
courage to come forward before the world and say,
“I see that this is the remedy: let the English nation adopt it.” And I have no doubt that they will adopt it.
*
I have lived in this country actually for twenty years, and my entire connection in business with England has
been thirty years, and I say that if there is one thing more certain than another that I have learned, it is that the
English nation is incompatible with tyranny. It will at times be proud and imperious, and will even carry a wrong
to a long extent; but the time will come when it will be disgusted with its own tyranny and its own wrong. When
once an Englishman sees his mistake he has the moral courage to rectify it.
Mr. Gladstone, then, has represented your highest and most generous instincts, and I have no doubt that the
response from the country, sooner or later, must come to the height of his argument and of his sentiment. The
greatest argument against Home Rule is that it will disintegrate the Empire. Now, it has been a surprise to me how
this word Empire has been so extraordinarily used and abused.
*
What is the British Empire? Is it simply Great Britain and Ireland? Why, it exists over the whole surface of the
world—east, west, north, south—and the sun never sets upon it. Is that Empire to be broken down, even though
Ireland be entirely separated? Do you mean to say that the British Empire hangs only upon the thread of the Irish
will? Has England conquered the British Empire simply because Ireland did it?
What nonsense it is to say that such an Empire could be disintegrated, even if unhappily Ireland were
separated! Do the Colonies hold you in affection because Ireland is with you? Is the Indian Empire submissive to
you because you depend upon Ireland? Such a thing would be the highest humiliation for the English people to
say.
The next question is, Will Ireland separate? Well, we may say that because we wish it should not; but we must
consider it carefully. Let us suppose that the Irish are something like human beings. Let us suppose them to be
guided by the ordinary motives of humanity. I put it to you fairly whether Ireland will separate or not. I say she
will not.
*
What will Ireland be after it has this Home Rule? It will simply have its own household, just as a son who has
come of age wishes to have a home in which his wife may be supreme. Ireland simply asks its own household
independence, and that does not in the least mean that the Empire is disadvantaged. The Imperial concern is in no
way concerned in it. Just as, I and my partner being in business, I leave the management of the concern to him. I
have confidence in him. I know he would not deprive me of a single farthing; but as a partner in the firm I am not
compelled to live with him, nor to submit myself to him for food and clothing, and the necessaries of life. You do
not mean to say that, because Ireland has a separate household, therefore she will also be separated from the
Imperial firm, and that they would have no connection with each other? The British Empire still remains, to be
shared by them.
*
Take the Colonies. They have their own self-government, as Ireland asks, but there the position of the Colonies
ends. Ireland, with this Parliament granted to it, will be in a far higher position than the Colonies are. Ireland will
be a part of the ruling power of the British Empire. She and England will be partners as members of the British
Empire, which the Colonies are not.
And if the Irish separate, what are they? An insignificant country. If they should remain separate, and England
and America, or England and France should go to war, they would be crushed. There is a saying among the
Indians that when two elephants fight the trees are uprooted.
What could Ireland do? It would not be her interest to sever herself from England, and to lose the honor of a
share in the most glorious Empire that ever existed on the face of the earth.
Do you then for a moment suppose that Ireland will throw itself down from the high pedestal on which it at
present stands? It supplies the British Empire with some of its best statesmen and warriors. Is this the country so
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blind to its own interests that it will not understand that by leaving England it throws itself to the bottom of the
sea? With England it is the ruler of mankind.
I say therefore that Ireland will never separate from you. Home Rule will bring peace and prosperity to them,
and they will have a higher share in the British Empire. Depend upon it, gentlemen, if I live ten years more—I
hope I shall live—if this Bill is passed, that every one of you, and every one of the present opponents of Home
Rule will congratulate himself that he did, or allowed to be done, this Justice to Ireland.
*
There is one more point which is important to be dealt with. I am only confining myself to the principle of
Home Rule. Another objection taken to the Bill is that the Irish are a bad lot—that they are poor, wretched,
ungrateful, and so forth. Some people say so.
We shall see what one says whom you have entrusted with the rulership of two hundred and fifty millions of
people—I allude to Lord Dufferin, himself an Irishman. What does he say? How does he describe Ireland? I may
shoot the two birds at once by referring to his description of the country as well as of the people.
He says that Ireland is a lovely and fertile land, caressed by a clement atmosphere, held in the embrace of the
sea, with a coast filled with the noblest harbors of the world and
inhabited by a race valiant, generous, and tender, gifted beyond measure with the power of. physical endurance, and
graced with the liveliest intelligence.

It is not necessary for me to say any more about a people of that character. I think it is a slander on humanity
and human nature to say that any people, and more especially the Irish, are not open to the feelings of gratitude, to
the feelings of. kindness. If there is anything for which the Irish are distinguished—I say this not merely from my
study of your country, but from my experience of some Irish people—that if ever I have found a warm-hearted
people in the world, I have found the Irish.
But I will bring before you the testimony of another great man, whom, though he is at present at variance with
us on this question of a separate Parliament, we always respect. It is a name highly respected by the natives of
India, and, I know, by the Liberals of this country. I mean John Bright. What does he say?
If there be a people on the face of the earth whose hearts are accessible to justice, it is the Irish people.

*
Now, I am endeavoring to take all the important points brought forward against this Home Rule. Mr. Gladstone
proposes that they should give a certain proportion of money to the Imperial Exchequer. Their opponents say,
“Oh, they will promise all sorts of things.”
Now, I want this to be carefully considered. The basis of the most powerful of human motives is self-interest.
It is to the interest of Ireland never to separate from England.
*
I will now show you that this, which is called a tribute and a degradation, is nothing of the kind. Ireland would
feel it its duty to pay this. It is not tribute in any sense of the word. Ireland is a partner in the Imperial firm.
Ireland shares both the glory and the profit of the British rule. Its children will be employed as fully in the
administration and the conduct of the Empire as any Englishman will be. Ireland, in giving only something like £1
in £15 to the Exchequer will more than amply benefit. It is a partnership, and they are bound to supply their
capital just as much as the senior partner is bound to supply his. They will get the full benefit of it.
Tribute is a thing for which you get no return in material benefit, and to call this tribute is an abuse of words. I
have pointed out that those great bug-bears, the separation, the tribute, and the bad character of the Irish are pure
myths. The Irish are a people that are believed by many Englishman to be as high in intellect and in morality as
any on the face of the earth.
If they are bad now, it is your own doing. You first debase them, and then give them a bad name, and then want
to hang them. No, the time has come when you do understand the happy inspiration which Mr. Gladstone has
conceived.
*
You do know now that Ireland must be treated as you treat yourselves. You say that Irishmen must be under the
same laws as Englishmen, and must have the same rights. Very good. The opponents say yes, and therefore they
must submit to the laws which the British Parliament makes. I put to them one simple question.
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Will Englishmen for a single day submit to laws made for them by those who are not Englishmen?
What is the proudest chapter in British history? That of the Stuarts. You did not tolerate the laws of your own
Sovereign, because you thought they were not your laws. You waged civil war, regardless of consequences, and
fought and struggled till you established the principle that the English will be their own sovereign, and your own
sons your own legislators and guides. You did not submit to a ruler, though he was your own countryman.
Our opponents forget that they are not giving the same rights to the Irish people. They are oblivious of this
right, and say Ireland must be governed by laws that we make for her. They do not understand that what is our
own, however bad it is, is dearer to us than what is given to us by another, however high and good he may be. No
one race of people can ever legislate satisfactorily for another race.
Then they object that the Saxon race is far superior to the Celtic, and that the Saxon must govern the whole,
though in the next breath they admit that the one cannot understand the other. A grand patriarch said to his people
thousands of years ago,
Here is good, here is evil; make your choice: choose the good, and reject the evil.

A grand patriarch of today—the Grand Old Man tells you,
Here is the good, here is the evil: choose the good, reject the evil.

And I do not say I hope and trust, but I am sure, that the English nation, sooner or later, will come to that
conclusion—will choose the good, and will reject the evil.
*
I only want now to say one word about my own country. I feel that my task has been so much lessened by
previous speakers, that I will not trouble you much upon this point. I appeal to you for the sake of the two
hundred and fifty millions of India. I have a right to do so, because I know that India regards me—at least, so it is
said—as a fair representative.
I want to appeal to you in their name that, whether you send me or another to Parliament, you at once make up
your minds that India ought to have some representation in your British Parliament. I cannot place my case better
than in the words of an illustrious English lady, whose name for patriotism, philanthropy, and self-sacrifice is the
highest amongst your race—Miss Florence Nightingale. She writes to me in these words :London, June 23, 1886
My dear Sir:
My warmest good wishes are yours in the approaching election for Holborn, and this not only for your sake, but yet
more for that of India and of England, so important is it that the millions of India should in the British Parliament here
be represented by one who, like yourself, has devoted his life to them in such a high fashion—to the difficult and
delicate task of unraveling and explaining what stands at the bottom of India’s poverty, what are India’s rights, and
what is the right for India: rights so compatible with, indeed so dependent on loyalty to the British Crown; rights which
we are all seeking after for those great multitudes, developing, not every day like foliage in May, but slowly and surely.
The last five or eight years have made a difference in India’s cultivated classes which has astonished statesmen—in
education, the seeds of which were so sedulously sown by the British Government—in power, of returning to the
management of their own local affairs, which they had from time immemorial; that is, in the powers and
responsibilities of local self-government, their right use of which would be equally advantageous to the Government of
India and to India (notwithstanding some blunders); and a noble, because careful beginning has been made in giving
them this power.
Therefore do I hail you and yearn after your return to this Parliament. to continue the work you have so well begun
in enlightening England and India on Indian affairs. I wish I could attend your first public meeting, to which you kindly
invite me tomorrow, but alas for me, who for so many years have been unable from illness to do anything out of my
rooms.
Your most ardent well wisher,
Florence Nightingale.

Well, gentlemen, in the words of this illustrious lady, I appeal not only to you, the constituents of Holborn, but.
to the whole English nation, on the behalf of 250 millions of your fellow subjects—a sixth part of the human race,
and the largest portion of the British Empire, before whom you are but as a drop in the ocean; we appeal to you to
do us justice, and to allow us a representative in your British Parliament.
2
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I have listened to the remarks of the gentlemen with very great interest, for the simple reason that I am almost
of the same opinion. The best proof that I can give to you, not only of my own mere sentiments, but of my actual
conduct in respect to opium, is that when I joined a mercantile firm in 1855, it was one of my conditions that I
should have nothing whatever to do with opium. That is as far back as 1855. In 1880, in my correspondence with
the Secretary of State on the condition of India, one of the paragraphs in my letter with regard to the opium trade
is this; and I think that this will give you at once an idea of my opinion:
There is the opium trade. What a spectacle it is to the world! In England, no statesman dares to propose that opium
may be allowed to be sold in public-houses at the corners of every street, in the same way as beer or spirits. On the
contrary, Parliament, as representing the whole nation, distinctly enacts that “opium and all preparations of opium or of
poppies,” as “poison,” to be sold by certified chemists only, and “every box, bottle, vessel, wrapper, or cover in, which
such poison is contained, be distinctly labeled with the name of the article, and the word ‘poison,’ and with the name
and address of the seller of the poison.”
And yet, at the other end of the world, this Christian, highly civilized, and humane England forces a “heathen” and
“barbarous” Power to take this “poison,” and tempts vast human race to use it, and to degenerate and demoralize
themselves with this poison!” And why?
Because India cannot fill up the remorseless drain; so China must be dragged in to make it up, even though it be by
being “poisoned.” It is wonderful how England reconciles this to her conscience. This opium trade is a sin on England’s
head, and a curse on India for her share in being the instrument.
This may sound strange as coming from any natives of India. as it is generally represented as if India it was that
benefited by the opium trade. The fact simply is that, as Mr. Duff said, India is nearly ground down to dust, and the
opium trade of China fills up England’s drain.
India derives not a particle of benefit. All India’s profits of trade, and several millions from her very produce (scanty
as it is, and becoming more and more so), and with these all the profit of opium go the same way of the drain—to
England. Only India shares the curse of the Chinese race. Had this cursed opium trade not existed, India’s miseries
would have much sooner come to the surface, and relief and redress would have come to her long ago; but this trade
has prolonged the agonies of India.

In this I have only just explained to you what I felt on the matter personally. With regard to the whole of the
important question, which must be looked at in a practical point of view, I must leave sentiment aside. I must, at
the same time, say that this opinion of mine that the opium revenue must be abolished is a personal one. I do not
put it before you as the opinion of all India. I state it on my own responsibility. There is a great fear that if the
opium revenue were to cease, the people of India would be utterly unable to fill up the gap in the revenue. They
feel aghast at the very suggestion of it, and they go so far as to say that the opium revenue cannot be dispensed
with. I just tell you what is held there, so that you may understand both sides of the question thoroughly.
Therefore you have not the complete sympathy of the natives of India in this matter, and you will find,
perhaps, several members of the Indian press expressing this opinion that they could not dispense with the opium
revenue.
In fact, Mr. Grand Duff, in answer to some representation from your Society,\fn{ Dadabhai Naoroji is speaking before
a conference of the Society for the Suppression of the Opium Trade } or somebody interested in the abolition of the opium
trade, has asked, in 1870, whether they wished to grind an already poor population to the dust. So that he showed
that even with the help of the opium revenue, India was just on the verge of being ground down to the dust.
This, then, is the condition in which India is situated. The question is how to practically deal with it.
Before you can deal with any such subject it is necessary for you to take into consideration the whole Indian
problem—what has been the condition pf India, and what is the condition of India, and why has it been so?\fn{ The
remainder is an editorial summary of Mr. Dadabhai’s speech, and as they are not his words, we pass on directly to the text of his maiden
speech in Parliament:H}

3
It may be considered rather rash and unwise on my part to stand before this House so immediately after my
admission here: and my only excuse is that I am under a certain necessity to do so.
My election for an English constituency is a unique event. For the first time during more than a century of
settled British rule, an Indian is admitted into the House as a member for an English constituency.\fn{ Indeed, it was
the first time an Asian had ever been elected to the British Parliament, let alone an Indian:H } That, as I have said, is a unique event
in the history of India, and, I may also venture to say, in the history of the British Empire.
I desire to say a few words in analysis of this great and wonderful phenomenon. The spirit of the British rule,
the instinct of British justice and generosity, from the very commencement, when they seriously took the matter
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of Indian policy into their hands, about the beginning of this century, decided that India was to be governed on the
lines of British freedom and justice. Steps were taken without any hesitation to introduce Western education,
civilization and political institutions in that country; and the result was that, aided by a noble and grand language
in which the youth of that country began to be educated, a great movement of political life—I may saw new life—
was infused into that country which had been decaying for centuries.
The British rulers of the country endowed it with all their own most important privileges. A few days ago, Sir,
you demanded from the Throne the privileges which belong to the people, including freedom of speech, for which
they fought and shed their blood. That freedom of speech you have given to us, and it enables Indians to stand
before you and represent, in clear and open language, any desire they have felt.
By conferring those privileges you have prepared for this final result of an Indian standing before you in this
House, becoming a member of the great Imperial Parliament of the British Empire, and being able to express his
views openly and fearlessly before you. The glory and credit of this great event—by which India is thrilled from
one end to the other—of the new life, the joy, the ecstasy of India at the present moment, are all your own; it is
the spirit of British institutions and the love of justice and freedom in British instincts which has produced this
extraordinary result, and I stand here in the name of India to thank the British people that they have made it at all
possible for an Indian to occupy this position, and to speak freely in the English language of any grievance which
India may be suffering under, with the conviction that though he stands alone, with only one vote, whenever he is
able to bring forward any aspiration and is supported by just and proper reasons, he will find a large number of
other members from both sides of the House ready to support him and give him the justice he asks.
This is the conviction which permeates the whole thinking and educated classes of India. It is that conviction
that enables us to work on, day after day, without dismay, for the removal of grievance. The question now being
discussed before the House will come up from time to time in practical shape and I shall then be able to express
my humble views upon them as a representative of the English constituency of Central Finsbury.
I do not intend to enter into them now. Central Finsbury has earned the everlasting gratitude of the millions of
India, and has made itself famous in the History of the British Empire, by electing an Indian to represent it. Its
name will never be forgotten by India. This event has strengthened the British power and the loyalty and
attachment of India to it ten times more than the sending out of one hundred thousand European soldiers would
have done.
The moral force to which the right honorable gentleman, the member for Midlothian (Mr. W. E. Gladstone),
referred is the golden link by which India is held by the British power. So long as India is satisfied with the justice
and honor of Britain, so long will her Indian Empire last, and I have not the least doubt that, though our progress
may be slow and we may at times meet with disappointments, if we persevere, whatever justice we ask in reason
we shall get.
I thank you, Sir, for allowing me to say these few words and the House for so indulgently listening to me, and I
hope that the connection between England and India—which forms five-sixths of the British Empire—may
continue long with benefit to both countries. There will be certain Indian questions, principally of administration,
which I shall have to lay before the House, and I am quite sure that when they are brought forward they will be
fairly considered, and if reasonable, amended to our satisfaction.
4
Mr. Chairman, I feel exceedingly pleased at having to address so large a meeting of English ladies and
gentlemen. I assure you it is a great consolation to me that English people are willing to hear what Indian have to
say. I will make bold to speak fully and heartily, in order that you may know the truth. I will take as a text the
following true words,
“As India must be bled.”
These words were delivered by a Secretary of State for India, Lord Salisbury himself. I don’t mention them as
any complaint against Lord Salisbury. On the contrary, I give him credit for saying the truth. I want to impress
upon you what these important words mean.
*
Let us clearly understand what is meant by bleeding a nation. It is perfectly true that when government is
carried on people must pay taxes. But there is a great difference between taxing a people and bleeding a people.
You in England pay something like fifty shillings, or more now, of taxes per head per annum. We in India pay
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only three to four shillings per head per annum. From this you may conclude that we must be the most lightlytaxed people in the world.
That is not the case, however; our burden is nearly twice as heavy as yours. The taxes you pay in this country
go from the hand of the taxpayers into the hands of the Government, from which they flow back into the country
again in various shapes, fertilizing trade and returning to the people themselves. There is no diminution of your
wealth; your taxes simply change bands. Whatever you give out you must get back. Any deficit means so much
loss of strength.
Supposing you pay an hundred million pounds every year, and the Government uses that money in such a way
that part only returns to you, the other part going out of the country. In that case you are being bled; part of your
life is going away. Suppose out of the hundred million pounds only eighty million pounds return to you in the
shape of salaries, commerce, or manufactures. You will have lost twenty million pounds. Next year you will be so
much the weaker; and so on each year.
This is the difference between taxing people and bleeding people.
Suppose a body of Frenchmen were your rulers, and that out of the hundred million pounds of taxes they took
ten to twenty million pounds each year; you would then be said to be bleeding. The nation would then be losing a
portion of its life. How is India bled?
I supposed your own case with Frenchmen as your rulers. We Indians are governed by you. You manage our
expenditure and our taxes in such a way that while we pay a hundred million pounds of taxation this hunored
million never returns to us intact. Only about eighty million returns to us. There is a continual bleeding of about
twenty millions annually from the revenues. Ever since you obtained territorial jurisdiction and power in India, in
the middle of the last century, Englishmen and other Europeans that went to India have treated that country in the
most oppressive way. I will quote a few words of the Court of Directors at the time to show this:
The vast fortunes acquired in the inland trade have been obtained by the most oppressive conduct that ever was
known in any country or age.

The most oppressive means were adopted in order to bring away from the country enormous quantities of
wealth. How was the Indian Empire obtained by you? It has been generally said that you have won it by the
sword, and that you will keep it by the sword. The people who say this do not know what they are talking about.
They also forget that you may lose it by force.
You have not won the Indian Empire by the sword. During these hundred and fifty years you have carried on
wars by which this great Empire has been built up; it has cost hundreds of millions of money. Have you paid a
single farthing of it? You have made the Indians pay every farthing. You have formed this great British Empire at
our expense, and you will hear what reward we have received from you.
The European army in India at any time was comparatively insignificant. In the time of the Indian Mutiny you
had only forty thousand troops there.\fn{ One of the items in the 19th century male-author section for India records a figure as low
as 30,000, at the time of the Mutiny:H} It was the two hundred thousand Indian troops that shed their blood and fought
your battles and that gave you this magnificent Empire. It is at India’s cost and blood that this Empire has been
formed and maintained up to the present day. It is in consequence of the tremendous cost of these wars and
because of the millions on millions you draw from us year by year that India is so completely exhausted and bled.
It is no wonder that the time has come when India is bleeding to death. You have brought India to this
condition by the constant drain upon the wealth of that country. I ask any one of you whether it is possible for any
nation on the face of the earth to live under these conditions.
Take your own nation. If you were subjected to such a process of exhaustion for years, you would come down
yourselves to the condition in which India now finds herself.
How then is this drain made? You impose upon us an immense European military and civil service, you draw
from us a heavy taxation. But in the disbursement and the disposal of that taxation we have not the slightest voice.
I ask anyone here to stand up and say that he would be satisfied if, having to pay a heavy taxation, he had no
voice in the government of the country.
We have not the slightest voice. The Indian Government are the masters of all our resources, and they may do
what they like with them. We have simply to submit and be bled. I hope I have made it quite clear to you, that the
words of Lord Salisbury which I have quoted are most significant; that the words are true and most appropriate
when applied to India. It is the principle on which the system of British government has been carried on during
these 150 years.
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What has been the consequence? I shall again quote from Lord Salisbury. He says:
That as India must be bled the lancet should be directed to the parts where the blood is congested, or at least
sufficient, not to those parts already feeble from the want of it.

Lord Salisbury declared that the agricultural population, the largest portion of the population of India, was
feeble from the want of blood. This was said twenty-five years ago; and that blood has been more and more drawn
upon during the past quarter of a century.
The result is that they have been bled to death; and why? A large proportion of our resources and wealth is
clean carried away never to return to us. That is the process of bleeding. Lord Salisbury himself says:
So much of the revenue is exported without a direct equivalent.

I ask any one of you whether there is any great mystery in these dire famines and plagues. No other country,
exhausted as India has been, exhausted by an evil system of government, would have stood it half the time. It is
extraordinary that the loyalty of the Indians who are bled by you is still so great. The reason of it is that among the
Hindus it is one of their most cherished and religious duties that they should give obedience and loyalty to the
powers that govern them. And they have been loyal to that sentiment, and you have derived the benefit of it. It is a
true and genuine loyalty.
But do not expect that that loyalty cannot fail, that it will continue in the same condition in which it is at the
present time. It is for the British to rouse themselves and to open their minds, and to think whether they are doing
their duty in India.
The theory maintained by statesmen is that India is governed for the benefit of India. They say that they do not
derive any benefit from the taxation. But this is erroneous. The reality is that India, up to the present day, has heen
governed so as to bring about the impoverishment of the people.
I ask you whether this is to continue. Is it necessary that, for your benefit, we must be destroyed? Is it a natural
consequence, is it a necessary consequence?
Not at all. If it were British rule and not un-British rule which governed us, England would be benefited ten
times more than it is. You could benefit yourselves a great deal more than you are doing if your Executive
Government did not persist in their evil system, by which you derive some benefit, but by which we are
destroyed.
I say, let the British public thoroughly understand this question, that by destroying us you will ultimately
destroy yourselves. Mr. Bright knew this, and this is an extract from one of his speeches.
He said, or to the effect: by all means seek your own benefit and your own good in connection with India; but
you cannot derive any good except by doing good to India. If you do good to India you will do good to
yourselves.
He said there were two ways of doing good to yourselves, either by plunder or by trade. And he said he would
prefer trade.
*
Now, I will explain how it would benefit you.
At the present time you are exporting to the whole world something like three hundred millions worth of your
produce a year. Here is a country under your control with a population of three hundred millions of human souls,
not savages of Africa. Here is India, with a perfectly free trade entirely under your control, and what do you send
out to her? Only eighteen pence per year per head. If you could send goods to the extent of £1 per head per annum
India would be a market for your whole commerce. If such were the case you would draw immense wealth from
India besides benefiting the people.
*
I say that if the British public do not rouse themselves the blood of every man that dies there will lie on their
head. You may prosper for a time, but a time must come when you must suffer the retribution that comes from this
evil system of government.
What I quoted to you from Lord Salisbury explains the real condition of India. It is not the first time that
English statesmen have declared this as absolutely as Lord Salisbury has done. During the whole century
Englishmen and statesmen of conscience and thought have time after time declared the same thing—that India is
being exhausted and drained, and that India must ultimately die.
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Our misery is owing to this exhaustion. You are draining, year by year, thirty millions of our wealth from us in
various ways. The Government of India’s resources simply mean that the Government is despotic and that it can
put any tax it chooses on the people. Is it too much to ask that when we are reduced by famine and plague you
should pay for these dire calamities?
You are bound in justice and in common duty to humanity to pay the cost of these dire calamities with which
we are afflicted. I will conclude with Lord Salisbury’s other true words:
Injustice will bring down the mightiest, to ruin.

5
Mr. Chairman and Gentlemen.
I feel very much obliged for having been invited to address this audience. Our subject is “India,” but so large a
subject cannot be dealt with in more than a passing manner in the time at our disposal. I will, however, try to put
before you, in as brief a form as possible, some idea of the relations which exist between England and India. I
think my best plan would be to try and strike a sort of balance between the good and evil influences of England in
India, and let you understand really what your duty is towards India.
*
One thing has been over and over again admitted—and was last admitted by Lord Curzon when he went out—
that India is the pivot of. the British Empire. If India is lost to the British Empire the sun of the British Empire
will be set. The question is whether the responsibility devolving upon you on account of this is realized by you.
Beginning at the benefits which India has received, we are grateful for a good many things. In earlier days
there was infanticide, but English character, English civilization and English humanity caused an end to be put to
this, and also to the practice of burning widows with their dead husbands. By means of this you have earned the
blessing of many thousands of those who have escaped death.
Then there were gangs of people whose whole business it was to rob other people; you put down those gangs
and are, therefore, entitled to our gratitude.
If there is one thing more than another for which Indians are grateful it is for the education you gave them,
which enabled them to understand their position. Then naturally follow your other institutions—namely, free
speech and a free Press.
You have heard of the Indian National Congress; at this Congress Indians from one end of India to the other
meet together to discuss their political condition, to communicate with each other, and become, as it were, a
united nation. This National Congress is naturally the outcome of the education and free speech which British
rulers have given us; the result is that you have created a factor by means of this education which has, up to this
time, strengthened your power immensely in India.
Before you gave them education Indians never understood what sort of people you really were; they knew you
were foreigners, and the treatment that they had received at your hands led them to hate you, and if they had
remained of the same mind you would not have remained in India. This factor of education having come into play,
Indians aspired to become British citizens, and, in order to do so, they became your loyal and staunch supporters.
*
The Congress has, for its object, to make you understand your deficiencies in government, the redress of which
would make India a blessing to you, and make England a blessing to us, which it is not, unfortunately, at present.
I now come to what you consider the highest claim you have upon our gratitude, and that is, you have given us
security of life and property. But your government in India instead of securing our life and property is actually
producing a result the exact reverse. And this is what you have to understand clearly.
The difficulty of Indians in addressing you is this, that we have to make you unlearn a great deal of nonsense
which has been put into your heads by the misleading statements of the Anglo-Indian press. The way you secure
life and property is by protecting it from open violence by anybody else, taking care that you yourselves should
take away that property.
The security of life, were it not a tragic subject, would be a very funny one. Look at the millions that are
suffering day by day, year after year, even in years of good harvest. Seven-eighths or nine-tenths of the people do
not know what it is to have a full meal in a day. And it is only when famine comes that your eyes are opened, and
you begin to sympathize with us, and wonder how these famines come about.
*
It is the Englishmen that go out to India that are in a sense the cause of these miseries. They go to India to
benefit themselves. They are not the proper people to give the reasons for our misery. The greatest blessing that
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we thought had been bestowed upon us by Britain was contained in the Act of 1833 to which we cling even in the
face of every violation of that blessing. So long as we have the hope that that blessing will become a reality some
day we shall be most desirous of keeping up the connection with England.
That greatest blessing is the best indication of your higher civilization of today. The English have been in
advance in the civilization of humanity. The policy distinctly laid down in 1833 was that the Indians were to be
treated alike with the English, without distinction of race or creed. You may well be proud of that Act, but it was
never carried out.
Then the Mutiny took place, and you were the cause of it. After the Mutiny was put down you again
emphatically laid down that the Indian people were to be treated exactly like the British people, and there was to
be no difference whatever in the employment of Indians and of Englishmen in the service of the Crown.
These two documents have been confirmed twice since once on the occasion of the Queen assuming the title of
Empress, and again on the occasion of this Jubilee. These are the documents—our charter—the hope and anchor
upon which we depend and for which you can claim the greatest credit. The proclamation has been made before
the world, praying God to bless it, and praying that our servants, the Executive to whom you trust the
government, should carry out the wishes of the Sovereign, that is to say, of the people. As far as the policy laid
down by the British people was concerned it is as good as we can ever desire.
*
This promise, as pledged by you in the most solemn manner possible, has been a dead letter ever since. The
result is the destruction of our own interest, and it will be the suicide of yours. The violation of those promises has
produced these results to us:
First of all, the “bleeding”, which as carried on means impoverishment to us—the poorest people on the face
of the earth—with all the dire, calamitous consequences of famines, pestilences and destruction. It is but the result
of what you claim as the best thing that you have conferred upon us—security of life and property—starvation, as
I have told you, from one year’s end to another year’s end of seven-eighths of the population of the country, and
something worse, in addition to the ”bleeding” that is carried on by the officials of a system of government.
To you, to England, the violation of these great pledges carries with it a certain amount of pecuniary benefit,
and that is the only thing the Executive ever think of.
*
But you must remember that the first consequence of such government is dishonor to your name. You inflict
injustice upon us in a manner most dishonorable, and discreditable to yourselves; by this mode of government you
are losing a great material benefit which you would otherwise obtain. I will try to explain to you these points in as
brief a manner as possible; but especially I would beg leave to draw attention to the great loss to the mass of the
people of this country, which would otherwise have accrued to them.
The best way I can put this before you is by giving you a comparison between two parts of the British Empire.
Australia is at present before all of us. The Australian Commonwealth was formed on the first day of the first year
of this century. The Australians have been increasing in prosperity by leaps and bounds. At the same time India,
under this same rule, under the administration of men who are described and praised as the highest, the most
cultivated, and the most capable administrators of the present time—and also the most highly paid—is suffering
from the direst famines and is the poorest. country in the world.
Let us consider Australia first. While in 1891 the population of Australia was four millions, the population of
British India was two hundred and twenty-one millions, and of all India two hundred and eighty-seven millions.
Now these four millions of Australians are paying a revenue for the government of their country amounting to
nearly £8 per head per annum. They can give this and are prosperous, and will go on increasing in prosperity, with
a great future before them.
What is India capable of doing? India can give at present, under great pressure, scarcely eight shillings per
head per annum. You know that Australia has “protection” against you, and notwithstanding the “door” being shut
against you, you are able to send to Australia British and Irish products, the result or your labor, to the extent of
£25,500,000; that is to say, something like seven pounds worth per head per annum. You do not send to India
more than £30,000,000 altogether. That is to say, while you are sending something like seven pounds per head per
annum to Australia, you do not send half-a-crown’s worth of your British and Irish produce per head per annum to
India.
Ask yourselves this question. What is the result? Why should you not derive good, substantial profits from a
commercial connection with India?
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The reason is simple. The people are so impoverished that they cannot buy your goods. Had your Government
been such as to allow India to become prosperous, and to be able to buy your goods, let alone at the rate of seven,
six, or five pounds per head—if India was allowed to enjoy its own resources and to buy from you one or two
pounds’ worth of your produce, what do you think you would send to India? Why, if you sent one pound’s worth
of produce per head to India, you would send as much there as you now send to the whole world.
You have to deal with a people who belong as it were to the same race, who possess the same intelligence and
same civilization, and who can enjoy your good things as much as the Australians or anybody else. And if you
could send one pound’s worth to them per head you need not go and massacre savages in order to get new
markets.
The mass of the people here do not understand what a great benefit there is for them in their connection with
India, if they would only do their duty, and compel their servants, the Executive, to fulfill the solemn pledges that
the British nation has given to India. What I say, therefore, to you, is that one of the consequences of the present
system of government is an immense loss to yourselves.
*
As it is at present, you are gaining a certain amount of benefit. You are “bleeding” the people, and drawing
from their country something like thirty or forty millions a year. Ask yourselves, would you submit to such a state
of things in this country for a single week?
And yet you allow a system of government which has produced this disastrous result to continue. You cannot
obtain a farthing from Australia unless they choose to give it to you.
In the last century you pressed the people of Bengal to such an extent that Macaulay said that the English were
demons as compared with the Indians as men, that the English were wolves as compared with the Indians as
sheep. Hundreds of millions of India’s wealth have been spent to form your British Indian Empire. Not only that
but you have taken away from India all these years millions of its wealth.
The result is obvious. You have become one of the richest countries in the world, and you have to thank India
for it. And we have become the poorest country in the world. We are obliged to pay each year a vast amount of
wealth which you need for the salaries of, and the giving of benefits to, your military and civil servants. Not once,
not twice, not ten times, and the affliction is over—but always.
What was something like three millions at the beginning of the century has increased now to a tax of thirty or
forty millions. You would prosper by trading with us if you would only leave us alone instead of plundering us.
Your plundering will be disastrous. If you would allow us to prosper so that we might be able to purchase one or
two pounds’ worth of your produce per head, there would be no idle working classes in this country.
It is a matter of the utmost importance for the working classes of England. If the connection between England
and India is to be a blessing to both, then consider what your duty and responsibility is as citizens of this great
Empire.
6
You have lately heard the result of the Census in India, and what an awful result it is. When you are told that
something like 30 millions of people that ought to have been in India are not there, does it not disclose an awful
state of things, sufficiently alarming to make one think and ponder over it? Our close connection, the many ties
that bind us, must make you ask the question:
Why is it that after 150 years of British rule, carried on by an administration whose efficiency has been lauded
up to the skies, but whose expensiveness has been grinding down the people to the dust, the result of that British
rule should be such as we see at the beginning of the twentieth century?
The cause is not far to seek. We believed that under a nation which was renowned for its justice, honor and
philanthropy, we would be better off than was possible under an Asiatic despotism. But our hopes had been rudely
dispelled. Unfortunately, from the very earliest times, the action of Britain in India had been based upon greed. I
would not dwell longer on this part of the subject at present, as it would not redound to the credit of the British
name. I would first rather say a few words on some of the great benefits that the British rule has conferred on us.
*
Fortunately, or unfortunately, all the benefit that we have derived from the British connection is from a study
of the British character. The institutions which you have taken with you and introduced into our country would
have borne golden fruits, and we should have reaped all the benefit as you have been doing here; but to our
misfortune we have been denied every bit of this good result.
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The system of government that has been adopted in that country is the root of all our misfortune and makes
completely nugatory your best efforts to further some of our highest welfare.
Among the benefits of the British rule, if there is one thing more than another for which Indians are grateful, it
is the education you have been giving them. It has enabled me to come here and to make known to you what my
countrymen want me to tell you. It has laid the foundation of that structure which would one day be known to the
world as united India. It has wiped off the first dividing line that kept Indians apart from one another.
Formerly there was not a common language, no common vehicle of thought. The Bombay man did not
understand a Bengal man, and a Punjabi was as unintelligible to a Madrasi as if he belonged to another country.
But now English was the common language. All Indians now understand one another And freely interchange their
ideas and views as to whether their common country has one hope, one fear, one aim, one future.
You have, I dare say, heard of the Indian National Congress. At this Congress Indians from one end of the
country to the other meet together to discuss their political condition, to communicate with each other and become
as it were a united nation. The Indian National Congress is the recognized exponent of educated India. If India
had been heterogeneous before, the Congress is the proof that it is advancing rapidly towards homogeneity. It was
the education that you are giving us that first demolished the dividing line that separated us from one another and
is now welding us together into a nation. The Indians now stand up to tell you where your rule has been defective.
It is our duty to tell you so, for the welfare of us both depends upon a clearer and truer knowledge of that fact.
*
The Civil Service of India which constitutes the Civil portion of the administrative machinery, and to which
belong men of eminent talents and character, is anything but a blessing to us. The very abilities of these men, as I
will show you later on, are in the way of the progress and prosperity of the people.
It is a most melancholy fact that after 150 years of connection, after being governed by men of such ability and
integrity, the evil system of government that has been imposed on us should nullify your best efforts for our well
being and bring your great possession to bankruptcy and ruin.
I may warn you that I am not saying anything about the Native States. I only want to speak about British India,
namely, that part of India which is under your direct control.\fn{ This is somewhat misleading. In her most evolved
Administration of the Indian Empire, the British Raj contained 565 princely states. “The great majority had contracted with the Viceroy to
provide public services and tax collection” (W) and each of them had a British Resident; but, although it was he who exercised control over
their foreign policy, they themselves were largely let alone as to their policies concerning the internal administration of their States. }

*
During the middle of the eighteenth century when the English had the revenue administration under the Native
ruler of the day, from the very commencement of the connection between England and India, the system of
Government adopted had been one of greed and injustice. Those who went there went with the sole ob ject of
making fortunes, and so long as they accomplished that they cared little what occurred to the people.
The hard words with which I have characterized the early British rule are not mine. They were the words of the
honorable Englishmen and Anglo-Indians who, for years, had been crying in the wilderness against the system
under which India was ruled. In the last century the Court of Directors themselves and the Governor-General of
the day wrote dispatches in which they described acts of the grossest corruption and oppression and abominations
of every kind which were inflicted upon the poor Indian. Such cruelty towards the governed, and such corruption
on the part of the Governor, as recorded in one of their minutes of those days, have been unknown in any country
or at any age.
These enormities gradually led to a careful consideration of the question of the policy which should guide the
British in India. And it was then also that draining away of the wealth of India into England began, which has not
only not ceased, but has increased with increasing years, wiping off millions at a time, with an ever-increasing
frequency. The drought was not the real cause of the famine in these days, for if the people had no food in one
place and they had money, they could buy what they wanted from elsewhere.
This question of famines was for that reason becoming one of the burning questions of India and England, and
it would grow one day into the biggest domestic question of the time, and would be the paramount question of the
great British Empire.
With India England must stand or fall. I would give you my authority for the statement. It was Lord Curzon—
the nobleman who was now ruling India as Viceroy for England—Lord Curzon had said,
If we lose our Colonies it does not matter, but if we lose India the sun of the British Empire will be forever set.
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No truer words were ever uttered. Without India England would be a third or fourth rate power. And this
gradual deterioration of the country, now almost bordering on destruction, was noticed very soon after the British
took India. There was a survey made of the country for nine years, from 1807 to 1816. The reports lay buried in
the archives of the India House for a long time till they were unearthed by Mr. Montgomery Martin, who, in the
course of a review of the reports, says,
It is impossible to avoid remarking two facts as peculiarly striking, first, the richness of the country surveyed; and
second, the poverty of its inhabitants.

Against this continuous drain which has now all but deprived India of its life-blood he raised his warning voice
in the early years of the last century. He said,
The annual drain of three millions on British India has amounted in 30 years at 12 per cent (the usual Indian rate)
compound interest to the enormous sum of 723 millions. So constant and accumulating a drain, even in England would
soon impoverish her. How severe then must be its effect on India, where the wages of a laborer are from two pence to
three pence a day!

The drain which at the beginning of the century was three millions now amounts to over 30 millions a year.
Mahmood Ghuzni, who invaded and plundered India 18 times, as historians say, could not make his whole booty
so heavy as you take away in a single year; and, what is more, the wound on India inflicted by him came to an end
after the 18th stroke, while your strokes and the bleeding from them never end. Whether we live or die, 30
millions’ worth of produce must be annually carried away from this country with the regularity of the seasons.
Heavy as the fine was which Germany inflicted upon France in the last Franco-German war, once the money
counted down France was set at liberty to recoup herself. But in our case the bleeding never ceases.
*
How was India treated even in the last famine? Eighty-five millions of people were affected by the famine
directly, and many more were indirectly affected by it. Yet they were being called upon to find two hundred
millions of rupees yearly to pay the salaries, pensions, etc., of the European officials, military or civil, before they
could have for their own enjoyment a single farthing of their own produce. And if they only took the trouble to
make the calculation it would be discovered that India had had to pay thousands of millions for this purpose
already.
Was it to be wondered at then that India was falling and that the famines were becoming worse each time they
recurred? The fact was that now-a-days the slightest touch of drought necessarily caused a famine, because the
resources of the country had been so seriously exhausted. It was only when a famine took place that any interest
was excited in this country in India.
As a matter of fact there was a chronic state of famine in India of which the people of this country knew
nothing. And even in years of average prosperity and average crops scores of millions of Indians had to live on
starvation diet, and did not know what it was to have a full meal from year’s end to year’s end. It was only when a
crisis like the present one was developed that the Government was forced to intervene, and to try to save the lives
of the dying people by taxing these very people. The condition of India was an impoverished condition of the
worst possible character, and one could hardly realize the poverty and misery in which scores of millions of
Indians lived.
*
But if England were placed under a similar system of government, would its condition be any better? No! Even
England, wealthy as, she is, could not long stand the crushing tribute of a foreign yoke which, because we are a
conquered nation, we are forced to pay.
Suppose the French took this country, filled up all the higher posts, both civil and military, with their own
people, brought French capital to develop our industries, carried away with them all the profit of their
investments, leaving to the natives of this country nothing more than the ravages given to mere manual laborers;
suppose that, in addition to that, you had to pay a tribute (in deed though not in name) of 30 millions sterling
every year to France; why, even you, wealthy as you are, would be soon reduced to the wretchedness of our want
and woe, to be periodically decimated by plague and famine and disease as we are.
Now, put yourselves in our place and judge whether we are British subjects or British helots. Our misfortune is
that our Anglo-Indian rulers do not understand our position. Even Lord Curzon, our Viceroy, said the other day, in
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the course of his speech at the Kolar goldfields, that we ought to be very grateful to the British people for
developing these mining industries.
But these millions of the Kolar goldfields belong to the British capitalist, who is simply exploiting our land
and wealth, our share being that of the hewer of wood and drawer of water.
*
How was the Indian Empire obtained by you? It has been generally said that you have won it by the sword,
and that you will keep it by the sword.
You have not won the Indian Empire by the sword. During these hundred and fifty years you have carried on
wars by which this great Empire has been built up; it has cost hundreds of millions of money. Have you paid a
single farthing of it?
You have made the Indians pay every farthing. You have formed this great British Empire at our expense, and
you hear what reward we have received from you. The European army in India at any time was comparatively
insignificant. In the time of the Indian Mutiny you had only forty thousand troops there. It was the two hundred
thousand Indian troops that shed their blood and fought your battles and that gave you this magnificent Empire. It
is at India’s cost and blood that this Empire has been formed and maintained up to the present day.
It is in consequence of the tremendous cost of these wars and because of the millions on millions you draw
from us year by year that India is so completely exhausted and bled. It is no wonder that the time has come when
India is bleeding to death. You have brought India to this condition by the constant drain upon the wealth of that
country. I ask any one of you whether it is possible for any nation on the face of the earth to live under these
conditions.
*
Do not believe me as gospel. Study for yourself; study whether what I have stated is right, and, then, whether
the result is logical. And the result, as revealed by the last Census, is that thirty millions of human beings are not
where they ought to have been.
But in spite of such a gloomy outlook I do not despair. I believe in the inherent notions of justice and humanity
of the British people. It is that faith which has hitherto sustained me in my life-long work. In the name of justice
and humanity then, I ask you why we today, instead of being prosperous as you are, are the poorest and most
miserable people on the surface of the earth.
Like India, Australia is a part of the British Empire and, unlike it, prosperous. Why is it that one part of the
Empire should be so prosperous and the other dwindle down and decay? Our lot is worse even than that of the
slaves in America in old days, for the masters had an interest in keeping them alive, if only [because] they had a
money value. But if an Indian died, or if 8 million died, there was another or there were a million others ready to
take his or their places and to be the slaves of the British officials in their turn.
*
Who was responsible for all this? You reply,
“What more can we do? We have declared that India shall be governed upon righteous lines.”
Yes, but your servants have not obeyed your instructions, and theirs was the responsibility, and upon their
heads was the blood of the millions who were starving year by year.
*
The principle and policy that you laid down for the government of India is contained in the Act of 1833, which
we reckon as our Magna Charta. There is one clause in it which admits us to full equality with you in the
government of our country. Referring to this clause, one of the men who were responsible for passing this Act,
Lord Macaulay, said,
I allude to that wise, that beneficent, that noble clause which enacts that no Native of our Indian Empire shall by
reason of his color, his descent,\fn{His caste is meant:H} or his religion, be incapable of holding office.

This generous promise which held out hopes of equal employment to all, which did away with distinctions of
creed and color has remained to this day a dead letter.
This promise was repeated over and over again. Nothing could be plainer, nothing more solemn, than the
Queen’s Proclamation of 1858, when the Crown took the country from the hands of the East India Company, and
from which Proclamation I will read to you only three clauses:
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We hold ourselves bound to the Natives of our Indian territories by the same obligations of duty which bind us to all
our other subjects, and those obligations, by the blessing of Almighty God, we shall faithfully and conscientiously
fulfill.
And it is our further will that, so far as may be, our subjects, of whatever race or creed, be freely and impartially
admitted to offices in our service, the duties of which they may be qualified by their education, ability, and integrity,
duly to discharge.
In their prosperity will be our strength, in their contentment our security, and in their gratitude our best reward. And
may the God of all power grant to us, and to those in authority under us, strength to carry out these our wishes for the
good of our people.

But all these promises and pledges have remained a dead letter to this day. The violation of the promise of the
Act of 1833 is the first step, the keeping to this day inoperative the pledges contained in the Proclamation of 1858
is the second step, towards unrighteousness. Indians are kept out from their share of the ad ministration of their
own affairs just as much today as before the passing of that Act.
Some of the most eminent statesmen here have drawn your attention to your wrongdoing. Mr. Bright pointed
out the gross and rank injustice of not holding simultaneous examinations both in India and England; and in this
connection the late Lord Derby, when Lord Stanley, once asked in the House of Commons, how they would like
to send out their children to India for two or three years to qualify themselves for and pass, examination there for
employment here.
*
The highly expensive Militia and Civil Service which is foisted on our poor land we can neither afford to keep
nor do we need. If the country ever rebelled, the hardly thirty thousand civilians dotted amongst a hostile horde of
about three hundred millions would be the first to suffer.
The safest policy and the truest statesmanship was voiced in our Sovereign’s Proclamation when she said “in
their contentment will be our security.” While you here lay down in plain and unmistakable language the charter
that would raise us and endow us with the power, privilege and freedom of British citizens, your servants in India
make that charter a dead letter, deny to us those powers and privileges and freedom which you have empowered
them to give to us, and we are made to feel that we are not British subjects, but British helots.
Here, under reasonable conditions, almost every man has a vote; there two hundred and fifty millions of us
have not one.
Our Legislative Council is a farce, worse than a farce. It was generally believed that this Council gave to the
Indian people something like what they in England enjoyed in the way of representative government, and that by
those means the people of India had some voice in their own government.
This was simply a romance. The reality was that the Legislative Council was constituted in such a way as to
give to the Government a complete and positive majority. The three or four Indians who have seats upon it might
say what they liked, but what the Government of India declared was to become law did invariably become the law
of the country. In this Council the majority, instead of being given by the people, was managed and manipulated
by the Government itself.
*
But matters were even worse than this. The expenditure of the revenues was one or the most important points
in the political condition of any country, but in India there was no such thing as a Legislative Budget. The
representative members had no right to propose any resolution or go to any division upon any item concerned in
the Budget, which was passed simply and solely according to the despotic will of a despotic Government. The
natives of India had not the slightest voice in the expenditure of the Indian revenues. and the idea that they had
was the first delusion on the part of the voters of England of which they cannot be disabused too soon.
But this most solemn farce of preaching and proclaiming the most righteous Government for us, and at the
same time not restraining your servants from practicing what is exactly the contrary, is not confined to our
Legislative Council. The right of our own men to take part in the government of their country as soon as by their
character and education they should give evidence of their fitness to do so, has been repeatedly granted by the
British public and Parliament, but it has as often been defiantly denied to us by your disobedient servants in India.
One of the means by which this boon could be given us was by holding examinations for the Indian Civil
Service simultaneously in India. And in England. But this privilege, though recommended for the last time by a
Resolution of the House of Commons so recently as 1893, is yet denied to us. As early as 1860 a Commission
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made up of five Members of the Council of the Secretary of State was appointed to consider this question of
simultaneous examinations, and this is what they said:
Practically the Indians are excluded. The law declares them eligible, but the difficulties opposed to a Native leaving
India and residing in England for a time are so great, that, as a general rule, it is almost impossible for a Native
successfully to compete at the periodical examinations held in England. Were this inequality removed, we should no
longer be exposed to the charge of keeping promise to the ear and breaking it to the hope.

I will give only one more opinion of a former Governor-General, the representative of his Sovereign in India.
Lord Lytton, referring to this same question of holding simultaneous examinations, said in a confidential minute:
The Act of Parliament is so undefined, and indefinite obligations on the part of the Government of India towards its
Native subjects are so obviously dangerous, that no sooner was the Act passed than the Government began to devise
means for practically evading the fulfillment of it. Under the terms of the Act, which are studied and laid to heart by
that increasing class of educated Natives whose development the Government encourages without being able to satisfy
the aspirations of its existing members, every such Native, if once admitted to Government employment in posts
previously reserved to the Covenanted Service, is entitled to expect and claim appointment in the fair course of
promotion to the highest post in that Service.
We all know that these claims and expectations never can or will be fulfilled. We have had to choose between
prohibiting them and cheating them; and we have chosen the least straightforward course. The application to Natives of
the competitive examination system as conducted in England, and the recent reduction in the age at which candidates
can compete, are all so many deliberate and transparent subterfuges for stultifying the Act, and reducing it to a dead
letter.
Since I am writing confidentially, I do not hesitate to say that both the Governments of England and India appear to
me up to the present moment unable to answer satisfactorily the charge of having taken every means in their power of
breaking to the heart the words of promise they had uttered to the ear.

Even on comparatively lower grounds than that of justice and truth you ought to revise and reform the
Government of India. You are a commercial people. What you gain by trading with us, if I go into figures, that
alone will tell you how poor we are. Australia, with about six millions of people, buy about 25 millions worth of
articles of you per year; while we, with a population fifty times over again, hardly manage to buy even thirty
millions. You sell to us per head of population only eighteen pence per year; if we were rich enough (and to make
us rich or poor entirely rests with you) to buy only one pound per head per year, you could have sold to us alone
300 millions worth of goods, which is your annual trade with the whole of the world.
The subject of a Native Prince in India is richer than a British subject and buys more of your goods. You
launch into expensive wars in South Africa and elsewhere to create a market, while here in your own Empire you
have a market ready on hand, the largest, the most civilized, the most thickly peopled portion of that Empire.
*
I now must conclude. I hope this cruel farce, the present system of Government which is at the root of all our
evil and suffering, should for your sakes, for the sake of justice and humanity, be radically changed. The educated
classes at home are throwing in their whole weight on the side of the continuance of our connection. This
connection is a blessing to us if you would only see that it be made, as you intended your servants to make it, a
blessing to us; ponder over it, think what is your duty, and perform that duty.
7
Mr. Chairman, Ladies, and Gentlemen, feel very great pleasure in being permitted to address you tonight. I
propose at the outset to explain to you what the condition of India is in order that you may the better understand
the relations which exist between that country and England.
In the first place, I will tell you what has been repeatedly laid down as the policy to be pursued towards India.
In 1833, this policy was definitely decided and embodied in an Act of Parliament, and it was a policy of justice
and righteousness. It provided that no Native of India, nor any natural-born subject of His Majesty resident
therein, should by reason only of his religion, place of birth, descent, or any of them, be disabled from holding
any place, office, or employment under the Company. That is to say, that all British subjects in India should be
treated alike, and merit alone should be the qualification for employment.
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The Indian people asked nothing more than the fulfillment of this policy, but from that day to this no such
policy has been pursued towards India. A similar declaration of policy was made in the most solemn manner after
the Mutiny. The Queen’s Proclamation addressed to India at that time in 1858, states as follows:
We hold ourselves bound to the Natives of our Indian territories by the same obligations of duty which bind us to all
our other subjects, and those obligations, by the blessing of Almighty God, we shall faithfully and conscientiously
fulfill … And it is our further will that, so far as may be, our subjects, of whatever race or creed, be freely and
impartially admitted to offices in our service, the duties of which they may be qualified, by their education, ability, and
integrity, duty to discharge … When, by the blessing of Providence, internal tranquility shall be restored, it is our
earnest desire to stimulate the peaceful industry of India, to promote works of public utility and improvement, and to
administer the government for the benefit of all our subjects resident therein. In their prosperity will be our strength, in
their contentment our security, and in their gratitude our best reward. And may the God of all power grant to us and to
those in authority under us strength to carry out these our wishes for the good of our people.

Such was the solemn pledge that was made to India.
But where is the fulfillment? The same distinction of race and seed exists in India now as ever existed. That
pledge so solemnly made half a century ago has never been carried out.
One would have thought that their sense of honor would have prompted the Executive to fulfill this pledge, but
such has not been the case. These pledges and declarations of policy have been to us dead letters. This then is the
first thing you have to know.
*
What has been the result of the system of government administered in India? The result has been to bring the
country to a state of poverty and misery unknown elsewhere throughout the world. This result has been
accomplished by the constant draining of India’s wealth, for, let it be known that we have to produce every year
something like twenty million pounds by our labor and our produce and hand this over to the English before we
can utilize a single farthing’s worth ourselves.
This draining has been going on for years and years with ever-increasing severity. We are made to pay all the
expenditure in connexion with the India Office, and every farthing that is required to keep up the Indian Army,
even though this latter is supported for England’s own use in order to maintain her position in the East and
elsewhere.
If you want to maintain your position in the East, by all means do so, but do it at your own expense. Why
should India be charged for it? Even if you pay half of the cost of your Indian Army we shall be satisfied and pay
the other half ourselves. Every farthing of the cost of the wars by which your British-Indian Empire was formed
has been paid by us, and not only was this the case, but that Empire, be it remembered, was secured to you by
Indian blood. It was Indian soldiers who shed their blood in the formation of the Indian Empire, and the reward
that we get is that we are treated as the helots of the British people.
*
India is the richest country in the world in mineral and other wealth, but owing to the constant drain you have
put upon our resources, you have brought our people to a state of exhaustion and poverty. At the beginning of last
century the drain on Indian produce amounted to about five million pounds per annum; now, it has increased to
something like thirty million pounds. Each year thirty millions sterling are exacted from India without any return
in any material shape.
Of this tremendous sum, however, part goes back to India, but not, mark you, for the benefit of the Indian
people. It goes back under the name of British capital, and is used by British capitalists to extract from the Indian
soil its wealth of minerals, which wealth goes to enrich the English alone.
And thus India is bled, and has been bled ever since the middle of the eighteenth century. India produces food
enough for all her needs and to spare. How is it then that so many of her people die for want of it? The reason is
simple. So exhausted are the people, and so heavily has the continued bleeding told upon their resources that they
are too poor to purchase food, and, therefore, there is chronic famine in good years and in bad years.
Do not think that famines only occur when you in England hear of them. You only hear of the very severest of
them. One hundred and fifty millions of your fellow-subjects do not know what it is to have one full meal a day.
What would be the position of England if she were left to feed on her own resources? She does not produce a
quarter of the food required to feed her people. It is only because England is a rich country, thanks largely to
India, and can, therefore, buy the produce of other countries that her people are kept from starving.
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Compare this with the condition of India. She produces more than she requires, and yet through their poverty
her people are unable to buy food, and famine is the consequence as soon as a drought occurs.
*
And now we come to the main point of my lecture. On whose shoulders does the responsibility for the present
miserable condition of things in India rest? It rests on the shoulders of the British democracy, and I will tell you
how.
One elector in England has more voice in the government of his country than the whole of the Indian people
have in the government of their country. In the Supreme Legislative Council in India there are only four or five
Indians, and what power can so few have in that assembly? The Government appoint their own Executive
Council, and it takes care that the few Indian members of the Legislative Council have no real voice in the
management of their own country.
A Tax Bill comes before the Council and these Indian members have not the slightest power to vote, make a
motion, or suggest an amendment. If they do not vote for it the Government turn round and say,
“Look at these Indians; do they think the Government can be carried on without taxation? They are not fit to
govern.”
The fact is the Tax Bill is brought into the Council only to receive its formal sanction. No chance is given for
discussion or amendment. These few Indians have to join with the other members of the Council in taxing their
countrymen, without any voice in the expenditure of that taxation. Their power in fact is nil.
Economically and politically India is in the worst possible position. The British public are responsible for the
burdens under which India is groaning. The democracy is in power in this country, and it should understand
something of our suffering, because it has suffered itself.
We appeal to you to exercise your power in making your Government carry out its solemn pledges. If you
succeeded in doing this, the result would be that the Empire would be strengthened and benefit would be
experienced by yourselves as well as by India. India does not want to sever her connexion with England, but
rather to strengthen that connection.
I wish to point out that unless the British democracy exercise their power in bringing India a better state of
things, the whole responsibility for our suffering will lie at their door. I therefore appeal to you to do your duty
and relieve us from the deplorable miseries from which we are suffering.
8
I can hardly express in adequate terms what I feel at the generous manner in which my health has been
proposed and the cordial reception which you have given to the toast. I feel it very deeply.
Talking of my views towards British rule I wish to say that they have been largely misunderstood. The pith of
the whole thing is that not only have the British people derived great advantage from India but that the profit
would have been more than ten times as great had that rule been conducted on the lines of policy lad down by Act
of Parliament. It is a pity as much for England herself as for us that that policy has not been carried out, and that
the matter has been allowed to drift in the old selfish way in which the Government was inaugurated in earlier
times.
*
When I complain, I am told, sometimes very forcibly, that the connection of Britain with India is beneficial to
India herself. I admit that it might be, and it is because of that that I urged over and over again that the connection
should be put upon a righteous basis—a basis of justice and liberality. It has been proved by the fact of the
coming into existence of a body like the Indian National Congress that the British connection might be made
more beneficial, and I believe that if you fail to direct the force of that movement into proper channels the result
will be most disastrous, for it must ultimately come into collision with British rule.
It does not require any great depth of consideration to see that. It has been repeatedly admitted by every
statesman of consequence that the welfare of India depends upon the contentment of the people, and that that
contentment can not exist unless the people feel that British rule is doing them good, is raising their political
status, and is making them prosperous.
The fact is quite the reverse, and it is no use denying that the system which has existed in India is one which
has been most foolish; it has neither increased Indian prosperity nor raised her political status. If only you could
make her truly imperial and unitedly in favor of British rule, I defy a dozen Russias to touch India or to do the
slightest harm to the Empire.
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Mr. Caine has expressed regret that Indian troops were not sent to South Africa.. It is quite true; you cannot
expect to maintain a great Empire unless you use all its imperial resources, and among those imperial resources
there are none so important and so valuable as the resources of India in physical strength and in military genius
and capability. There you will find that, by a simple stamp of the foot on the ground, you can summon millions. of
men ready to fight for the British Empire.
*
We only want to be treated as part and parcel of the Empire, and we ask you not to maintain the relationship of
master over helot. We want you to base your policy on the lines already laid down by Act of Parliament,
proclaimed by the late Queen, and acknowledged by the present Emperor, as the best and truest policy towards
India for the sake of both countries.
Unless that is done the future is not very ;hopeful. As far as I am concerned I have ever expressed my faith in
the British conscience. As far back as 1853, when the first political movement was started in India, and when
associations were formed in Bombay, Calcutta, and Madras in order to petition Parliament with regard to
improvements necessary to be made in the Company’s Charter, I expressed my sincere faith in the British people,
and said I was convinced that if they would only get true information and make themselves acquainted with the
realities of India they would fulfill their duty towards her.
That faith, after all the vicissitudes and disappointments which have marked the last half century, I still hold. If
we only do our best to make the British people understand what their duty is, I venture to prophesy that England
will have an Empire the like of which has never before existed, an Empire of which any nation may well be
proud.
After all, India is the British Empire. The colonies are simply so many sons who have set up establishments of
their own, but who retain their affection for the mother country, but India is an Empire which, if property
cultivated, will have wondrous success. All we want is that there shall be true loyal and real attachment between
the people of the two countries.
*
I am glad to see you young men around me. I and the older men who have worked in this movement are
passing away. We began the work; we had to grope in darkness, but we leave you a great legacy. We leave you the
advantages of the labors of the hundreds of us during the last 50 years, and if you only study the problem
thoroughly, if you spread over the United Kingdom the true merits and defects of British rule, you will be doing a
great work both for your own country and for England.
I rejoice at having had something to do in that direction. I have stuck to my own view that it would be good for
India if British rule continues.
But it must not be the British rule which has obtained in the past; it must be a rule under which you treat us as
brothers, and not as helots.
9
I have now to propose the toast of the evening our good guests Sir Henry Cotton and Sir William Wedderburn.
I may first take the opportunity of expressing on behalf of the Indians here our deep regret at the death of Mr.
Digby and of Lord Northbrook. I need not say much about them. There are three Viceroys who have left their
names impressed on the minds of the Indian people with characteristic epithets. Those three are Mayo, “the
good,” Northbrook, “the just,” and Ripon, “the righteous.” Two have passed away, but we hope the third may live
long enough to see the realization of his desire for the promotion of the happiness of the people of India.
*
We are met together to honor our two friend—Sir Henry Cotton\fn{ Sir Henry John Stedman Cotton (1845-1915)} and
Sir William Wedderburn.\fn{1838-1918} The question naturally arises: Why is it that we Indians ask English
gentlemen to go out to India, to preside at the Indian National Congress, and to help at it? Have we in our ranks
no men capable of doing the work? Cannot we help ourselves? Those questions are natural, and they require an
answer.
Again it may be asked, what is it that the Indians want, and by what means do they desire to accomplish their
end?
I do not propose to describe what India wants in my own words, or in the words of any Indian. I propose,
instead, to give you a few sentences from the writings of an Anglo-Indian whose father and grandfather have been
in the service for over 60 years, who himself has been over 35 years in the service, and whose son\fn{ Harry Evan
Auguste Cotton (1868-1939)} is now in it. I refer to our guest Sir Henry Cotton.
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*
He is as patriotic as any Englishman can be. He is proud of the service to which he belongs, and in his official
capacity he has carefully weighed the position of the Indians at the present time. I will read you a few sentences
from his lately-published book, New India, and they will give you an idea of what India wants. He says:
There can be no doubt that English rule in its present form cannot continue. The leaders of the National movement
assume, and assume rightly, that the connexion between India and England will not be snapped … It is a sublimer
function or Imperial dominion to unite the varying races under our sway into one Empire “broad-based upon the
people’s will” … to afford scope to their political aspirations, and to devote ourselves to the peaceful organization of
their political federation and autonomous independence as the only basis of our ultimate relationship between the two
countries.

Again, taking another point, Sir Henry Cotton writes on the drain of taxes from India to England:
Taking these (all drain from India to England in various shapes) into consideration, it is a moderate computation that
the annual drafts from India to Great Britain amount to a total of thirty millions … It can never be to the advantage of
the people of India to remit annually these enormous sums to a foreign country … Lord Curzon has very forcibly said,
in a speech delivered by him in November, 1902, at Jaipore:
There is no spectacle which finds less favor in my eyes, or which I have done more to discourage, than that
of a cluster of Europeans settling down upon a Native State and sucking from it the moisture which ought to
give sustenance to its own people.

Lord Curzon has lost sight of the fact that what is true of the Native States is true of the whole of India … The
keynote of administrative reform is the gradual substitution of Indian for European official agency. This is the one end
towards which the educated Indians are concentrating their efforts. The concession of this demand is the only way by
which we can make any pretence of satisfying even the most moderate of their legitimate aspirations. It is the first and
most pressing duty the Government is called on to discharge. It is necessary as an economic measure. But it is
necessary also on higher grounds than those of economy … The experiment of a “firm and resolute government” in
Ireland has been tried in vain, and the adoption of a similar policy in India is inevitably destined to fail.

Next, Sir Henry gives an extract from the celebrated speech of Lord Macaulay in 1833:
It may be that the public mind of India may expand under our system till it has outgrown our system; that by good
government we may educate our subjects into a capacity for better government—that having become instructed in
European knowledge, they may in some future age demand European institutions. Whether such a day will ever come I
know not. But never will I attempt to avert or retard it. Whenever it comes it will be the proudest day in English history.

Next there is am extract from Mountstuart Elphinstone, in 1850:
But we are now doing our best to raise them in all mental qualities to a level with ourselves, and to instil into them
the liberal opinions in government and policy which have long prevailed in this country, and it is vain to endeavour to
rule them on principles only suited to a slavish and ignorant population.

On this Sir Henry Cotton remarks:
The experience of more than half a century since they were written merely confirms their truth.

And after these I propose to give only one other extract, and to read just one sentence from Burke, who says:
Magnanimity in politics is not seldom the truest wisdom, and a great Empire and little minds go ill together. We
ought to elevate our minds to the greatness of that trust to which the order of Providence has called us.

Now, these extracts which I have read to you explain what Indians ask for. Their wishes are embodied in the
language of an Anglo-Indian, but I accept them as a very fair expression of our views. The question is:
How is this to be accomplished?
*
There are only two ways of doing it—either by peaceful organization or by revolution. It must be done either
by the Government itself or by some revolution on the part of the people.
It may be asked what do our present reformers want, and which of these two policies they desire to adopt. I
will give a direct answer to that.
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In the year 1853, as far as I know the first attempt was made by Indian politicians or by Indians to form a
political organization and to express in words their wishes and demands. That was the period of the renewal of the
East India Company’s Charter, and three associations were then formed: one in Bombay, an other in Calcutta.
which is still in existence, and a third in Madras. The fundamental principle on which they based their whole
action was contained in the words used by Sir Henry Cotton—that the connection between England and India
“will not snap”. That was the foundation of their action in 1853, when they made their first attempt at political
organization.
As I have said, the British India Association at Calcutta is still in existence; that in Bombay was succeeded by
the Bombay Presidency Association, and that in Madras by the Madras Mahajana Sabha. All along they have gone
on the same principle, that the connection between England and India will continue.
*
In the evolution of time, as we know, the Indian National Congress came into existence, twenty years ago, and
I may say that it is the best product of the most beneficial influence of the connection between England and India.
This unique phenomenon of different races and different peoples in a large continent containing an area equal to
Europe (Russia excluded), and embracing quite as many different nationalities, coming together to consider
proposals for the amelioration of the condition of the people of India and giving expression to their views and
aspirations in the noble English language, is a product of which the British people may well be proud.
The next Congress will be the twentieth, and, I repeat, that from the very beginning the principle acted upon
has been a continuance of the policy adopted by the earlier Associations to which I have referred—the
continuance of the connection between England and India. Then the question is:
How are we going to carry out that policy?
The only way in which the desired change can be brought about is, in our opinion, by a peaceful organization,
as Sir Henry Cotton has described it: it must be effected by the Government itself.
*
Why is it that the Indian National Congress and we Indians here have solicited Sir Henry Cotton and Sir
William Wedderburn to go out to India to assist at the Twentieth Congress?
The answer is simply this: that if these reforms are to be carried out at all, they are entirely in the hands of the
English people. The Indians may cry aloud as much as they like, but they have no power whatever to bring about
those reforms—the power is entirely in the hands of the English people and of the English Government, and our
ideas and hopes can meet with no success unless we get men like Sir Henry Cotton and Sir William Wedderburn
and others to help us to prove to the Indian people that they need not yet despair, for the British conscience is not
altogether lost yet; and, on the other hand, to persuade the British people to do that which is right and just.
*
We Indian people believe in one thing, and that is that although John Bull is a little thick-headed, once we can
penetrate through his head into his brain that a certain thing is right and proper to be done, you may be quite sure
that it will be done.
The necessity, therefore, of English help is very great, and we want English gentlemen to go out to India, not in
their twos and fours, but in their hundreds, in order to make the acquaintance of Indians, to know their character,
to learn their aspirations, and to help them to secure a system of self-government worthy of a civilized people like
the British.
On this occasion we Indians have invited a number of English gentlemen to come and sympathize with us in
giving a good send-off to our two guests, and it is a most gratifying fact that there has been so cordial a response
to our invitation, and that we have here gentlemen like Mr. Courtney, Mr. Lough, Mr. Frederic Harrison, and
others. We cannot in the face of this but hope that good days are coming, and we should never despair. Mr.
Courtney was a member of a Royal Commission of which I was also a member. We agreed, and we disagreed. But
what was his line of action all through? He displayed a spirit of fairness in the consideration of every question
which came before the Commission. Mr. Lough has long been helping us, and when I was a member of the House
of Commons I always found him a staunch and good friend of India in the House, while outside he has always
accepted our invitations to help us wherever possible. Mr. Frederic Harrison has also been a great source of
strength to our cause. I am sorry Mr. Hyndman is not here. He has been for twenty-six years a steady friend of the
amelioration of the condition of India, and we hope that after the next General Election we may have his valuable
support in the House of Commons.
*
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I appeal to every Englishman, for his own patriotism and for the good of his own country, as well as ours, if he
wishes the British Empire to be preserved, to exert himself to persuade the British people that the right course to
be adopted towards India is one worthy of British civilization—worthy of those great days in the thirties—the
days of emancipation, of the abolition of slavery, and of the amelioration of many forms of human suffering.
It was in the year 1833 that we got our great Charter—the Charter confirmed by the Proclamation of 1858. We
ask for nothing wore than the fulfillment of the pledges contained in that Charter. Those are our demands as put
forward by Sir Henry Cotton, and I can only say that they constitute a reversion to the policy of 1833—a policy
embodied in promises which, had they been fulfilled in their entirety, would have resulted in their meeting that
day being of an entirely different nature—they would have been proclaiming their gratitude, instead of pleading to
the English to reverse their policy and introduce one worthy of their name and civilization. As Macaulay had
declared:
It was to no purpose if they were free men and if they grudged the same freedom to other people.

I therefore appeal to every Englishman, for the sake of his own patriotism, as well as for the cause of humanity
—for all reasons good and beneficent—to reverse their policy towards India and to adopt one worthy of the
British name.
*
I was one of those who started the Bombay Association in 1853, and from that time until now I have always
been a worker in the cause. My principle has been from the beginning based on the necessity of the continuance
of the connection between England and India. I hope I may hold that view to the end of my life.
I am bound, however, to mention one fact, and I will do so without comment.
Leaving aside the general system of government, which we condemn, there have been during the past six or
seven years repressive, restrictive, and reactionary methods adopted, and there has been, further, a persistence in
the injustice of imposing upon India the burden of expenditure incurred for purely Imperial purposes. What I want
to point out is that the rising generation of Indians may not be able to exercise that patience which we of the
passing and past generations have shown. A spirit of discontent and dissatisfaction is at present widely spread
among the Indians in India, and I wish our rulers to take note of that fact and to consider what it means.
An Empire like that of India cannot be governed by little minds. The rulers must expand their ideas, and we
sincerely hope that they will take note of this unfortunate circumstance and will adopt measures to undo the
mischief.
In the name of my Indian friends I thank the guests who have accepted our invitation, and I now call upon Sir
Henry Cotton to respond to the toast.
10
We are met together today for a very important purpose.
A unique event has happened, showing significantly a sign of the times. We have had in India a great uprise,
and in the chief towns there have been held monster meetings of Indians, denouncing and protesting against the
sayings and doings of the highest authority there, making a protest, in clear, unmistakable terms against the policy
under which India, is ruled.
It is, indeed, a unique event. I, at any rate, do not remember anything similar having ever taken place in the
history of British India. The Indians have very unanimously, very earnestly, and very emphatically declared that
the system of rule they are now under should not continue to be.
Let us consider what that means.
*
More than 50 years ago—I will not go back to an earlier period of our history—Mountstuart Elphinstone said:
It is in vain to endeavor to rule them (the Indians) on principles only suited to a slavish and ignorant population.

And 40 years after—in the last 10 or 12 years—we find, not only a continuance of the same old system, but we
find it brought to bear on the people with even more energy and more vigor.
Some 11 years age Sir Henry Fowler distinctly and decidedly showed us that India was to be governed on the
principles condemned by Elphinstone, for, by his conduct in refusing to give effect to the resolution regarding
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simultaneous examinations, passed in 1893, he proved that it was intended to continue the same evil system under
which the country had been governed so long.
Then followed Lord George Hamilton as Secretary of State, and what did he tell the whole world? He said:
Our rule shall never be popular. Our rule can never be popular.

These were his own words, in one of his early speeches, and he has taken very good care that his prophecy
shall be fulfilled. But his doings were not so serious as Lord Curzon’s, although he managed to go quietly on
issuing regulation after regulation with the object of depriving Indians as far as possible of an opportunity of
making any further progress.
But then comes Lord Curzon, and he out-Herods them all.
In the first resolution you have enumerated a number of his measures—and not a complete, list, for there are
some more of them—which he passed with the declared and clear intention of continuing to govern India only on
principles suitable to slavish and ignorant populations.
Here, then, we have a clear and distinct issue. Our rulers—the officials—tell us we shall have no chance of
ever becoming a self-governing country—that they will not give us an opportunity of preparing ourselves for it.
Undoubtedly, the character of the whole of the measures passed within the last 10 years points towards such an
intention, and to the retraction or the generous mode which was adopted on some occasions in the time of Lord
Ripon.
Now, the Indian people have, for the first time, risen up and declared that this thing shall not be. Here is a clear
issue between the rulers and the people: they are come face to face. The rulers say:
“We shall rule, not only as foreign invaders, with the result of draining the country of its wealth, and killing
millions by famine, plague, and starving scores of millions by poverty and destitution;” while the ruled are saying
for the first time:
“That shall not be.”
*
I regard the day in which the first Calcutta meeting was held as a red-letter day in the annals of India. I am
thankful that I have lived to see the birthday of the freedom of the Indian people.
The question now naturally arises, what will be the consequences of this open declaration of war—as you may
call it—between the rulers and the people?
I will not give you my own opinions or my own views, [but those of] Anglo-Indian officials, who have told us
that persistence in the present evil system of government will lead to certain consequences. Sir John Malcolm, a
well-known Governor of Bombay, who had a very distinguished career as a political agent and as an official, after
describing the system that obtained in the government of India, prophesied what would be the necessary
consequences, and said:
The moral evil to us does not stand alone. It carries with it its Nemesis: the seeds of the destruction of the Empire
itself.

Again, Sir Thomas Munro said:
It would be more desirable that we should be expelled from the country altogether, than that the result of our system
of government should be such an abasement of a whole people.

Bright spoke on many occasions, always denouncing the existing system of government. He always regarded it
as an evil and a disgraceful system, and, after describing the system, he wound up with these words:
You may rely upon it that if there be a judgment of nations—as I believe there is—as for individuals, our children, in
no distant generations, must pay the penalty which we have purchased by neglecting our duty to the populations of
India … I say a Government like that has some fatal defect which at some distance time, must bring disaster and
humiliation to the Government and to the people on whose behalf it rules.

Sir William Hunter, you know, was a very distinguished official, and while he spoke as favorably as he
possibly could of the existing system, he did not fail to point out the evil part of it, and he summed up one of his
lectures in these words:
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We should have had an Indian Ireland multiplied 50-fold on our hands … Changes should be taking place in the
thoughts, the desires, and the aims of the intelligent and educated men of the country, which no wise and cautious
Government can afford to disregard, and to which they must gradually adapt their system of administration, if they do
not wish to see it shattered by forces which they have themselves called into being, but which they have failed to guide
and control.

Then, Lord Hartington, when Secretary for India, pointed out that the exclusion of Indians from the
government of their own country could not be a wise procedure on the part of the British people, as the only
consequence would be to
make the Indians desirous of getting rid, in the first instance, of their European rulers.

I have read to you only these four or five opinions of men of position—of high position in the Government,
and of official Anglo-Indians—opinions to the effect that if the present evil system is to continue the result will be
to bring disaster to the British Empire—that, in fact, the British Empire in India will vanish.
That is the position in which we are at the present time, under an evil system of rule. Either that evil system
must cease or it must produce disastrous results to the British Empire itself.
The issue before us is clear. Is India to be governed on principles of slavery or is she to be governed so as to fit
herself as early as possible to govern herself?
*
Anyone who reads the items enumerated in the first resolution will see that Lord Curzon has set himself most
vigorously and most earnestly to the task of securing that Indians shall be treated as slaves, and that their country
shall remain the property of England, to be exploited and plundered at her will. That is the task to which Lord
Curzon has set himself with a vigor worthy of a better cause.
Now, that being the case, there is a duty on the Indians themselves. They have now broken the ice; they have
declared that they will not be governed as slaves; and now let them show a spirit of determination, for, I have very
little doubt that, if the British public were once satisfied that India is determined to have self-government, it will
be conceded. I may not live to see that blessed day, but I do not despair of that result being achieved.
The issue which has now been raised between the governors and the governed cannot be put aside. The Indian
people have as one body and in a most extraordinary way, risen for the first time to declare their determination to
got an end put to the present evil system of rule.
*
Now I come to the first part of the first resolution—the aspersions and attacks Lord Curzon has thought proper
to make—in, I am afraid, a little spirit of peevishness—against the character and religion of the East.
I do not need, however, to enter into any refutation of what he has said, for the simple reason that, as far as I
am concerned, I performed that task 39 years ago, when Mr. Crawford, the President of the Ethnological Society,
wrote a paper full of the very same ignorant and superficial charges. I replied to that, and I find that the Oriental
Review of Bombay has reprinted my reply for the present occasion.\fn{ W writes: “A paper by Crawfurd, On the Physical
and Mental Characteristics of European and Asian Races of Man, given 13 February 1866, argued for the superiority of Europeans. It
particularly laid emphasis on European military dominance as evidence. Its thesis was directly contradicted at a meeting of the Society
some weeks later, by Dadabhai Naoroji … His racist views on black people were laughed at, during the British Association meeting at
Birmingham in 1865”} There are one or two other aspects of the matter I should like to dwell upon.

*
It is very strange Anglo-Indian officials should throw stones in this matter. Let us have some enquiry about the
manner in which the British Government have behaved towards India. Again, I will not give you my own views
or ideas. I will give you those of Englishmen themselves—of men of the very highest authority. A Committee was
formed in the year 1860, of five members of no less a body than the Council of the Secretary of State, in order to
enquire what the Government of the day should do with regard to the Act of 1833, by which all disqualification of
race and creed was abolished. This Committee of five men—all high Anglo-Indian officials, who had done much
work in India, and whose names were all well-known, gave a very decided opinion that the British Government
had exposed itself to the charge of
having made promises to the ear and broken them to the hope.

This was in 1860. In 1869, the Duke of Argyll clearly acknowledged what had been the conduct of the British
Government towards the Indian people in these words:
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I must say that we have not fulfilled our duty or the promises and engagements which we have made.

That does not look very like sincerity and righteousness on the part of the British Government. Then comes
Lord Lytton. Something like 18 years after the Committee had given their opinion—an opinion of which we knew
nothing because the report was pigeon-holed—Lord Lytton, in a private dispatch to the Secretary of State, used
these words:
No sooner was the Act (1833) passed, than the Government began to devise means for practically evading the
fulfillment of it … all so many deliberate and transparent subterfuges for stultifying the Act, and reducing it to a dead
letter … I do not hesitate to say that both the Government of England and of India appear to me, up to the present
moment, unable to answer satisfactorily the charge of having taken every means in their power of breaking to the heart
the words of promise they had uttered to the ear.

Lastly, no less a personage than Lord Salisbury summed up the whole thing in two words. He declared that the
conduct of the British Government to the Indian people was
political hypocrisy.

It does not, then, lie very well in the mouth of Anglo-Indian officials to talk of lapses of Indian character and
morality. They forgot that they themselves had a very large beam in their own eyes when they were pointing to a
little mote which they fancied was in the eyes of others.
They ought to remember that they are living in glass houses, and should not throw stones.
*
The next aspect of Lord Curzon’s charges on which I wish to speak is this:
He does not seem to realize the responsibility of the position in which he has been placed. He is there
representing the Sovereign of the Empire—as Viceroy or Second King—the head of a great people, 300 millions
in number, who had possessed civilization for thousands of years, and at a time when his forefathers were
wandering in the forests here.
He had a special mission. His duty as Viceroy is to attract as much as possible and to attach the flood feeling of
the Indian people to the rule of the British Sovereign.
What does he do? By his acts he deals a deadly blow to British rule, and then, by a peculiarly ignorant and
petulant speech, he creates almost a revolution in the whole of the Empire. It is really very strange that he should
do so.
But I am not surprised at what he has done, and I will give you the reason why. But, first, I will certainly
mention one circumstance in his favor and to his credit.
As we all know, he made a very firm stand against any brutal treatment of the Indian people by Europeans,
and, in so doing, caused dissatisfaction to his own countrymen. In that he really did a service, not only to Indians,
but to the whole British Empire. That one act of his shall not be forgotten by Indians, for it showed his sense of
the justice he as a Viceroy should exercise.
But by all the acts and measures mentioned in the first resolution he has tried to Russianise the Indian
Administration, and with that narrow statesmanship with which he has all along associated himself, he has
forgotten that while Russianising the Indian administration, he is Russianising also the people of India, who live
at a distance of 6,000 miles from the centre of the Empire, and who, consequently, are in a very different position
from the Russians themselves, who are struggling against their own Government in their own country.
*
It is remarkable that Lord Curzon, when he was first appointed Viceroy, said that India was the pivot of the
British Empire, that if the Colonies left the British Empire it would not matter much, whereas the loss of India
would be the setting of the sun of the Empire. What does he do? How does he strengthen that pivot?
One would think he would put more strength, more satisfaction, and more prosperity under the pivot, but,
instead of that, he has managed to deposit under it as much dynamite as he possibly can—dynamite in the form of
public dissatisfaction, which, even in his own time, has produced the inevitable explosion. Surely, that is a
remarkable way of strengthening the connection between the British and the Indian peoples.
But, as I have said, I was not surprised at the Viceregal career of Lord Curzon: I am only disappointed and
grieved that the fears I entertained when Lord Curzon was appointed have been fulfilled. It has been a great
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disappointment to me, because I had hoped against hope for something better. The announcement of his
appointment was made in August, 1898, and in the following September I wrote to a friend in these terms:
I am hoping against hope about Mr. Curzon, for this reason. Lord Salisbury was at one time not a little wild. When
he came to the India Office he seemed to have realized his responsibility, and proved a good Secretary of State, as
things go—at least, an honestly outspoken one. Will Curzon show this capacity? That is to be seen.

My disappointment is that he did not show this capacity, and did not realise the responsibility of his position—
he did not know how to govern the Indian Empire.
*
I will not take up more of your time. The crisis has come; the people and the rulers are face to face. The people
have for 150 years suffered patiently, and, strange to say, their patience has been made a taunt as well as viewed
as a credit to them. Often I have been taunted with the fact that 300 millions of Indians allow themselves to be
governed like slaves by a handful of people. And then it is stated to their credit that they are a law-abiding,
civilized, and long-suffering people.
But the spell is broken. The old days have passed, and the Indian of today looks at the whole position in quite a
different light.
New India is becoming restless, and it is desirable that the Government should at once realize it. I hope that the
next Government we have will reconsider the whole position, and will see and understand the changes that have
taken place in the condition, knowledge, and intelligence of the Indian people.
I hope that steps will be taken more in conformity with the changes that have taken place, and that things will
not be allowed to go on in their present evil way, to the detriment of the Empire itself as well as the suffering of
the people.
1826

33.6 Excerpts from The Story Of Phulmani And Karuna\fn{by Hannah Catherine Mullins (1826-1861)} Calcutta,
Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) 3
… Two days after Madhu’s burial I visited his mother’s house again as I had promised. This time, by God’s
blessings, I was happy to be able to give a little help to those unfortunate people. Specially since I noticed on
arrival that Rani was in labor and suffering greatly. Her mother-in-law told me that she had been in acute pain for
a whole night and day, but still there was no sign of delivery.
The tumult and confusion that the women had created when Rani’s husband died was being repeated over
again; some dozen of them were standing around encircling Rani. If one of them says one thing, another says
quite the opposite:
“Sit up,” instructs one.
“No, no, walk around,” says another.
A third brings a potion from some ignorant woman and feeds it to her.
All these useless processes seemed to delay the birth rather than speed it along and that increased Rani’s
suffering even further.
There was something else that distressed me, and that was how, Christian though they were all of them, they
seemed to indulge in groundless beliefs. Superstitions such as if someone sneezes when you are about to do some
work, that work should not be undertaken; if you hear a lizard call when you are about to go on a journey, don’t
go out that day; a monkey’s face shouldn’t be the first thing you see in the morning; nothing should be cut during
a lunar eclipse; if you’re ill you should wear a magic amulet round your neck; and so on. It is not just in Madhu’s
family that I saw these senseless observations; many Christian families I know do the same.
Dear Lord, may You will that these ignorant people should open their eyes and see sense, may they reject these
illogical and ridiculous beliefs as the work of Satan himself
Rani had said to her mother-in-law a couple of months ago that an owl or some night bird had flown over her
head squawking the night before. The old woman remembers this now and keeps saying that the childbirth would
not take place until the bird returned. All the other women agreed except one old one who says:
“No, I don’t think owls have any evil influence, because once four or five of us were sitting out in the
courtyard when an owl flew over our heads; my young niece was nearly nine months gone at that time, so we
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were naturally very worried. But no harm came to her. She delivered a son a month later, and that too after just
one hour of labor.”
At that, another woman says:
“I will never believe this. Everyone knows that no delivery is possible until that bird returns; perhaps the bird
has come back but you people haven’t noticed it.”
The first speaker replies:
“No, dear, no! It hasn’t come back; don’t we all have eyes? And the child was born at two o’clock in the afternoon. Do owls fly then? But I can tell you very well what has happened to Rani. She ran away sometime ago and
stayed with an old woman in Kalipur. That woman worked some spell on her to put her to sleep, and then stole all
her jewelry. If she hadn’t worked a spell, Rani would have surely awakened. So I think that that woman was a
witch, and she must have jinxed Rani to stop her from having a baby.”
Since this new theory is even more astonishing than the previous one, all the women nod in agreement and say,
“Yes, yes, that must be it.”
Madhu’s mother has been moaning incessantly, “Oh when shall I take my son’s child in my lap?”
But she is not in the least bit worried over what might happen to the daughter-in-law. Now she is convinced by
the neighbors’ talk that unless something is done about the daughter-in-law, the baby too might be lost. So she
says on hearing about the witch:
“I will send someone to Kalipur to plead at the old woman’s feet to break the spell on my son’s wife.”
On hearing this, Rani turns to me in desperation:
“Oh Memsahib, don’t you know of any medicine for my condition? Kalipur is two days’ journey from here; by
the time someone gets back from there, I will be dead. Oh, Memsahib, I beg you, tell these people not to give me
any more of their wretched potions. I throw up every time I take them.”
One woman hears this and says:
“No, we won’t give you any more of that stuff, since it’s not working anyway.”
So I tell them: “Does that useless stuff ever work? Why don’t you give her some food instead? That might
help.” To which the mother-in-law says:
“That’s all very good! We will think of feeding her later; let her deliver the baby first.”
I get really angry when I hear this. I tell her straight:
“You are a wicked and ignorant woman. Just look at her face, she’s about to faint. How will you get your
grandson then?” Next I turn to the neighbors.
“Could any of you bring over some fish soup? That would help.”
A young woman responds to this and rushes off home. But the old ones shake their heads and say:
“That sort of thing is fine for English wives, but for us Bengalis our own systems of medicine work much
better. You feed soup to an expectant mother and it’s sure death.”
By now the young woman has returned with the soup. So I take the bowl and offer it to Rani. She drinks it
eagerly and says:
“I feel much stronger now. Now if they would let me lie down for a little, I might bear the pain much better.”
Those stupid women have kept her sitting on her knees for three hours. That itself has made her exhausted and
weak, so I tell the midwife:
“What harm would there be if you let her lie down for a while? Women in England always give birth like that.”
The woman looks displeased to hear that and says:
“There’s plenty of difference between English and Bengali women; if you’ve come here with the birthing
methods of the English, then do as you please; I don’t know anything about the good or bad of such methods.”
“So leave her to me then,” I say. “I know exactly what needs to be done in such cases; I’ve been well trained.
So with God’s blessing, she won’t come to any harm.”
Saying this, I made Rani lie down on her left side, and I made her sip hot milk three or four times within the
next hour. I noticed later that the midwife had tied a piece of cloth firmly around her stomach. I promptly took it
off. The women kept saying that now the baby would move up again. But Rani said:
“No, no, the memsahib knows much better about these things; let her do what she wants.”
Some more time passed, and now they all realized that the time for the delivery was close. At this point the
midwife, wanting to get some credit for herself, said:
“If you permit me, Memsahib, I can deliver her this minute.” But I said:
“No, no, you’ve helped thrice already, and only increased her pain. Let her be now; God will deliver her in His
own time.”
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No sooner had I said this than Rani gave birth to a live baby girl. I was quite surprised at this, because the way
those women had been treating her, I strongly suspected that the child would be stillborn. I have seen myself how
very often Bengali women lose their babies in the womb because of the ignorance of these midwives. Be that as it
may, in this instance, the Lord smiled on Rani and gave her a living baby girl.
*
After that first meeting with Sundari, we saw each other quite regularly. Sometimes I would go to her home, or
she would come over to mine and teach my ayah to knit stockings. On these occasions we would talk a great deal,
and I was really impressed by her knowledge and understanding of religion. So when it was time for her to go
back to Calcutta, I was extremely sorry. I would have paid her double the salary she received from the doctor’s
wife to keep her back with me; but I couldn’t be so unfair to her old employer. Probably Sundari would not have
left her either, because there was no trace of ingratitude in her mind. Sundari’s mistress was a very wise and
religious woman, and since there were no other English friends I had in town, I would visit the padre’s house
frequently to converse with her.
On one such occasion when I called on them, the padre informed me:
“Your friends in Sukhshala (that is, Phulmani’s house) are in a bit of a dither; their daughter Sundari is creating
great difficulties.”
But I saw a smile on his face as he said that, so I knew that it could not be any major mishap. But I was still
surprised and said:
“Impossible! Sundari can never cause her parents any worry.”
The padre replied:
“Oh, it’s all to do with her marriage. Just as our own young girls feel sometimes that they know better about
marriage than their parents, Sundari too thinks the same way, so she refuses to marry the young man Premchand
and Phulmani have chosen for her. But you won’t understand unless you hear it all from the beginning, so listen.
“Last Wednesday, a handsome young man came here from Calcutta in search of a bride. He had brought a
letter of recommendation from his padre, which said this young man had been a Brahmin but had been converted
to Christianity three years earlier and had shown excellent conduct ever since. He was the headmaster of an
English school, and earned twenty-five rupees a month. When I read this letter, I turned to my sister and said, ‘O
Lucy! This man would be an ideal match for Sundari; would you agree to let her go?’ She said, ‘I would agree to
whatever is best for Sundari.’ So I called Premchand and Phulmani over and explained the contents of the letter to
them. Later they talked to the young man for a long time, particularly about religion, and found him to be a true
follower of the Lord. Then Premchand asked me to read once more what the letter had said about his religion. I
read out a portion that said:
I firmly believe that this young man is one of Christ’s chosen people; one clear proof of this is his constant efforts to
help others in distress.

“Premchand and Phulmani were delighted to hear this, for they had been searching long for such a religious
young man who would in every way be a suitable match for Sundari. Later, by my advice, they invited him over
to their home for dinner, so that he could see Sundari. So last evening he dressed up very nicely and went off to
Premchand’s house. Before he left, I told him all about Sundari and how deeply religious she was. Phulmani had
not told her daughter why he had been invited. She had simply said: ‘We have asked that young gentleman from
Calcutta who is staying at the padre’s house over for dinner.’
“The minute he saw Sundari, he was so struck by her beauty he told Phulmani, ‘Ask your daughter after I
leave. If she does agree to marry me, I will be only too happy.’ But this morning when her parents told her,
Sundari refused even to consider it. And she gave no other reason except that she didn’t know him, and he did not
know her either, so there was no certainty the marriage would turn out happy.
“Phulmani could see no sense in such talk. She said, ‘I didn’t know Sundari’s father before we got married;
how am I so happy then? If you find someone we all know to be religious, there’s no need for you to know him
personally.’”
So I said to the padre:
“I think our friend Phulmani has not acted too wisely this time; what do you feel?”
The padre replied:
“It is true, Madam, that among the English, we do look for a lot of qualities in a husband or wife other than
religiousness. If a man and a woman have similar tastes, natures, habits, and ambitions, their marriage is far
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happier than others, so we should look for these common qualities when arranging a match. But consider this too:
Bengali girls get no opportunity to meet a man before marriage, like the English. And if they don’t meet, how do
they come to know each other’s tastes? So I say that as long as Bengali girls are not able to select their own
husbands, let their parents and the council of elders guide them in these matters.”
I said, “Yes sir, that may be true, but I would still say that I will be really happy when the girls of this country
begin to show some degree of independence in selecting their life partners. But, coming back to this issue, has
anything been decided yet?”
The padre said, “Madam, Phulmani is coming here this evening with her daughter; we might come to some
decision then. Phulmani wants me to speak to Sundari, and convince her somehow; but I will not do that. Because
it is extremely difficult to intervene in such matters. Anyway, I will ask Sundari why she is unwilling to marry this
young gentleman. I think she probably has some special reason.”
Eager to know the outcome, I stayed on at the padre’s house, waiting for Phulmani to arrive.
After nearly an hour she arrived with Sundari. We talked of this and that for a while, and then the padre asked
Sundari straight out:
“You have refused to marry this gentleman, Sundari, because, as you’ve told your mother, you don’t know
him. Good, so meet and talk to him for a few days, and then give your answer. But if you do not wish to do that,
then you must tell me truthfully why you do not wish to marry him.”
Sundari had no desire to meet the gentleman. She hung her head and said:
“Sir, if you ask me so directly, I must speak out. There is a special reason why I do not wish to marry this
gentleman, but if I reveal it, my own countrymen will consider it to be very shameful, although I know surely that
I have done no wrong.”
When she heard this Phulmani said:
“Sundari, you can speak your mind without fear. If you have not done anything that is contrary to God’s laws,
then your parents will never blame you. Never mind what other people might say.”
I said, “Truly, Sundari, you must not keep anything secret from your parents; so tell us frankly why you do not
wish to marry the gentleman.”
Sundari half-raised her eyes and said:
“Because I love someone else. My mistress knows him; he is her old gardener’s son.” …
241.41 Excerpt from The Story Of Prataba Mudaliar\fn{by Mayuram Vethanayagam Pillai (1826-1889)} Mayuram,
Nagapattinam District, Tamil Nadu State, India (M) 3
… Though I was dull in my studies, I was quite active at playing games. As my childhood pranks will interest
the readers, I shall relate them.
Once, all except me in our household were down with fever and chickenpox. Friends and relatives kept coming
to help and cheer them up. As no one bothered about me I sat in a corner and started weeping. Everybody rushed
towards me and enquired,
“What’s the matter? Why are you weeping?”
“I have neither fever nor chickenpox,” I said between sobs.
*
I was playing in the street with other children. One of them said to me,
“I will perform a trick with my eyes closed. Will you do the same trick with your eyes open?”
“Why not? What you do with closed eyes, I bet I can do with eyes open!” said I.
The boy then went and sat in the middle of the street. He closed his eyes, scooped up sand with both his hands
and poured it over his closed eyes. He then put a handful of sand in my palm and said,
“Now you do the trick with your eyes open.”
I thought that it was better to lose the bet than the eyes and gave him the money.
*
In the attic of our house there were many costly mirrors. My friends and I were looking at our faces in a huge
mirror. I found the faces of my friends handsome while mine looked ugly and odd. I thought something was
wrong with the mirror. Raising my fist I brought it down on the mirror with a bang, and it broke into a thousand
pieces.
*
My mother used to advise me that I should not be lazy and procrastinate but finish duties then and there. I
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followed her good advice in finishing off eats instantaneously and never kept anything for the next day. My
stomach disorders kept the doctors constantly engaged.
*
My mother also advised me to be courteous to visitors, talk to them politely, offer them a seat and entertain
them. I followed the advice meticulously by giving seats to the dhobi, the barber and even the scavenger.
*
Every day at sunrise, the master came to help me with my studies. I found this very troublesome and thought
of ways and means to solve the problem. I came to the conclusion that the day dawns when the cock crows. If the
cock does not crow, it will not dawn. Therefore I ordered my neighbors not to rear chickens.
*
One night I dreamt that I borrowed two pagodas from a boy and that he beat me. When I met him the next day
I told him about the dream. He at once caught hold of my dhoti and demanded the two pagodas from me. I
slapped his face hard twice.
“Why are you slapping me?” he wanted to know. I said,
“In my dream you beat me and I return the blows now.” He said,
“The debt compensated the blows,” and went away.
*
When I was playing in the street, I saw a rowdy beating his cow repeatedly.
“Why are you beating her?” I asked him. He said,
“It’s my cow. I’ll treat her in whatever manner I like. How does it bother you?” On hearing that, I beat him
with my stick saying,
“It’s my stick. How does it bother you if I use it in whatever manner I like?” and went away.
*
An elderly person in our house fell incurably ill and even the doctors gave up on him. I had heard that Yama
the God of Death comes to take away life. I argued to myself that if the doors are kept shut, Yama cannot enter. So
I shut all the doors and stuffed even the holes with cloth. But lo, the naughty Yama did come somehow and took
away his life.
*
One day I saw my face in a looking-glass and then I wanted to see the beauty of my back and placed the mirror
behind my back and tried to see through my back. I was puzzled because I did not see anything.
*
A friend sent me a letter by post requesting me to send him a book. I did not send the book. When, after a few
days, I saw him, I told him,
“Your letter asking me to send the book did not reach me.”
“Then how did you know that I wrote to you asking for the book?” he shot back. I blinked like a fool.
*
I wrote a letter to a friend about an important matter. At the end of it I added,
“Please let me know immediately if this letter does not reach you.” It did not occur to me that the last sentence
was of no use, in the event of his not getting the letter.
A notorious liar came to me and bragged,
“I have never spoken a single truth in all my life.”
“Oh come, you have spoken at least one truth,” I told him.
“No, never,” he replied.
“Isn’t it a truth to say that you’ve never spoken a truth in all your life?” I asked him. He agreed with me and
said to me,
“Now you must tell me a lie.” I said without hesitation,
“You are an honest man.”
*
One night I slept wearing golden bangles and anklets. A thief stealthily entered the room where all of us were
sleeping and removed a bangle from one of my hands and an anklet from one of my ankles and was running away.
I shouted after him,
“O thief, you’ve forgotten the other bangle and the other anklet.” Hearing the noise I made, everybody woke
up, and the thief ran away.
*
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My grandmother was suffering from tertian ague that came intermittently. She got the fever every day at the
stroke of two on the wall-clock. I argued to myself if the clock did not run, she would not get the fever and so
stopped the clock. But the wicked fever came anyhow.
*
Kanakasabai and I, along with a few other boys, were practicing silambam\fn{An art intended to train individuals for
hand-to-hand combat:H} to develop physical strength. One night when we returned very late after the silambam
practice, we found, in the maidan opposite to our house, a play going on. The players with costumes and make-up
were acting the story of Ramayana.
When we arrived, Rama, Sita and Lakshmana were preparing to leave Ayodhya and go to the jungle.
Dasaratha, Kausalya and all the subjects of the land were weeping and lamenting piteously. I told Kanakasabai,
“Look here, it’s because of that wicked Kaikeyi that Rama has lost his kingdom and has to go to the forest. The
people are filled with sorrow. Is it right on our part to see this injustice and not do something?” He replied with
great enthusiasm,
“It’s certainly not becoming of us to allow this wickedness to go on. We should do something.”
Swirling our silambam sticks we hopped over the audience and climbed onto the stage. We surrounded Kaikeyi
who was sitting grandly with an expression of pride on her face, as her son Bharata was going to be crowned. We
gave her a sound beating till our hands started paining. She ran for her life screaming,
“No, no need to crown Bharata.”
If only Manthara, the hunch-backed old witch who was the cause of the whole tragic event, had fallen into our
hands, we would have beaten her to death with our silambam sticks. She had luck enough to escape us. We then
caught hold of Rama who had changed into saffron in order to leave for the forest, and told him to stay in
Ayodhya itself.
He replied that it was his father’s wish and so it was his filial duty to go into the forest.
We blocked his way and threatened to break his legs if he started towards the forest. We argued with him
saying,
“Your father Dasaratha decided to make you his successor and king when you did not seek it. With your
consent, the news was drummed round the country. Now does he have the right to give Bharata the kingdom
which has already been given away to you? Is that not breach of promise? Your father’s truthfulness can be
established only if you are crowned.
Oh, these kings!
To have gifted the kingdom to the eldest,
A peerless one at that,
Then against all propriety and justice
Snatch and give it away to the younger brother.
Will not truth suffer?

Has not Kamban, the greatest of Tamil poets, sung these lines? So return home.”
Rama, more frightened of our silambam stick than seeing the point in our argument, meekly turned towards the
city. At this I told Vasishta and others to conduct the coronation of Rama.
In this manner I reduced all the seven cantos of Ramayana into one-and-a-half, and prevented Rama from
going to the forest, Dasaratha from dying, Sita from the ill-reputation of being carried away by Ravana, Rama
from the cruel act of killing Ravana and his army, and Bharata from the burden of ruling a kingdom, thereby also
establishing my name, Prataba Mudali.
*
One day in the street I saw the family doctor, and ran away to hide myself.
“Why are you hiding?” Kanakasabai asked.
“I’ve been free from disease for some time. The doctor might be offended. So I hide myself,” I replied.
Another day the doctor asked me,
“In ancient days, people enjoyed long life. In modern days people are short-lived. What do you think is the
reason?” I told him,
“In olden days there were no doctors, so people lived long. Now there are many doctors so their span of life is
short.”
*
Along with a few other children I went to the tank to learn swimming. I sat on the bank, saying,
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“I will not enter the water before I learn swimming.”
“How will you learn to swim if you don’t get into the water?” they all laughed at me.
*
My friends and I held a horse race. My horse came last and all my friends clapped their hands and laughed at
me. I laughed louder than them saying,
“My horse chased all the other horses.”
*
One day we were talking about our heroic deeds. I told them,
“I made many of my enemies run.” Kanakasabai asked me,
“How was that?” I said,
“When I saw the enemies I started running. They chased me. That is how I made them run.” Kanakasabai
admired my courage and asked,
“How will you defeat your enemies?” I said,
“By running.” He asked further,
“How will you beat them by running?” I said,
“As soon as I see them I will run very fast. Neither they nor their grandfathers can catch me. Thus I’ll defeat
them.”
*
A soldier who was standing nearby boastfully said that in the war he had cut off the leg of the enemy. I asked
him,
“How come you cut his leg, not his head?” The soldier replied,
“What could I do? His head had already been cut off by somebody else. So I cut off the leg.”
*
Kanakasabai and I wrote some verses. We went through the verses with the intention of including them in this
book. I was able to understand some verses which Kanakasabai could not. And Kanakasabai could follow some
verses which I could not. And the meaning of a few other verses was clear to neither of us. Several verses had no
meter at all. If they were metrical, the meaning was unclear. If the meaning was clear the grammar was not right.
So we decided not to include them in this work.
A poet, after going through a poem of mine, said that I had stolen it from Kamban’s Ramayana. I denied that
vehemently. The poet opened a book of the Ramayana and showed the verse to me. I said,
“There you are. If I have stolen the verse, how can it still be in Kamban’s Ramayana. This is proof that I did
not steal it.” Thus I saved my case.
*
A foolish fellow once asked me,
“It’s human to err, both wise and unwise to commit errors. So, what’s the difference between them?” I told
him,
“The unwise man errs; he does not realize it while the whole world is aware of it. The wise man errs; he alone
knows it while the rest of the world does not know anything about it.” …
237.1 Excerpt from Recollections Of My School-Days\fn{by Lal Behari Day (1826-1894)} “in the house of my
maternal uncle”, Talpur Village, Hooghly District, West Bengal State, India (M) 50
1
Gentle reader! As I am about to relate to you at length the story of my education, you will naturally expect me
to tell you at the outset who I am, what my name is, when I was born, who my father was, and how I spent my
infantile years before I was admitted into the village pathshala.\fn{Lal Behari Day, according to the preface to his book,
finishes his account in 1874}
As to who 1 am, I may tell you at once that I am my father’s son, and that father was a bill and stock broker in
Calcutta. There are brokers and brokers, and my father was a broker of the humble sort. He could not read and
write English, though he was familiar with some English words, such as “Shares,” “Government Promissory
Note,” “Company’s paper,” “premium,” “discount,” and the like. Brokers generally are—at least they used to be
in former days—men of easy conscience; but I believe I state a simple fact when I say that my father, who was an
orthodox Hindu of the old Puritanic stamp, was strictly honest in his dealings; and it was because he was strictly
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honest that he did not get on well in the world, in the worldly sense of getting on well.
Though my father did business in Calcutta, he was not a native of that city. He was born in Dacca in eastern
Bengal, where he married a wife, by whom he got two sons. The wife died, and the two sons followed her to the
grave at no great distance of time. Heartbroken on account of his misfortunes, my father left Dacca, and settled in
an obscure village of the name of Talpur in Western Bengal. I have heard it said, that the village owed its name to
the many groves of the stately mia (the Borassus flabelliformis of botanists), the fan-leaved palmyra, with which
it abounded. In that village my father married a second time and got by his wife two sons, of whom I am the elder.
I was ushered into the world in the house of my maternal uncle, in the said village of Talpur, whither my
mother had gone on the eve of her confinement. I was looked upon as a fortunate child for three reasons. In the
first place, the village astrologer told my father afterwards—for he was in Calcutta when I was born—that the
hour of my birth was an auspicious one: the moon being not only full but in the asterisni Basta, which Bentley
supposes to be the 7th and 8th of the constellation Corvus, and the sun in Libra. In the second place, on the very
day on which I was born my father received a very large sum of money as brokerage—indeed, he had never
received an equally large lump sum in his life. And in the third place, I had my mother’s face, which is a sure sign
of prosperity in life.
Like all Hindu children, I had my annaprasana, or first rice, when I was six months old, on which occasion I
was named Kala Gopal, or the black shepherd; black, because I was some- what darker in complexion than most
of my relations; and shepherd, because my parents were worshippers of the god Krishna, the Shepherd of Mathura
and Vrindavan. But of this event of my life I. have of course no personal recollection, having been at the time of
its occurrence only six months old. Neither have I any personal recollection of what I did and of what was done to
me during the first three years of my life. I must have been, I suppose, like all Hindu children, well rubbed with
oil and laid out in the sun on a plank of wood for the purpose of getting a good sunning, and of being well
seasoned in heat. I must have crawled about on all fours in the rooms and on the yard, without a stitch of clothing
either on my waist or on my back, for Hindu children before five years of age generally revel in primeval nudity;
and before I could walk, I must have had many falls in attempting to do so, to the no little dismay of my mother,
who was rather too young a woman to be a mother, being at the time of my birth only sixteen years old, though
my father could not have been less than forty-two. And I must have, like most Hindu children, swallowed a great
many sweetmeats every day, and perhaps more than many children; for I recollect my grandmother—peace be to
her ashes!—used to tell me in after-life that when I was offered a sweetmeat, I stretched out both my hands and
would not be satisfied till one was deposited in each. But truce to matters of which I have no personal
recollection.
When I had completed my fourth year an incident occurred the remembrance of which is still fresh in my
mind. Of an afternoon I climbed up a somewhat high window in a room in the outer part of the house, and there
fell asleep. As I was sometimes in the habit of strolling into neighboring houses, my mother was not surprised at
my absence. But when hour after hour elapsed and I did not return home, she became anxious and went into the
neighboring houses to search for me. Every house in the vicinity was searched, and I was not found. My mother
became quite alarmed. All the men, women and children of that part of the village where my house was situated,
became greatly concerned. Search was made in other parts of the village. News ran like wildfire through the
village that Kala Gopal was missing, and the street near my house was filled with a great crowd of people. My
mother set up a loud cry.
As the sun descended behind the trees on the western side of the village. the anxiety of the people became
intense. As there was a small tank within a hundred yards of my house, most people supposed that I had strayed
on its banks, dropped into it and had got drowned. Two or three fishermen of the village were brought with
dragnets for searching for my dead body. They did their best, but no corpse was found. The grief of my mother—
my father being away in Calcutta—may be imagined but not described.
The sun had gone down, the cows had returned from their browsing in the fields, the village lamps had been lit
—and yet there was no word of me. I was given up in despair. A cousin of mine—a girl of fourteen—who was
passionately fond of me, accompanied with scores of weeping women, came with lamps towards the outer house
in the window of which I was all the time enjoying a delicious sleep, and bawled out:
“O, Kala-Gopal! O, Kala-Gopal! Where art thou gone, dearest brother?” The unearthly shriek roused me at
once, and I replied,
“Sister! I am here. It. is dark. Please get a light.”
It is superfluous to remark that she ran towards me with wild delight, took me up in her arms, and covered me
with kisses and tears. Though more than forty years have elapsed since this event took place, I remember it as if it
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had occurred only yesterday.
I have, I think, said enough about myself by way of preamble; and if I succeed in cultivating friendship with
my reader, I shall in future furnish him with more details; but I must now begin the story of my education.
*
My father came home only once in the year, and that was during the Durga Puja holidays, when he remained
generally one month in the village, after which he returned to Calcutta. But in the autumn of 1830, by which time
I had completed my fifth year, he made a much larger stay in the village, chiefly because he was anxious that I
should be initiated into the mysteries of reading and writing.
I have already said that my father was a strict Hindu of the orthodox stamp. He never ate any other than
vegetable food in his life. Keep meat aside, he never ate fish. Of drinks, he took nothing but water and milk. He
was diligent in the practice of all his religious duties. Every day in the year he used to bathe early in the morning;
after which he spent about an hour in his devotions in which, so far as my recollection serves me, the tulsi plant
(Basil) and a copper vessel of a peculiar shape played an important part. Then followed the counting of the beadroll, at least once through, that is one hundred and eight times. No day of his life did he ever eat or drink anything
without going through all this process. At night he spent often two or three hours in counting his beads; and every
hour of the day you heard from his lips ejaculations of the names of “Rama!”, “Krishna!”, “Radha!”, “Govinda!”,
“Rari!” and I know not how many more.
Such an earnestly religious man, as he was, cannot engage in any important undertaking without invoking the
blessing of the gods; and as he looked upon the education of a child as a most momentous affair, he resolved that I
should not begin to learn the Bengali alphabet without the celebration of a religious ceremony, and a solemn
invocation especially of Sarasvati, the goddess of wisdom, without whose blessing, he believed, no man can ever
acquire knowledge. The astrologers were consulted, and an auspicious day was fixed upon.
On that day a solemn service was held at which the family priest officiated. At this distance of time I do not
remember the details of the ceremony, but this much I recollect: that I put on new clothes, that I had to repeat
some words, that I had to bow down several times with my head to the ground, that the family priest received
gifts in money and clothes, that presents were sent to the gurumahasaya or school-master of the village who was
to initiate me into the mysteries of reading and writing, and that a piece of khadi or ochre, (the equivalent of chalk
in the villages of Bengal) was put into my hand. I was thus solemnly arid religiously commended to the especial
favor of the goddess of learning and wisdom.
In this age of rampant unbelief, all this may be deemed a silly superstition. But silly it certainly is not; and if it
is somewhat superstitious, it is only the excess of an essentially good feeling. It cannot be denied that the most
important epoch in the history of a child is the period when he is sent to school; and it is doubtless attended with
the most beneficial effects both on the child and on his parents, if that period is entered upon with a sense of the
importance of the occasion. and with an invocation of the divine blessing.
The following morning I accompanied my father to the village pathsala, and was introduced to the
gurumahasaya or schoolmaster, to whom I made a profound bow—my head touching the ground in the act. The
schoolmaster, with the ochre which I had in my possession, traced the first letters of the Bengali. alphabet on the
ground; and I was told to run the ochre over every one of those letters. But a description of the school, of its
presiding genius-the gurumahasaya, and of the progress I made under him, must be reserved for the next chapter.
2
The Pathsala, literally “House of Reading”, of the village of Talpur, had no house of its own. It met under the
open sky on a spot of ground in front of a temple of Siva, which was situated in exactly the middle of the village.
On two sides of this spot of ground there were six banyan trees, three on each side standing in a line; under these
trees, ranged in rows sat the boys. There were of course no benches; each boy sat on a little mat or gunny-bag
which he brought every day from his house along with his writing materials.
As the hours of the school were from early morning to about ten o’clock, and again from three o’clock in the
afternoon till sundown, the boys were not much exposed to the sun, especially as the umbrageous branches of the
lofty banyan trees afforded sufficient protection from the rays of that fiery deity. Excepting in the rainy season..
the school met in the open air; there was, therefore, no want of ventilation—a complaint often made against the
school-house of England and the countries of Europe.
In the wet weather, when Heaven pours down rain in torrents, the boys left the open air and took shelter in the
ample arcade which was attached to the adjacent temple of Siva. The idea of building a school-house had never
539

occurred to the inhabitants of the village; they were content to receive instruction in the open air as their
forefathers had done before them; and I must say they were wise, for the open and free air of heaven is infinitely
better than that of a heated and ill-ventilated mud cottage.
The number in daily average attendance was about thirty, drawn from all castes. There were Brahman, Vaidya
and Kayastha boys; the navasakas were also there; and the agricultural class too had its representatives. To say
that the boys were not arranged in classes would be incorrect. There was classification; but the principle of
classification adopted in the pathsala was different from that in English schools. Boys were arranged according to
the materials they used in writing.
From this point of view there were four classes in the Talpur pathsala, and I suppose, in all the pathsalas of
Bengal, at least of Western Bengal. The last class were called the “floor-boys,” because they traced the letters of
the Bengali alphabet by means of ochre on the floor or on the ground; the third class were called the ”palm-leafboys,” because they wrote on palm-leaves with pens of reed; the second class were called “plantain-leaf-boys,”
because they wrote on plantain-leaves; and the first or highest class were called “paper-boys,” because they wrote
on paper.
The curriculum of studies was confined to the three R’s—Reading, ’riting, and ’rithmetic. Especial attention
was given to calligraphy, and the boys of the Talpur school were all distinguished for the perfection of their
penmanship. They excelled also in arithmetic, especially in mental arithmetic; while some of the Kayastha lads
were thoroughly initiated into the mysteries of zamindari accounts—a science, in which I made little or no
progress, as I was withdrawn from the school, as the reader will see by and by, at an early age.
No grammar was, of course taught in the school-indeed, in those days there was only one book on grammar
existing in the Bengali language, that written by Raja Ram Mohana Raya, called the Gaudiya Vyakarana; but that
book was used in only some of the advanced Bengali schools in Calcutta. As for books of reading, there was only
one used in the Talpur pathsala, and that was the Sishu-Sevadhi, which contained, besides some arithmetical
rules, the stories of Gurudakshina and Datakarna.
The presiding genius of this hall of learning was Gopi Kanta Mukhopadhyaya. At the time I sat at his feet, he
was about thirty years old. He was about five feet nine, rather thin-looking had a fine head of hair which fell
considerably below his neck, and which gave him a somewhat feminine appearance, an ample forehead, and a
splendid pair of mustachios which he kept continually twirling with his fingers. He was dressed in a simple dhoti;
having no jama, or chadar either. He always walked to school without shoes, at least I don’t remember having
ever seen him with either shoes or slippers on.
What struck anyone who saw him was his snow-white paita, or Brahmanical thread, which consisted of a great
many threads and shone over his left shoulders and across his chest like the Milky-Way in the heavens. Though a
Brahman and a pedagogue, he was ignorant of Sanskrit; indeed, he could not manage either the S’s or the N’s of
the Bengali alphabet, but used them indiscriminately; his pupils, therefore, as a rule, made mistakes in
orthography. He had, when a boy, begun the Sanskrit grammar called Sankshipta-Sara, which was in vogue in that
part of the country, but had to give it up as a hopeless task. Besides, were not his father, his grandfather and his
great-grandfather all ignorant of Sanskrit, and did they not prove excellent schoolmasters notwithstanding? Why
should he be different from them?
But Gopi Kanta had his redeeming qualities. He was an arithmetician of the first force. All the rules of
Subhankara, the Indian Cocker, were at his fingers’ ends. He could mentally go through intricate processes in the
double Rule of Three without the use of slate and pencil or pen and paper, and solve in a trice difficult questions
in menstruation. And as to his penmanship, nothing could be more exquisitely beautiful. It was, as his pupils
expressed it, devakshara—the penmanship of the gods. Being a pedagogue of the fourth generation, it will be
easily believed that Gopi Kanta made an excellent teacher.
It is true, he had not much to teach; but what he knew he had a rare felicity in communicating to his pupils. He
was pedagogue all over. He seemed to be to the manner born; and no wonder, for the blood of three generations of
pedagogues was flowing in his veins.
A Bengal village schoolmaster is nothing if he is not a severe disciplinarian, and Gopi Mahasaya, as he used to
be familiarly called amongst ourselves, was amongst the severest of all severe disciplinarians. For myself, I could
never look upon him without trembling; indeed. I may say without exaggeration that, during my schooldays, I
hardly ever looked upon him in the face. Seated on a wooden stool in the middle of the school, with a long
bamboo switch in his hand, his eyes shooting fire and indignation, he always seemed to me to be the veriest
Rhadamanthus that ever exercised authority over boys.
Like a good father to his pupils, he never spared the rod. He kept it constantly moving, and made it often
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descend with force on the ill-fated pates of the urchins. Some very obstreperous boys used to have their hands tied
with strong tapes, and in that helpless state subjected to repeated applications of the bamboo-switch to all parts of
their body; and not infrequently nettles were applied to their bare limbs, to the no little torment of the young
sufferers.
And yet Gopi was by no means a hard-hearted man. On the contrary. he was naturally an amiable man, and a
great favorite with the ladies of the village with many of whom he was on speaking terms. This may seem strange
to our Anglo-Indian readers, who have a notion that Bengali women are kept shut up in their houses. However it
may be in towns, there is no doubt that there is a great deal of liberty in the villages; and a spiritual director, or a
family priest, or a Brahman pedagogue is a sort of privileged person, who can find access to places from which
other persons are carefully excluded.
A remark on the financial state of the Talpur pathsala may not be uninteresting, especially at present, when Mr.
Campbell is establishing primary schools in all parts of the country. There were, as I have already said, about
thirty boys in the school, most of whom paid one anna a month as schooling-fee; a few paid two annas a month,
but there were others who were too poor to pay anything; so that, making allowance for everything, the school
yielded to the gurumahasaya an income of about two rupees a month.
He had, however, his perquisites, which made a considerable addition to his income. Every boy had to give to
the schoolmaster a sidha every month. This sidha was no joke—it was much more valuable than the schoolingfee. It consisted of a quantity of rice, a quantity of pulse, a few vegetables, some salt, and a small quantity of
mustard oil—that is to say, all those delicacies which furnish the tables of ordinary Bengalis. Each sidha often
supplied materials for the breakfast and dinner of the gurumahasaya and his wife and child for one day; and thirty
sidhas, therefore, kept his table supplied for the whole month.
But this was not all. Half an hour before the close of the school in the evening, several boys were allowed to
go home for a few minutes, chiefly with the view of enabling them to bring some little present for the
schoolmaster; and most of them came back, each furnished with a small quantity of prepared tobacco for the huka
of their teacher. As there used seldom to be any tobacco in my house, in consequence of my father being away in
Calcutta eleven months out of every twelve—and Hindu women of the higher and middle classes never smoke—
my mother almost every evening gave me either a betel-leaf (paan) or a betel-nut (supari) for the gurumahasaya.
The schoolmaster had also other occasional perquisites. A marriage was seldom celebrated in the village
without putting something into his pocket, as a fee for the village-teacher from the friends of either the bride or
the bridegroom, was, and still is, one of the established institutions of the country. At the time of the general
harvest in December, and at the cutting of the sugar-cane in January or February, presents were made to the
village pedagogue of paddy or treacle, by those well-to-do yeomen whose sons attended the village pathsala,
while, at the celebration in the house of the gurumahasaya of a ceremony, whether of a marital or of a funeral
character, the whole village was not infrequently laid under contribution to supply him with the necessary
materials. I remember when Gopi Kanta’s mother died, and he had to give a feast in connection with the funeral
obsequies, we forcibly entered into the gardens and houses of the villagers and cut down branches of plantain
trees, alleging that our master wanted them for the feast.
When all these items are added together, it will be found that the Bengal gurumahasaya was after all not so
badly off as he has sometimes been represented to have been. I say, the Bengal gurumahasaya was; for I much
fear his case is, at the present day, a great deal worse than it used to be forty years ago, owing to the decay in the
villages of primitive simplicity of manners and the introduction of new-fangled notions and habits.
Such was the school, and such its presiding genius, to whose guardianship I was entrusted by my father. and
who taught the young idea in me to shoot. And here I must record in grateful acknowledgment of the services he
rendered me—especially as he has lately been carried to that bourn\fn{ Destination} from which no traveler ever
returns, by that terrible epidemic which has been recently decimating the population of western Bengal—that
Gopi Kanta did his duty by me to the best of his ability which, however, was not great.
In the course of a short time I was promoted from the “floor” to the “palm-leaf” class, in which class I must
have remained at least two years. My bundle of palm-leaves must have consisted of about twenty or thirty pieces
which I procured from the palm-trees with which my paternal acres in the village abounded; my pen I formed out
of a common reed called sar, and I manufactured my own ink by scraping off the accumulated soot which settles
on the bottom of an earthen pot, or handi, used for boiling paddy, and mixing the said soot with a little quantity of
water.
Armed with these simple weapons, which cost my father nothing, I proceeded to the conquest of the vast
realms of knowledge under the leadership of that redoubtable champion, Gopi Kanta Mukhopadhyaya of Talpur.
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After a world of trouble, I mastered the Bengali alphabet, together with those awful double consonants, which
have scared many a foreigner from learning those Indian languages which have been derived from the Sanskrit.
Then came those arithmetical symbols of fractions, the like of which cannot be found in any of the languages of
Europe. All this time, however, I was made to repeat, every day, in a chorus along with the whole school, the
Multiplication Table extending as far as twenty times twenty; and by dint of daily repetition my knowledge of that
celebrated Table became so perfect—I might have also said, so intuitive—that I could tell you the product of 17
times 18 or 19 times 19 in less time than you took in pronouncing the name “Jack Robinson”.
The orthography, taught in the school, was chiefly confined to the spelling of proper names; and I believe I do
not exaggerate when I say that I spelt the names of nearly all the inhabitants of Talpur, from Ramdhan Muchi, the
village shoemaker, to Mritunjaya Tarkapanchanan, the venerable pandita who kept a tol in his house and
delivered lectures to his pupils on the dialectics of Gautama.
From the “palm-leaf” class I was in due time promoted to the “plantain-leaf” class; and I had every day, both
morning and evening, to furnish myself with several pieces of the broad and smooth leaf of that very useful and
very graceful tree. When I took to writing on plantain-leaf I bade adieu to the spelling of the names of individuals;
I commenced letter writing.
Letter-writing in Bengali is not so easy as my Anglo-Indian reader may suppose: it is extremely difficult, as the
forms vary according to the rank and condition of the parties addressed, and according to the precise degree of
relationship in which the writer stands to the person written to; and most of all, these forms are generally in
Sanskrit, the meanings of which I then no more understood than I understood .Greek or Hebrew. My
gurumahasaya made me write many imaginary letters to my father—they were of course never sent to him—in
all of which, I remember, I was made to beg my father to send money soon, as we were supposed to labor under
pecuniary difficulties; and the other boys were made to write precisely to the same effect.
While in polite literature I was going on with name-writing and letter-writing, I was making answerable
progress in mathematics. The two fundamental operations in arithmetic, viz., addition and subtraction, both simple
and compound—for in Bengali arithmetic there is neither multiplication nor division—took me a long time; I
don’t think I make an over-statement when I say that I was at them for at least three years. Then came the two
anamashas, kanch and paka; and thereafter kadikasha, serkasha and mankasha, forms of the Rule of Three,
which last, I believe, was the Ultima Thule of my mathematical studies in the village school. Not that other boys
did not know more of arithmetic; but I was withdrawn from the pathsala, shortly after I had been promoted to the
“paper” class, and while I was in arithmetic in the midst of the kashas, and removed to Calcutta that I might there
carry on my studies under my father’s eye.
*
Before bidding adieu to my pathsala life, I must make some mention of a system of daily examination which
prevails generally throughout the country, and which we as boys used to call ghosha.
The boys of one large household, or of several households, are made to assemble together, every evening, in
one chandimandap or baitakkhana, that is, a sitting room, under the presidency of some elderly person, generally
a father, an uncle or some other relation, and are there subjected to an examination chiefly in arithmetic. O, those
dreadful evenings! What painful recollections have I of them! Scarcely had I finished taking my evening meal
when I had to go to the baitakkhana to ghuste. There, sitting cross-legged on the mat which covered the floor,
half-awake and half-asleep, every part of my body bitten by mosquitoes, I was subjected by my uncle—for my
father was generally absent in Calcutta—to an arithmetical examination.
“Suppose in one pice you get nine plantains—what will be the price of fifty plantains?”
After putting me this question, he would turn towards another boy and put him another question; and then to
the rest of the boys, who might be four or five in number. We were not furnished with either slates or paper and
pen; every operation had to be gone through mentally. For my part, I generally fell asleep during these
examinations; and when my uncle demanded the answer from me, ten minutes or quarter of an hour after the
question had been put, he invariably found me in the land of Nod.
3
What is a Kasid, the reader will ask?
Some thirty or forty years: ago the Kasid was an important personage in the Mofussil, at least in Western
Bengal. There was no zamindari dak in those days, neither was there a single railroad in the country. There were
about fifty inhabitants of Talpul who did business in Calcutta, and who visited their native village only once a
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year during. the Durga Puja holidays; and as the Post Office had made no provision for carrying letters to remote
villages in the interior, all correspondence between Calcutta and Talpur had to be transmitted through a person
who carried letters from Talpur to Calcutta, and back again from Calcutta to Talpur. Such a person was styled
Kasid, or messenger.
I well remember the Kasid of Talpur, though he died a quarter of a century ago. His name was Golaka Tili,
usually called Golka Teli. He was rather tall for a Bengali, had long arms which, when he stood up, reached his
knees; and his body, which I saw never covered except round the waist, was thickly planted with hair. This man
was the carrier-pigeon of the village of Talpur. I call him pigeon. because he was as illiterate as that bird, having
been guiltless of all knowledge of the Bengali alphabet.
But he did not carry letters only. Those people of Talpur that did business in Calcutta’ used to send every
month money to their families in the village through Golka Teli, and not only money but also various articles of
household consumption, especially in the shape of luxuries which could not be procured either at Talpur or in the
neighboring villages, such as cocoanuts, betel-nuts, oranges, sweet plums, dates, cardamoms, and the like.
He had fixed rates of charge. For every letter he carried he charged one anna; for every rupee two pice; and for
fruits and other articles he charged a great deal more in proportion, as they had to be carried over thirty miles of
water and forty miles of land; and all persons whom he accompanied, and whose guide and cicerone he was, he
charged according to their circumstances—never more, however, than one rupee.
As in subsequent years I often had Golaka as my guide in my annual journeyings from Calcutta to Talpur, I
have a vivid recollection of his method of procedure on the road. Before leaving Calcutta he used to pack up all
the goods, cocoanuts and the rest, in gunny-bags, which he carefully sewed up; the letters he put into a small bag.
and the money he kept tied round his waist in a long pouch which was hidden under his clothes, or to speak more
correctly, under his cloth, for he never wore more than one piece of cloth called dhoti, save and except his
gamchha, or bathing-towel, which was often seen lying horizontally across his left shoulder.
Thus accoutered, with bag and baggage, he hired a boat at Jagannath’s Ghat to carry him and his precious
charge to Triveni, about eight miles north of Hooghly. As the trip to Triveni always took a day, or at least a part of
a day, and night, and as the river was in those days infested with pirates, Golaka made it a point never to sleep on
board. Seated near his gunny-bags, he kept watch, and counteracted the influence of “tired nature’s sweet restorer
—balmy sleep” by the fumes of tobacco of which he was inordinately fond.
Put ashore at Triveni, he hired some coolies, the number of which varied according to the number of packages
he had to carry, and wended his way, having a huge gunny-bag on his head. Usually he spent two nights in the
inns on the Grand Trunk Road before he reached Talpur. Those two nights he also kept awake. He never started
very early in the morning, nor traveled late in the evening, lest he should fall into the hands of robbers, and
clubmen, a number of whom infested the roads in those days. All Hindus, in Bengal at least, bathe every day in
the year, but Golaka, during the two days that he was on the road, did not dip foot in water; for he could not put
his pouch of money away from his person; and if he bathed with the pouch round his waist, it might be noticed by
evil-minded persons. Thus unwashed and unslept Golaka reached Talpur.
The arrival of the Kasid Golaka at the village was no ordinary event. It always created great excitement.
Scarcely bad he leached the outskirts of the village when his advent was heralded by scores of voices exclaiming,
“Golka Teli is coming!”
On hearing this announcement made, some of us used invariably to leave the pathsala and run to meet this
important personage—the gurumahasaya not interfering with our exit. And sure enough, there was Golaka with
his half-a-dozen coolies, all marching in single file, Golaka himself bringing up the rear. Men, women and
children, used to come running into the street, all putting the question,
“Have you brought money for us, Golaka?”
Golaka would not open his mouth to anyone. He felt his importance. That was the hour of his triumph. After
reaching home, he would leisurely wash his feet, smoke his huka, and smoke again, but did not deign a single
reply to hundreds of questions put to him by scores of anxious spectators.
Golaka would not speak till he had recreated himself. For many an hour have I sat by his cottage door, waiting
to hear from the great Kasid the news whether my father had sent any letter and money from Calcutta. At last the
village Mercury became propitious, opened his bag of letters, his gunny-bags of articles, his pouch of money, and
gave each one his due.
Such was the genius that presided over the postal department of Talpur, and that brought letters, at least one
every month from my father in Calcutta to my mother in the village. Not that my mother could read and write, for
into those arts she had never been initiated; indeed, those letters were never addressed to my mother, for it is
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reckoned indecent for a Bengali to write to his wife. The letters were addressed to me, though I could not read
them; and they were all read to my mother by a gomasta whom my father gave, I think, eight annas a month for
collecting rent from a number of ryots we had, and for doing all sorts of work, among which were included
writing and reading letters.
*
After I had completed my ninth year, my father in his letters often dwelt on the necessity of taking me to
Calcutta to give me an English education. As I was always present when the letters were read to my mother, I
remember the arguments he made use of to induce her to let me go to Calcutta. A knowledge of English, he said,
was necessary to earn a competence in life. People ignorant of English no doubt got situations, but situations to
which only paltry salaries were attached. He felt his own want of English every day, and was therefore resolved to
remedy that defect in the education of his son.
He did not wish to give me what at present is called high education; that he considered useless; for, in his
opinion, real knowledge was not to be found within the range of English literature, it being confined to the
Sanskrit, which is the language of the gods. But for secular purposes, for gaining a decent livelihood, a knowledge
of English language was absolutely necessary, as that was the language of the rulers of the land.
My mother was intelligent enough to understand these arguments, but her feelings struggled against her
judgment. She could not be persuaded to part with me, of whom she was excessively fond. At this time my father
wrote oftener than usual, and in each letter expatiated on the necessity of my going to Calcutta. My mother was
obliged, at last, with a heavy heart, to submit to my father’s decision.
As my father was a religious man, he directed that the family priest and the village astrologer should be
consulted for the fixing of an auspicious day on which I should start on my journey, and that I should leave the
house after the celebration or due religious solemnities. The family priest and the astrologer one day came to our
house. My horoscope was spread out before them. They then plunged into abstruse calculations, an iota of which I
did not then understand, and shall never understand to the end of the chapter. They fixed not only the auspicious
day, but the auspicious hour, on which I should start on my journey. The time they determined upon was an hour
and half before sunrise. The family priest addressing me said,
“Baba! (son) the hour for making your yatra (departure) is splendidly auspicious. A capital day for starting on
a journey! Sun, moon, stars and planets are all propitious! The gods will bless you, and Madan Mohana (the name
of our tutelary god who was twice a day worshipped in our house by the same family-priest, and whose image
was kept in a separate room built for the purpose) will befriend you.” The astrologer addressing my mother said,
“Mother! It is the most auspicious day I have ever calculated. Your son will be a learned and rich man. The
gods bless him!” My mother said in a mournful voice,
“I do not want my son to be either learned or rich. Give your benedictions that he may be spared to me.”
The day before the auspicious morn my mother spent in sighing and weeping. Three of my aunts who lived in
adjacent houses often came and reasoned with my mother, alleging that weeping at such a time was not proper—
indeed, it was ominous. My poor mother did her best to suppress her tears in their presence. That night she had
not a wink of sleep. She tossed from one side of the bed to the other, and every now and then hugged me to her
bosom, as I was sleeping in the same bed with her.
Two hours before down I was awakened by my mother. She had already struck a light and set in order the
materials of a religious ceremony. I got up, washed my eyes and face, and put on clean clothes.
Half an hour after, the family priest knocked at the outer door and was admitted; my three aunts and other
women of the neighborhood also came into the house. The family priest sat on a small carpet, and I sat on another
opposite him, my mother and the other women all standing. The priest uttered several prayers, a syllable of which,
of course, I did not understand. I had only to bow down, touching the ground with my forehead. The priest dipped
his finger into some curds, and touched that part of my forehead which lies between the eyebrows. After which he
stood up, and walked out of the room, directing me to follow him, and repeating the words,
“Sri Rari! Sri Rari! Sri Rari!”
After leaving the room I was told to bow down before the feet of my mother; I next proceeded to the door of
the room in which resided Madan Mohana, the family-god, and bowed myself down. I then left the house, the
family priest going before me, and my mother and the other women coming behind. I was told to go on to the
outskirts of the village without looking behind, for to look back on starting on a journey is unpropitious. What my
poor mother did at the moment I did not see, but I thought I heard the sound of her weeping; and I afterwards
learnt that she was carried away by main force from that pathetic scene by my aunts.
The family priest led me out of the village to the side of the tank, near which under a tree were sitting six or
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seven people whom I knew, and who also were going to Calcutta. Near them stood, with huka in hand, Golka Teli,
the celebrated Kasid, whose fame was in all the villages, and who was to be the guide of the party. The family
priest took leave of me, after blessing me by putting his hand on my head, and after consigning me to the care and
protection of the household god. His place was supplied by the faithful servant of our house, Tinkadi by name,
whom I usually called Tinkade dada, that is Tinkade the elder brother, who was to accompany me to Calcutta.
As the stars had not yet disappeared from the heavens, as Sukra (the planet Venus) had barely got above the
horizon, and as it was not safe in those days to travel either very early in the morning or very late in the evening,
on account of lathials, that is club-men, skulking about in the bushes with a view to waylay travelers, we sat
under the tree for a long time, listening to the stories of Golka Teli narrating how he fell into the hands of the
club-men, and how he extricated himself out of their hands.
But the longest night has its end. The stars began to disappear, Sukra lost his former brightness, red streaks
became visible in the glowing east, and we all felt that the chariot of the god of day was not much below the
horizon. The party, therefore, rose and began their journey, each repeating the formula “Sri Hari! Sri Hari! Sri
Hari!” or “Sri Durga! Sri Durga! Sri Durga!” according as he was of the Vaishnava or of the Sakta persuasion.
*
It is not my intention to give a detailed description of my first journey to Calcutta from Talpur, especially as it
was not marked by any striking incidents. The distance between the two places is about seventy miles, forty by
land and thirty by water. The richer sort of people usually performed the land journey, in those days when
railroads had not been heard of, with the help of palki bearers; but as my father was too poor to indulge me in the
luxury of that very agreeable and very lazy vehicle, I had to perform the journey on foot. It is a common saying in
this country, that when men leave their houses for a distant place, their legs feel heavy and are indisposed to stir;
though they are quite lively and smart when their owners return to their homes from a distant place. The first part
of this saying was verified in our first day’s journey.
We traveled only eight miles. We put up in an adda, or inn, bathed, cooked our food, ate and drank (Adam’s
ale only), lounged about, again cooked and ate at night, washed our feet in hot water, and laid ourselves down on
the ground—a thin piece of date-matting being interposed between our flesh and the mud floor. We got up at
dawn, and again started on our journey.
The second day we managed twelve miles, after which we halted and went through the same process as on the
preceding day. On the third day we again marched twelve miles; and on the fourth day, after doing the remaining
eight miles, we snatched a hasty meal and got into a boat on the river Hooghly at Triveni.
At the end of the third day’s journey I felt myself completely knocked up. My feet felt as heavy as millstones,
and the soles of my feet were all blistered over. On the morning of the fourth day, therefore, I found myself unable
to walk. But, thanks to the good-nature of Tinkade data—peace to his ashes!—he has long ago been gathered to
his fathers—he very kindly took me on his shoulders, on one of which I rode astride and caught hold of his head
to preserve my center of gravity. It was while perched on the shoulders of my faithful servant and friend that I had
a sight for the first time of the noble Bhagirathi, and as I had not seen so large a river before I involuntarily
exclaimed,
“O brother Tinkade, what a big tank is this.” Brother Tinkadi gave me my first lesson in geography by teaching
me to distinguish a river from a tank. He replied,
“It is not a tank, Kala-Gopal, but Mother Ganga.” He put me down from his shoulders on the ground, went to
the water’s edge, sprinkled a little of the holy liquid over his head, and bowed down before Mother Ganga. I need
scarcely add that I followed the example of my pious servant.
Next morning we landed at Jagannath’s Ghat close to the Mint. From Jagannath’s Ghat to my father’s
residence was a short walk. He had taken rooms in that monster building which is situated immediately to the
south of the Mint, which belongs to the Maharaja of Burdwan, and which was at that time inhabited, I believe, by
at least five hundred traders and merchants, who had come from all parts of India: from Behar, from Oudh, from
the North Western Provinces, from Rajpootana and from the Punjaub.
My father did not immediately put me to school. but allowed me to see a little of the city. I was taken to the
principal streets, to Chowringhee, to the Fort, and to other places in the suburbs, like Kalighat. From the window
of my father’s room in Raja’s Chak I saw no end of sights.
I had been taken from an obscure village in the interior and placed in perhaps the busiest part of perhaps the
busiest city in India. It was quite a new world to me who had never seen a four-wheeled carriage in my life. Every
thing I saw was new, and excited my curiosity.
But unalloyed happiness is not the lot of mortal man. I had been told before I left my native village that
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Calcutta was a place of sickness and of mosquitoes. For the mosquitoes I did not much care as I slept under
curtains; but to sickness I had to succumb. I had scarcely been a month in Calcutta when I had a violent attack of
diarrhea, from which I had hardly recovered when I was laid prostrate by a severe form of fever.
It was after I had completely recovered from the effects of this fever that I was admitted into an English
school. Before I tell the reader into what school I was admitted. I must, in the next chapter, give a brief review of
English education in Calcutta before 1834, the year in which I began to learn English.
4
I said in the last chapter that I was put into an English school in the year 1834, and that a review of English
education up to that year in the city of Calcutta would not fail to interest some of my readers. Before entering
upon that review, I have only to premise, that my present concern is with the progress of English education
amongst the natives of Bengal. Long before the first school for the education of Bengalis in English was opened
in Calcutta. several educational institutions had been established for the benefit of the European and Eurasian
children of that city; but it is not my intention at present to speak of those institutions.
During the long interval that elapsed between the year 1634. when the English first obtained permission to
trade in Bengal, and the beginning of the nineteenth century, no Bengali seems to have made the English language
the subject of his earnest study. A superficial acquaintance, however, with that language, or rather with some of its
words, must have been obtained by those Bengalis who came in daily contact with the foreigners for the
transaction of business.
Concerning the first English scholar amongst the natives of Calcutta, the following anecdote is related by my
countryman Ram Kamal Sen in the preface of his elaborate English and Bengali Dictionary. Somewhere towards
the end of the seventeenth century, an English man-of-war sailed up the Hooghly and anchored near Garden
Reach. The Captain of the vessel sent to the wealthy Sets, the only Bengalis who were then engaged in extensive
mercantile business, and requested them to send a dobhasia.
This term, dobhasia, which means a person who speaks in two languages, was very much used in those days
on the Coromandel and Malabar coasts; but the Sets had never heard the word. They sat in solemn conclave to
ascertain, if possible, the meaning of the word, and of the Captain’s request. After a world of debate and
deliberation, it was determined that a dobhasia meant nothing more or less than a dhobi or washerman. It was
accordingly resolved that a dhobi should be sent to the ship.
Furnished with nuzzurs of plantains, sugar-candy and other Indian delicacies, the dauntless dhobi—for, in
those days, it was no joke for a Bengali to go alongside a ship—went on board the man-of-war, and returned
loaded with presents. The dhobi, by frequent intercourse with the crew of the man-of-war, got a smattering of the
English language; and to him must be ascribed the honor of having been the first English scholar—if a scholar he
could be called—amongst the people of Bengal. This worthy man, whose name unfortunately has not been.
transmitted to posterity, soon gathered around him a number of disciples whom he initiated into the mysteries of
the English language.
But the knowledge of English thus acquired must have been exceedingly defective. Utterly unacquainted with
either the grammar or the idiom of language, our first English scholars merely substituted English words for
Bengali. They committed to memory a few sentences used in common conversation, and learnt the English names
of the several articles of merchandise The knowledge of individuals was estimated by the number of English
words they had learnt; and the stock of words with which they managed to hold intercourse with their conquerors
was often incredibly small.
What they could not express in words was indicated by signs; and thus many a sarkar, by supplementing the
inadequacy of his expression with the gesticulations of his body, contrived to make himself intelligible to his
saheb with no greater philological resources than the scanty stock of the four words “Yes”, “No” and “Very well”.
Some of my readers must have heard some of those phrases which were made use of by our first English scholars.
When they wished to express the idea that a ship was on her side, they said, “The ship is eighty-one”, the Bengali
word for “eighty-one” corresponding in sound to the Bengali word for “being on one’s side”. The goddess Kali
was invariably translated “Ink Mother”, that is “Mother Kali”, the Bengali equivalent for ink being kali. The name
of an influential native gentleman of Calcutta, Go-kul Kat-ma, was with great ingenuity :translated into
“Nutplum-wood-mother”, each of these English words being the equivalent of each syllable, as written above, of
the name of the celebrated babu. And I shall never forget those immortal and exquisitely beautiful verses, with the
repetition of which I used now and then to amuse my youthful days, the verses, namely:
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Jagre mother tanko near,
My master liveso there.

the meaning of which, when divested of its poetic garb, is, that my master lives near a tank of the name of Gurer
Mo;” “Jagre mother”, that is to say, the “mother of molasses” or “treacle” being the translation of the proper
name.
The establishment of the Supreme Court in Calcutta, in the year 1774, created in respectable Bengalis a desire
to learn the. English language. But this desire could not in those days be easily gratified. Schools, which are now
as numerous as there are: streets in Calcutta, did not then exist; and to the Europeans who had come to these
tropical climes only in search of gold, the idea did not occur that it was their duty to educate those whom they had
conquered.
In spite of these difficulties, a few of the enterprising inhabitants of Calcutta picked up a smattering. of the
English language, and turned it to profitable account by instructing others of their countrymen. The acquirements
of these renowned teachers of the English language, the names of some of whom, like Madan Master and others,
are still remembered, were of course very limited. The only English books they read were Thomas Dyche’s
Spelling Book and the Schoolmaster. But this knowledge, however limited in its character, they diligently
communicated to their countrymen. The most eminent of them composed vocabularies, which contained several
hundreds of English words in common and daily use, with the corresponding terms in the Bengali language.
When I was a little boy I had a sight of one of these vocabularies, which used to be studied by a cousin of mine
in my native village at Talpur. The English words were written in the Bengali character, and the volume,
agreeably to the custom of the Hindus, began with the word “God”. As a curiosity, I put below the first words of
my cousin’s vocabulary, retaining the spelling of the English words; as they were represented in the Bengali
character:
Gad [God]
Lu [loo]

Isvara
Tumi

Lad [lad]
Akto [?]

Isvara
Karmma

A’I [I]
Bail [bail]

A’mi
Jamin

In the course of time, several East Indian gentlemen of Calcutta lent their services to the cause of Native
education. They went to the houses of the wealthy babus and gave regular instructions to their sons. They
received pupils into their own houses, which were turned into schools.
Under the auspices of these men, the curriculum of studies was enlarged. To the Spelling Book and the
Schoolmaster were added the Tootinamah or the Tales of a Parrot, the Elements of English Grammar and the
Arabian Nights Entertainments. The man who could read and understand the last mentioned book was reckoned;
in those days, a prodigy of learning.
The year 1817 is a memorable year in the history of native education. In that year the Hindu College was
established. The honor of originating the great institution for imparting the knowledge of English literature and
science to the youth of Bengal belongs to David Hare, a Calcutta watchmaker. That humble man, possessing no
riches and no learning, looked with pity at the degradation, social, intellectual and moral, of the people among
whom his lot was cast. He cultivated the acquaintance of some of the leaders of native society, with whom he
discussed the best means of elevating the people from their low state. One of those leaders, the celebrated Ram
Mohana Raya, advocated the establishment of a religious association with a view to uproot the idolatry of the
people and to propagate the supposed monotheism of the Vedas.
The shrewd Anglo-Saxon mechanic received with disfavor the proposal of the Brahmanical philosopher. To his
plain understanding it appeared impracticable to communicate the abstruse doctrine of the Vedanta to the common
people; and even if practicable, he questioned the utility of the measure. Both Ram Mohana Raya and David Hare
went to work in their respective spheres with characteristic energy: the Hindu philosopher founded the Brahma
Sabha, and the English mechanic sketched the plan of an educational institution.
Not a few of the intelligent native gentlemen of Calcutta entered into the views of David Hare. The plan which
he had roughly sketched fell into the hands of Sir Edward Hyde East, then Chief Justice of the Calcutta Supreme
Court, who entertained the proposal, and convened a meeting of Europeans and native gentlemen at his own
residence on the 1st of May 1816. At this meeting, the proposal to establish an institution for giving English
education to Hindu youth was carried, and a large sum of money was subscribed. On the 21 st of the same month,
another meeting was held at which amongst other things, it was resolved “that an Institution for promoting
education be established, and that it be called the Hindu College of Calcutta; that the Governor-General and the
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members of the Council be requested to become its patrons; and that nineteen natives and ten European
gentlemen [including David Hare] be appointed a committee, with Sir Edward Hyde East, Chief Justice, as
President, and J. H. Harrington Esq., Chief Judge of the Courts of Sudder Dewanny and Nizamut Adawlut, as
Vice-President.”
By December of the same year, the sum of upwards of forty thousand rupees was realized, and a Managing
Committee was nominated, consisting of four Directors and one Governor, all native gentlemen. The Hindu
College was opened on the 20 th of January 1817, on which day twenty boys were present. Under the management
of the native Directors it was carried on with considerable success.
In 1823, however, the Committee were under the necessity of applying to Government for pecuniary
assistance. The Government gave the annual donation of thirty thousand rupees on the condition that the General
Committee of Public Instruction, which had been recently formed, should exercise a regular inspection and
supervising control as Visitors of the College. Horace Hayman Wilson,\fn{ 1786-1860, below} the great Sanskrit
scholar, who was at that time Secretary to the Committee of the Public Instruction, was accordingly appointed
Visitor, and afterwards elected Vice-President and ex-officio member of the Committee of the Hindu College.

Under the able superintendence of Dr. Wilson, the Hindu College rose from a petty dame’s school to a
collegiate establishment. The curriculum of studies was enlarged and improved. Scholarships for meritorious
students were established; and the College became the resort of the sons of wealthy Bengali gentlemen.
In a sketch, though imperfect, of the rise and progress of English education in Calcutta. it would be
unpardonable to omit all mention of those schools which were established by the Bengalis themselves. Of such
schools, the Oriental Seminary occupies the foremost place. It was established in the year 1823 by the
enterprising Gour Mohana Addhya. Many circumstances concurred to raise this school in the estimation of the
public. Gour Mohana’s partnership with one Mr. Turnbull no doubt increased the efficiency of the institution; but
the chief circumstance which made it popular was an atheistic movement initiated in the Hindu College under the
auspices of one of its most able masters, Mr. Derozio; and the consequent violation of Hindu customs and social
usages by the advanced pupils of that College.
The known orthodoxy of Gour Mohana, who was a rigid Hindu. was of no little service to him. The wealthy
malliks and all Hindus averse to the innovations introduced by the pupils of the Hindu-College patronized his
school. which soon became a large establishment. giving instruction to upwards of five hundred boys. Though a
man of slender education. Gour Mohana Addhya occupies no mean place in the history of English education in
Calcutta. The school which he founded and which still carries on the good work in undiminished vigor has
furnished hundreds, perhaps thousands, of young men with the elements of education, some of whom are holding
honorable situations under Government.
Gour Mohana’s example was followed by many of his countrymen, but the schools which they established
exercised too inconsiderable an influence to deserve notice in so hasty a sketch as the present.
The year 1830 is as memorable in the history of English education in Bengal as the year 1817. The latter year
witnessed the establishment of the Hindu College; the former, of the General Assembly’s Institution, now called
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the Free Church Institution.\fn{It was called that between 1843 and 1863; it became Duff College then till 1908; then Scottish
Churches College till 1929; and from then till now (Sunday, April 29, 2012) Scottish Church College:H } That institution was
founded by the Reverend Alexander Duff, whose name must be put at the head of the list of all the educators of
the youth of Bengal.
Dr. Duff arrived in Bengal in 1829, at a time when the evil effects of a purely secular education were
beginning to manifest themselves. He witnessed the revolution which the minds of the intelligent youth of
Calcutta were undergoing; the wildness of their views: the reckless innovations they were introducing; the infidel
character of their religious sentiments; and the spirit of unbounded liberty, or rather of lawless licentiousness,
which characterized their speculations. He contemplated this scene with mingled feelings of joy and fear. He
could not observe without delight the influence which English education was shedding around, in opening up the
dormant energies of the Bengali mind, in dissipating its prejudices, in relaxing the restrictions of caste, in
diminishing the power of the priesthood and in undermining the system of national idolatry.
But, on the other hand, he could not witness without alarm the spread of atheism and of religious
indifferentism. He saw with regret that, though the system of education prevalent in all the English schools of the
metropolis was mighty in pulling down the strongholds of error, it constructed nothing on their ruins. It is no
doubt a pleasing spectacle to see the ancient fortresses of error battered down by the forces of knowledge; but,
while the consequent scene of confusion and havoc cannot be looked upon without horror, it is heaven upon earth
to see the fair temple of truth erected on the ruins and debris of falsehood.
It was with views like these that Dr. Duff opened the General Assembly’s Institution, now called the Free
Church Institution, on the 13th of July 1830. On the first day there were, I believe, only five boys present. But the
eminent abilities of the Missionary instructor, and the circumstance that education was given gratuitously without
charging any fee on the pupils, soon filled the school with hundreds of boys. The extensive and varied learning of
Dr. Duff, the accumulated riches in his information, his powerful eloquence, his peculiar tact in developing the
mental powers of his pupils, his boundless energy, the variety of his illustrations in expounding truth and
enforcing duty, and above all, the enthusiasm for knowledge with which he magnetized his pupils, all combined to
render him a rare instructor of youth.
The establishment of the General Assembly’s Institution formed a new era in the history of education in
Bengal. It was founded on a new system. I do not allude to the giving of religious instructions, though that
certainly was the predominating feature of the system; but the very system of secular education adopted by Dr.
Duff was quite a new one, at least in India. It was the intellectual system opposed to, what I may call, the
mechanical system of education. In that system, Dr. Duff’s object was not to cram the mind with a farrago of
facts to lie like useless lumber in. the brain; his object was to develop the powers and susceptibilities of the mind,
to awaken the faculties of observation and reflection, to teach precision of thought, to train and regulate the active
powers of the soul—in a word, to educate the whole man.
The system was such a novelty at the time in Calcutta, that numbers of visitors every week crowded to the
Institution to witness its working. The result was, that Dr. Duff’s system was not only generally adopted in all the
existing schools, but new ones were founded on its model. Those of my readers who are unacquainted with the
history of English education in Bengal, may think that I am exaggerating the importance of the General
Assembly’s Institution. For the satisfaction of such of my readers, let me quote the testimony of Sir Charles
Trevelyan, then Mr. Trevelyan, who was in Calcutta at the time, and who, in an address he delivered to the friends
of education in India, made use of the following language:
How numerous are the instances in which visitors to the General Assembly’s celebrated Academy have caught the
spirit of the plan, and been induced, on their return to their respective districts, to form the nucleus of similar
institutions!

Such, in brief, was the state of education in Calcutta in 1834 when I came to that city from my native village.
There were then four principal schools—the Hindu College; the General Assembly’s Institution, always called
Duff’s School; the School Society’s School, called Hare’s School; and the Oriental Seminary, usually called Gour
Mohana Addhya’s School. The question with my father was—into which of these schools should I be put?
My father did not take long time in deciding—indeed, he had decided the question before he sent for me from
the village. The schooling fee of every boy in the Hindu College was then, I understood, five rupees a month, and
in the Oriental Seminary, three rupees; and as my father was poor, he never entertained the idea of sending me
into either of these schools. As to the School Society’s School, Mr. Hare was so particular in admitting boys that
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my father did not think it worth his while to make any attempt to get me admitted into it. There remained then the
General Assembly’s Institution, where education was given gratuitously, and an education, too, my father was told
by some of his friends, the best that could then be obtained anywhere in India.
But, then, there was one serious drawback. Dr. Duff (he was then simply Mr. Duff) was a most zealous
missionary. He made no secret of it, but publicly avowed, that his chief object in setting up the Institution was to
initiate Hindu youth into the principles of the Christian religion. He had already appeared as a Public Lecturer on
Christianity, and his lectures had taken Calcutta by storm. Those lectures had not only created a great sensation in
the Hindu community, but had brought to the Christian faith some of the brightest and most intelligent youth of
the city. Only a year and half before, Dr. Duff had baptized Krishna Mohana Banerjea (now the Reverend K. M.
Banerjea); and the conversion of Krishna Banda—as he was then universally called—had produced a tremendous
impression on the Hindu community.
“Is it right—is it expedient,” argued some of my father’s friends, “to imperil the religion of your son by putting
him for education into the hands of so zealous a missionary, of a man whose avowed object is to eat the religion
of young Hindus, of a man who has already succeeded in eating the religion of several young men?”\fn{ Italics in
the text, here and elsewhere:H}
My father brought, I remember—for the subject was again and again discussed in my hearing after I had
arrived in Calcutta—two arguments to meet the above objection. In the first place, he said, he had observed that,
though Dr. Duff was a very zealous missionary he never baptized young boys who were unacquainted with the
Christian religion, but baptized those only who had studied English for at least seven or eight years; that he did
not intend to make of me a learned man, but to give me so much knowledge of English as would enable me to
obtain a decent situation; and that long before I was able to understand lectures on the Christian religion, he
would withdraw me from the Institution, and put me into an Office. And, in the second place—and this was. in
my father’s opinion, the stronger of the two arguments, as, like all Hindus., he was a staunch fatalist—my father
replied, that what was written on one’s forehead must be fulfilled, all precautions notwithstanding. He expatiated
on the stern and unalterable decree, of fate, and concluded a somewhat metaphysical speech with the following
peroration:
lf it is written on Kala Gopal’s forehead that he will not become Christian, then he will not become Christian, let
Duff Saheb do what he can; but if it is written on Kala Gopal’s forehead that he will become Christian, then he will
become Christian, do what I can.

This was a perfect settler; and my father accordingly resolved to put me into the General Assembly’s
Institution.
5
It was some day in the year 1834—I don’t remember the month or the day of the month—that I accompanied
my father to the General Assembly’s Institution, now called the Free Church Institution, which was then held in a
house, on the Upper Chitpur Road at Jorasanko, familiarly known as Feringi Kamal Bose’s House. Who this
Feringi Kamal Bose was I never heard, but I heard that he obtained the soubriquet of Feringi on account of his
connection with a Portuguese mercantile firm, Messrs. D’Souza and Co., the word Feringi—evidently a
corruption of Franki, Frank, that is French, the la grande nation having once been the predominant European
power in India—though it means any European in general in the North Western Provinces\fn{ As virtually all of
present-day Uttar Pradesh was known from 1836-1902:H } and other parts of India, is applied in Bengal to an East-Indian or
a Portuguese.
By the way. it seems to have been not unusual in those days for Bengali gentlemen to rejoice in outlandish
additions to their names. There was about that time a Bengali gentleman of the name of Tanu Magh, or Tanu the
Burmese or rather Arracanese, so called. I suppose, on account of his connection with the Arracan trade; and there
was another gentleman of the name of Captain Guru Das. Not that Guru Das, whoever he was, ever held a
commission in the British Indian army; but he obtained the designation of Captain on account of his intercourse
with Captains of ships in the harbor of Calcutta, whom he used to supply with provisions and cargo.
Feringi Kamal Bose’s House, which is situated—and it still stands though somewhat changed in form—one or
two houses south of the Brahma Samaj building at Jorasanko, is a historical house, as it is associated with the
educational progress and religious reform of the people of Bengal. It was in that house that the Hindu College was
first opened under the auspices of David Hare and. his coadjutors. It was in that house that Raja Ram Mohana
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Raya inaugurated his reforms in the national system of religion by the establishment of the Brahma Sabha. And it
was in that house too that the Rev. Dr. Duff laid the foundation of Missionary education in Bengal—may I not say
in India?—a system which educates the entire man, including his intellectual, moral and religious nature.
As I have mentioned the name of Raja Ram Mohana Raya in connection with the General Assembly’s
Institution, I may take this opportunity to state that in the establishment of his school, Dr. Duff was not a little
indebted to that distinguished countryman of mine, with whom the Scottish missionary was on terms of intimacy,
though they held very different views on the subject of religion. When Dr. Duff expressed to Ram Mohana Raya
his intention of setting up a school, the latter, who had at the time a school of his own, promised to give to the
former all the assistance in his power.
And he was true to his word. It was Ram Mohana Raya that procured for Dr. Duff Feringi Kamal Bose’s house
on a moderate rent. It was Ram Mohana Raya that supplied Dr. Duff with the five boys with whom he
commenced his school. And when the school was established, Ram Mohana Raya not only constantly visited it,
but exercised his vast influence in inducing his countrymen to send their sons to it for education.
And, as a striking proof of my illustrious countryman’s liberality of views and catholicity of spirit, I may state
that, when Dr. Duff spoke to Ram Mohana Raya on the desirableness of commencing his school every day with a
short prayer, the Hindu Reformer not only quite agreed with the Christian missionary, but proposed that every
morning at ten o’clock the Lord’s Prayer should be repeated in the presence of all the boys assembled in the Hall
of the Institution, as he knew no other prayer more comprehensive in its range, better suited to the wants of man,
and more beautiful in its devotion. Dr. Duff followed Ram Mohana Raya’s advice.
Though I believe Dr. Duff took in every boy that applied for admission into his school, my father was under
the impression common to a great many of my countrymen, that if he took to the missionary teacher a letter of
recommendation from some influential gentleman, I should be looked after more than without such a letter. Under
this impression he had procured a letter of recommendation from Babu Radhika Prasad Raya, the eldest son of
Raja Ram Mohana Raya. Whether this letter was delivered to Dr. Duff or not I do not remember; indeed, I do not
remember that I had a sight that day (I mean the day of my admission into the Institution) of the great padre
whose name had already become a household word in every Hindu home in Calcutta.
But I have distinct recollection of having seen that day a European gentleman who was a most important
member of the Institution. As 1 was being taken up to the second floor of the house, I met at the head of the
staircase a gentleman dressed in white, and a stick in his hand. He was young and fresh-looking, had a very fair
skin, seemed to be brimful of energy, and had a determined look. Some of the boys, who were going up the
staircase with me, whispered to one another:
“Kilif Saheb! Kilif Saheb!”
This was Mr. Clift, the Head Master of the Institution, who was the author of a popular book on political
economy at one time much used in some of the English Schools in Calcutta, and of a still more popular book on
elementary geography which is still used in, I believe, almost all the English schools of Lower Bengal.
When I was admitted into the Institution 1 had no knowledge of English—indeed, I could not distinguish A
from B. But, thanks to the admirable system introduced by Dr. Duff, in a few days 1 not only mastered the
English alphabet, but was able to read short and easy monosyllabic sentences, without going through the drudgery
of committing to memory those unmeaning sounds—b a, ba; b e, be; b l a, bla; c l a, cla—and the rest of that
Babylonish jargon. This latter system, namely, the “b l a bla system,” which was prevalent in all the schools at the
time, Dr. Duff hated with a perfect hatred—his object being to interest little boys from the very first day of their.
entrance into school by communicating to them some knowledge. But of this I shall speak more at large when I
come to treat of the system of teaching pursued in the General Assembly’s Institution, now called the Free Church
Institution.
It was about a month after I had been admitted into the institution that I had a near view of the Rev. Dr. Duff.
He went into the class while we were engaged in reading the first page of the First Instructor—the first of a series
of class-books compiled by the Reverend Doctor himself, and though thirty-nine years have elapsed since the
occurrence of the incident,\fn{Thus yielding the date of this writing to be 1873:H} my recollection of it is as vivid as if it
happened only yesterday.
I cannot say he walked into the class—he rushed into it, his movements being exceedingly rapid. He was
dressed all in black and wore a beard. He scarcely stood still for a single second, but kept his feet and his hands
moving incessantly like a horse of high mettle. He seemed to have more life than most men I had seen. But what
chiefly attracted my notice was the perpetual shrugging of his shoulders—a habit which he afterwards left off but
which he had at the time in full perfection.
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In our lesson there occurred the word “ox”, he took hold of that word, and catechized us on it for half an hour.
He asked us (the Master interpreting his English to us in Bengali) whether we had seen an ox, how many legs it
had, whether it had any hands, whether we had any tails, &c., &c., &c., to the infinite entertainment of us all.
From the ox he passed on to the “cow”, and asked us of what use the animal was. The reader may rest assured that
Dr. Duff did not speak before Hindu boys of the use made of the flesh of the cow, but dwelt chiefly on milk, and
cream and curds.
He ended, however, with a moral lesson. He knew that the word for a cow in Bengali was goru, and he asked
whether we knew another Bengali word which was very like it in sound. I was stupid enough not to know what
Dr. Duff meant; but a sharp class-fellow of mine quickly said that he knew its paronym, and that it was guru, the
Brahman spiritual guide. Dr. Duff was quite delighted at the boy’s discovery, asked us of what use the guru was,
and whether, on the whole, the goru was not more useful than the guru. He then left our class and went into
another, leaving in our minds seeds of future thought and reflection.
Such is my earliest recollection of the Rev. Dr. Duff. A short time after the occurrence of the above incident—I
could not say whether it was one month or two months or three months—we all heard that Dr. Duff had become
dangerously ill and that his medical advisers had ordered him away to the bracing climate of his native mountains.
The present writer was told many years after by Sir Charles Trevelyan, when that gentleman was the Chancellor
of the Indian Exchequer, that, on the occasion alluded to, Dr. Duff was actually carried on board ship and that he
was more dead than alive.
After the departure of Dr. Duff, the superintendence of the General Assembly’s Institution devolved on his
colleague the Rev. William Sinclair Mackay, who had joined the Institution in 1831, just one year after its
establishment. Of this highly-gifted missionary I scarcely saw any thing at the time of which I am now speaking;
but I shall have to speak a good deal of him and of his varied accomplishments in a subsequent part of these
recollections when I had the inestimable privilege of sitting at his feet. Dr. Mackay was ably assisted in the work
of the Institution by Mr. Clift, with whom we in the lower classes oftener came in contact than with the amiable
and accomplished missionary at the head of the establishment.
And here let me mention an anecdote of Mr. Clift which fell within the ken of my observation. There were two
class-fellows of mine who were brothers, and who rejoiced in the names of Bhima and Pandava. Bhima was of a
gentle and quiet disposition; but his brother Pandava overflowed with energy, had a deal of pluck and courage,
and was at the bottom of every row in the class. Living in Chunam Gully, in the midst of English sailors who at
that time used to take up quarters in that street, they spoke English infinitely better than the rest of the boys in the
Class. For myself, I could hardly express one idea in English; and no wonder, for I had read only a few pages of
the First Instructor, and had never seen an Englishman during the first eight years of my life. I used, therefore, to
look upon Bhima and Pandava as perfect prodigies.
One day our Master was absent. Mr. Clift, with the invariable stick in his hand, came into the classroom, and
asked us where our teacher was in English, as he was unacquainted with the Bengali language. Most of us gave no
answer, as we did not understand the import of the question. Pandava stood up and said,
“Sir, our Master has not come today.”
Mr. Clift was apparently struck with the boy’s answer and his knowledge of English, said something to him
which I did not understand, and immediately promoted him to the class above ours. As Pandava was by no means
the dux of the class, we set ourselves up as critics, made many remarks on the promotion, and put Mr. Clift down
as a very rash and very whimsical sort of person.
I have no other personal recollection of Mr. Clift, as he had left the Institution, and had probably died, before I
became a member of the higher classes of the school.
Shortly after Dr. Duff’s departure from India we heard a rumor to the effect that the Rev. Mr. Ewart had left
Scotland and was coming to join the Institution. As the Overland Route via Suez had not then been organized, and
as all Englishmen came to India via Cape of Good Hope, it was several months after we heard the rumor that we
had the satisfaction of seeing Dr. Ewart personally. About that time took place the public distribution of prizes to
the students of the Institution, and as all our prize-books had on their covering the word “Reward” in gold letters,
we thought in our simplicity that the name of the missionary gentleman who was coming to join the Institution
was Mr. Reward, and that his name had been printed on all our prize-books as a compliment to him.
One day the report spread through all the classes that Mr. Ewart, whom we had mistaken for Mr. Reward, had
not only arrived at Calcutta but was in the Institution. Great was our desire to have a look at him. Our curiosity
was soon gratified, as he was taken round all the classes. I have a distinct recollection of Dr. Ewart as I saw him
for the first time about thirty-eight years ago. He was a tall young man, about six feet high; well-built, bolt
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upright; though his complexion was fair, his cheeks were ruddy; he had a high forehead and a benignant aspect;
seemed two or three years below thirty; his countenance beamed with kindness and benevolence: on the whole he
seemed to be a man exceedingly loveable, and I felt I could without the slightest fear go up to him and talk to him
—a thing which I, at that time of life, hardly could do to any European.
The stalwart young man, who was afterwards to bear, for many years, unaided, the labors of the largest
educational institution in Asia on his own Atlantean shoulders, walked every day to school from his house
somewhere near Wellington Square; and I remember I was struck with the fact of his walking instead of driving in
a carriage, as I thought saheb loks were too noble to make use of their legs for purposes of locomotion. I merely
introduce here the Reverend David Ewart to the reader, as I shall have a great deal to say of that devoted and
excellent missionary in these recollections.
*
Before bidding adieu for ever to Feringi Kamal Bose’s house—for the institution was removed next year to
another part of the town—I may mention an anecdote of my school-life. I was about that time reading the Third
Instructor, Clift’s Geography, Woollaston’s Elements of English Grammar, and a Bengali grammar called
Gaudiya Vyakarana compiled by Ram Mohana Raya. Our Master was an East-Indian gentleman of the name of J
—— S——, a man for whom I felt great affection, and whom I cannot now see—for he is still living, and is still
connected with the Free Church Institution, may his shadow never grow less!—without feeling for him the
deepest respect and esteem. Our Master, besides explaining to us every difficulty in the lesson and endeavoring to
assist in the development of our faculties of observation and reflection—a point much insisted on by Dr. Duff in
his system of teaching—wished also to cultivate in us the important faculty of memory. With this view he used to
encourage us in committing to memory many passages of the Third Instructor.
With our Master’s permission we boys used to challenge one another to recite two or three pages without a
single mistake; and the boy who failed had to give to the boy who was successful a few pice according to the
number of pages recited. This was a private arrangement in our class, made without the sanction or even the
knowledge of the Missionary Superintendent of the institution. As I had a very good memory when a boy—alas!
that that power should prove so treacherous with advancing years, though I am far from sure that, agreeably to
Pope's lines, the “solid power of understanding” has gained proportionally—I could recite many pages without
committing a single mistake, and used therefore to pocket a good many pice from those who accepted my
challenge and failed in the mnemonic contest.
But, gentle reader, don’t imagine that I used to take the pice home. Every pice that any successful competitor
gained in these mnemonic games—and we showed as much enthusiasm in these humble games of ours as the
Hellenes did in the far-famed Olympic games—was spent, during the tiffin hour, in buying sweet-meats for the
boys of our class, which we all devoured with infinite zest; and as it was generally owing to my feats of memory
that these feasts were held, I naturally became immensely popular with my class-fellows.
It is questionable whether the sweet-meats did us any good—so far as I was concerned, they usually gave me
diarrhea—but the exercises greatly improved my power of memory, for which I could not be sufficiently thankful
to my Master.
6
In a foregoing chapter I spoke of two eras of English education in Bengal; the first commenced with the
establishment of the Hindu College in 1817, the second with the opening by Dr. Duff of the General Assembly’s
Institution in 1830. But the year 1835 was signalized by a still more memorable revolution.
From that year commenced a new era of Government education in India. During the year 1834, while I was
busy with my English primer in the General Assembly’s Institution, a great war was raging between two opposing
parties in the Committee of Public Instruction; and the strength of the combatants was so nearly balanced that it
was difficult to say which party would be successful.
The one party, called the Orientalists, advocated the communication of oriental learning to the people of India
through the medium of the Sanskrit and Arabic; and the other party, called the Anglicists, advocated the
impartation of European literature and science through the medium of the English language. As both the parties
were headed by men of great intelligence and skill, the conflict was maintained for a long time, and victory hung
in the balance.
Towards the close of the campaign, however, there descended into the field a general of consummate ability,
whose scathing artillery of logic and sarcasm told with such fearful effect on the ranks of the Orientalists, that
they were irretrievably routed; and the victory was so complete that, though nearly forty years have since elapsed,
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they have not yet been able to rally their forces for a second attempt. The great captain, to whose generalship the
victory of the Anglicists was chiefly owing, was Lord Macaulay, the essayist, historian, poet, orator, and
statesman. To a running sketch of this celebrated battle I now address myself.
It was in 1823 that the Committee of Public Instruction was organized by Mr. Adam,\fn{ John Adam, 1779-1825}
sometime Governor-General of India,\fn{Acting Governor-general, 1823} who stated its object to be the
considering and, from time to time, submitting to Government the suggestion of such measures as it may appear
expedient to adopt with a view to the better instruction of the people, to the introduction of useful knowledge, including
the sciences and arts of Europe, and to the improvement of their moral character.

The Committee were at first not overburdened with work as they had only two Colleges under their
supervision—the Madrussa College of Calcutta, established in 1781 by Warren Hastings, and the Sanskrit College
of Benares, projected by the benevolent Jonathan Duncan, Resident at that city. In the following year, however,
the Sanskrit College of Calcutta was opened; in 1825 was established the Delhi College for giving instruction in
Arabic, Persian and Sanskrit; and the Hindu College of Calcutta, though originally a private institution, was
admitted into the pale of the Committee’s patronage.
Though English classes were opened in some of the Colleges, the labors of the Committee were directed
chiefly to the promotion of oriental learning. As the people were averse to learning Arabic and Sanskrit, pupils
were bribed into those studies by stipends tenable for twelve or fifteen years. Large sums of money were spent in
the reprinting of Sanskrit and Arabic works, containing for the most part an unhealthy literature, questionable
ethics, and false science; and equally large sums were spent in translating European works on science into Arabic.
An idea of the extent and the inutility of the labors of the Committee in this department may be obtained from the
following extract from Macaulay’s Minute”
The Committee have thought fit to lay out above a lac of rupees in printing Arabic and Sanskrit books. Those books
find no purchasers. It is very rarely that a single copy is disposed of. Twenty three thousand volumes, most of them
folios and quartos, fill the libraries, or rather the lumber-rooms, of this body. The Committee continue to get rid of
some portion of this vast stock of oriental literature by giving books away. But they cannot give so fast as they print.
About twenty thousand rupees a year are spent in adding fresh masses of waste paper to a hoard which, I should think,
is already sufficiently ample. During the last three years, about sixty thousand rupees have been expended in this
manner.

While Government was thus engaged in encouraging the teaching of “false history, false astronomy, false
medicine,” the instincts of the people themselves were leading them to a different direction. The Hindu College,
the Oriental Seminary, the General Assembly’s Institution, and other English schools of the metropolis, were
creating a thirst for English knowledge. While Arabic and Sanskrit students had to be bribed for learning those
languages, the doors of the English, schools were crowded with boys begging for admission; while Arabic and
Sanskrit books had scarcely a single purchaser, the School Book Society sold seven or eight thousand English
volumes every year, and not only paid the expenses of printing but realized a profit of 20 per cent on its
outlay.\fn{At the close of this paragraph there is a close quote. There is no corresponding open quote, while there is, as may be seen, a
small quotation (apparently from Macaulay’s Minute) isolated from the rest of the narrative by single- and double-quotes. I am therefore
assuming a printing error, in the absence of any other evidence to the contrary:H }

Under these circumstances, it was natural that the Committee should be divided in their opinion as to the utility
of printing oriental books which were never sold, and of bribing young men into a course of study which was, to
say the least, utterly useless. Some of the members advocated the existing order of things, while others maintained
the desirableness and necessity of encouraging English education.
In 1834, the year of which I speak, the operations of the Committee came to a. deadlock. No business could be
done, as half of the Committee were Orientalist and the other half Anglicists; and when Government requested the
Committee to prepare a scheme or instruction for the Agra College, they could not come to any conclusion, as the
Orientalists proposed that the course of instruction should be essentially oriental, and the Anglicists, on the other
hand, that it should be essentially English.
The party of the Orientalists was composed of the Honorable H. Shakespeare, the President, James Princep,
Thoby Princep, W. H. Macnaghten, and Mr. Sutherland, the Secretary; and that of the Anglicists was composed of
Messrs. Bird, Saunders, Bushby, Charles (now Sir Charles) Trevelyan, and J. R. Colvin. But the battle between
Orientalism and Anglicism was fought not only in the rooms of the Committee of Public Instruction; it was fought
by outsiders before the public through the medium of the press; and of these outside combatants none
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distinguished himself more than the Scotch missionary, Alexander Duff.
Enthusiastic in the cause of English education, which he believed to be the cause of sound and healthy
literature, of true science and of true religion; endowed with great powers of application and boundless energy;
and possessed of a fluent and eloquent pen, Dr. Duff rendered inestimable service to the cause of English
education in India. He greatly strengthened the hands of the Anglicists of the Committee of Public Instruction,
with some of whom, especially with Sir Charles Trevelyan, he was on terms of familiar intimacy. Were the history
of English education in Bengal correctly written, it would be found that the services which Dr. Duff rendered at
this crisis were second only to those of Macaulay himself.
From the beginning, the Orientalist party of the Committee of Instruction had taken very high ground. They
maintained that the course which they had hitherto pursued, the course, namely, of the encouragement and
cultivation of oriental learning, had been prescribed by the British Parliament in the Act for the renewal of the
Charter in 1813, when a lac of rupees was set apart, to use the words of the Act,
for the revival and promotion of literature and the encouragement of the learned Natives of India , and for the
introduction and promotion of a knowledge of the sciences among the inhabitants of the British territories.

The Orientalists laid particular stress on the words which I have italicized in the above extract. By “literature”
they understood Sanskrit and Arabic literature; and by the phrase “the learned Natives of India” they understood
only Sanskrit and Arabic scholars; and they therefore maintained that, in order to change the operations of the
Committee of Public Instruction, a legislative enactment rescinding that particular clause of the Charter Act would
be necessary. As the color and complexion of the system of Indian education depended on the interpretation of a
few words in an Act of the British Parliament, the matter was naturally referred to the legal member of the
Council of the Governor-General, an office created a few months before at the renewal of the Charter in 1833.
Fortunately for India, the legal member of the Council at that time—and he was the first legal member—was
Thomas Babington Macaulay, who entered into the subject with his usual intelligence and enthusiasm, and
indicted a Minute which created an era in the history of education in India. The celebrated Minute of Macalay is
dated 2nd February 1835. Without any preface or introduction, he plunges into the middle of things, and at once
seized the bull by the horn. “It does not appear to me,” says he,
that the Act of Parliament can, by any art of construction, be made to bear the meaning which has been assigned to it.
… It is argued, or rather taken for granted, that by literature the Parliament can have meant only Arabic and Sanskrit
literature, that they never would have given the honorable appellation of ‘a learned Native’ to a Native who was
familiar with the poetry of Milton, the Metaphysics of Locke, and the Physics of Newton; but that they meant to
designate by that name only such persons as might have studied in the sacred books of the Hindus all the uses of
cusagrass, and all the mysteries of absorption into the Deity. This does not appear to be a very satisfactory
interpretation. To take a parallel case; suppose that the Pasha of Egypt, a country once superior in knowledge to the
natives of Europe, but now sunk far below them, were to appropriate a sum for the purpose of ‘reviving and promoting
literature, and encouraging learned natives of Egypt,’ would any body infer that he meant the youth of his Pachalic to
give years to the study of hieroglyphics, to search into all the doctrines disguised under the fable of Osiris, and to
ascertain with all possible accuracy the ritual with which cats and onions were anciently adored?

But granting though not admitting that the British Parliament meant by ‘literature’ Arabic and Sanskrit
literature, and by ‘learned Natives’ Arabic and Sanskrit scholars, Macaulay argues that the words which follow,
namely, ‘for the introduction and promotion of a knowledge of the sciences among the inhabitants of the British
territories,’ seem to be quite decisive on the other side.
The Orientalist party had argued, that the public faith had been pledged to the cultivation of oriental literature,
and that any diversion of the fund set apart for that object would be “downright spoliation.”\fn{ Again, there is no
open quote in the text, and I have been forced to supply one; as also in the quotation just below the one following:H } To this Macaulay
answers:
We found a sanitarium on a spot which we suppose to be healthy. Do we thereby pledge ourselves to keep a
sanitarium there, if the result should not answer our expectation? … Suppose that a Government had in the last century
enacted in the most solemn manner that all its subjects should, to the end of time, be inoculated for the smallpox, would
that Government be bound to persist in the practice after Janner’s discovery?

Owing to these reasons Macaulay held the Governor-General to be quite as free to direct
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that it [the sum of one lac of rupees] shall no longer be employed in encouraging Arabic and Sanskrit, as he is to direct
that the reward for killing tigers in Mysore shall be diminished, or that no more public money shall be expended in the
chanting at the cathedral.

The illustrious Minute-writer now comes to what he justly calls the “gist of the matter”. We have a fund to be
employed for intellectual improvement of the people of India. That improvement cannot be effected through the
medium of the vernaculars as they are acknowledged on all hands to be exceedingly poor in literature. What
language, then, shall be the medium of instruction? The Orientalists answer, Arabic and Sanskrit; the Anglicists,
English. The whole question seems to Macaulay to be:
“Which language is the best worth knowing?” After passing the well-known and oft-quoted eulogium on the
English language, he says:
The question now before us is simply whether, when it is in our power to teach this language [that is the English
language] we shall teach languages in which, by universal confession, there are no books on any subject which deserve
to be compared to our own; whether when we can teach English science, we shall teach systems which by universal
confession, whenever they differ from those of Europe, differ for the worse; and whether, when we can patronize sound
philosophy and true history, we shall countenance, at the public expense, medical doctrines, which would disgrace an
English farrier; astronomy which would move laughter in girls at an English boarding school; history abounding with
kings thirty feet high and reigns thirty thousand years long; and geography, made up of seas of treacle and seas of
butter.

But it is unnecessary to give further extracts from a Minute with which every educated native of India ought to
be familiar.
I have said that it was a felicitous circumstance that Macaulay was at this time the legal member of the
Supreme Council; but it is a matter of equal thankfulness that the helm of the vessel of the state was in the hands
of so clear-sighted and so beneficent a Governor General as Lord William Bentinck. Lord Bentinck adopted
Macaulay’s views and published the famous resolution, dated 7 th March, 1835, which began with the memorable
words:
His Lordship in Council is of opinion that the great object of the British Government ought to be the promotion of
European literature and science amongst the natives of India, and that all the funds appropriated for the purposes of
education would be best employed on English education alone.

Thus ended the battle between the Orientalists and the Anglicists.
7
I made a mistake when I said in a foregoing chapter that the first local habitation of the Hindu College was
Feringi Kamal Bose’s house at Jorasanko. That house was not the first but the second in which the Hindu College
was held, its first local habitation having been Gora Chand Basak’s house at Garanhata, the identical house in
which the Oriental Seminary has met for many years; and it was to the very same house that the General
Assembly’s Institution was removed in 1836 in consequence of want of accommodation in the old house for the
increased number of its pupils. From an educational point of view Gora Chand Basak’s house is the most highly
favored of all houses in Calcutta—it having been successively the scene of three of the best educational
institutions in the country.
Though I was at that time nobody in the School, being in one of the lowest classes, I well remember the
Annual Examination which was held in October 1836 at the Town Hall. Now- a-days we have no public annual
examinations, but merely distribution of prizes. But in the days of which I am now speaking the distribution of
prizes to meritorious students was accompanied with a close and searching examination of all the pupils, which
not infrequently lasted five or six hours. The public annual examination of the General Assembly’s Institution in
the year 1836 was a grand affair. Amongst the visitors who came to witness the interesting ceremony was the
Honorable Miss Eden, accompanied by a part of the Governor General’s suite. There were besides, two or three
members of the Council, a good many representatives of the mercantile community, and all the Calcutta
missionaries.
The examinations of the classes were diversified by the reading of Essays written by some of the most
advanced pupils of the institution. The subject of the best Essay was “The Evils of Caste,” and it was written by
Babu Mahesh Chandra Banerjea, who is now Professor of English literature in the Presidency College. The
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second Essay on the same. subject was written by another pupil who died many years ago; and the third Essay on
the “Supremacy of Conscience” was composed by Babu Khetra Mohan Chatterjea who afterwards held a very
high appointment in the Government Treasury and who has now retired from the public service.
The Honorable Miss Eden, who showed the liveliest interest in the proceedings of the day, took away with her
the Essays of the students; and she spoke of them in such high terms that Lord Auckland was induced to read
them; and His Lordship was pleased to address a letter to the Senior Chaplain of St. Andrew’s Kirk in Calcutta, in
which he expressed the high gratification which the perusal of the Essays had given him.
As for Miss Eden, she was so greatly delighted with the performances of the juvenile essayists, that she sent to
two of them, as tokens of her satisfaction, two splendidly bound books; the one, Brown’s Lectures on Mental
Philosophy, was presented to Babu Mahesh Chandra Banerjea, and the other, Mitchell’s Portable Encyclopedia, to
Babu Khetra Mohan Chatterjea.
From the sublime to the ridiculous there is but one step; of this saying the reader will perhaps be reminded
when I descend from Lord Auckland and Miss Eden to speak about myself and my little concern. I shall be glad if
I am only thought ridiculous, for I much fear that the reader will think me a great deal worse when he hears what I
have to say about myself. He will probably think me vain. But gentle reader! Don’t ascribe vanity to me. Vanity is
the besetting sin of youth; but as an Old Boy I have passed the age of vanity. Attribute it rather to garrulity, which
is the besetting sin of old age.
But what need is there of all this face-making? Let me out with it at once. I have said that I was nobody in the
school, but though nobody in the school I was somebody in mine own class—indeed. at the annual examination of
1836 I obtained the highest prize in the 8 th class. At the beginning of the new session as the first class was
abolished—or rather was called the Monitorial class—our class became the seventh. The prize boys were again
promoted one class, so I went to the sixth class.
With this promotion, however, my ambition was not satisfied. I applied to my master for treble promotion, and
begged of him to put me into the fifth class. The Master laughed at my request, and my class-fellows, all of whom
were older than I was, called me vain and conceited! I pressed my Master, however, to submit my application to
the Superintendent of the Institution, Dr. Ewart. As the Master was generally well disposed towards me, he made
my request known to Dr. Ewart.
Dr. Ewart came to the class. looked at me, shook his head, and said that as I was the youngest boy in the class
he would not give me further promotion. But I persisted in my application and said:
“Sir, please examine me and if you don’t find me fit, don’t promote me.”
Dr. Ewart could hardly refuse complying with so reasonable a request. I was emboldened to make this request
as, during the vacation which had followed the annual examination, I had read by myself up to the standard of the
fifth class. Dr. Ewart then examined me in the books of the fifth class, and finding the result satisfactory he put
me at once into that class; and. kind and fatherly man that he was, he began to take such interest in me that he
used now and then to come into the class purposely to see how I was doing; and I shall never forget that benignant
smile with which he looked at me one day when he saw me sitting near the top of my class.
Nor was this a mere fancy of mine, for Dr. Ewart often described to me his feelings on this occasion in after
years when my relations to him became more intimate. Never was there so kind, considerate and fatherly an
instructor of youth as David Ewart. I shall never see his like again.
In January 1837 the General Assembly’s Institution was visited by Lord Auckland and the Miss Eden. The
boys had been told the day before of the Governor General’s intended visit, and we all came dressed in our
holiday’s best. I have a vivid recollection of the carriage and four of the postilions and the troopers, as they drew
up in the street in front of the door of the Institution. His Lordship and the Honorable Misses were received at the
door by the Rev. Dr. Charles, the Senior Chaplain of St. Andrew’s Kirk, Calcutta.
I confess I was disappointed when I had a sight of the Governor-General when he stood before our class. I had
expected him, like an oriental prince, to be magnificently dressed, blazing all over with diamonds. Judge then my
surprise when there stood before me a plainly dressed English gentleman, with nothing to distinguish him from
the rest of the: company, and I was told that this was the gentleman whose word was obeyed from the banks of the
Brahmaputra to those of Indus, and from Cape Comorin to the foot of the Himalayas. I could hardly believe the
statement; it seemed so repugnant to all ideas of propriety.
I was told that His Lordship witnessed the examination of one or two of the higher classes by the missionaries
in charge of the Institution, the Rev. Drs. Mackay and Ewart, and that he expressed himself greatly delighted at
the progress the pupils had made in English literature and science. In common with my class-fellows I was
disappointed that His Lordship did not examine our class, but merely looked at us for a minute, and then passed
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on to the other classes. Lord Auckland’s visit lasted about two hours.
A month after this, that is, about the end of February, 1837, I witnessed a ceremony of which I have a lively
recollection, as I was present at the spot in which it was performed. This was the laying of the Foundation Stone
of the General Assembly’s Institution at Cornwallis Square.
The stone was laid by Mr. Macfarlan, then Chief Magistrate of Calcutta, after prayer had been offered up by
the Rev. Dr. Charles. In the stone was enclosed a bottle containing some coins, some of the English and Bengali
newspapers of the day, and an inscription. As some of my readers may like to see so interesting an inscription, I
reproduce it here:
The foundation stone of this building. for the use of the Mission of the General Assembly of the Church of Scotland,
was laid this twenty-third day of February, in the year of Our Lord one thousand eight hundred and thirty-seven, the
Right Honorable George Lord Auckland being Governor-General of India by David Macfarlan Esq., Chief Magistrate
of Calcutta, under the direction of the Corresponding Board. in connexion with the Committee of the General Assembly
for the propagation of the Gospel in foreign parts, consisting of the following members; viz.. the Honorable A Ross
Esq.. D. Macfarlan Esq.. J. F. M. Reid Esq.. J. C. Wilson Esq., John Grant Esq.. John Stewart Esq., W. Mackenzie Esq.,
Rev. James Charles, Rev. A. Duff, D.D., Rev. W. S. Mackay, Rev. David Ewart. The School for the accommodation of
which this building is provided, was formed by the Rev. A. Duff. D.D., the General Assembly’s first Missionary to
India, in the month of August 1830. [It] is at present superintended and taught by the Rev. W. S. Mackay and the Rev.
D. Ewart, also the Assembly’s Missionaries, and consists of upwards of 700 boys. The building, which is to be styled
The General Assembly’s Institution, was designed by Mr. John Grey, erected by Messrs. Burn and Co., Builders in
Calcutta, and superintended by Captain John Thomson, of the Honorable East India Company’s Engineers. May the
Almighty Architect of the universe prosper the Institution. and render it subservient to the diffusion of sound
knowledge, and pure and undefiled religion among the natives of India, and to the promotion of His own glory.

The history of the General Assembly’s Institution, now called the Free Church Institution, during the last
thirty-six years which have elapsed since the laying of the foundation stone of its former building, abundantly
shows that the prayer, with which the above inscription concludes, has been fully answered. The Institution has
communicated sound and useful knowledge to many thousands of the youth of Bengal; it has imparted the
inestimable blessings of Christianity to upwards of two hundred intelligent Converts who are adorning the
doctrine of their God and Savior by leading consistent lives, and most of whom are, either directly or indirectly,
engaged in the glorious work of preaching the everlasting Gospel not only to their own countrymen but to other
inhabitants of India; and it has thus promoted in its own sphere, the glory of God in the highest.
8
The year 1837 was the most unfortunate year of my academical life. It was the only year in which I was not the
dux of my class.
My academica1 life extended over twelve years, during eleven of which I was the dux of my class, and during
three of which I was the dux of the Institution; and in those three last years I received successively, each time after
a well-contested competitive examination lasting for several days, three gold medals—a distinction, I may say
without vanity, not shared in by any student of the Free Church Institution since its foundation to the present day.
But in the inauspicious year 1837, a year in which, to use the language of astrology, the planet Saturn shed its
baleful influence on my destinies, I stood only second in my class. Some of my friends attributed this falling off
to my treble promotion; but I suspect they were wrong, for they did not know the tremendous difficulties with
which I was that year beset.
My difficulties arose from my promotion. The day I was put into the fifth class, some of the students of that
class went up to the Superintendent, expressed their unwillingness to read in the same class with one who was so
much their junior, and begged to be promoted to the fourth class. The Superintendent did not promote them as he
did not think them fit.
From that time they conceived a violent hatred against me. They persecuted me in all sorts of ways. They went
so far as to beat me in the street after school; and often did I go home all the way weeping. A few of my classfellows felt for me, but they durst not express their sympathy, far less interpose on my behalf; as the majority
were against me. I had sense enough not to complain to the teacher of the class, for if I had complained I should.
have fared ten times worse than I did.
There was one school-fellow of mine who did his best to protect me. He was a tall, stalwart Muhammadan
youth, two or three classes below me, who lived in the same street with me, and whom I assisted every day in
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getting up his lessons. As he was more than a match for three or four Hindu boys, he very often succeeded in
repelling my persecutors, though sometimes both he and I were severely beaten.
Lazim Mandal—for that was the name of my protector—was to me more than a brother. Not only did he often
rescue me from the hands of my persecutors, but sometimes of an afternoon in the rainy season when some parts
of the Chitpore Road, owing to the imperfect system of drainage in those days, were under water which came up
to my waist, he actually took me up in his arms and ferried me over the street-flood!
Noble Lazim! How I lament that I had no opportunity to requite thine extraordinary kindness! One winter
vacation, Lazim and his father left Calcutta for their home in the country. A third part of a century has since rolled
away, and I have not met my generous Muhammadan friend. I much fear he has gone to that bourn from which no
traveler ever returns.
But though defended in the street by my generous friend, I was subjected to innumerable little persecutions in
the schoolroom. I became very miserable. It is extremely hazardous, says the Bengali proverb, for a fish to remain
in the same tank with an alligator with whom it is not on good terms.
At last I bethought myself of making a desperate attempt to make friends with my tormentors. One Sunday
morning I went alone to the house of the chief of the conspirators, a lad who was much older than I and nearly
double my size, and who exercised the greatest influence in the class. I told him that it was unworthy of him to
persecute a boy whose only crime was that he had got promotion, and appealed to him to consider whether his
conduct towards me was generous.
The appeal was successful. He swore eternal friendship with me. From that day my class-fellows not only
ceased to torment me, but became very friendly towards me. I soon found, however, that I had escaped from the
frying pan only to fall into the fire.
A few weeks close intercourse with some three or four of my late persecutors showed me that they were a most
vicious set, and that they wanted me to go along with them to perdition. They smoke ganja and charas. They
visited houses of ill-fame. They did worse, I was shocked.
My father, who was a sincerely religious man, had brought me up in the strictest principles of morality. He had
sedulously kept me, after school hours, from companionship with Calcutta boys of whose morals he had, justly or
unjustly, a very low opinion. I was as green and innocent a boy as anyone of my age could well be. They tried
hard to ruin me. Day after day, week after week, they beset me with temptations.
But God preserved me from their evil ways. I broke off from them, and as I had by that time gained
considerable influence in the class, the majority of whom were of good character, I managed to turn the public
opinion of the class against those exceptionally vicious boys. I could not now be persecuted as the majority were
on my side.
One of those boys to whom I allude was highly intelligent.
Poor fellow! He died the next year.
Towards the end of December of the unlucky year 1837 I lost my father, which sad event threatened to put a
stop to my English education, but fortunately a cousin of mine came to my help. And here the reader will excuse
me if I shed a tear over the best, wisest and kindest of fathers. As I was the son of his old age, he loved me
excessively, though he was too wise to spoil me with fond affection. He was not only anxious that I should
receive a good education, but also that I should imbibe right moral principles, and he never missed an opportunity
to instill into my mind the principles of virtue.
As I was not fond of play I was always beside by father excepting when I was at school, and both morning and
evening I had the inestimable privilege of listening to his advice in all matters relating to the conduct of life. He
could not assist me in my English studies, for he did not know that language; but he did me infinitely more good
by forming my character, by restraining me from the paths of vice, and leading me into those of virtue. I do not
remember that he ever applied the rod to me, as I was invariably obedient to him—indeed, I do not recollect that
he ever spoke angrily to me. Of such a wise and loving father I was now deprived.
The incidents of his death are fresh in my recollection. It was a cold December night. The sick room was
crowded with many anxious relatives and friends. Some change took place in the patient which made the
physician look grave. The people in the room began to whisper to one another. Two men were sent, as I
understood from the conversation which was carried on in a low tone, to buy a bier. I was told to leave the room
and go upstairs to my bed. I said I would not go, but sit up all night beside my father.
I was forced to leave the room, and I went away weeping. Repeated watchings for many nights, great
heaviness of heart, and constant weeping, had exhausted my system; and I fell soon asleep.
Suddenly about midnight, or rather towards one in the morning, I was roused from sleep. By that time all had
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been over. I saw my father’s lifeless body stretched on the khat. I gave a shriek and wept bitterly, and reproached
myself for having been quietly sleeping while my father was struggling with the last enemy. But it was not my
doing; I had been actually forced out of the room, though I should have infinitely preferred sitting by him and
wetting his parched lips.
There was no time, however, for leisurely sorrow. In a few minutes, four of my distant relations took up the
khat on their shoulders and I with the rest of the company wended our way to the riverside. I will not attempt to
describe my feelings when I accompanied the bier to the riverside. I felt myself desolate.
We reached Nimtala Ghat. The corpse was put upon a pile of wood. A lighted faggot was put into my hand,
and I was told to apply it to my father’s mouth. As this is the last office of Hindu filial affection. I discharged it,
with feelings which can be more easily conceived than described. The process of cremation took some hours
during which time I sat at a little distance from the funeral pile. When the whole had been reduced to ashes, and
some of the bones had been thrown into the Ganga, I bathed in the river and returned home—if home it could then
be called, especially as my mother was in my native village—with my wet clothes on, shivering with cold and
dying with grief.
It was about two or three weeks after this melancholy event, that is to say, near the middle of January 1838,
that the annual public examination of the General Assembly’s Institution took place, not in the Town Hall as in
former years, but in the new and handsome building at Cornwallis Square, which had just been finished. As it fell
during the month of mourning, I went to the examination in my mourning habit, unoiled and unshod. I remember
I got at the distribution of prizes as my prize the last volume of Scott and Henry’s Commentary on the Bible,
published by the Religious Tract and Book Society, the volume containing comments on the New Testament from
Acts to Revelation. When, after a few days, I went to my native village to perform my father’s sraddha (funeral
ceremonies), I took with me my prize book, which I read over and over during the vacation till I became familiar
with its contents, though owing to my imperfect knowledge of English I did not understand everything contained
in it.
It was some months after the death of my father that I had an interview with the celebrated David Hare. Along
with most of my countrymen I then thought that the Hindu College was the best English School in Calcutta, and
as I was too poor to pay the schooling fee of that College, I wished to be admitted into Hare’s School which had
the privilege of sending a certain number of its distinguished pupils to the Hindu College to be educated at the
expense of the School Society. I was vain enough to think that if I were admitted into Hare’s School. I would
distinguish myself and thus get into the Hindu College. With this view I sought an interview with Mr. Hare.
Hare’s School was then held in a house situated in the south-east corner of College Square, the very same
house in which the Cathedral Mission College now meets. I made several attempts to see Mr. Hare, but without
success; each time I went I found a number of boys waiting in a lower room for the purpose of having an
interview with the great promoter of native education. At last I was more fortunate one day. I was showed into a
room upstairs where I found Mr. Hare sitting at a small table. His face was towards the south; a Bengali boy
somewhat older than I stood before him; his hat stood in the middle of the table; and at his right was a blackboard.
As I approached him, he called me to his side, took my hand, patted me on my cheeks, put his left arm round my
neck, and asked me what I wanted. At this distance of time I could not recall all the details of the conversation I
had with him, but to the best of my recollection the following was: the sum and substance:
Old Bengali Boy. “I wish, Sir, to be admitted into your school.”
Mr. Hare. “What school do you now attend?’
O. B. Boy. “I am reading now in the General Assembly’s Institution.”
Mr. Hare. “What books do you read?”
O. B. Boy. “I read Marshman’s Brief Survey of History; Lennie’s Grammar; Geography; Euclid, Book second;
New Testament; and Bengali.”
Mr. Hare. “Do you know the 7 th Proposition of the First Book of Euclid? Let me see you demonstrate it. Go to
the board.” I went to the blackboard, repeated the general enunciation of the Proposition, constructed the figure,
and proceeded with the demonstration. As I was going on, I made a mistake which the boy who was in the room
corrected; but Mr. Hare who, I believe, knew Euclid no more than the man in the moon, said that I was right. I
accepted the boy’s correction without Mr. Hare perceiving it, and ended in a triumphant tone.
Mr. Hare. “You seem to be well taught, why do you wish then to leave the General Assembly’s Institution?”
O. B. Boy. “People say there is better teaching in your school; besides, I have a great desire to go to the Hindu
College from your school.”
Mr. Hare. “There must be very good teaching in the General Assembly’s Institution; Mr. Duff has sent out a
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new Missionary, Mr. Campbell.”
O. B. Boy. “There is no one of the name of Campbell in the General Assembly’s Institution; but perhaps you
mean Mr. Macdonald.”
Mr. Hare. “Yes, yes, Mr. Macdonald; they all say he is [a] clever man. You better remain where you are.”
O. B. Boy. “No, Sir; kindly admit me into your school.”
Mr. Hare. “You read the New Testament; you are half a Christian. You will spoil my boys.”
O. B. Boy. “I read the New Testament, because it is a class book, but I don’t believe in it. I am no more a
Christian than this boy here.”
Mr. Hare. “All Mr. Duff’s pupils are half-Christians. I won’t take any of them into my school. I won’t take
you; you are half-Christian; you will spoil my boys.”
I begged hard. I earnestly besought him to take me into his school; but he continued repeating the words,
“You are half a Christian; you will spoil my boys.”
Such is my recollection of David Hare who, though benevolently disposed towards the people of Bengal, was a
man of no religious principles. Let not the reader think that I am doing injustice to David Hare. I have done him
full justice in a foregoing chapter, and I here repeat that he took the liveliest interest in the education of my
countrymen, which he promoted by personal exertions as well as by his purse; but I cannot conceal the fact that
he was a man of no religion.
As for myself, I thank God that Mr. Hare did not take me into his school, for if he had taken me I should, in all
human probability, have been different from what I now am; and the readers of the Bengal Magazine at any rate
would not have seen these Recollections of an Old Bengali boy.
9
In the year of grace 1873, the acquisition of English learning in India, at any rate in Bengal by native youth,
has been rendered, so far as external helps are concerned, very easy. There are “Meaning Books” of every
elementary class-book used in every school in the country; and there are “Notes”, “Annotations”, “Paraphrases”,
“Keys’ (by no means patent ones like Chubbs) without end. But it was different thirty-five years ago. Then there
was not a single “Meaning Book” or “Note Book” of a single class-book.
I do not say that the youth of the country at present are to be congratulated on the abundance of “Notes”,
“Annotations”, “Keys” and “Commentaries”; on the contrary, I think they are much to be pitied. In my opinion,
these annotators, commentators, paraphrasts, analysts, note-makers (or rather note-forgers) and key-smiths, are
the greatest pests in the country, and the sooner they are deported to Botany Bay, the better for the education of
the rising generation. Those worthy gentlemen corrupt our youth; they make them lazy, by thinking for them, by
freeing them from the labor of search and enquiry, and by looking into the dictionary for them.
The result is that our schools and colleges, are, for the most part, filled with intellectual lotus-eaters, who are
averse to mental exertion of any sort, and who know not the pains and pleasures of mental exercise, .as they
readily get the knowledge without that exercise. A more pernicious system for ruining the intellect of the youth of
the country, and for turning human beings into automations, it would be difficult to contrive.
In these days of cheap postage and cheap newspapers, learning too has been made cheap—indeed, so cheap
that it is well-nigh worthless. In the brave days of old, that is to say about thirty-five years ago, when I was a
schoolboy, we had to rely on our own resource. We had no “keys,” like those manufactured in these days of
universal machinery, wherewith to unlock the treasure-house of knowledge; and no “abstracts” which contain
hermetically sealed, and within brief compass, the quintessence of all wisdom.
In the year of grace 1873, the palace of learning has been already constructed for you. It has been finished and
furnished for you. Your have only to enter and possess it.
It was different with us in those hard times of old. We had to dig; we had to clear the rubbish; we had to collect
the bricks or rather make the bricks—and often without straw being given to us; we had to cut wood and draw
water, like intellectual Gibeonites; we had to build laboriously, day after day, and month after month—and then at
last after several years’ incessant labor, did the building rear its head. The former method is by far the pleasanter
of the two; but whether it is as healthy and useful as it is pleasant may well be doubted.
In the pursuit after knowledge I labored under great[er] difficulties than most of my school-fellows. One
difficulty stared me in the face just at the commencement. I have already told the reader that when I first came to
Calcutta I lived with my father and my cousin in a large house at Burra Bazaar in which also lived a number of
people from my native village. Not one of them knew English, and therefore none could assist me in getting up
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my lessons. I know it is the custom in most schools for the master to read to his pupils the lesson for the following
day and to explain any difficulties that may be in it.
But that was not, and I believe is not now, the system pursued in Dr. Duff’s school. The master merely told us
that our lesson for the following day was to be so many lines; and we were expected to learn it thoroughly at
home the best way we could, and to be ready to be examined upon it. He used to spend the whole of the school
hours in subjecting us to a severe examination, chiefly in a catechetical form, upon the lesson he had set the
previous day. As I was absolutely without any assistance, for several days at the commencement I went to school
perfectly unprepared. As my master used to rebuke me and insisted on by learning my lessons at home, and as
home afforded me no help, I did not know what to do.
But the reader may ask, why I did not go to some boy in the neighborhood and obtain assistance. The fact is,
my father would not hear of any such arrangement. He would not allow me to come much in contact with
Calcutta boys who, he thought, were, for the most part, too clever by half.
At last I bethought myself of the following expedient. One hour, from one o’clock to two, was given to the
boys for recreation, which we used to call the tiffin hour. Instead of spending this tiffin hour in play like most of
my class-fellows, I spent it in getting up my lesson for the next day; and for this purpose I often buttonholed boys
of the higher classes, and asked them the pronunciation or meaning of a word, or the Bengali translation of a
sentence.
But my chief difficulty in the pursuit after knowledge arose from the state of my father’s exchequer. It was
never buoyant. Like the Indian treasury, my father’s exchequer suffered from chronic deficit. There was this
difference, however, between the treasury of the Indian Government and my father’s treasury, that, whereas in the
former there are always on hand considerable cash balances, the cash balances in the latter were always a minus
quantity.
The consequence was, that I was hardly able to buy any books excepting those that were absolutely necessary
and very cheap. An English-Bengali dictionary, that is to .say a dictionary giving the Bengali meanings of English
words, would have considerably diminished my difficulties in learning English, but its price was prohibitory, and
I never had an English-Bengali dictionary in my life—indeed, I do not have it now in my library which, I am
happy to say, is nearly one thousand volumes strong.
A pocket edition of Johnson’s English dictionary I deemed indispensably necessary to the prosecution of my
studies. I tried to buy one; but where was the cash to come from? At present a new copy of Johnson’s or Webster’s
pocket dictionary can be had for only six annas; but in the days of which I am speaking it could not be had at less
than five shillings or two rupees and eight annas, and such a large sum would have completely emptied my
father’s coffers. He could not afford it.
At last, thanks to the kind offices of a hawker, I bought for a few annas an old and much-soiled copy of
Johnson’s pocket dictionary. I got it cheap, because it had one defect. There was wanting in it nearly the whole of
the letter A! Whenever there occurred in my lesson any word beginning with the letter A, I was out at sea. On
such occasions I had to consult at school the dictionary of a class-fellow.
Will the reader believe me when I say, that this was the only dictionary I had during nearly the whole of my
school and college course? Whether the reader believes it or not, it is a simple fact. It is to me a matter of infinite
regret that I have lost this precious volume. If I had it in my possession now, I would have got it bound—I will
not say in gold, for I have not a sufficient quantity of that metal—but at any rate in silver, and would have
bequeathed it to my children, as an heirloom.
But why indulge in unavailing regret? That thrice-precious volume is lost irrecoverably.
The reader will perceive from the fact just stated that the resources at my command for buying schoolbooks
were by no means unlimited. Accordingly I always suffered from want of books. I was badly off in mathematical
appliances. I had no book on Arithmetic, never had any during my school course, having learnt the whole of it in
the classroom. I had no book on Algebra, but learnt it by practice in the classroom—the more intricate parts I
copied with my own hand from Wood’s Algebra. I borrowed Playfair’s Euclid from one of the masters of the
school; and I had among my prize books a copy of Bell on Trigonometry and the Conic Sections. I made copies
also of entire mathematical works, like Duncan’s Spherical Trigonometry, Smith’s Geometry of Co-ordinates,
Young’s Differential Calculus, and Young’s Integral Calculus, and Duncan’s Fluxions after the old Newtonian
Method.\fn{I.e., he copied them out by hand:H}
Notwithstanding these drawbacks I am thankful to say that I competed for the highest mathematical prize with
the best mathematician in the Institution—who, by the way, was a mere mathematician—in a difficult
examination in higher Astronomy and the Integral Calculus; and the result was, that the prize was equally divided
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between him and me. (I mention this fact to the reader in perfect confidence, as if I stated it before the public I
should be justly charged with insupportable vanity—though even then I might apply to myself the Bengali adage
and ask, “What is the use of a veil to a nach girl engaged in dancing Khamta?”)
*
I have incidentally alluded in the above to a very useful fraternity called “hawkers of books.” There used to be
a great many of them in my schooldays. They were all Muhammadans and went by the name of Chachas or
uncles. They carried on their backs a heavy load of books, old, second-hand and new, and went from door to door.
There was one Chacha to whom 1 was partial. He was half-witted, and I called him my Pagla Chacha or mad
uncle. He was very fond of me, especially as I was amongst the few persons who patronized him. He never had
any new book in his bag.
He dealt only in old, half-torn and dilapidated books. He never had a complete set of any work. His bag
contained generally the 2nd vol. of the Spectator, the 5th vol. of Hume’s History of England, the 7th vol. of Gibbon’s
Decline and Fall, the 3rd vol. of Rollin, and the like. People who could afford to buy new books or complete sets
of work never looked into his bag; but as the contents of his bag were in beautiful harmony with the contents of
my father’s treasury, Pagla Chacha and 1 were great friends.
By the way, this was the worthy from whom I purchased that precious copy of Johnson’s pocket dictionary, in
which was wanting nearly the whole of the letter A. To this literary purveyor I am much indebted. As I was a great
reader in my younger days, I used often to buy for an anna or two an odd volume of Hume, Rollin, or Gibbon,
and read it with infinite pleasure. But the state of my finances did not always allow me to lay out sums like two
annas or three annas on English literature.
I therefore fell upon an expedient. I remember distinctly that I once bought from Pagla Chacha the 2nd vol. of
Spectator of an edition complete in 8 vols. I read it so often that I could repeat whole passages from different
papers. As I did not require that old volume of the Spectator any longer, I requested my “mad uncle” to take back
that volume, and give me instead an odd volume of some other work, say Robertson or Johnson. When I had done
with that volume, I returned it to my Chacha, and took another odd volume of some other work. So that with a
capital of only two or three annas, I had command over almost the whole range of British authorship.
Latterly also I used to exchange my old schoolbooks for odd volumes of works I had not read. Thus, to use the
words of Sydney Smith, I cultivated literature on oatmeal.
10
No hour of our school-time was more welcome to us than the hour between one and two o’clock in the
afternoon, when there was a universal cessation of intellectual work in the Institution, at least in all the classes of
the School Department—for the students of the College classes knew no interruption in their studies, but, like
Sisyphus, continued rolling up the intellectual stone without stop from ten to four—and when we re-created
ourselves for the mental toil of the next two hours. No sooner had the big clock in the Hall of the Institution
struck one, and the grateful tick had been proclaimed by beat of the school gong, than a scream of joy was heard
in all the classes which, like so many beehives, poured forth their juvenile population, usually numbering about
one thousand souls. In the course of five minutes, the ample grounds round the school house—I am speaking now
of the building at Cornwallis Square—became a sea of young heads.
At first there was invariably a rush towards the stalls of the sweetmeat-sellers, three or four of whom daily
came to the school compound, and carried on a more than usually profitable trade. Not far from the gate, but
inside the school grounds, they sat behind large baskets filled with all sorts of Bengali confectionery. Payments
were generally made in hard cash; but, as in the great outer world, so in the microcosm of our school, the system
of credit was also pursued.
The servants of the school, who knew the boys well, usually stood .as middle-men between the sweetmeatsellers and those boys who took on credit; and they drove a most gainful trade. I remember [I] sometimes went to
school, when a little boy, without my tiffin pice, on which occasion I was under the necessity of requesting either
Gopi Singh, the school-Durwan, or Ram Kara, the school Bearer, to stand security for me—though in justice to
myself I must add that afterwards when I was in some of the higher forms of the Institution, and therefore became
a lad of some consequence, I ignored Gopi Sing and Ram Kara, and opened account direct with the sweetmeatsellers.
Not far from the stalls of the sweetmeat-sellers were those of the fruiterers, which latter were frequented
perhaps by a large number of boys than the former. All sorts of fruits were to be found here in their season—
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mangoes, oranges, custard apples, cucumbers, melons of several varieties, guavas, cocoanuts (dabs), sour plums,
sweet plums, the blackberry (jam), roseberry (golap-jam), peaches, litchis &c., &c., &. Heaps of the sugarcane
were also displayed here; and basketfuls of the China almond, which were very popular with little boys, and
several papers of which could be had in those days for a single pice.
After inner man had been thus refreshed and strengthened by the ministrations of these comfits and fruits,
some of the boys betook themselves to play, while others busied themselves with their books. Of all sports the
most popular in those days was the Kabati, sometimes called Hadu-dudu or Hadu-gudu. I transcribe here a
description of the game I wrote elsewhere some years ago.
On the bare ground a line is drawn by a potsherd on two sides of which the opposing combatants are ranged.
The sport begins with an individual of one party transgressing the line of demarcation, and encroaching the
territories of the other. The transgressor, with his body bent, his hands performing a variety of evolutions,
attempts in one breath to strike his enemies—the continuity of the breath being ascertained by a sound which he
makes. His enemies are on the alert to avoid his touch, which is said to be attended with complete disablement, or,
in the terminology of the game, perfect death. Should he succeed in striking an opponent, and in crossing the line
to his own side in one breath, the opponent is said to die; and. separating himself from the rest of his companions,
he retires from the field: but should the striking invader lose his breath before crossing the line, the struck
opponent is not disabled. Should the transgressor be seized by his opponents, and should he lose his breath on
their side of the line, he is disabled and is said to die; but should he succeed, when caught, in shoving. himself,
during the continuance of the same breath, to the line of demarcation, he is not disabled.
The sport concludes when the last combatant of either party is disabled. The number of the players is not fixed;
four and any number above four may play this game. Not infrequently one whole class, consisting of forty or fifty
boys, were ranged against another class, consisting of the same number. The enthusiasm of the hostile parties, the
swift evolutions of the hands, the agility of foot, the recitation of doggerel verses during the performance, the
strategy practiced by the combatants, and the loud bursts of laughter which follow the disablement of the
combatants—all these circumstances render this sport one of peculiar glee and animation.
*
In a foregoing chapter I spoke of the system of teaching introduced into the General Assembly’s Institution by
Dr. Duff, as something different from the systems in vogue at the time. It was called the intellectual system, as its
object from the beginning was the development of the intellectual powers of the pupil, however young, and not
merely the communication of information. It was also sometimes called the Socratic or Interrogatory system, as
teaching was carried on chiefly by a series of questions, not unlike the practice adopted by that great philosopher
and moralist who went about the streets of Athens and subjected every person who he met to the ordeal of a
searching and severe catechization.
Nothing is more wearisome and uninteresting to a little boy when he first comes to school than to commit to
memory the unmeaning sounds b a, ba; d a, da; bla, bla; kla, kla; and the rest. He does not understand what he is
about, and when he asks for an explanation of those magical sounds, his master throws no light on the subject. In
the General Assembly’s Institution this parrot-work was altogether avoided. Not only were the unmeaning sounds
alluded to in the above discarded, but the tyro was not even required at the commencement to commit the
alphabet to memory.
When a boy ignorant of the English alphabet was admitted into the Institution, he was taken to an alphabet
board, which contained the letters of the alphabet written on separate slips of wood. The master usually took up
the letter O, and told the tyro its name and sound; he next took up the letter X, and described its name and sound;
the master then put the two letters together which the pupil readily pronounced to be OX; and his interest was
excited greatly when he was told that the word formed by those two letters was an animal with which he was
perfectly familiar. The pupil was then asked what he knew of that animal, and in what respects it differed from
himself. Thus on the very first day or rather hour of his admission into school, he learned one English word;. and
there is scarcely any doubt :that on returning home from school if he met the animal in question in the way, he
would call out OX, with very much the same sort of delight and: enthusiasm with which Archimedes exclaimed
“Eureka!” In this, very pleasant manner the letters of the alphabet were gone through, and the boy instead of
looking upon learning as drudgery regarded it as a most delightful task.
The Interrogatory method was the backbone of Dr. Duff’s system of teaching. Education, he contended, is, as
the etymology of the word shows, the bringing out whatever is in the mind, that is to say, the development of all
its powers and susceptibilities, intellectual, moral, social and religious. In most. systems of education, knowledge
is communicated to the pupils. Dr. Duff did communicate knowledge, but before communicating he brought out
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of his pupils whatever knowledge they had, by a process of close questioning; criticized that imperfect
knowledge; subjected it to the crucible of investigation and thus purified it; and last of all added to its stores.
The Interrogatory method was pursued through all the classes of the institution from the lowest to the highest.
In order to make this method thoroughly intelligible to the reader, I shall here illustrate it by an example.
In the first Primer used in the General Assembly’s, now the Free Church Institution, there is the following
sentence:
“My dog Snap ran at a cat.”
An intelligent teacher of the Socratic School would proceed somewhat in the following manner:
Master: Who ran at a cat?
Pupil. My dog Snap. The would follow questions like the following:
Spell the word dog. What do you call dog in Bengali?
Then would succeed a lot of questions about the animal dog—the several members of its body; how it differs
from other animals, say a cow or a horse; of the several species of dogs; of what uses dogs are; their qualities,
especially faithfulness, &c., &c., &c., the master illustrating his Lecture by an anecdote or two of that faithful
animal.
The next leading question would be, what’s the name of the dog and the answer would of course be Snap . The
master would then enter into the subject of the reason of the name, and mention the names usually given to dogs
in England as well as in Bengal.
The third leading question arising out of the text would be, whose dog ran, the answer to which would be, “My
dog.” An intelligent master of the Socratic school would take hold of this opportunity to unfold to the youthful
mind the important distinction of meum and tuum, to explain briefly the idea of property, winding up this part of
the Lecture with a discourse on the impropriety and sinfulness of the practice of stealing or theft.
The fourth leading question would be, what did the dog do, the answer to which would be, “The dog run.”
After making the boys spell the word “ran” and asking its Bengali equivalent, the master would very likely make
one of the boys run a little in the class, partly to illustrate the subject by an example, and partly to create a little
merriment with a view to dissipate the tedium and languor consequent upon intellectual exertion; and he would
perhaps conclude this part of his Lecture with an exhortation to activity and diligence in all the pursuits of life.
The fifth leading question would [be], at what did [the] dog run, the answer to which would be, “At a cat.”
This domestic animal would furnish the master with a number of questions regarding its genus, its species, its
differentia, its habits, its usefulness in catching rats, its mischievousness in drinking up stealthily the milk of little
children, its partiality for fish, and the semi-divine honors paid to it in this country.
The sixth and last question would be, at how many cats did the dog run?, the answer to which would be
”A cat—one cat.” The master would perhaps take this opportunity to touch upon the subject of numbers or
arithmetic—a subject with which Bengali boys at this stage are not unacquainted.
It will be perceived from the above example that Dr. Duff’s system of teaching was thoroughly intellectual;
and it was as lively as it was intellectual. The ideas of the pupils were greatly encouraged; their powers of
thinking were developed; they were encouraged to observe; their stock of knowledge increased not in an
arithmetical but in a geometrical ratio; and as learning was made pleasant to them, their affections were drawn
towards the acquisition of knowledge.
But this system, as I have already said, was pursued through all the classes of the General Assembly’s
Institution, from the lowest to the highest. The higher classes that is to say, the four classes of the College
Department, which were under the immediate teaching of Dr. Duff and his accomplished colleagues, were so
many paloestra for intellectual gymnastics, [with] which the powers and susceptibilities of the pupils were braced
and invigorated.
From the example given above it is evident that the Interrogatory system of teaching requires always
intelligent masters even in the very lowest classes. If the masters are not intelligent and well-informed the system
becomes quite ridiculous. This sometimes happened in the General Assembly’s Institution. In one of the textbooks
used in the lower classes of the Institution there was the following sentence:
“Abraham, the son of Terah, dwelt in Ur of the Chaldees.”
I have a distinct recollection of one of the lower teachers deducing a most ridiculous question from the above
sentence. The question was this:
“Who was whose son, and where did he dwell?”
A truly marvelous question, which even the Wise Men of the East could not satisfactorily answer. Dr. Duff
from the beginning saw that his system required the masters of his school to be intelligent, and therefore
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sedulously set himself to the work of training teachers. He established a “Teachers’ Class”, to whom he lectured
on the methods of teaching as they were pursued in Scotland, in Switzerland, in Germany, in Prussia; and
expounded the systems of Stow, Fellenberg, and Pestalozzi.
In the system of education pursued in my day in the General Assembly’s Institution, two things were greatly
insisted on throughout the classes; and these were, first, a clear conception in the mind of an idea; and. second, the
expression of that conception in words. Dr. Duff did not think that a boy had thoroughly caught hold of an idea,
unless he could express it in his own words, however inelegantly.
We therefore took no notes of explanations given by the Professors; indeed, no notes were given in the class
under the apprehension that they might contribute to cramming. How just that fear was must appear evident to
everyone who observes the mischievous consequences arising from the practice of giving notes now adopted in
all the Indian Colleges. The students of the present day never open their mouths in the classroom; for anything
one knows to the contrary, they may be all dumb. They only take down the Professor’s words, commit them to
memory—a often without understanding them—and reproduce them in the Examination Hall. A copying machine
could do the same.
Another feature in the educational system of Dr. Duff was the judicious mixture of Science with Literature.
At the present day the cry is—Physical Science! Physical Science! And many people think it is a new cry. But
thirty years ago Dr. Duff took his pupils, in addition to a high literary course, through a course of Physical
Science. Mechanics, Hydrostatics, Pneumatics, Optics, Astronomy, the Steam Engine—the textbooks generally
being of the science series of Lardner—were taught in the College classes; a course of Lectures on Chemistry was
also delivered, accompanied with experiments; the youthful and fascinating science of Geology was diligently
studied on account of its bearing on Theology; while we were so familiar with the use of the sextant, with Norie’s
Navigation and the Nautical Almanac, that it is no exaggeration to say—and some Captains of ships after
examining us said so—that some of my class-fellows could guide a ship safely from the Sandheads to
Portsmouth.
The Bengal Colleges of the present day have not advanced so far as the General Assembly’s Institution did,
under the guidance of Dr. Duff, thirty years ago.
The last feature, which I shall mention, of the educational system of Dr. Duff, is the complete impregnation of
Literature and Science with Morals and Religion. The system was profoundly moral and religious. There was an
interpenetration, or rather a chemical union, of the religious element with the whole system of teaching. Literature
and Science were animated, vivified, hallowed and baptized in the spirit of true religion.
11
Boswell says that when Johnson
saw some young ladies in Lincolnshire who were remarkably well behaved, owing to their mother’s strict discipline
and severe correction, he exclaimed in one of' Shakespeare’s lines a little varied—‘ Rod, I will honour thee for this thy
duty’.

Our ideas of discipline, whether at home or at school, have become so entirely revolutionized in this, the latter
half of the nineteenth century, that Johnson’s eulogium on the rod seems to us utterly unintelligible. To flog boys
for not learning their lessons is sufficiently absurd; but to flog tender girls—those delicate florets in the garden of
society—is brutal.
In the General Assembly’s Institution, now called the Free Church Institution, the rod was discarded,
especially when it was under the superintendence of Dr. Duff. It. was the opinion of that great educator that a
teacher, who was unable to maintain order in his class without the appliance of the rod, was better fitted to be
entrusted with the care of cows in the fields than with the education of youth. The rod never enlightens; it seldom
corrects; it often hardens; it not infrequently demoralizes: such were the principles installed into the minds of the
teachers of the General Assembly’s Institution forty years ago, when corporeal flagellation was the order of the
day in all the schools of the country.
And yet in no educational institution in the country was better discipline maintained than in Dr. Duff’s school.
This was brought about chiefly by moral influence, and by an attractive system of teaching with engaged the
attention of the pupils and kept them interested in their lessons.
But though the services of the cane were never had in requisition in the daily routine of teaching, recourse was
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had to them occasionally in the punishment of gross moral offence. These occasions were, however, few and far
between; they were, indeed, so rare that during my whole school and college career I witnessed only three or four
cases.
These rare occasions were improved to the utmost. I remember one case which has made an indelible
impression on my mind. A big, stout boy in one of the higher classes had stolen a book of one of his class-fellows,
had carried it home and sold it in the bazaar; he had uttered a hundred lies to conceal the theft and had crowned
all this by another act of still grosser immorality. As he was a notoriously bad boy, Dr. Duff purposed to make a
public example of him. It was resolved to have him publicly flogged by the durwan, or gatekeeper of the
institution, in the presence of all the students and then to expel him from the school.
The scene was invested with all the pomp and circumstance of a public execution. All the eight hundred
students of the Institution were marched into the central Hall. Dr. Duff got up on a bench and made a speech
explaining to the assembled students that though he was averse to flogging in the instruction of youth, yet that
gross moral misconduct ought to be severely punished. He then entered into the particulars of the boy’s case, and
dwelt on the extreme turpitude of his character.
The culprit stood in the middle of the Hall. The durwan, my old friend Gopi Sing, of whom I have already
spoken in a foregoing chapter, and who was an up-country Hindustani more than six feet high, with a
proportionately robust frame, went up to the boy with a big rattan in his hand. The order was thirty lashes. The
pliant cane descended upon the back of the boy in rapid succession to the horror of the awe-stricken assembly.
Gopi Sing had reached number twenty, when a Missionary Professor, who had in his make more of the milk of
human kindness than most men, stepped up and interposing: himself between the boy and the durwan, said in a
loud voice, “Aur nahi!” (no more).
The boy was then led through the “serried flanks” of students by the durwan, and driven out of the school
premises. A short speech, by way of improvement, was then made by the superintendent of the Institution, in
which he spoke of the evil nature of sin and of the punishment which it deserves. We were then marched back to
our respective classes in solemn silence.
Though none of the masters of the school were allowed to use the cane for maintaining discipline in their
classes, exception was made in the case of the Pandits, or teachers of Bengali and Sanskrit. These worthy
gentlemen, who for the most part had been village schoolmasters and had freely used the rod during the better part
of their lives, could not get on without that potent instrument. They used to be lectured upon the demoralizing
effect of corporal flagellation and upon the necessity of its abolition in the classroom.
But the lectures were of no avail. They maintained they could not command the respect and obedience of their
pupils without the help of the rattan. Respect and obedience (at any rate hearty and sincere obedience) the rod
could never command, though it most successfully extorted fear; and I for one always looked upon the Pandit as
the very Rhadamanthus\fn{I.e., a man of inflexible integrity} of a pedagogue.
During my school career I was successively under three Pandits. The last, who taught Bengali and Sanskrit in
the highest classes of the Institution, and who had some knowledge of the English languages, never used the rod,
though he occasionally made use of his hand in slapping some recalcitrant boy. The first, who was a distinguished
arithmetician, and who could perform mentally very intricate arithmetical operations, was a good type of the
village gurumahasaya, and as such made free use of the rod. To this very day I have no very pleasant
recollections of his dreaded cane coming down with considerable force on my unfortunate skull.
My second Pandit, Muktaram by name, is associated in my mind with everything that is ill-tempered and cruel.
He was an elderly man, probably fifty years old, had a thin and spare frame and deep-set eyes. His was the
“dreaded name of Demogorgon”. I could never look upon him except with fear and trepidation. The rattan was
not the only weapon he wielded for upholding his authority. He pelted the boys with the vilest and dirtiest abuse,
and sometimes in a fit of mad rage took the slippers off his feet to strike the boys with them.
Once I had the misfortune of exciting his anger. The head and front of my offending was that I had spoken in a
whispering tone to my neighbor upon some matter which has escaped my memory. Muktaram thought that I had
made some remark about him. The learned Brahman worked himself up into a perfect fury. He roared out, called
me names, such as “monkey”, “ass”, “brother-in-law”, and the rest; foamed at the mouth through very rage, his
body all the time shaking like an aspen leaf; took the slipper off his right foot, and was about to strike me with it,
when, to my infinite joy, one of the Missionary Professors accidentally entered the class room. I need scarcely add
that the tempest immediately subsided into a dead calm.
Poor Muktaram is now no more in the land of the living. Though cursed with an infernal temper, he was a deep
Sanskrit scholar; and it was only on account of his learning that his mad freaks were borne with.
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My Urdu teacher, Bisweswar Pandit, a Brahman of Lucknow. was a perfect contrast to the choleric Sanskritist.
Blest with the most easy-going temper in the world, and addicted to toadyism on the largest scale, he was full of
smiles and bows; and though his knowledge of Persian and Urdu was considerable, he had a weak intellect. He
was as incompetent to maintain order in his class as the nearly born baby.
His pupils knew that he was cracked, and therefore often made a fool of him. He seldom found his pupils in
the classroom when he entered. Some had gone to eat sweetmeat; some to drink water; and others were sauntering
about on the school premises. He never complained to the superintendent of the Institution, lest he should be
found incompetent, and then dismissed. His only policy was to coax the boys. Day after day did the poor fellow
beg and beseech his pupils in the most abject manner to attend to their lessons, and to take compassion on his gray
hairs.
The more generous amongst the students, pitying the degradation of their teacher, treated him with kindness
though it was somewhat mingled with contempt; but the “baser sort”, those sons of Belial, who are to be found in
every school, tormented the poor man beyond measure. One boy stood behind the professorial chair and made
faces; another took off the huge turban from the professorial pate, the folds of which turban were in an inverse
ratio with the amplitude of the brain it covered, and threw it upon the ground; while a third occasionally had the
hardihood of actually twirling with his fingers the professorial moustache and whiskers.
Bisweswar had the most imperturbable temper in the world; he bore it all with the meekness of a lamb, only
occasionally he broke out with the exclamation:
“Oh! What a naughty set of children you are!”
Towards the end of every session, the Munshi was asked to name those boys in his classes who deserved prizes
on account of proficiency in their studies. The poor fellow was on these occasions sometimes in a terrible
difficulty. As he had no idea of ascertaining the merits of the students by an examination, either verbal or written,
he merely put down the names of those who were his favorites. But the obstreperous boys would not submit to
such favoritism. I have heard one of these boys saying to Bisweswar:
“Now, Munshi, if you don’t nominate me for a prize, I will show you in the street”—the words we have
italicized conveying in Bengali the idea that the Munshi would be beaten in the street.
I am sorry to add that such threats often prevailed with the Munshi. He put down the name of the bully in the
prize-list to escape thrashing. I have also heard it stated that he recommended for prize a boy who, a few days
before, had made him a present of fifty oranges and two seers of sweetmeat.
Such was the Professor of Persian and Urdu in the General Assembly’s Institution some thirty-five years ago.
Bisweswar was considerably below the average height of up-countrymen—indeed, he was shorter than most
Bengalis; he had a very fair complexion, and a small head. I believe he was a beautiful singer, and was therefore a
protégé of some of the wealthy babus of Calcutta. What became of him I could never learn. I much fear his
incompetency was discovered, and he went away to Lucknow.
12
In a foregoing chapter I have informed the reader of the death of my father, which melancholy event left my
mother, my younger brother and myself penniless in the world. How my mother, with her younger son beside her,
made both ends meet in the village of Talpur where they lived, I know not. I suppose she gradually sold the few
jewels she had, and lived upon the proceeds, for I was not able for a long time to help her.
As for myself, for I should have been obliged to give up learning English had not a cousin of mine generously
come forward and taken me in hand. I say generously; for though my education cost me nothing—no fees being
charged then in the General Assembly’s Institution now called the Free Church Institution, and as to books I have
already told the reader in a previous chapter I scarcely bought any, all my knowledge having been acquired from
borrowed books—yet it was not a little matter that my cousin gave me food and clothing.
And yet it would have been exceedingly unhandsome, not to say ungrateful, on the part of my cousin not to
have assisted me at this critical juncture, as my father had, in former years, largely contributed to his comfort; still
taking everything into consideration, I should ever feel myself greatly indebted to my cousin for having been my
stay and my protector at a time when I was almost alone and altogether helpless in the world. And as he has long
ago gone to the eternal world, I should never forgive myself if I forgot to make due acknowledgement to his shade
in this story of my education. I beg therefore the reader’s patience for a minute while I say a word or two about
one of my benefactors.
*
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My cousin, whose name if translated into English would be “the Lotus-eyed”, was, at the time of which I am
speaking about thirty-five years old, and therefore in the prime of manhood. He had a very fair complexion for a
Bengali. He followed the profession of my father, which was that of a bill and stock broker. He was somewhat
extravagant in his expenses, though he had precious little to spend; but it is a fact that he never laid by a single
penny, but spent all his income on his food and clothes. He was exceedingly cleanly and neat in his person and
dress, and bathed twice every day. Ht was [a] very agreeable and cheerful companion. He had not much religious
feeling, but conformed outwardly to the Hindu observances.
He had one, great fault. He smoked opium, usually called guli. Every evening: when he came home he was
busy with his opium, his roasted rose petals, and I know not what else. He evidently felt he was doing what he
ought not to do, and did not wish me to imitate his bad example; for he never smoked opium in my presence, and
if ever I had to speak to him while he was going through the process, he would not only lay aside his pipe but
secrete it that it might escape my observation.
He married rather late in life for a Bengali, for he was twenty-eight years old when the interesting ceremony
took place; his wife, therefore, was considerably younger than he. She was not at all handsome; and I don’t think
he loved her much, though she doted on him. Poor woman! she has died some years since; but I shall never forget
the agony she was sometimes in on account of her husband’s indifference to her. On such occasions she was
greatly comforted by her cook, a woman whose singular appearance and character deserve some description in
these sketches.
Though I lived for some five or six years in the house in which the cook served. I never knew her by any other
name than that of “Kunjo’s mother”; indeed, I don’t believe that her master, my cousin, know her proper name.
This may appear strange to the English reader, but the Bengali reader knows that the names of women are usually
unknown to the other sex; and though menial woman servants are often called by their proper names, it is to be
remembered that Kunjo’s mother, though a cook, was not exactly a menial. She belonged to the same caste with
her master, and it was only on account of her poverty and her helplessness that she had taken charge of another
man’s kitchen.
What this Kunjo, after whom the woman was called, was, I never heard, neither did I ever care to enquire. All
that I know [was] that Kunjo was not alive, and that his mother was friendless.
Kunjo’s mother was one of the most pitiable objects I have ever seen in my life. She was a cripple—and such a
cripple! She could not stand on her legs. Her knee-joints had been paralyzed and could not be stretched out. How
long this calamity had befallen her—she could not well have been born in that state—I did not know.
And yet she was none the worse, so far as locomotion within the four walls of the house was concerned. She
went from room to room in a sitting posture, with incredible quickness, with the help of her hands. I cannot say
she crawled, for in her locomotion she always sat erect. Neither can I say she walked, for she never stood. She
rowed from room to room, her arms acting like the oars of a boat. Practice had made her singularly adroit in her
movements, and every morning she came down and went up a high steep staircase without the slightest
inconvenience.
Poor Kunjo’s mother! in what a deplorable state did I find her one morning in the rainy season. It was
drizzling. The high and steep staircase alluded to, being unprovided with a shade, was wet and slippery. Kunjo’s
mother was, as her wont, rowing down in her usual way. Scarcely had she achieved two steps when her hands and
feet slipped, and she rolled down like a package of goods to the bottom. I hastened to her help, and was glad to
find that she had not been hurt seriously.
Nature is generally said to be impartial in the dispensation of her favors. Defects in one direction are usually
compensated by superior advantages in another. Hence the common saying in Bengali, that “the blind, the
hunchbacked and the lame, have one quality more than other people”.
This does not seem to have been the case with Kunjo’s mother. For some mysterious reasons, nature seems to
have been a step-mother to her, and to have treated her with undue severity. Let me reckon up the privations to
which Kunjo’s mother was subjected.
In the first place, she was a cripple, and no ordinary one.
In the second place, she was of a very dark complexion, only a shade lighter than the bottom of a halldi in
which paddy has been boiled a twelve-month.
In the third place, her features were exceedingly coarse, I had almost said, ugly.
In the fourth place, she had a squint in her left eye.
In the fifth place, she spoke very much through her nose.
In the six place, though only forty years old, she had lost several of her teeth.
569

Seventhly and lastly, she became a widow in early life and lost her only son. .
To this singular woman I am in some measure indebted for my education as a boy. Not that she assisted me in
getting up my lessons, for she could neither read or write any language under the sun. Not that she instilled into
me right moral principles, of which she must have had very hazy conceptions. But she always gave me early
breakfast simply to enable me to be at school before ten o’clock in the morning. As my cousin and his wife
breakfasted at a late hour, she was under no necessity to get breakfast ready before nine o’clock. It was purely out
of regard for me that she got up long before gunfire,\fn{ From the Calcutta fort, signaling the break of dawn:H } and
commenced her operations. That she exercised self-denial on my account will appear evident when it is
remembered that no orthodox Hindu woman ever cooks before bathing.
When I recollect that this poor deformed cripple got up from her bed some two hours before sunrise; that she
rowed downstairs with the help of her hands; that she bathed at about five o’clock in the morning in the coldest
weather; that she did all this only to enable me to go to school at the proper time—when I remember all this, I
cannot but feel grateful to her.
But she did more. As the room in which I learnt my lessons was also the room in which my cousin sat in the
evenings and as, every evening, people used to come to talk\fn{ Take in the text:H} to him on matters of business, I
felt no little interruption in my studies. In this emergency Kunjo’s mother came to my rescue.
As there were only two sleeping rooms in the house, I, being at the time only thirteen or fourteen years old,
slept in the same room with Kunjo’s mother; and not only in the same room, but in the same bed and under the
same curtains. Being thus circumstanced, I made it a rule every evening to go to bed almost immediately after
candlelight, after instructing Kunjo’s mother to be so good as to rouse me from sleep at about two o’clock in the
morning. Kunjo’s mother, who was a very wakeful sleeper always woke me at the hour to enable me to get up my
lessons.
But the reader might ask, how I contrived to get a light to enable me to read through the small hours of the
morning. Thanks to Kunjo’s mother she had made provision for light. She saved for me a little of the mustard oil
used in cooking.
I have said above that Kunjo’s mother always gave my breakfast at the proper time. I should have said often;
for sometimes she failed me. This was not, however, owing to her carelessness or indifference, but because
provisions had perhaps to be bought in the morning before cooking or perhaps because the ladder was wet, or
from some similar cause. On such occasions, I always went to school without breakfast, ate a piece or two worth
of sweetmeats during the tiffin hour, and took my rice and curry after four o’clock in the afternoon on returning
home On such days Kunjo’s mother would be very sad. though my having had no breakfast was no fault of hers;
and she would even delay taking her own breakfast and wait till I returned from school.
Let not the reader think that I am here making a parade of the difficulties I labored under while I was a student.
So far as food was concerned I was the better off perhaps than many poor students of the Scotch Universities, like
those of whom the late Dr. Guthrie speaks in his Autobiography. I cannot but have infinite admiration for those
noble youths who lived upon a sack of oatmeal which they themselves had carried from their poor homes in the
country, and at !he same time listened to Lectures on Logic, Metaphysics and Theology in the University Hall!
Nor can I have less admiration for the Brahman students of our own Sanskrit tols, who perform all sorts of menial
work and live upon rice and herbs, and at the same time discuss sutras of Gotama! The latchet of the shoes of
these lovers of knowledge I am not worthy to unloosen.
I wish I were beside the deathbed of Kunjo’s mother. I thank her for her kindness to me, and to comfort her in
her dying moments. But that satisfaction was denied me. I left my cousin’s roof, and never met her again. Kunjo’s
mother is no more; but her memory is enshrined in my heart’s best affections.
13
Has the reader ever carried a dead body on his arms for some three or four miles? I have. Let me relate the
circumstances.
In the last chapter I introduced the reader to my cousin and his wife. They lived together several years as man
and wife without any “olive plants round about their table”. My cousin, who liked children, was very sad that his
wife was not “a fruitful vine by the sides of his house”. The woman was sad too, chiefly on her husband’s
account, and had recourse to a great many expedients to remove her supposed barrenness. She tried every nostrum
prescribed by every old woman in the neighborhood, and by a great many of those so-called holy mendicants who
for a six-pence suspend the laws of nature and disclose secrets of the invisible world.
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In process of time, however, my cousin’s wife presented him with a child. Though it was only a daughter—for
Hindus greatly prefer boys to girls—it was rather handsome, and my cousin and his wife doted upon it. Owing to
the delicacy of her constitution, my cousin’s wife was unable to suckle the baby; and the idea of a wet-nurse never
occurs to an orthodox Hindu family—besides, my cousin was too poor to keep one. It was fed by the hand; and as
baby-bottles had not then come into use and spoons are an abomination to orthodox Hindus, recourse was had to
the half of a bi-valve shell, which serves the purpose of a silver spoon to nine-tenth[s] of the babies of Bengal.
The particular baby of which I am speaking did not, however, thrive under the process; it sickened, probably from
over-feeding, and died when it was about six months old.
The question now was, what was to be done with the remains of the infant? I had heard that the babies of
Hindu infants of the age of one year and under were not burned but buried, though I had never witnessed the
ceremony. But whether dead babies were subjected to cremation or inhumation, I had not the remotest idea that I
should be ordered by my cousin to do the needful. Half an hour after the child had breathed its last, my cousin
coolly told me to take up the dead child on my arms, and to carry it to the burning ghat at Nimtala on the
riverside, where, I was told, there were people who would bury the corpse on the bank of the Hooghly.
I need not say that I was horror-struck at the proposal. Let the reader consider all the circumstances of the case
and then say whether my horror was just or not.
In the first place, I was at that time a boy between fourteen and fifteen years of age.
In the second place, I had never before touched even a dead body, which is naturally reckoned a loathsome
object.
In the third place, we were living in a street called Thieves Garden; the journey I should have to perform on
foot was between two and three miles.
In the fourth place, the corpse was to be put not in a box or coffin. but across my shoulders next to the skin.
In the fifth place, I should have to perform the journey with the dead body on my shoulders not only on foot
but unshod, as it is reckoned unholy to touch a dead body with one’s shoes on.
And sixthly and lastly, I should have to perform the journey in the hottest part of the day in the hottest month
of the year, namely, at about one o’clock of some day in the month of May.
My younger brother, who was living along with me in my cousin’s house, burst into tears when he heard the
proposal; he wept anticipating the trouble I was about to undergo. As, unlike my brother, I was not demonstrative
in my nature, I kept quiet and showed no visible emotion, though in truth the iron had entered my soul. My good
friend, the lame cook, of whom I have spoken in the last chapter, seemed from her countenance to be greatly
affected; and I have no doubt that if she had had the use of her legs, she would have relieved me of the odious
task.
But odious or not odious, the task must be gone through, as it was imposed by the man who was giving me
food and clothes. No one, except my younger brother, assisted me in putting the corpse on my shoulders, my
cousin having shut himself up in his room, his wife at that moment rending the air with her cries, and poor
Kunjo’s mother being physically incapable of giving me any help. With my brother’s help I put the corpse across
my left side, supporting it with both hands—the head of the dead child hanging over my left shoulder towards the
back.
The naked corpse of course was upon my bare skin, for there was not a stitch between the living and the dead.
I covered the corpse with the muslin scarf which I usually wore. It was when I had taken up the dead body that a
tear trickled down my cheek. I remembered my father who had died some years before, and thought that I should
have been saved this horrible drudgery if he had been alive. My brother perceived the tear, and wept bitterly. I
went out into the street, my brother walking beside me, sad at my distress.
Many people have touched dead bodies, but I doubt whether anyone ever had so long and so close a contact
with a corpse as I had, excepting of course the prophet Elisha, who stretched himself upon the dead body of the
son of the Shunamite woman, putting “his mouth upon his mouth, his eyes upon his eyes, and his hands upon his
hands.” I do not know how to describe that peculiar sensation which one feels when one touches a body from
which life has departed, and in which no blood circulates. It is something so disgusting, so loathsome, so awful,
so unusually cold, so unlike any other feeling, so unique, that it cannot be better described than by saying that it is
the feel of a dead body. This horrible sensation endured for three mortal hours, and not for three hours only, but
for several days afterwards, as the sensation remained as it were inoculated upon the left side of my body.
But to proceed. Although the child was only six months old, it was a big child for its age, and the extinction of
life had rendered it heavier than ever. As I proceeded, I felt the corpse heavier and heavier. My brother told me to
change side and put the corpse on my right shoulder.
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This would certainly have afforded me temporary relief, but I did not take his advice, as the shifting of the
corpse from the left to the right shoulder might have exposed it to the view of people in the streets, and I might
have been seized by the police and put into endless trouble. It was a fortunate thing that no one in the street
perceived the nature of the load I was carrying.
We went on, looking at nobody’s face, and no one asking us any questions. At last we reached the great
burning ghat of Nimtola. Walking inside the walled enclosure, I put the corpse on the ground to my great relief.
*
But this was by no means the end of my troubles. Two dead bodies were at that time under going the process
of cremation. The people engaged in the operation told me that Nimtala was not the place of interring the dead
bodies of infants. Kasi Mitter’s ghat, fully a mile further up the river, was the proper place.
I was petrified with fear; or to use a still more impressive Bengali phrase, my arms and legs went inside my
stomach. What, I thought within myself, shall I have to carry this corpse again another mile, dead, tired as I am—
the whole of my left side being almost deprived of the sense of feeling?
I pled hard before the authorities of the burning ghat, begging them to dispose of the corpse in the very place.
But it was useless. They told me the thing was impossible. I must carry it to Kasi Mitter’s ghat. My brother wept
as usual, and was going to take up the corpse on his own arms in order to relieve me, but I did not allow him to do
it, as he was three years younger than I was and therefore less strong.
I took up the corpse again, and wended on our way to the ghat of Kasi Mitter. My sufferings were more intense
than before. I thought the corpse had become ten times heavier than when I first took it up. But there was a fresh
source of trouble. The road on the strand was covered with stones which had not yet been leveled and smoothed
by the roller, and on which, in fact, no earth had as yet been put. I had to walk upon rough stones and pebbles,
without shoes on my feet, upon stones and pebbles, too, which had become heated by the direct rays of the
tropical sun.
The dead body I thought was becoming heavier and heavier every moment—at any rate, I felt it so. I had read
the Arabian Night Entertainments, and I thought that the Old Man of the Sea had taken possession of me, and was
riding on my shoulders. My sides were becoming callous, and I imagined my own end was approaching. My
sufferings were great; nature could no longer bear me up; I burst into tears. The longest journey, however, has its
end; and we at length reached Kasi Mitter’s ghat, almost dead with fatigue.
*
Misfortune[s], they say, never comes singly; they always come in shoals. Two difficulties stared me in the face
when I reached Kasi Mitter’s ghat. The tide had come up, and the place where the remains of infants are usually
interred was under water. Burying could not, clearly, take place before the waters had ebbed down. The second
difficulty was, that a fee is charged upon every dead body burnt or buried, and the men who bury the: remains of
an infant must get something for their pains; but we had not a single farthing in our pocket, my cousin having
forgotten to furnish us with money.
What was to be done? The men at the ghat told us that if we wanted the remains of the child to be interred, we
must wait till midnight, as the tide had come up only a short time before, and it would take several hours ere it
would begin to go down. They added they might immediately dispose the dead body by simply throwing it far
into the river—a practice not infrequent in those days of which I am speaking.
But then where were the fees to come from? There was only one alternative; and that was, that I should remain
at the ghat beside the dead body, and that my brother should run home for the money, which amounted to about
four shillings.
But this was hardly practicable, as it was now past four o’clock, and before my brother could return to the ghat
it would be night. Besides, my brother—and he was eleven years old—had only a short time before come from
our native village, Talpur, and had scarcely mastered the topography of Calcutta; the probability was, he would
lose his way in threading the labyrinthine streets.
But why could I not go, and he sit beside the dead body? To this proposal I could scarcely reconcile myself, as
my brother was young; and the idea of making a little boy sit of an evening, on the bank of a river, beside a corpse
at a burning ghat, seemed to be cruel and revolting.
What then was to be done?
As I was with the utmost anxiety casting about what to do in order to extricate myself from the terrible
difficulties which had beset me, whom should I meet at that moment at the ghat but a school-fellow of mine. We
had never before spoken to each other, but both of us knew that we attended the General Assembly’s Institution.
He came up to me and asked why I was there. I told him all. To .my unspeakable relief, he told me at once that
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there was no difficulty in the matter, as his father was the toll-gatherer of the ghat. My school-fellow told all to
his father. His father, the good publican—almost as good to me as the good Sumaritan was to the man who was
robbed and wounded by thieves on the way from Jerusalem to Jericho—ordered the men at the ghat to throw the
dead body far into the river, and sent a servant along with us for the fees. I thanked God in my mind for this signal
deliverance, and wended my way homewards with my brother, a wiser, if a sadder, man.
*
As I have spoken so often of my brother in this chapter; the reader will allow me to shed fraternal tear over his
funeral pyre; for he died many years ago, died “ere his prime”.\fn{ From Lycidas by John Milton (lines 23-31)}
For we were nurst upon the self-same hill.
Fed the same flock, by fountain, shade and rill;
Together both, ere the high lawns appeared
Under the opening eyelids of the morn,
We drove afield, and both together heard
What time the gray-fly winds her solitary horn.
Battening our flocks with the fresh dews of night,
Oft till the star that rose at evening, bright.
Towards Heaven’s descent had sloped his westering wheel.

He was a mild, genial, loving nature. He loved me most ardently, and as is the case with all Bengali younger
brothers, revered me highly. He did not receive a good English education; but he had great natural intelligence. To
the tenderness of a woman he added great energy and decision of character. He had much religious feeling,
though he never embraced the Truth. It is one of the regrets of my life that I was not present at his last moments.
He got ill at Talpur, wrote to me to come and see him; but before I could reach the village he had gone into the
eternal world.
14
As I hated Calcutta, I was always glad when there was a long: vacation to enable me to go into the country. I
hated Calcutta for two reasons: first, for its stinks; and secondly, for its mosquitoes. Thanks to the metropolitan
municipality, things now are in a different state. Now, there are no stinks and but few mosquitoes. But thirty-five
years ago, Calcutta was the Paradise—or rather the Gehenna—of stinks and mosquitoes.
Leaving the unsavory subject of stinks, let me sing a little of the mosquitoes. And truly the song of the
mosquitoes constituted in those days the chief music of the “City of Palaces”. In whatever place you stood of an
afternoon, shoals of mosquitoes were always seen about a foot over your head, singing away merrily. If you did
not brush them off, they took it for granted that you liked their music, came to close quarters, and pierced your
ear-drum “with many a winding bout of linked sweetness long drawn out”.\fn{ From L’Allegro by John Milton}
In the country parts mosquitoes are sometimes seen; but those are liliputians compared with the brobdignagian
mosquitoes of Calcutta. An old husbandsman, who often accompanied me in my journeyings from Calcutta to
Talpur and back again from Talpur to Calcutta, used to say that the mosquitoes of Calcuta were like elephants,
that they attacked you while sleeping, and carried you away by main force.
On the day following the commencement of the winter vacation I went down, about the middle of the day, to
Jagannath’s ghat near the Mint, hired a boat, and stowed myself in it with my luggage, accompanied by a Kasid or
guide. The reader will recollect that when I, as a little boy, left Talpur for the first time for Calcutta, I was
accompanied by the Kasid Golka Tell. But that celebrated guide and cicerone had died some years before the time
of which I am now speaking; and others had stepped into his shoes. The kasid patronized by my cousin was one
Ram Pal who, originally a substantial yeoman, had taken to the trade of a kasid after having been ruined by his
zemindar or landlord.
Ram Pal’s house was only a few yards distant from my own in the village; I therefore knew him well—indeed
he often told me that he used to take me upon his arms when I was a baby. He was now about fifty years old, had
a very fair complexion for a Bengali peasant, was below the average height, somewhat stoutish, not very
energetic, not given much to roughing as he had seen better days and slightly bald in his head. As a protector on
the king’s highway against robbers and clubmen, he was of little use; in a scuffle he would be nowhere; and at the
sight of a clubman he would take to his heels.
Nevertheless he had good qualities as a set-off against his want of courage. He was the very personation of
good temper; nothing could ruffle him. He always had a smiling face. You saw from his countenance that he was
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the essence of good nature.
And then, again, what a talker he was! What a capital story-teller! How full of ancedotes regarding every
conceivable character in the village of Talpur! How he beguiled the way as he and I walked mile after mile on the
Grand Trunk Road or over the paddy fields! Such was the guide, philosopher and friend, who went with me into
the boat at Jagannath’s ghat.
We lay at the ghat for a while, waiting for the coming u of the tide from the Bay of Bengal, during which time
Ram Pal was busy making preparations for a smoke in his cocoanut-shell huka. He dipped the huka into the river
and filled it with water; threw away some of the water through the ebony pipe, and adjusted the instrument; took
out some prepared tobacco from his pouch and dealt it out in the earthen cup called kalki and as there was no fire
to be had on board, he brought out his flint and steel and struck out a fire, with which he lighted charcoal, and
went on smoking.
Presently the boat turned, which showed that the tide had just come up; the boatmen, who were sitting at their
oars shouted out “Allah! Allah! Allah!” and we started.
The buildings and trees on both banks of the Hooghly were beautiful to look at. I had books with me, but they
were not opened; I continued gazing the remainder of the day at the pleasant, if somewhat uniform, scenery of the
villages and towns on the banks of the river, Ram Pal giving me the name of every place. The boatmen rowed
merrily, now and then cheering themselves with snatches of songs.
The sun went down, the shades of the night descended on both banks, and on the river itself. Still the boatmen
went on rowing, and they did not stop till the tide had spent all its force, which took place at about eight or nine
o’clock at night, when we anchored. After eating a few sweetmeats which I had brought from Calcutta, I laid
myself down on the bare plank and soon fell asleep! I was, however, every now and then disturbed by Ram Pal
who was an eternal smoker. His smoking merely would not have disturbed me; but the poor fellow had a bad
cough, and whenever he commenced to smoke, his coughing fit came on. And such a coughing fit! It lasted a
minute or two, making a tremendous noise, and waking everybody in the neighborhood.
At about two or three o’clock in the morning, I heard the boatmen shout out “Allah! Allah! Allah!”. I knew that
the tide had again turned in our favor, and we set off. At about six o’clock in the morning, we landed at Treveni,
where our water-journey of thirty miles ends, and where our land-journey of forty miles begins.
The first thing we did on landing was to take a bath in the river which Ram Pal enjoyed more than I, for his
body was not only refreshed, but, as he believed, his soul was cleansed from sin, as the waters of the river at
Treveni are reckoned peculiarly holy. As for me, though I was refreshed in my body, my soul derived no benefit,
as my English education had disheartened me of such superstitious notions.
As it is always customary after bathing to eat something and drink a tumbler of water, I sat on the steps of the
landing place, swallowed a sweetmeat or two, which I had brought from Calcutta, and going to the water’s edge,
had a draught off my hands, for we had no drinking vessels with us. We were now ready for our journey.
The distance between Treveni and Talpur, as the reader knows, it forty miles. We intended to accomplish this
journey in two days; the first day we purposed to travel only sixteen miles as at that distance there was a village in
which lived my aunt, in whose house I wished to put up for the night. Laying down this plan in my mind, I
started, Ram Pal following me with my luggage—which was precious little, consisting of one or two clothes and a
few books—on his head, a thick club in his right hand and his inseparable companion, the huka, in the left hand.
After a walk of about two miles we got upon the Grand Trunk Road which, before the opening of railways,
was the only medium of communication with the western part of the country. We went on and on, sitting now and
then at the roadside inns, I for taking breath, and Ram Pal for smoking. At Punduah which is ten miles from
Trevent and six miles from my aunt’s village, we halted for refreshment. As I expected to dine at my aunt’s we did
not cook here; each of us breakfasted off a half-penny worth of chera, that is, flattened rice, half-penny worth of
curds, and a farthing worth of treacle. By the way, I was making a mistake here; though Ram Pal had the same
quantity of curds and treacle as I had, he took a penny-worth of flattened rice, as he ate a great deal more than I.
My breakfast cost five farthings, and my servant’s seven farthings—altogether three-pence!
Thus refreshed in the inner man, we resumed our journey which now lay, not on the Grand Trunk Road, but on
paddy fields, as my aunt’s village was in the interior. But this circumstance did not put us to the slightest
inconvenience, as the path lay through the middle of the fields, all the paddy having been reaped at the harvest
which had recently taken place. We halted at every mango grove, listening the birds “warbling their native woodnotes wild”, and drank out of every tank in the way.
At last, at about three o’clock in the afternoon, we reached the village of my aunt, who received me, I need not
say, very kindly, asking me a thousand questions, giving me a vessel of water for washing my feet, and then
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bringing out the dinner. As my guide was of a different caste he did not partake of the dinner, but obtained all the
raw materials which he himself cooked. Ram Pal was in his glory, for he got more fish and vegetables than
usually fell to his lot. We remained there that night, and the whole of the next day and night, for my aunt would
not hear of my going away the following morning.
I had almost forgotten to mention that my aunt bathed my feet in hot water as they had become sore with
walking.
As we had before us a journey of twenty-four miles, we got up from bed very early in the morning of the third
day, and having been commended to the protection of Go—or rather of the gods—by my aunt who shed a few
tears at parting, we resumed our walk. We had lost sight of the Grand Trunk Road at Punduah, and never saw it
again, our path lying the whole way through paddy fields, through mango groves, through villages, through
fordable streams.
Being a good walker, I was often ahead of Ram Pal, and had to wait under a tree or on the bank of a rivulet till
he brought up the rear. I felt sometimes annoyed at him for every now and then sitting at the village shops in the
way to smoke; but I could hardly give vent to my displeasure, as his somewhat comical looks and droll
expressions quite disarmed me. At about two o’clock in the afternoon we reached a village which was exactly
eight miles distant from Talpur. I said to my guide,
“Now, Ram Pal, you must not sit long in this village; it is now two o’clock and there is before us a journey of
eight miles”. On which Ram Pal the philosopher that he was coolly replied,
“Why, do you think of going home today?” I rejoined.
“What do you mean, Ram Pal? Do you mean to stay tonight in this village?” Ram Pal answered,
“What else can we do? You see, the sun is fast going down; night will overtake us before we can do four miles,
And if we are benighted, who knows what will happen to us? Have you not heard that yonder plain, six miles
long, has an ill-fame? Travellers have not only been robbed but murdered. I have heard of a great many cases. I
am old and you are young. I have more experience of these things than you have, though you can read and write
English. Besides, you have been entrusted to my charge by your cousin. How can I be foolhardy as to risk your
life? Let us remain in this village tonight; let us cook here, eat and drink, and enjoy a refreshing sleep; and early
tomorrow morning before crow-cawing we shall set out and do the eight miles before breakfast.” As my guide,
philosopher and friend spoke with authority, there was nothing for it but to yield; only I said,
“But Ram Pal, where are we to stop tonight in this village? I have not heard that there is any inn here.”
“Leave that to me,” answered Ram Pal, “it is true there are no inns in this village; but I have an acquintance
here, a ploughman; I am sure he will allow us to sleep under the eaves of his thatch. I will take you to his hut
immediately; but before going there, let us buy in this bazaar the things for cooking”.
As Ram Pal was determined to have a good dinner—or breakfast you may call it, for since early dawn we have
had no substantial meal, excepting a few knick-knacks in the village shops—we invested upon its materials a
considerable sum. For the benefit of English vegetarians—though, properly speaking, Bengalis are not strict
vegetarians, for they luxuriate on fish—I append here a list of the delectable things with the prices annexed:
Rice .
.
.
.
.
.
. ……2
Pulse .
.
.
.
.
.
. ……½
Fish
.
.
.
.
.
.
. ……1
Brinjal .
.
.
.
.
.
. ……¼
Mustard oil
.
.
.
.
.
. ……½
Clarified butter .
.
.
.
.
. ……¼
Salt
.
.
.
.
.
.
. ……¼
Two cooking pots
.
.
.
.
. ……1
Tumeric, pepper corns, cumin-seed, chili, Laurus cassia . … … ¼
Betel leaf
.
.
.
.
.
. ……¼
Areca-nut, catechu, lime, coriander-seed .
.
. ……¼
Fuel
.
.
.
.
.
.
. ……¼
Tamarined
.
.
.
.
.
. ……¼
TOTAL .
.
.
.
.
. ……7
Loaded with these materials of a feast, Ram Pal and I went to his friend the ploughman’s, who very civilly
offered us the use of the verandah of his hut where there was a[n] oven for cooking. As Ram Pal and I belonged
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to different castes, we ought to have cooked separately, but I ignored for the nonce the distinctions of caste, and
told my guide to cook it all for himself and me; besides, I knew nothing of cooking.
Ram Pal commenced operations vigorously—for he was very energetic when cooking was concerned—and
before sundown the dinner was—I was going to say, on the table, but that is not the proper expression, for
Bengalis use no tables—on the floor.
I well remember that, while Ram Pal was engaged in cooking, I sat on a reed-mat about two yards’ distance
from him, and began reading Gibbon’s Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire, the whole of which History I had
with me at that time in four volumes, having borrowed it from one of my missionary professors. In those days I
was quite charmed with Gibbon’s magnificent History; his rolling periods, the dignity and majesty of his style and
his superb eloquence, completely fascinated me; and though advancing years have given me a severer and more
simple taste, even now I can hardly read a page of Gibbon without a thrill of pleasure.
From the sublime to the ridiculous there is but a single step; and I turned from the glowing pages of Gibbon .to
the hot dinner which Ram Pal laid out before me. The dinner which was served upon plantain leaves, cut down
from some of those trees growing near the hut, did credit to my guide’s skill and ingenuity. We had, in the first
place, boiled rice; in the second place, dal made of the pulse cytisis cajan, which was rendered delicious by the
spices and a farthing worth of clarified butter; in the third place, we had fish curry with brinjal; and in the fourth
place, we had fish cooked with tamarind.
After dinner we chewed betel-leaf together with areca-nut, lime, catechu, coriander seed. We had enough and
to spare. The rice that remained after we had eaten was thrown to a dog which was watching us from a distance as
we were eating. And all this for seven pence!
The dinner over, we lay down on reed-mats and enjoyed as refreshing a sleep as the happiest in the land. Early
next morning we started long before sunrise, and reached Talpur at the time when the women of the village were
coming to the tanks for their morning ablutions.
15
During those years in which I was in the higher forms of the General Assembly’s Institution, every Saturday
used to be a gala day. European ladies and gentlemen visited the Institution, went through all the classes—which
were about twenty in number, fifteen, or sixteen in the School Department and four in the College, containing in
all upwards of one thousand boys—and subjected the students of the College Department, all assembled in the
Lecture-room, to a viva voce examination on all the branches of their study. As every Saturday there were
different visitors, the students had the privilege of seeing not only all the notabilities of Calcutta, but of all those
European gentlemen who passed through that city to other parts of India and who felt themselves interested in the
spread of either sound education or Christianity among the people of Bengal.
There used sometimes to be amongst the visitors members of the Supreme Council, secretaries to Government
in the various departments, military men, civilians of all grades, barristers, doctors, clergymen including
Government chaplains and missionaries of all denominations, captains of ships—and the name of visitors from
the mercantile community of Calcutta was legion, for they were many. I do not mean to say that all the visitors
examined the students, though the examinations were generally led off by the Missionary Professors, some of the
visitors were sure to take part in them; and occasionally a lady put to the students questions on history, philosophy
and theology.
I must give to the reader some idea of these Saturday examinations. We all of us, I mean the students of the
College department, were marched off from our respective classes to the Lecture-room, where we took our seats
in .the gallery. In front of the gallery there was a long table, round three sides of which the visitors were seated in
chairs along with the Missionary Professors. After all the visitors had taken their seats, the Principal of the
Institution brought the “routine” of the studies of the boys, named some of the subjects aloud, and asked the
visitors to begin the examination with any subject they chose.
Generally the visitors would decline beginning the examinations; but sometimes some one of them would
comply with the request. Suppose the first subject selected for examination is English literature. The examining
visitor is then requested to select for examination any passage in the Paradise Lost, or in the Night Thoughts, or in
the Advancement of Learning or Bacon’s Essays—Shakespeare not being used in those days for obvious reasons
as a class book in the Institution. A student reads aloud the passage selected. He is then asked to explain the
passage in his own words, and is then subjected to close grammatical, philological and critical examination by the
whole party of visitors—the questions being answered not only by the student who had read the passage but by
anyone seated in the gallery.
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Suppose the next subject is Mathematics. The blackboard is then had in requisition, and some ill-starred
student is posed with a difficult exercise in spherical Trigonometry, or the Conic Sections or the Differential
Calculus. Physics may then be on the tapis, and a hundred questions are asked on Mechanics, Hydrostatics,
Pneumatics, Astronomy, Geology, and all the -ologies; perhaps the use of the sextant is required to be explained;
or a model steam engine is brought into the room, and a student is made to expound the discoveries of James
Watt.
History is next attacked, and the annals of Greece, Rome, India and England, pass rapidly in review. Then
follow in quick succession, Logic with its dictum de omni et nullo, and Barbara, Celarent. Darii, Feno, and the
rest of the barbarous nomenclature; Rhetoric, with the canons of Quintillian and the comments of Whately; and
Scotch Metaphysics with the cobweb speculations of Hutcheson, Hume, Reid, Dugald Stewart and Brown. The
whole is then wound up with questions on the Holy Scriptures and Theology.
Though these examinations were almost always satisfactory, all the questions put being answered by the
students, we were sometimes fairly floored. I remember one Saturday there was amongst the visitors a young
clerical gentleman who was, we were afterwards told, a chaplain on the Indian Ecclesiastical Establishment. He
had just come out, and was evidently fresh from Cambridge. When the mathematical knowledge of the students
was to be tested, the Principal as usual asked the visitors to put any questions on the higher mathematics. On this
the young clergyman got up and proposed a question from the Mechanique Celeste, which then formed a part of
the mathematical course of the highest class.
One pupil went to the blackboard and bravely went on for some time, but he was soon entangled in a wood of
error, and had to give up. A second went and met with similar success. Pupil after pupil went to the blackboard,
but, though lustily cheered by the Principal and the Mathematical Professor, they all ignominiously failed. All this
time the young clergyman quietly sat in his chair, a faint smile playing on his lips.
At last. Our own Mathematical Professor came to our rescue, and the question was solved not so much by us as
by the Professor. We long remembered this young chaplain.
These Saturday examinations did, I think, a great deal of good; they made many influential European
gentlemen take interest in the education of Indian youth, and they also greatly encouraged .the students.
Moreover, we often benefited by the remarks sometimes made by the visitors. I have a vivid recollection of the
visit which the late Dr. Wise, at that time Secretary to the Council of Education, paid to the Institute. As usual we
were all taken into the Lecture-room, and examined on most of the subjects of our studies. After a very strict and'
searching examination which lasted over three hours, Dr. Wise at the request of the Principal made a short speech,
in the course of which, though giving us credit for possessing a larger amount of knowledge on all sorts of
subjects than the pupils of Government Colleges, he remarked that they had a more correct English accent, and
expressed themselves in better English than we.
I do not know what influence this statement excited on my fellow students; but it produced a deep impression
on me, and I remember I took the earliest opportunity not only to procure a copy of Walker’s Pronouncing
Dictionary and look up every word of the pronunciation of which I was doubtful, but also forthwith began
diligently to study the Spectator with a view to improve my English.
Now that I am on the subject of visitors, I may here speak of a visit to the Institution paid, though not on a
Saturday, by one of the best and greatest men whom England ever sent to India. One afternoon about three
o’clock as I was standing on the steps of the door of the Institution—it had then removed from Cornwallis Square
to Mathura Sen’s house at Nimtala Street—a carriage drove up from which alighted a tallish gentleman of slender
frame and somewhat pale. He asked me whether Dr. Duff was in the Institution. I said,
“No, he went away home at one o’clock.” He stood silent for a few seconds and then again asked,
“Where does Dr. Duff live? Is it far from here?” I replied,
“He lives at Cornwallis Square: it is about a mile from here.” He stood again silent for a few seconds and
asked
“Who is in the Institution now?” I rejoined,
“Dr. Ewart is here now.”
“Where is he? Can you take me to his room?”
He went up the stairs, I following him. I took him to the classroom of Dr. Ewart, to whom the stranger bowed,
and expressed his desire to see the Institution and go round all the classes. Dr. Ewart, without asking the name of
the stranger, took him round all the classes, stopping at some and putting a few questions. After going round the
classes, the stranger requested Dr. Ewart kindly to send one of the school servants to take him to Dr. Duff’s house;
and before leaving he said his name was Henry Lawrence. Dr. Ewart was agreeably surprised at the discovery and
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heartily shook him by the hand. Sir Henry Lawrence then drove on to Dr. Duff’s house.
This happened, if my memory does not deceive me, not many months before that terrible outbreak in which
that gallant soldier, sagacious statesman and devoted Christian, lost his valuable life.
16
I described in a foregoing chapter the manner in which I usually journeyed from Calcutta to Talpur at the
commencement of my winter vacations, it now remains to inform the reader how I generally spent those
vocations; and in order to do this I think it best to detail the operations of one day from the time I got up from bed
to the moment of going to bed.
Before I began to learn English it was my invariable practice, on being restored to consciousness in bed early
in the morning, to invoke the names of some of the gods as, like all orthodox Hindus, I thought it an auspicious
circumstance to begin the day with prayer. But English education had taken away all faith in the gods and
goddesses of the Hindu pantheon—and I had not then embraced any other faith. On recovering my consciousness,
therefore, instead of engaging in any prayer or invocation, I immediately got up from bed, and began washing my
eyes and mouth.
By the way, this practice, universally adopted by the people of India, of washing the mouth and eyes
immediately on getting up from bed, seems to me a very good one from a sanitary point of view. I have seen
many Europeans in India washing neither mouth nor eyes on rising from bed. In England, where it is very cold,
the practice is unnecessary, because uncomfortable; but in a tropical country like India, it may be adopted with
advantage by Europeans, as it keeps the eyes cool and takes away bad breath: the advantage would be still greater
if, in addition to this morning ablution, the eyes were washed at night before going to bed.
But to proceed with the narrative: after washing my mouth and eyes I went out to the outskirts of the village
for a stroll. O, how I enjoyed those strolls in the prime hour of “incense-breathing morn!” The sun is not up yet,
but the glowing east behind yon mango tope heralds his speedy approach. The grass is yet studded with pearly
dew, and gives out a fresh and peculiar fragrance. That umbrageous and beautiful vakula tree, on the branches of
which hundreds of birds found shelter last night, is not yet emptied of all its feathery lodgers; they are now flying
away, sometimes singly and each pair by itself, but oftener in bevies.
All nature seems fresh as if just awakened from repose. What pomp of vegetation is here displayed! The
gigantic vata with its smooth foliage and its crimson berry, the stately aswatha around which cluster a thousand
associations, the sturdy tamarind tree remarkable alike for its strength and its beneficence to man, the graceful
kadamba with its beautiful flower, diffusing fragrance all around, and the tall palmyra towering over all with its
tufted crown—all this presents a scene of fascination which it is impossible to describe.
From this communion of nature I returned home to commune with the spirits of the illustrious dead as they are
enshrined in their immortal works. As the morning was the only time when I was alone, I devoted it to reading,
though every now and then a visitor would drop in and smoke a whiff; but morning callers never remained long,
and so I had the whole time to self. I usually studied three hours in the morning, say from seven to ten o’clock.
And this was all the reading I had within twenty four hours; for the remaining hours of the day and night were, as
the reader will see, spent in other occupations—though occasionally I contrived to skulk away from company of
an afternoon for an hour to enjoy an English poet or historian in a thicket close to my house, or under some widespreading mango tree by the side of a tank surrounded with high embankments.
The reading over, at about ten o’clock I went to bathe in some large and deep tank in the outskirts of the
village. At the bathing ghat at that hour I was never alone. There was always company, both of old and young
persons. Some sitting on the flights of steps were rubbing and scrubbing their bodies; others were standing in
water which came up to their chin; others were swimming about and making sundry strategic movements in the
water; others were standing knee-deep in water, inaudibly repeating their prayers and counting their fingers,
instead of beads, their arms being covered by their bathing towel; while others still, usually Brahmans, sitting on
the steps at the water’s edge, rent the air with their boisterous orisons. The bathing, including the journey to and
from the tank, never took less than an hour—it usually took an hour and half.
Breakfast, or the principal morning meal, did not immediately follow the ablutions. I had what may be called
chhota hazri consisting of a few sweetmeats and occasionally a fruit or two. After dispatching the sweetmeats I
went from the zenana to the baithak-khana, and there sat in state. Visitors began now to drop in who always took
out the chess-boards, if board that might be called which was nothing but a sheet of thick paper. Two began to
play, and the rest of the company assisted the opposing sides; but if the company were very numerous, as was not
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infrequently the case, two chess-boards were had in requisition. I envy not the man who can look upon a chessboard without emotion; it is altogether a princely game, “a perfect emblem of the game of state”. So the poet
sings:\fn{Part of a poem celebrating chess by a “Mr. Craig” ( the whole of which is in Games and Amusements, Ancient and
Modern, Horatio Smith Esq., New York, Harper & Brothers, 1847, pp. 274-275)}
A monarch strongly guarded here we view
By his own consort and his clergy too;
Next those, two knights their royal sire attend,
And two steep rocks are planted at each end;
To clear the way before this courtly throng,
Eight pawns as private soldiers march along;
Enfans Perdus! like heroes stout and brave
Risk their own lives the sovereign to save:
All in their progress forming a complete
And perfect emblem of the game of state.

I regret I cannot say I was at any time a good player, but I enjoyed it very much when played by others. It was
amusing to see the complete abstraction of mind it produced in those who were engaged in the game. As the play
commenced soon after bathing and before the principal meal of the day the combatants were not infrequently
disturbed by their sons coming into the room and announcing that breakfast was ready. The announcement had to
be repeated a score of times before it could be attended to; and very often after the announcement had been made
for the twentieth time, the player would say,
“Breakfast is ready, breakfast is ready—here is the check-mate!”
The call of hunger, however, is more imperative than the call of pleasure; the chess-paper was folded up, the
pieces were put into bag, and the whole company broke up, and each one went to his house for breakfast at about
one o’clock in the afternoon.
The second sederunt\fn{Prolonged session} took place immediately after breakfast or dinner, whatever you may
choose to call it. Scarcely had I finished my meal in the zenana when, in the act of chewing the grateful paan, I
went to the baithak-khana, and found already on the field some one or two or more of combatants, sitting crosslegged on the long mat, and chewing paan and smoking the peaceful huka. They had finished their dinner, and
had come for another game. Gradually they all made their appearance, and there were others too who had not
come in the middle of the day.
There is a great deal of talk on village politics and on all subjects under the sun; the jaws of everyone are in
perpetual motion, chewing the fragrant paan; several hukas are in a blaze, and volumes of wreathed smoke are
issuing from every mouth as from an active volcano. The games begin again. Before dinner the “game of state”
only was played; now to it is added the game of pasha or dice. Both games go on at the same time. There is
usually perfect silence at the chess-board; but the pasha-board is a scene of animation. Every now and then you
hear from stentorian throats the word, “Kache baro! Poa bora!” and not infrequently there is between the
opposing combatants a good deal of angry altercation and violent gesticulation.
The clock strikes two, three, four, five—still the games go on, and the players do not desist till it gets almost
dark. We then all go in company for a stroll to the outskirts of the village, and then return to our respective homes
only for a few minutes for munching a sweetmeat or two and swallowing a tumbler of water. The mastication and
deglutition over, we all again drop into the baithak-khana, chew paan, and smoke the eternal huka. The room is of
course lit up; and some of the party favors us with songs with the accompaniment of the tabla.
The singing over, we take to cards, not with a view to gamble, but merely for pleasure. The chess and the
pasha are for the day, the cards rule the night. There is great excitement. Many fives and sixes are hoisted up; and
in consequence there is much humiliation on one side, and much jubilation on the other. We play far into the
night, and do not go to our homes till it is about eleven o’clock, when we discuss a very substantial dinner or
supper, chew paan, enjoy a. whiff or two of the huka, jump into bed, and fall asleep before. the paan is pulverized
by our ever-working jaws.
Such is the manner in which I spent my winter vacations.
17
What the feast of the Passover was to the ancient Jews, what: Christmas is to some sects of Christians, what
the Mohurrum is to half the Muhammadan population of the world, that the Durga puja is—I do not say to the
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Hindus of all India, for the Hindus of northern, central, southern and western India do not care much for the tenhanded goddess—but to the Hindus of Bengal. It is the greatest festival in the country. It is the season of high
religious excitement, of social reunions, of gorgeous dresses, of much buying and selling, singing and dancing,
feasting and merry-making. It is the season of universal festivity; the rich and the poor, the high and the low, the
raja and the raiyat, the Brahman and the Chandal, alike welcoming it with exultant hearts. The ten-handed
goddess, though by no means “so bucksome, blithe, and debonair” as Milton’s Euphrosyne the Hindu of Bengal
may well address in the language of the poet:
Haste thee, Nymph, and bring with thee
Jest and youthful Jollity,
Quips, and Cranks, and wanton Wills.
Nods and Becks, and wreathed Smiles
Such as hang on Hebe’s cheek
And love to live in dimple sleek,
Sport that wrinkled Care derides,
And Laughter holding both his sides.

for her day is the gala-day of the millions of the Hindu population, the annual jubilee of Bengal. Every other puja
is the puja of this god or of that goddess; but the Durga puja is the puja, the great puja, the puja of pujas.
Fully one month before the Durga puja in what a flutter are the Hindu population of Bengal!
“The puja is near,” is in everybody’s mouth.
What preparations are made! What activity is displayed! What amount of business transacted! Every Hindu
tradesman sits up late, casting accounts, and sending out bills for payment. The calls are incessant and
peremptory: there is no taking denial or brooking delay, for “the puja is approaching”. Through the rest of the
year he has been remiss in his calls upon his debtors, but he must realize all his money now, as the puja is
approaching. In the bazaars and streets of Calcutta there goes on an infinite deal of buying and selling. The clothshops of Burra Bazaar are in a state of regular siege all the day and some hours of the night, for every Hindu,
whether rich or poor, must put on new clothes during the puja; the shoemakers of Lal Bazaar and Mechua Bazaar
find it difficult to make the supply equal to the demand, for the throng of customers is endless; the sale of malas
—garlands of beads for the neck—and of ghunshis—silk or cotton bands for the waist—is prodigious; while the
confectioners of Burra Bazaar and Nutan Bazaar are busy laying in stores in the shape of sugar and clarified
butter and giving earnest money to milkmen, against the great puja when mountain-loads of sweetmeats are
expected to be consumed.
There are hardly any tradesmen and artisans who are not unusually active, and who do not expect large profits.
In the villages, usually so quiet, there is excitement too. The rich people are whitewashing their houses. The
women of the poorer classes are rubbing and scrubbing their huts, and displaying their ingenuity in confectionery.
The houses, in which the image of the goddess will be worshipped, resound day and night with the din of
preparation; and groups of little boys and girls may be seen any hour of the day, watching the carpenters engaged
in molding or fashioning or painting the idol.
During the three days in which the goddess is worshipped there is hardly a village in Bengal where the sound
of the tom-tom is not heard. The people are dressed in—I was going to say—their Sunday’s best, everyone almost
putting on new dhoti, new chador and new shoes. Groups of men, women and children may be seen going about
the streets any hour of the day and of the night—in the day, to make obeisance to the goddess, and in the night to
see dramatic representations and to listen to songs. All work throughout the country has been suspended. There is
no blazing fire in the smithy; the carpenter has tied up his tools in his bag; the shoemaker is not busy with his last;
neither is the shuttle of the weaver in motion: all have shut up shop, except the confectioner, who is now busier
than in any other part of the year, and whose oven, ablaze all day and night, testifies to the industry with which he
is manufacturing various sorts of sweetmeats. The whole nation has given up work, and has risen up to play.
The fourth day of the puja, the day in which Durga finds a watery grave, is the gayest of all. The streets of
every village and town are filled with processions; the Hindu world and his wife are out sight-seeing; the images,
borne on the shoulders of bearers, are paraded about; the tom-toms are giving out their harsh dissonance with a
vengeance; loud shouts of exultation are ever and anon heard; shows and pantomimic exhibitions are everywhere
calling forth peals of laughter; and the gaiety ends only at nightfall when mother Durga is fairly pitched into the
river and rifled of her tinsel.
From the river or the village-tank they all return to their homes, and then follows a ceremony which, though
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connected with superstition, must be regarded as one of the most amiable institutions in the land. The whole
population embrace one another, the males embracing the males, and the females embracing the females. The
father embraces the son, the uncle his nephew, the brother the brother, and all distant relations, even cousins of the
fortieth remove, clasp one another’s arms, touch shoulder to shoulder, join hands and do obeisance. The moral of
the custom is, that envy, hatred, malice and all uncharitableness are laid aside, and give place to good-will, charity
and brotherly kindness.
This is the bright side of the Durga puja; turn we now to the other side of the shield.
The universal adoration of Durga by the Hindu population of Bengal must be regarded by every rightly
constituted mind as national apostasy, as rebellion against the moral Governor of the universe, the King of kings
and Lord of lords. It is a pitiful prostitution of those noble powers with which God has endowed man, and it must
be the saddest of spectacles to see a whole nation “changing the glory of the incorruptible God into an image
made like to corruptible man,” and “worshipping and serving the creature more than the Creator who is blessed
forever.” There are at present not a few educated Bengalis who mourn over the degradation of their country; and I
cannot but think that the chief cause of that degradation is the universal practice of idolatry, which is treason
against the Sovereign Ruler of the universe. The blessing of the Almighty cannot rest upon a nation which is
guilty of so “foul a revolt”. The invariable attendants of idolatry, namely, immorality, looseness of manners, evil
communications, and dissipation, are met with in connection with the Durga puja. The filthiest songs are sung in
the streets and in houses before boys and chaste maidens; the consequence is a general relaxation of manners, and
a depravation of the sanctities of life.
The above serious view I did not entertain in those days when, as a mere school boy, I left Calcutta at every
puja season for my native village. I then liked the puja, not on account either of its rites of adoration or of its
scenes of dissipation, but on account of its festivities, its new clothes, its new shoes, and sweetmeats. I generally
left Calcutta on the fourth day of the moon, that is to say, three days before the commencement of the puja. On
this occasion, however, unlike other times, I did not travel alone. As all the natives of Talpur who did business in
Calcutta went home in bands, I accompanied one of them.
The excitement was always great. Most of them had not seen their wives and children for a whole twelve
month. They had been toiling and moiling for a whole year, and had scraped together their savings, which they
were now going to spend in their homes. They were carrying with them the finest saris their means could afford
for their wives, little saris for their daughters, and dhotis and shoes for their sons, and Calcutta delicacies for all.
They were going by forced marches, traveling not only in the day but also some hours of the night; indeed, they
ran as on “feathered feet,” for they were impatient to reach their homes.
Great was our joy when we stood under the paternal roof-tree. All the members of the family—and Hindu
families are usually large—who had been scattered in different parts of the country, had all returned from their
wanderings; the old familiar faces appeared again; the greetings were warm and cheerfulness beamed from every
countenance. The three days of the puja, properly so-called, were spent in looking at the idols in different houses,
in estimating the art displayed in the formation and painting of each, in listening to songs, and in witnessing those
wretched dramatic representations called yatras.
In the evening of the fourth and last day, after the idols had been thrown into the tanks, 1 embraced my nearest
relatives in the house and taking a servant with a lantern in his hand to illuminate my path, I paid a round of visits
to all my distant relations living in the village. I went to every house, and embraced everyone. At every house I
had, whether I wished it or not, to swallow a sweetmeat or two, for my relatives would take no denials and as,
after visiting a dozen houses or so, I could not, through sheer repletion, swallow any more, my kind relations used
to tie up sweetmeats in my handkerchief, so that I returned home with two loads of sweetmeats, the one subjective
and the other objective.
The festivities of the fourth day are closed with each one drinking a solution in water of sidhi or powdered
hemp-leaf. As the solution is very thin, it scarcely produces any intoxication—its only effect being to produce an
irresistible tendency to inordinate laughter. Once in my life, some of my friends made me swallow a somewhat
stronger solution than is usually drunk on such occasions, and I well remember the peals of ringing laughter or
rather guffaw which I involuntarily gave out. I recollect also another effect which it produced in me, namely,
deafness, which was so complete that I could scarcely hear a word uttered so near me that the speaker’s lips
almost touched my ear, I should not like, however, to make the experiment again.
18
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As the chief object of the General Assembly’s Institution was to convert the students to Christianity, the course
of studies pursued in it was thoroughly saturated with the spirit of that religion from the lowest to the highest
class. The very first primer that was put into the hands of a boy learning the English alphabet, contained some of
the facts and doctrines of the Christian religion; and the course of studies was so regulated that his knowledge of
Christianity increased in the same ratio with his knowledge of English; and it thus happened that the Hindu
students of the fourth year College class of the General Assembly’s Institution had often as systematic a
knowledge of Christian theology as some curates in the country parishes of England.
This was the case before the establishment of the Calcutta University, which institution, it must be confessed,
has greatly affected all missionary colleges. As missionaries prepare their students for the degrees of the
University, they are obliged to adopt the curriculum of studies prescribed by that learned body; they have,
therefore, at present less time for the Christian and theological training of their pupils than before.
The state of things was different, however, in the pre-University days of which I am speaking at present. The
students were in those days thoroughly grounded in a course of Natural Theology, a course on the Evidences of
Christianity, a course of systematic Theology, a short course of Ecclesiastical History, besides a course of
Lectures on the whole of the Holy Scriptures from the book of Genesis to the book of Revelation. In addition to
these Christian appliances in the classroom, public Lectures were delivered by the professors to the students on
Sunday evenings. Of those Lectures I purpose to speak in this chapter.
Before the Lecture-room, properly so-called, which was on the southern side of the Institution—I refer of
course to the building at Cornwallis square—was fitted up with a gallery, the Sunday Lectures were delivered in
the room which occupies the north-eastern corner of the house. On weekdays the room was used as a classroom,
and on Sundays it was converted into a Church. There was on the north side a modest pulpit, in front of which
there were rows of benches for the audience. As the Lectures were delivered at night, the room was lighted by
means of wall shades.\fn{Wall sconces:H} In the cold season the Lectures commenced at six o’clock and during the
rest of the year at seven. No psalms or hymns were sung.
The service commenced with reading a chapter of the Bible; prayer followed; the sermon or the address, which
lasted at least one hour, came next; and the service closed with another prayer. As the object of these Lectures was
to enforce the lessons imparted in the classroom during the weekdays, the congregation was composed chiefly of
the students of the college class; the public, however, was not excluded, and almost every Sunday evening a good
number of outsiders was present. At the close of the service, the Lecturer often asked the audience whether they
had any remarks to make on the subject brought before them. The students seldom made any remarks; but some
of the outside public not infrequently brought objections against the doctrines preached; and when this was done,
the discussion lasted one hour and sometimes two hours.
These Sunday Lectures were begun, I think, in the year 1838 when Dr. Duff was away in Scotland, and shortly
after the arrival in the country of the Rev. John Macdonald who has since gone to his reward. The Lectures
created a good deal of interest both among the students and the outside public from the day of their institution; but
the interest was greatly enhanced after Dr. Duff’s return from Scotland, as a great many outsiders were attracted
to the Lecture-room by the eloquence of that great missionary.
And in truth that little room in the north-eastern corner of the General Assembly’s Institution at Cornwallis
Square witnessed the delivery of more eloquent sermons and more powerful preaching than could be heard in
those days, I do not hesitate to say, in any Church or cathedral in all India. There was Dr. Duff with impassioned
preaching, presenting Christian truth both in its philosophical and in its practical aspect, and enforcing the truth
home to the heart and to the conscience in tones of thunder. There was Dr. Mackay with his “still small voice,”
full of pathos and reverence, setting forth in eloquent and graceful English the riches of divine truth. There was
Dr. Ewart, perhaps not so gifted as the other two, but more affectionate in his mode of presenting truth, dwelling
chiefly on the evidences of the Christian religion, and endeavoring most patiently and sympathizingly to
commend that religion to the understandings of his hearers. There was John Macdonald, with his ministerial
experience acquired in London, unfolding the treasures of divine grace, of which he never tired to speak, in a
stream of simple and impressive eloquence. And, last not least, there was Dr. Thomas Smith, powerful in
exhortation, and fervid in his appeals to awaken the heart and to quicken the conscience.
When it is remembered that one or other of these men, mighty in the Scriptures and eloquent in expounding
them, preached from Sunday to Sunday, I shall not be suspected of exaggeration, when I say that there was in
those days better preaching, in the little room of the General Assembly’s Institution, than perhaps in any
ecclesiastical edifice in India. All the missionaries preached extemporaneously, with the exception of Dr. Mackay
who always read carefully written sermons.
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During the time I attended these Lectures, the discussions at the close of the sermon were generally led off by
an old Brahman, a disciple of the late Raja Ram Mohan Raya. He was about fifty years old, short in stature and
thickest, with a pair of singularly bright eyes which gleamed with intelligence. He spoke English with wonderful
rapidity though not accurately. He had evidently studied the whole of the Bible, was thoroughly versed in the
Hindu sastras in which he had no faith. and was not unacquainted with the Qur’an. He had, like his master Ram
Mohan Raya, great reverence for Christ whom he represented to have been a perfect, ideal man, and was more a
Unitarian than Brahmo of the present day; indeed his religious opinions coincided with those of Dr. Channing of
America, of whose writings he was a diligent reader.
Almost every Sunday evening at the close of the Lectures he brought some objection or other against the
doctrine preached. On one occasion, I remember, the discussion between this champion of Unitarianism and Dr.
Duff lasted till 11 o’clock at night—the latter meeting with his usual felicity the thousand and one objections
ingeniously and acutely brought forward by the former.
But the most interesting and sometimes the most amusing discussions were the passages at arms between this
redoubtable logician and the Rev. John Macdonald. Possessed of a clear and cool brain, of the easiest temper in
the world, and of considerable humor, Mr. Macdonald united great logical power to the patience of a Job. He also
evidently believed that ridicule is sometimes the test of truth, and not infrequently there was a good deal of
laughter amongst the audience at the expense of the champion of infidelity. In justice to Mr. Macdonald, however,
I should remark, that no minister in the pulpit was more solemn than he; it was only in the discussions which
followed the sermon that he indulged in a little pleasantry in order, I suppose, to complete the defeat of his
theological opponent.
Of these Lectures I was most regular listener. I seldom missed any of them unless severe indisposition kept me
confined to my house. If I am asked, what led me to attend these Lectures so regularly, I do not know that I can
give a satisfactory answer. Though I was at that time of an enquiring disposition, I can hardly say that the pure
spirit of religious enquiry impelled me to attend those Lectures. Was it then the simple desire of hearing eloquent
discourses—and I have always agreed with Milton who says that “song charms the sense but eloquence the soul”?
No, not that either, for religion had something to do with my attendance, though not exclusively. Was it then the
desire of spending an evening agreeably? Well, that might have been one of my objects, but not the only or even
the chief one. Whatever the reason was, I always attended the Lectures, because I found they did my heart good
and improved my intellect.
The Lectures used to begin either at 6 or 7 o’clock in the evening of every Sunday, but I used to go to the
Institution usually about 2 or 3 o’clock in the afternoon. The intervening hours I spent with the converts who, few
in number, resided in the house of the superintending missionary on the premises- of the Institution. With two of
the converts since dead, Mahendra Lal Basak and Kailas Chandra Mukerjea, I was intimate. In the course of these
Recollections I shall have perhaps occasion to speak at length of these friends, but now that I have mentioned
their names I cannot refrain from saying a word about them.
Mahendra was decidedly the most intellectual Bengali that I have ever seen. Whatever subject he applied his
mind to, he mastered. He was great in literature, great in mathematics, great in metaphysics. When the Honorable
Mr. Amos, the legal member of the Governor-General’s Council, offered a Prize for the best knowledge of
mathematics to be competed for by the students of all the schools and colleges of Calcutta, Mahendra carried it
off. When Dr. Duff was delivering a course of Lectures on metaphysics which created no little public interest,
Mahendra sent anonymous letters to the Lecturer in which he combated some of his views with an acuteness and
ingenuity characteristic only of a highly philosophical mind. Mahendra was in truth, in the highest sense of the
word, an original thinker. Indeed, he was the only person I have seen in my life—and it has been pretty long now
—who deserves the name of a man of genius. If he had not been prematurely cut off, he would doubtless have
been one of India’s greatest sons.
The other convert, Kailas Chandra Mukerjea, had none of the intellectual greatness of his comrade—indeed his
talents were very humble. But he was morally great, he was most loveable of human beings. He was the meekest,
gentlest, most unassuming, most affectionate of men. I never saw him but I thought that I saw before me a perfect
Nathanael “in whom there was no guile”.
They were both prematurely cut off. They were pleasant in their lives, and in their death they were not divided;
for they both went to their reward within a few weeks of each other. Their life here below was short but sweet.
Such were the two friends in whose company I spent the Sunday afternoons. Kallas was not all the time with us;
but Mahendra and I sat together from 2 or 3 to 6 or 7 o’clock in the evening, talking and reading to each other. I
was generally the reader, and Mahendra listener. And there he sat in a corner of the room for hours with his eyes
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shut, and his mind completely absorbed. If he failed to catch the sense of any passage read, he would call out,
“Brother, read that passage over again.”
We read of course religious books, as Mahendra being a Christian and a Presbyterian would not read anything
else on Sundays. In this way, he and I went through the Paradise Lost, the Paradise Regained, Young’s Night
Thoughts, Pollock’s Course of Time, Gramane’s Sabbath, and several volumes of sermons by distinguished
English and Scotch divines. Our readings were interrupted only by the sound of the bell announcing the
commencement of the Lecture. When the Lecture and the discussions were over, I returned home.
19
As I am drawing near the close of these recollections of my school life, I think it desirable to say something of
those gentlemen to whom I am indebted for the unfolding of my intellectual and moral being. Next to my father
and mother who brought me into the world, and who nourished and cherished me during the helpless age of
infancy, 1 am indebted, for the development of my mind and the formation of my character, to five missionary
fathers, the Rev. Alexander Duff, D.D., L.L.D., the Rev. William Sinclair Mackay, D.D., the Rev. David Ewart,
D.D., the Rev. John Macdonald, M.A., and the Rev. Thomas Smith, D.O., all of whom were originally
missionaries of the Established Church of Scotland, but all of whom at the Disruption joined the Free Church of
Scotland.\fn{The Disruption of 1843 was a schism within the established Church of Scotland, in which 450 evangelical ministers of the
Church broke away, over the issue of the Church’s relationship with the State, to form the Free Church of Scotland. It came at the end of a
bitter conflict within the established Church, and had huge effects not only within the Church, but also upon Scottish civic life. It was
repaired in 1929:W}

I will not in this sketch speak of the first, whose praise is in all the churches, and whose name is a familiar
household word in most Indian homes; neither of the last. who is now a distinguished minister of the Free Church
at Edinburgh; for they are both living, and are as burning and shining lights in that Church in connection with
which they labor: and I pray God that they may yet be spared many years of holy activity and ministerial
usefulness. But of the other three who have entered into their rest, it is necessary that I should speak, however,
briefly as I should be the most ungrateful of creatures if I omitted to record my obligations to them in this, the
story of my education.
The Rev. William Sinclair Mackay, D.D., was one of the most accomplished missionaries that ever came to
India. He was not only well read in Latin and Greek literature, but what is far better, had imbibed a thoroughly
classical spirit and taste, which showed itself in his singularly graceful style of English composition. I have
always regretted that his writings have never been collected together in a permanent form, as I have no doubt that
if republished in two or three volumes they would be a valuable accession to English literature. He contributed
largely to the Calcutta Christian Observer, a monthly magazine, which continued to be edited for more than thirty
years by some member or other of the Calcutta Missionary Conference.
Dr. Mackay’s contribution consisted chiefly of reviews of the theological books published in Britain. He
engaged also in a controversy on Puseyism with the late Professor Street, of Bishop’s College, Calcutta, in the
course of which the Presbyterian missionary displayed an acquaintance with the Latin and Greek Fathers,
especially the latter, far deeper than that shown by the Anglican clergyman who spent his days and his nights in
the: study of patristic theology. All who watched the controversy—and in those days of the Tractarian movement
it was watched with intense interest by the religious public of India—rose from the perusal of the discussions with
the impression that Professor Street, though highly accomplished, was no match for Dr. Mackay in cogency of
argument, in felicity of expression, and even in the Tractarian’s own ground, knowledge of the Latin and Greek
Fathers.
To the Christian Observer Dr. Mackay occasionally contributed poetical pieces which had the ring of genuine
poetry; had they not been of a religious character, as most of them were, they would have attracted general
admiration. Dr. Mackay also contributed to the Calcutta Review almost from the commencement of that quarterly
periodical which he subsequently edited for some time; and his article, the “Jesuits in India” in one of the earlier
numbers was of such sterling merit that it attracted attention in England where it was republished and extensively
circulated. And towards the close of his life when, owing to a hopelessly shattered constitution, he was obliged to
leave the mission field after laboring in it for exactly thirty years, and return to his native land, he contributed to
the London Quarterly Review several articles of great merit. Besides contributing to the periodical press, Dr.
Mackay published a small treatise on the Evidences of Christianity for the use of his pupils, and some beautiful
sermons and addresses to educated Hindus.
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Dr. Mackay was, however, not merely a literary man; he was a good mathematician; and was perhaps the first
Astronomer in his day in India. Next to theology, which he studied deeply in all its branches, there was no subject
to which he gave greater attention than Astronomy. Wherever he labored, whether in Calcutta or at Chinsurah, he
had a private observatory of his own, furnished with the necessary apparatus, from the “lone high tower” of which
he nightly watched the Bear and the other inhabitants of the starry deep. As he was enthusiastic in the study of
Astronomy, he endeavored to impart the same enthusiasm to his pupils. I attended his Lectures on Astronomy for
three years, during which our textbooks were Mylne, Herschel, Brewster, Vince. He was not content, however,
with teaching us theoretical Astronomy; he showed us its application to navigation, and some of his pupils
became so expert in the use of the sextant in taking observations and in the manipulation of Norie’s Navigation
and the Nautical Almanac, that some Captains of ship, who examined us, declared that we were quite able to steer
a vessel from the Sandheads to Portsmouth.
Another scientific subject for the knowledge of which I am indebted to Dr. Mackay is the steam engine. Into
this subject he carried his pupils most elaborately, taking for his textbook Lardner’s treatise on the steam engine,
which we had, thanks to Dr. Mackay, at our fingers’ ends, and for the illustration of which a large model steam
engine used every day to be introduced into the classroom. Long before the introduction of the system of railways
into India, Dr. Mackay had made us familiar with the theory of locomotive engines.
I am not a little indebted to Dr. Mackay for English composition. I should be ungrateful if I did not
acknowledge my obligations in this matter to the Dr. Thomas Smith, now minister of the Free Church,
Cowgatehead, Edinburgh. Dr. Smith taught me the rudiments of English composition. He looked over my
exercises every week and corrected the inaccuracies with which they abounded. As a first-class mathematician,
and master of a down-right plain Anglo-Saxon style, he taught me to avoid bombast and all semi-poetical
expressions.
“Write as you speak,” was the advice he always gave me.
“Write and correct,” was another advice; and a third piece of advice—and perhaps the most useful of the three
in my younger days—was,
“Strike out those sentences which you think the finest.”
It may be easily imagined that the following of this third piece of advice required no little amount of selfdenial and self-humiliation; but, however, painful the operation, I have no doubt it did me a great deal of good—it
made [me] hate what is called “fine writing.” And such a distaste has Dr. Smith given me for “fine” and semipoetic prose, that I can hardly read a page of any book of the type of Hervey’s Meditations without nausea.
Another bit of advice he gave me was to avoid preface-making. In those days we schoolboys, when writing an
Essay on any subject, used always to begin with an introduction not altogether pertinent to the matter in hand,
somewhat in the following style:
“Before entering into the subject, it is advisable to make some preliminary remarks, &c. &c.” Dr. Smith would
on such occasions invariably come down upon us and say,
“It is not advisable.”
“Don’t be beating about the bush.”
Dr. Smith thus impressed on us the principles of directness of thought, clearance of language, and downrightness of manner\fn{I.e., style}—qualities absolutely necessary to all good composition. Dr. Mackay attempted
to make us feel the graces and beauties of style. He too read our compositions in the class, and criticized them in
our presence.
And such criticism! I generally felt a cold shudder when he took my paper into his hands to subject it to
criticism, as if my body was going to be dissected and not my paper. My heart almost dried up within me when
after reading a sentence, he would break out in an ironical vein,
“What a brilliant sentence this!” He would then take up that sentence, demolish it into atoms, and on its ruins
construct another sentence, of beauty.
But it is not so much in the classroom that I benefited from Dr. Mackay, so far as this subject is concerned, as
from reading his published writings. As a student I greatly admired Dr. Mackay’s style of composition—I
regarded it as the perfection of beauty. I therefore greedily devoured every article he wrote, every sermon or
address he published; and whenever he preached in a Church or delivered an address to my educated countrymen,
I hung on his lips with wrapt admiration.
Besides mere science and literature, I am indebted to Dr. Mackay for my first impression on the Evidences of
Christianity, on which he lectured to us in the classroom, using as a textbook the little treatise which he himself
had compiled from Hartwell Home’s Introduction to the Study of the Scriptures. That little book was with him a
585

textbook in the proper sense of the word, for it merely furnished him three times in the week with a subject on
which he poured out the stores of his richly endowed mind; and it may be easily imagined that his predilections
were highly interesting, when it is borne in mind that he was familiarly acquainted with the writings of the
Christian Fathers. I seemed to be introduced into entirely a new world of thought, and the impressions I then
received have never been effaced from my mind, though there have been from time to time new and fresh ideas
on those subjects.
Dr. Mackay had a singularly quick and far-sighted intellect. Like the eagle it described ideas and conclusions
at a greater distance than most other men whom I have seen. It arrived at truth by long leaps, jumping over long
lines of reasoning which ordinary men laboriously wade through. It had more of an intuitive than a ratiocinative
character; at any rate the ratiocinations were concealed from our view, and we saw only the conclusions.
It was for this reason that he was a first-rate teacher of lads of quick parts, but a bad teacher of lads of dull
intellect. As his eagle-sighted intellect saw distant conclusions at a glance, he did not always remember that more
sluggish intellects required to have before them all the intervening steps of the reasoning before they could
perceive the justness of the conclusions.
Dr. Mackay had a most delicate taste. Dr. Johnson said of somebody, that his writings and speeches showed as
if his taste fed on potatoes—it was so coarse. Dr. Mackay’s taste had in it such delicate flavor, such aroma, such
richly-scented perfume, that it seemed as if it fed on manna—angels’ food, on ambrosia—the food of the gods. It
was his inborn sense of the beautiful, coupled with his classical culture and his familiarity with the best models of
modern European literature, that gave him this exquisite taste. His mind was cast on the Hellenic mould.
I have spoken of Dr. Mackay simply as a teacher, for I am now talking of my school days; when my college
career was over I had familiar and, I may say, intimate intercourse with him; when I come to speak of those days I
shall describe Dr. Mackay as a man.
Another of the missionary fathers to whom I am indebted for my education was the Rev. David Ewart, D.D.,
who, though inferior in talents to Dr. Mackay, was perhaps a better teacher especially of boys not overflowing
with natural abilities. He was singularly patient with his pupils, giving them line upon line, precept upon precept,
and sympathizing with them in all their difficulties; and taking the utmost pains to make himself intelligible to
them. I cannot say that he excelled in any particular branch of knowledge; his mind seems to have been directed
with equal force to a variety of subjects all of which he appeared to have mastered. He was in consequence as
good a teacher of mathematics as of English literature, of physics as of metaphysics and theology. His Lectures on
Bacon’s Essays I shall remember till the day of my death, for they were admirable; I only regret that his extreme
modesty prevented him from committing his criticisms to paper and publishing them to the world. Nor did I
derive less benefit when I went with him through Butler’s Analogy, Sir John Herschel’s Introduction to the Study
of Natural Philosophy, and some of the works of Locke and Robert Boyle.
But the best lesson I learnt from Dr. Ewart was that of his own life. The perfect equanimity of his temper; his
freedom from all prejudice; the philosophic coolness of his judgment; his frankness, which was even visible in his
countenance; the rigid up-rightness of his character, never swerving in the slightest degree for a moment from the
path of rectitude; his gentleness, which more resembled that of a woman than of a stout, stalwart man upwards of
six feet high; his wonderful patience, in bearing on his shoulders the cares of a large educational establishment,
and listening to the complaints of his pupils; his kindness to poor students, assisting some with books and others
with means of livelihood from his own pocket; the lively interest he took in the welfare of those who had at any
period of their lives sat at his feet, readily giving them letters of recommendation, and endeavoring to get
employments for them; and above all, his charity which led him never to think evil of any men, Hindu,
Mahammadan or Christian—the exhibition of these virtues in the daily life and conversation of David Ewart was
to me more instructive than a course of Lectures on Ethics or a whole body of Divinity. These virtues I perceived
in Dr. Ewart while I was a student; but he had other and higher virtues which I perceived in after life when I came
into closer contact with him; of those I hope to speak in the course of this narrative.
The third missionary father to whom I am indebted for my education was the Rev. John Macdonald. M.A., a
man in many respects different from the other two. Though in his younger days he had greatly distinguished
himself in the University in which he was educated, by his proficiency in classical literature, in philosophy and in
mathematics, he determined when he came out as a missionary to India to teach no secular subject, but to devote
all his energies to the teaching of the Bible and the theology contained in it; and he never, during the ten years of
his missionary life, swerved from his determination except only on one occasion when he was prevailed upon,
owing to the departure on sick leave of a brother missionary to the Cape of Good Hope, to teach for some months
the poems of Cowper—a poet to whom he was partial on account of his evangelical spirit; and I doubt whether he
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would have agreed to lecture on any other English poet than Milton, in whose Paradise Lost, however, he
lamented the insinuation of a sort of semi-Arianism, the fabrication of a Christian or rather infernal mythology,
and the investment of the Evil One with grandeur and sublimity.
But though John Macdonald religiously avoided lecturing on all other subjects except the Bible and Biblical
theology, the advantages I derived from his pre-elections on those subjects were incalculable. He took me through
nearly the whole of the Bible from Genesis to Revelation excepting some of the minor Prophets, expounding the
sacred writings with great clearness and power, pouring a flood of light on difficult passages, and removing
infidel and rationalistic objections with singular logical acumen.
And his Lectures on Christian theology, of which I took copious notes, were to me of the utmost value. It was
from those Lectures that I first obtained a systematic view of all the doctrines of Christianity. Avoiding all
metaphysical discussions, he placed before his students the whole teaching of the Scriptures in a plain, practical
and clear manner. Nor should I leave unmentioned the uncommon interest he made us take in the “Progress” of
the “Pilgrim” from the City of Destruction to the Celestial City.
Such are the blessings I received from the three missionary fathers who have now ceased from their labors; to
the other two, whose names I have mentioned in the beginning of this chapter I am at least equally, if not in a
greater degree, indebted; and though my obligations to them must remain unrecorded in these pages, I am not the
less grateful to them. …
1827

242.49 Excerpt from Slavery\fn{by Jotirao Govindrao Phule (1827-1890)} Katgun, Satara District, Maharashtra State,
India (M) 5
… Recent researches have demonstrated beyond a shadow of doubt that the Brahmans were not the aborigines
of India. At some remote period of antiquity, probably more than 3000 years ago, the Aryan progenitors of the
present Brahmin race descended upon the plains of Hindustan from regions lying beyond the Indus, the Hindu
Kush, and other adjoining tracts. According to Dr. Pritchard, the Ethnologist, they were an offshoot of the Great
Indo-European race, from whom the Persians, Medes, and other Iranian nations in Asia and the principal nations
in Europe likewise are descended.
The affinity existing between the Zend, the Persian and Sanskrit languages, as also between all the European
languages, unmistakably points to a common source of origin. It appears also more than probable that the original
cradle of this race being an arid, sandy and mountainous region, and one ill-calculated to afford them the
sustenance which their growing wants required, they branched off into colonies, East and West. The extreme
fertility of the soil in India, its rich productions, the proverbial wealth of its people, and the other innumerable
gifts which this favored land enjoys, and which have more recently tempted the cupidity of the Western nations,
no doubt, attracted the Aryans, who came to India, not as simple emigrants with peaceful intentions of
colonization, but as conquerors. They appear to have been a race imbued with very high notions of self, extremely
cunning, arrogant and bigoted. Such self-gratulatory, pride-flattering epithets as ——, ——, etc., with which they
designated themselves, confirm us in our opinion of their primitive character, which they have preserved up to the
present time, with, perhaps, little change for the better.
The aborigines whom the Aryans subjugated, or displaced, appear to have been a hardy and brave people from
the determined front which they offered to these interlopers. Such opprobrious terms as Sudra (“insignificant”,
“the great foe”, ——, ——, etc., with which they designated them) undoubtedly show that originally they offered
the greatest resistance in their power to their establishing themselves in the country, and hence the great aversion
and hatred in which they are held. From many customs\fn{ A most remarkable and striking corroboration of these views is to
be found in the religious rites observed on some of the grand festivals which have a reference to Bali Raja, the great king who appears to
have reigned once in the hearts and affections of the Sudras and whom the Brahmin rulers displaced. On the day of Dushara, the wife and
sisters of a Sudra, when he returns from his worship of the Shumi Tree and after the distribution of its leaves. which are regarded on that
day as equivalent to gold, amongst his friends, relations and acquaintances, he is greeted, at home with a welcome: “Let all troubles and
misery go, and the kingdom of Bali come.” Whereas the wife and sisters of a Brahmin place on that day in the foreground of the house an
image of Bali, made generally of wheaten or other flour, and when the Brahmin returns from his worship of the Shumi Tree he takes the
stalk of it, pokes with it the belly of the image and then passes into the house. This contrariety, in the religious customs and usages
obtaining amongst the Sudras and the Brahmins and of which many more examples might be adduced, can be explained on no other
supposition but that which I have tried to confirm and elucidate in these pages } traditionally handed down to us, as well as from

the mythological legends contained in the sacred books of the Brahmins, it is evident that there had been a hard
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struggle for ascendancy between the two races. The wars of Dev and Daitya, or the Rakshas, about which so
many fictions are found scattered over the sacred books of the Brahmins, have certainly a reference to this
primeval struggle.
The original inhabitants with whom these earthborn gods, the Brahmins, fought, were not inappropriately
termed Rakshas, that is the protectors of the land. The incredible and foolish legends regarding their form and
shape are no doubt mere chimeras, the fact being that these people were of superior stature and hardy make.
Under such leaders as Brahma, Purshram and others, the Brahmins waged very protracted wars against the
original inhabitants. They eventually succeeded in establishing their supremacy and subjugating the aborigines to
their entire control.
Accounts of these conquests, enveloped with a mass of incredible fiction, are found in the books of the
Brahmins. In some instances they were compelled to emigrate, and in others wholesale extermination was
resorted to. The cruelties which the European settlers practiced on the American Indians on their first settlement
in the new world, had certainly their parallel in India on the advent of the Aryans and their subjugation of the
aborigines. The cruelties and inhuman atrocities which Purshram committed on the Kshetrias, the people of this
land, if we are to believe even one tenth of what the legends say regarding him, surpass our belief and show that
he was more a fiend than a God.
Perhaps in the whole range of history it is scarcely possible to meet with such another character as that of
Purshram, so selfish, infamous, cruel and inhuman. The deeds of Nero, Alaric or Machiavelli sink into
insignificance before the ferocity of Purshram. The myriads of men and defenseless children whom he butchered,
simply with a view to the establishment of his coreligionists on a secure and permanent basis in this land, is a fact
for which generations ought to execrate his name, rather than deify it.
*
This, in short, is the history of Brahmin domination in India. They originally settled on the banks of the
Ganges whence they gradually spread over the whole of India. In order, however. to keep a better hold on the
people they devised that weird system of mythology, the ordination of caste, and the code of cruel and inhuman
laws, to which we can find no parallel amongst other nations. They founded a system of priestcraft so galling in
its tendency and operation, the like of which we can hardly find anywhere since the times of the Druids.
The institution of Caste, which has been the main object of their laws, had no existence among them originally.
That it was an after-creation of their deep cunning is evident from their own writings. The highest rights, the
highest privileges and gifts, and everything that would make the life of a Brahmin easy, smooth-going and happy
—everything that would conserve or flatter their self-pride—were specially inculcated and enjoined, whereas the
Sudras and Atisudras were regarded with supreme hatred and contempt, and the commonest rights of humanity
were denied them. Their touch, nay, even their shadow, is deemed a pollution. They are considered as mere
chattels, and their life of no more value than that of the meanest reptile; for it is enjoined that if a Brahmin “kill a
cat or an ichenumon, the bird Chasha, or a frog or a dog, a lizard, an owl, a crow or a Sudra” he is absolved of his
sin by performing the —— ——, a fasting penance, perhaps for a few hours or a day and requiring not much
labor or trouble.
While for a Sudra to kill a Brahmin is considered the most heinous offence he could commit, and the forfeiture
of his life is the only punishment his crime is considered to merit.
Happily for our Sudra brethren of the present day our enlightened British Rulers have not recognized these
preposterous, inhuman and unjust penal enactments of the Brahmin legislators. They no doubt regard them more
as ridiculous fooleries than as equitable laws. Indeed, no man possessing even a grain of common sense would
regard them as otherwise. Anyone, who feels disposed to look a little more into the laws and ordinances as
embodied in the Manawa Dharma Shastra and other works of the same class, would undoubtedly be impressed
with the deep cunning underlying them all.
*
It may not, perhaps, be out of place to cite here a few more instances in which the superiority or excellence of
the Brahmins is held and enjoined on pain of Divine displeasure:
The Brahmin is styled the Lord of the Universe, even equal to the God himself. He is to be worshipped, served
and respected by all.
A Brahmin can do no wrong. Never shall the King slay a Brahmin, though he has committed all possible
crimes.
To save the life of a Brahmin any falsehood may be told. There is no sin in it.
No one is to take away anything belonging to a Brahmin.
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A king, though dying with want, must not receive any tax from a Brahmin, nor suffer him to be afflicted with
hunger or the whole kingdom will be afflicted with famine.
The feet of a Brahmin are holy. In his left foot reside all the —— (holy pilgrimages), and by dipping which
into water he makes it as holy as the waters at the holiest of shrines.
A Brahmin may compel a man of the servile class to perform servile duty, because such a man was created by
the Almighty only for the purpose of serving Brahmins.
A Sudra, though emancipated by his master, is not released from state of servitude; for, being born in a state
which is natural to him, by whom can he be divested of his natural attributes?
Let a Brahmin not give temporal advice nor spiritual counsel to a Sudra.
No superfluous accumulation of wealth shall be made by a Sudra, even though he has the power to make it,
since a servile man who has amassed riches becomes proud, and by his insolence or neglect he gives pain even to
Brahmins.
If a Sudra cohabit with a Brahminee adultress, his life is to be taken; but if a Brahmin goes even unto the
lawful wife of a Sudra he is exempted from all corporal punishment.
*
It would be needless to go on multiplying instances such as these. Hundreds of similar ordinances including
many more of a worse character than these can be found scattered over their books.
But what can have been the motives and objects of such cruel and inhuman laws? They are, I believe, apparent
to all but to the infatuated, the blind and the self-interested. Anyone who runs may even read them. Their main
object in fabricating these falsehoods was to dupe the minds of the ignorant and to rivet firmly on them the chains
of perpetual bondage and slavery which their selfishness and cunning had forged. The severity of the laws as
affecting the Sudras, and the intense hatred with which they were regarded by the Brahmins can be explained on
no other supposition but that there was, originally between the two, a deadly feud, arising as we have shown
above, from the advent of the latter into this land.
It is surprising to think what a mass of specious fiction these interlopers invented with a view to hold the
original occupiers of the soil fast in their clutches, and rule securely for ages yet to come through the means of
their credulity. Anyone who will consider well the whole history of Brahmin domination in India, and the
thralldom under which it has retained the people even up to the present day, will agree with us in thinking that no
language could be too harsh by which to characterize the selfish heartlessness and the consummate cunning of the
Brahmin tyranny by which India has been so long governed.
How far the Brahmins have succeeded in their endeavors to enslave the minds of the Sudras and Atisudras—
those of them who have come to know the true state of matters—know well to their cost. For generations past
they have borne these chains of slavery and bondage. Innumerable Bhat writers, with the selfsame objects as
those of Manu and others of his class, added from time to time to the existing mass of legends, the idle fantasies
of their own brains, and palmed them off upon the ignorant masses as of Divine inspiration, or as the acts of the
Deity Himself. The most immoral, inhuman, unjust actions and deeds have been attributed to that Being who is
our Creator, Governor and Protector, and who is all Holiness Himself. These blasphemous writings, the products
of the distempered brains of these interlopers, were received as gospel truths, for to doubt them was considered as
the most unpardonable of sins.
The system of slavery, to which the Brahmins reduced the lower classes, is in no respects inferior to that which
obtained a few years ago in America. In the days of rigid Brahmin dominancy, so lately as that of the time of the
Peshwa, my Sudra brethren had even greater hardships and oppression practiced upon them than what even the
slaves in America had to suffer. To this system of selfish superstition and bigotry, we are to attribute the
stagnation and all the evils under which India has been groaning for many centuries past. It would indeed, be
difficult to name a single advantage which accrued to the aborigines from the advent of this intensely selfish and
tyrannical sect. The Indian ryot (the Sudra and Atisudra) has been in fact a proverbial milch cow. He has passed
from hand to hand. Those who successively held sway over him cared only to fatten themselves on the sweat of
his brow, without caring for his welfare or condition. It was sufficient for their purposes that they held him safe in
their clutches for squeezing out of him as much as they possibly could. The Brahmin had at last so contrived to
entwine himself round the Sudra in every large or small undertaking, in every domestic or public business, that
the latter is by custom quite unable to transact any concern of moment without his aid.
*
This is even true at the present time.\fn{ This preface was written in 1873:H} While the Sudra on the other hand is so
far reconciled to the Brahmin yoke, that like the American slave he would resist any attempt that may be made for
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his deliverance and fight even against his benefactor. Under the guise of religion the Brahmin has his finger in
everything, big or small, which the Sudra undertakes. Go to his house, to his field or to the court to which
business may invite him, the Brahmin is there under some specious pretext or other, trying to squeeze out of him
as much as his cunning and wily brain can manage.
The Brahmin despoils the Sudra not only in his capacity of a priest, but does so in a variety of other ways.
Having by his superior education and cunning monopolized all the higher places of emolument, the ingenuity of
his ways is past finding out, as the reader will find on an attentive perusal of this book. In the most insignificant
village as in the largest town, the Brahmin is the all in all; the be-all and the end-all of the ryot. He is the master,
the ruler. The patell of a village, the headman, is in fact a nonentity. The koolkurnee, the hereditary Brahmin
village accountant, the notorious quarrel-monger, moulds the patell according to his wishes. He is the temporal
and spiritual adviser of the ryots, the soucar in his necessities and the general referee in all matters. In most
instances he plans active mischief by advising opposite parties differently, so that he may feather his own nest
well.
If we go up higher, to the Court of a Mamlutdar, we find the same thing. The first anxiety of a Mamlutdar is to
get round him, if not his own relatives, his caste-men to fill the various offices under him. These actively foment
quarrels and are the media of all corrupt practices prevailing generally round about these Courts. If a Sudra or
Atisudra repairs to his Courts, the treatment which he receives is akin to what the meanest reptile gets. Instead of
his case receiving a patient and careful hearing, a choice lot of abuse is showered on his devoted head, and his
prayer is set aside on some pretext or other. Whereas if one of his own caste-men were to repair to the Court on
the self-same business, he is received with all courtesy, and there is hardly any time lost in getting the matter
right.
If we go up still higher to the Collector’s and Revenue Commissioner’s Court, and to the other Departments of
the Public Service, the Engineering or Educational etc., the same system is carried out on a smaller or greater
scale. The higher European officers generally view men and things through Brahmin spectacles, and hence the
deplorable ignorance they often exhibit in forming a correct estimate of them.
*
I have tried to place before my readers in the concluding portions of this book what expedients are employed
by these Brahmin officials for fleecing the Coonbee\fn{ A caste cluster of agriculturalists with varying levels of access to
landholding}in the various departments to which business or his necessities induce him to resort. Anyone knowing
intimately the workings of the different departments, and the secret springs which are in motion, will
unhesitatingly concur with me in saying that what I have described in the following pages is not one hundredth
part of the rogueries that arc generally practiced on my poor, illiterate and ignorant Sudra brethren.
Though the Brahmin of the old Peishwa school is not quite the same as the Brahmin of the present day, though
the march of Western ideas and civilization is undoubtedly telling on his superstition and bigotry, he has not as yet
abandoned his time-cherished notions of superiority or the dishonesty of his ways. The beef, the mutton, the
intoxicating beverages stronger and more fiery than the famed some-juice, which their ancestors once relished, as
the veriest dainties, are fast finding innumerable votaries among them.
The Brahmin of the present time finds to some extent, like Othello, that his occupation is gone. But knowing
full well this state of matters, is the Brahmin inclined to make atonement for his past selfishness? Perhaps, it
would have been useless to repine over what has been suffered and what has passed away, had the present state
been all that is desirable. We know perfectly well that the Brahmin will not descend from his self-raised high
pedestal and meet his Coonbee and low-caste brethren on an equal footing without a struggle.
Even the educated Brahmin who knows his exact position and how he has come by it, will not condescend to
acknowledge the errors of his forefathers and willingly forego the long-cherished false notions of his own
superiority. At present, not one has had the moral courage to do what only demands, and as long as this state of
matters continues—sect distrusting and degrading sect—the condition of the Sudras will remain unaltered, and
India will never advance in greatness or prosperity.
Perhaps a part of the blame in bringing matters to this crisis may be justly laid to the credit of the Government.
Whatever may have been their motives in providing ampler funds and greater facilities for higher education and
neglecting that of the masses, it will be acknowledged by all that in justice to the latter this is not as it should be.
It is an admitted fact that the greater portion of the revenues of the Indian Empire arc derived from the ryot’s labor
—from the sweat of his brow. The higher and richer classes contribute little or nothing to the state’s exchequer. A
well-informed English writer states that,
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our income is derived, not from surplus profits, but from capital; not from luxuries but from the poorest necessaries. It
is the product of sin and tears.\fn{Uncited quotation:H}

That Government should expend profusely a large portion of revenue thus raised, on the education of the
higher classes, for it is these only who take advantage of it, is anything but just or equitable? Their object in
patronizing this virtual high-class education appears to be to prepare scholars “who, it is thought, would in time
vend learning without money and without price.” “If we can inspire,” say they, “the love of knowledge in the
minds of the superior classes, the result will be a higher standard of morals in the cases of the individuals, a large
amount of affection for the British Government, and an unconquerable desire to spread among their own
countrymen the intellectual blessings which they have received.”
Regarding these objects of Government the writer, above alluded to,\fn{ But not once cited:H} states that:
we have never heard of philosophy more benevolent and more Utopian. It is proposed by men who witness the
wondrous changes brought about in the Western world, purely by the agency of popular knowledge, to redress the
defects of the two hundred millions of India, by giving superior education to the superior classes and to them only. …
We ask the friends of Indian Universities to favor us with a single example of the truth of their theory from the
instances which have already fallen within the scope of their experience. They have educated many children of wealthy
men, and have been the means of advancing very materially the worldly prospects of some of their pupils; but what
contribution have these made to the great work of regenerating their fellowmen? How have they begun to act upon the
masses? Have any of them formed classes at their own homes or elsewhere, for the instruction of their less fortunate or
less wise countrymen? Or have they kept their knowledge to themselves, as a personal gift, not to be soiled by contact
with the ignorant vulgar? Have they in any way shown themselves anxious to advance the general interests and repay
philanthropy with patriotism? Upon what grounds is it asserted that the best way to advance the moral and intellectual
welfare of the people is to raise the standard of instruction among the higher classes? A glorious argument this for
aristocracy, were it only tenable! To show the growth of the national happiness, it would only be necessary to refer to
the number of pupils at the colleges and the lists of academic degrees. Each Wrangler would be accounted a national
benefactor; and the existence of Deans and Proctors would be associated, like the game laws and the ten-pound
franchise, with the best interests of the Constitution.

Perhaps the most glaring tendency of the Government system of high class education has been the virtual
monopoly of all the higher offices under them by the Brahmins. If the welfare of the ryot is at heart, if it is the
duty of Government to check a host of abuses, it behooves them to narrow this monopoly, day by day, so as to
allow a sprinkling of the other castes to get into the public service.
Perhaps some might be inclined to say that it is not feasible in the present state of education. Our only reply is
that if Government look a little less after higher education and more towards the education of the masses, the
former being able to take care of itself; there would be no difficulty in training up a body of men every way
qualified and perhaps far better in morals and manners.
*
My object in writing the present volume is not only to tell my Sudra brethren how they have been duped by the
Brahmins, but also to open the eyes of Government to that pernicious system of high-class education which has
hitherto been so persistently followed and which statesmen like Sir George Campbell, the present LieutenantGovernor of Bengal, with broad and universal sympathies, are finding to be highly mischievous and pernicious to
the interests of Government. I sincerely hope that Government will ere long see the error of their ways, trust less
to writers or men who look through high-class spectacles and take the glory into their own hands of emancipating
my Sudra brethren from the trammels of bondage which the Brahmins have woven round them like the coils of a
serpent.
It is no less the duty of such of my Sudra brethren as have received any education to place before Government
the true state of their fellowmen and endeavor to the best of their power to emancipate themselves from Brahmin
thralldom. Let there be schools for the Sudras in every village; but away with all Brahmin school-masters! The
Sudras are the life and sinews of the country, and it is to them alone and not to the Brahmins that the Government
must ever look to tide them over their difficulties, financial as well as political. If the hearts and minds of the
Sudras are made happy and contented, the British Government need have no fear for their loyalty in the future.
242.74 Excerpt from My Travels\fn{by Vishnubhat Godse (1827-1904)} Vasrsai Village, nr. Pen, Raigad District,
Maharashtra State, India (M) 12\fn{This is a shortened version of an Internet text, indicated as having been serialized by one
“Kapil”, an otherwise unknown online blogger, located in Bombay }
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In Alibag district, in the tehsil of Pen, there is a village called Varsai. It’s at the foot of a hill, by a river.
Several Chitt-pavan Brahmin families live there. Ours was a family of pundits; but my father was a family
man. Vinchurkars, who were the grandees in the court of Prime Minister Bajirao (II), were his patrons. When the
Maratha state went into decline, and His Highness set out for the North, leaving Pune, my father went with the
army up to the Narmada. Then he became very weak, and caught fever.
So came to Varsai in Shak 1739. He decided he wouldn’t take government service; he would spend his life
here, as a Brahmin.
My mother was a virtuous lady, devoted to her husband. Later, I was born.
*
After I was born, my uncle thought of partitioning the joint property. Thus it was done. I was ten years old.
Partition impoverished us. Poverty, as though, wedded us thence.
My father taught me alphabet, arithmetic, etc. Should I take a government job? But my father and uncle
thought otherwise.
I started reading Vedas. A couple of years later I got married. My father had to take out a loan. My brother,
sister too got married, and every time we had to borrow money. Our women were from good families. All the
women in the household got along fine, an outsider wouldn’t guess which of the young women had married into
the family.
I and my brother were like Ram and Bharat. When we were kids, we would share water-jar when going out to
discharge night soil. Nothing could spoil the love between the brothers.
At night we would talk about the loan: we saw no way out, barring the providence’s intervention. Once we
went to Pune, to conduct a ritual. Somebody said in my hearing:
“Her highness Bayaja-baee Shinde is going to organize Sarvato-mukhi Yagna at Mathura, in the North. Rupees
eight lakh would be given away, learned ones have been invited.” I, and my younger uncle—Ram—decided to
travel there. The father didn’t approve. He said:
“There in the North, men drink cannabis, and their women enchant and enslave men with their cunning; so I
have heard. You won’t return, I fear.” I said:
“Do not worry yourself. I do not go to delight in pleasures of flesh. I swear on oath—I won’t, probably,
succumb to glances of women. Nor would I eat cannabis. Uncle is with me, all I need is your blessings, and
rupees ten.” Thus the night passed, and it was decided by the daybreak that we would go.
*
In the morning, Uncle called on the Father.
“Worry not,” he said; “Vishnu is like a son to me.”
The father asked me to find auspicious time to leave. My mother, that mild and naïve lady, was in tears.
“I await the day you return,” she said. “I do not say anything further, for I am ignorant.”
This moved me. I touched her feet and said:
“What worries you is that some temptation would entrap me in the North. But do not worry; I won’t be lured,
I swear on your feet.” I told my younger brother:
“Take care of the priestly and domestic duties. Be on your guard, always. Do what the Mother bids you to do.
Wash her clothes yourself, because she needs them clean, and she doesn’t hand them to her daughters-in-law.
Take care of the ladies of the household.”
At the day-break, we started. Reached Pune after two days. We bought some clothes there, and hired another
cart for the travel up to Indore.
At Malegaon, we ran into his highness Bapusaheb Sangamnerkar. A very able scholar, he was. A Brahmin who
was traveling with him was bitten by snake around daybreak. He woke up, and aroused others. Treatments were
started immediately; some antidote—herbs were brought. He said:
“I am from Ahmednagar. I have a wife, who has just attained puberty, parents, two brothers, and a sister at
home.” Then he died, and was cremated in the morning.
We resumed the journey three days later and reached the Satpuda hills. Fragrance of newly bloomed trees
filled the air. The climate here is mild, rather excellent. The government has built houses every few kilometers,
for the opium trade. The hills are rolling, not too steep. They are called Satpuda, because it takes saat—seven—
days to cross over. It was a spring-time, and the path was picturesque.
*
We reached the outskirts of Mahu cantonment, and stayed in a rest-house. Two soldiers were our roommates.
They were natives of Goa, and much pleased to meet us. The soldiers told us:
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“Three days from today, a coup d’état will occur in the world. Most certainly there would be looting and
fighting. You’d better go back.” We urged them:
“Do tell us more.” The older one of them said:
“So far the English government had been ruling well. But now it has lost its head.” The old soldier continued:
“Last year new muskets came from Europe. They require bullets the size of jambul seed. Bullets too came
from Europe. Soldiers were excited to see them, for these guns have a higher range. The muskets were distributed
across the cantonments in Hindustan.
“The cartridges of the new ammunition have to be bitten off.\fn{ So that the spark from the musket flint would ignite the
powder behind the bullet, the resulting explosion propelling the bullet through the musket barrel. Paper cartridges were in use everywhere
prior to the invention of the metallic cartridge, and according to a number of sources were first used during the late 14 th century. They
consisted of a paper cylinder or elongated cone, containing the gunpowder followed by the bullet, the whole often coated in beeswax, lard,
or tallow: something which served (1) to provide the paper itself with some degree of water resistance, (2) lubricate the paper-wrapped
bullet as it was pushed down the bore with a ramrod, and, (3) upon melting, to mix with the powder residue and make the resulting fouling
easier to remove. Standard procedure for loading a musket involved biting this cylinder open, this being at the time the quickest method of
loading and discharging during a battle:W/H } Government started a cartridge factory at Damdam, near Calcutta. It so

happened that one day a Brahmin was filling up his water-pitcher at a pond. A man of cobbler caste came there,
and asked for water. The Brahmin told him:
“‘If I do that, it would pollute me.’ The cobbler said:
“‘Don’t you be so proud. The new cartridges are lined with beef and pork fat. You have to bite them off. You
think that doesn’t pollute?’
“It led to a fight. People gathered. Some Company soldiers were among them. In a short while the news spread
that new cartridges were impure, anti-religion. Hindus thought: We worship cow. Her fat would be in our teeth—
no sin can be greater than that. Mussalmans had a contrary grievance. They consider pig to be impure and haram,
so much so that they don’t even say the word. So they too were incensed to realize that they would be biting off
pig-fat.
“There was a great hullabaloo in every cantonment. Soldiers felt that Government was out to convert them, by
trick, or by force. So the Lord Sahib, who sits in Calcutta, wrote to England. The affair came to be mentioned in
the Parliament. One of them, a mighty Lord, said:
“‘I have a lot of experience of soldiering. I will proceed to India, and make them accept the new cartridges.’
“Here, the black\fn{ Native} soldiers were full of suspicion. The news was spreading at unimaginable speed.
Soldiers couldn’t think of anything else: day and night they pondered how to avoid this calamity—the impending
loss of one’s religion.
“Many of the Englishmen too got the wind of this discontent; but they didn’t think much of it. The Sahib who
had started from England with new cartridges reached Calcutta. He met the Governor General. Twenty days later,
the Governor General convened a meeting of all the princes and grandees in the land. Scindias, Holkars,
Gaikwars, Prince of Datia, etc were invited. But Nana-Saheb Peshwa, the Queen of Jhansi and Phirozshah of
Delhi weren’t among them.
“So all these men landed in Calcutta, which is a very big city. The Governor General received them duly at the
assembly. Then he read out an 84-articled bill of new laws, and said, you would have to accept these. It’s a fiat
from England. One of the new rules was that Hindus and Mussalmans should be free to convert. For instance:
suppose there is a family of four brothers, who have inherited ancestral house. If one of them becomes a
Mussalman, he should still get his share of the property, he may very well continue to live under the same roof.
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† Bahadur Shah II (1775-1862), the last Mughal Emperor, proclaimed as the leader of the 1857 revolt. †
“This stunned those present. Hindus thought: several eons must pass before the era of Kali ends, but (by virtue
of this new law) religion would be certainly lost. There would be no distinction between a caste and a caste. The
Sahib who had come from England said:
“‘You must accept the new cartridges. If not, dissenting soldiers would be transferred to Kabul or Karachi.
There would be a punishment for insubordination.’ The prince of Banpur, who was present, said:
“‘Hindustan is the holy land of Hindus. If the God of Hindus has decided to forsake them, then they must
follow Sahib’s order. But otherwise, the consequence is anybody’s guess. If the Sovereign issues anti-religion
diktat, people won’t obey.’ Then a Mussalman Nabob spoke. He spoke well, saying:
“‘This is a holy land where both Hindus and Mussalmans live. If the Emperor undermines the religion, he
won’t last. When the Muslim Emperor of Delhi tried to wreck Hinduism, he lost his throne. We have seen that.’
Then the Sahib from England said:
“‘Let’s put the new law aside, but cartridges must be accepted.’ Thereafter, the assembly broke up. Those
present there said:
“‘There will be a massacre in the world. Hindus and Mussalmans were unanimous: we will die, but won’t
forsake the religion.’ Then everybody dispersed. A date is fixed; it’s three days from now. The black officers of
Merath cantonment said:
“‘Sahibs are going to distribute new cartridges on June 10.’
“Secret letters were dispatched to other cantonments. Letters said:
Try and dissuade the English from giving out new cartridges. If they do not pay heed, cut down every Englishman.
Take possession of ammunition, treasury, and set the cantonment afire. Forward the letter after reading to the next
cantonment.

“And therefore, the old soldier said, “we are returning home. You are from Deccan. If you are planning to go
up North, most certainly you would come to grief. It’s desirable that you go back.”
*
We discussed the situation with our companions. It was agreed that we aren’t martial men. We are poor
Brahmins. If the blacks are set to fight for the cause of religion, no harm will come to us. Hence, we rose early
next morning the resumed the journey.
A few sepoys met us on the way. They too were a little worried. They said to us:
594

“Reach Indore by June 10.”
Next morning when the journey resumed, the men-folk got down from carts and continued on foot. Because it
was the 10th, and we were passing Mahu cantonment. A mile off the Cantonment, gunshots were heard. Smoke
was billowing from that direction. Our party was scared.
Mahu Cantonment is very big, being located in the centre of Hindustan. It was ablaze. It was an hour before
noon then. Wind was stoking the big tongues of fire. There was commotion and chaos. About hundred and fifty
Englishmen were posted in the cantonment; all of them dead by now.
Some two hundred men came up, and surrounded our caravan. We said to the sepoys:
“We are Brahmins and traders from Pune, Nasik, Konkan. We are heading for the Yadnya organized by her
highness Bayajabaee Scindia. You may look at the scriptures that we are carrying. You launched this battle to
defend the Hinduism, didn’t you? We are poor Brahmins, we have read Vedas. Would it be proper for you to set
upon us and rob us? Protect us in this tumult; set us up in one of the towns en route, and then you may go off.
This will surely bring you victory. We knew about today’s outbreak three days in advance, but we are fearless.
For, blacks are fighting for the religion. We are men of learning, we fear no harm.” Upon this, and after seeing the
books we were carrying, the sepoys said:
“Forget about Yadnya now, but you may travel with us without fear. Don’t bother about expenses.”\fn{ Of living
and traveling}
Then a buggy carrying mail came up. Sepoys killed the buggy-driver, and dumped off the sacks of letters.
There were some parcels, which were seized. Sepoys also felled the telegraph pillars. Telegraph wires were cut,
and twined into staves. We were given a place by a neem tree. We had our ablutions and ate there.
In the afternoon we went to see the scene of cantonment which was burning. We saw corpses of Englishmen,
as well those of the natives. Around twenty natives had died. By evening we returned to our place, and did the
evening ablutions.
*
At Ujjain, I and Uncle parted ways with the other companions; they went to their relative’s place. We stayed at
Ujjain for some time, and then proceeded to Dhar, and then on to Gwalior.
The chief of charity took us to her ladyship Bayaja-bai Scindia. Because of the uprising, the Yadnya had been
called off. Yet, every Brahmin who had reached Gwalior for the Yadnya received meal allowance of rupees ten a
month. We stayed there through the month of Kartik.\fn{October-November} Then we thought of going to Jhansi.
The Uncle had lived at Brahmavart, as in charge of the Homshala\fn{ Where sacred fire is lit} for fifteen
years.\fn{After the collapse of Maratha state in 1818, and the take-over of Pune by the British, Peshwa Bajirao II settled down, in exile,
at Brahmavart in central India}
Uncle knew the past of the Queen of Jhansi. This is what he told me:
“Moropant Tambe and his family lived under the patronage of the late Peshwa at Brahmavart. Tambe worked
under me,” Uncle said, “at Homshala; he was my apprentice. Tambe’s wife passed away when their daughter, the
[future] Queen of Jhansi, was five years old.
“Tambe raised her by himself. She had no companion at home, hence she would come to Homshala with her
father. She studied letters, both Devnagari and cursive. She was a darling of her father’s. A bustling, bubbly girl.
Everyone in the Peshwa’s palace pampered her, because she was a motherless child. She had fair complexion,
straight nose, high forehead; she was well-endowed and had a small waist.
“When she was eleven, her father started looking for a groom. It was a bit difficult, because Tambes were
Karha-de-Brahmin, there were few of them in the area. He grew anxious.
“The rulers of Jhansi belong to the same sub-caste. Years ago, when Mahadaji Scindia was installed at Gwalior
as the regent of Peshwa in the North India, the Peshwa carved out province of Bundelkhand for himself. (Rest of
the North was governed by Scindia, and Peshwa wanted a foothold for himself.) Jhansi became the headquarters
of this province, and Shivrao Parolkar was sent as Peshwa's deputy there.
“When the Peshwa’s rule ended, Jhansi became an independent state. Gangadhar was the last prince of Jhansi.
His wife passed away around this time, and he wanted to remarry. He wanted a girl from a good family, even if
poor.” Uncle continued:
“Gangadhar, the ruler of Jhansi, was hard pressed to get a bride. The reason: he was a homosexual, one of the
eight types described in ancient texts. He was known to wear women’s clothing when indoors. He would also
wear jewelry, and sometimes, [a] plait of false hair. He talked like a woman. Therefore, no alliances were offered
to him; it would be better for a girl to drown than becoming his bride, it was said.
595

“Ancient texts speak of eight types of homosexuals. In one of them, person likes to touch other man’s organ. It
was surmised that the king of Jhansi was like that. And the king must be a man enough, because his wife had
borne a child. She was not known to be adulteress.
“Every month, he would segregate himself for a couple of days, much like menstruating women. And yet,
despite these eccentric habits, he ruled the state with a firm hand. His subjects and servants feared him and
respected him. He carried himself well when amongst the Englishmen. Once the (English) Regent\fn{ So the text; the
British Resident is probably meant:H} said to the king:
“‘My Lord, pardon the impudence, but I want to ask you something. You are a prince, and a Brahmin. I have
heard that you dress like a woman, and segregate yourself like a menstruating lady. You wear bangles. Is it
becoming of a king?’ The king, it is said, smiled, and replied:
“Sir, I am a minor vassal. There are far mightier princes in this land, and yet, before the English, they all
behave as if they are wearing bangles. You Englishmen came from across the seas, and decimated us. Is there a
brave man left here?’
“The prince’s men came to know about Tambe’s daughter. They learned she was a motherless girl, fair, and of
marriageable age. A royal agent then came to Brahmavart. The middleman, who represented Tambe, said:
“‘We do not seek dowry for the girl. But Tambe himself is widower; he wants to remarry. Hence, the prince
may finance Tambe’s remarriage, and provide him with a house at Jhansi.’
“Prince’s agent agreed. Tambe’s daughter’s maiden name was Chhabeli; upon marriage she was renamed
Laxmi. The family moved to Jhansi. Within a few days, Tambe also remarried. He has had a son and a daughter
from this marriage.” Uncle said:
“Let’s now proceed to Jhansi. We won’t face much turmoil on the way; because now the war has shifted to
Cawnpore.”\fn{Renamed “Kanpur” in 1948; I have retained the original spellings of this and other locations in accordance with the
original story, which the blogger has respelled in deference to their modern names. On the other hand, I have supplied the original text with
single- and double-quotation marks where they are indicated in the narrative, whether they were present or not, in deference to modern
usage and machine readability. At some points, “Kalpi” has inserted footnotes, and clearly marked them with his name; at others there are
clarifying notes enclosed in curved brackets—( )—with no indication as to who has supplied them; at still others there are what appear to
be supplements to the text (usually single words or brief clauses, common in translations, where words necessary to the understanding of
the language translated into would be lacking in the translated language itself. In this last case, I have indicated these by inserting square
brackets—[ ]—around them; but, in the absence of the definitive text itself, I have been forced to use my own judgment, and have
arbitrarily assigned them to editors of the original text, on the assumption that the author himself would not have supplied such editorial
considerations in the original. In the few places I have added some clarifying material, I have clearly marked this by my signet—H—but, as
I cannot determine (except in the “Kalpi” instances) which editor has been at work, I have chosen to suppress all editorial signets except
my own, again in the interests of textual clarity and machine-readability. It is unfortunate that a critical examination of the original
manuscript is not yet forthcoming; for that would have answered all my questions and at once clarified such errors as I have undoubtedly
been forced to commit because of its absence. As is usual everywhere else in the texts of the Protocol for World Peace, I have italicized all
foreign words and expressions:H}

We needed some company. A Maratha general from Gwalior was going to visit his brother, we followed along
*
We met several men on the way; they told us stories of the war. The whole of North India was roiling. Native
armies had marched on Cawnpore, a great battle had ensued.
Two gentlemen told us that Tantya Topi landed in Gwalior army camp a few weeks ago with 25 horsemen. He
won over four companies of men. Topi told Scindia, the king of Gwalior: we won’t harm you or your province.
But kindly make arrangement for some carts, horses and camels. We would leave your territory.” Later, Topi’s
army moved on Cawnpore.
The English army had walled off the bank of Ganges by sandbags. Natives attacked from outside; but their
artillery couldn’t breach this barrier. The battle went on for several days, but the city didn’t fall.
Nana-saheb\fn{The adoptive son of Peshwe Bajirao II} hired a Nepali Brahmin. He came to Cawnpore, saw the
barrier, and repositioned the native guns. A barrage ensued. The English artillery too responded. The battle started
in earnest; men yelled battle-cries at each other. Natives bombarded the barrier with poison-shells. These shells
gave off poisonous fumes upon bursting. Those on the other side of barrier were blinded by the fumes. Several
Englishmen died. Some tried to escape, and were captured. The Providence finally handed victory to Nana-saheb
Peshwe.
*
One day, a galleon carrying English people was spotted by native soldiers downstream from Brahmavart. It
was heading for Allahabad. Around sixty English women and some twenty children were on board.
596

The native army had kept the river bank under vigilance. A gunner saw the boat through his binoculars, and
rushed to His Highness Nana-saheb. He said:
“A boat full of English people is coming; as soon as it reaches Dhruvghat, we would fire a shell.” Nana-saheb
said:
“If the boat is carrying women and children, we mustn’t shell it. Let them pass unharmed.”
But fate had willed otherwise. When the boat approached Dhurvghat, a sand dune formed in its way, and it
ran aground. The passengers panicked. The gunners saw that boat had been stranded. They sent a message to
Nana-saheb:
“You didn’t give the order to shell, but now the boat is stranded in our territory, it’s the will of Goddess Ganga.
Now you must give the order.”
Then they fired a shell into the boat. Store of gunpowder on the boat exploded. The fire killed everybody who
was on board, save a few. Survivors were taken into custody.
Some more English women and children had been kept in the captivity at Brahmavart. They were taken out to
the river every morning for ablutions. One of the English women was clever and scheming. She persuaded a lowcaste woman attendant to dispatch a letter to Allahabad.
A guard saw the attendant woman picking up the letter. She was arrested, and taken to Nana-saheb. Upon
flogging, she confessed. The native soldiers were peeved. Someone who could read English was summoned to
read the letter. The letter said:
Enemy is busy celebrating the capture of Cawnpore. There are daily nautch,\fn{Performances by dancing girls:H}
singing. The guard has slackened. The English troops should attack now.

The native soldiers said:
“Allow us to kill the English.” Nana-saheb said:
“Killing women and children is not permissible.”
Soldiers were livid. They rushed to the place where prisoners had been kept. Those butchers shot and hacked
all the women and children to death. The native soldiers wrote to other mutineers:
The enemy’s women are clever and scheming; they tried to smuggle a letter out of prison camp. Hence, as soon as
you get this missive, kill the English women in your custody.

Upon receipt of the letters, English women and children were executed at Delhi, Jhansi, Agra, etc. The old and
the wise among the men said:
“We were hoping that natives would win, Englishmen would return to their land, and Hindus and Muslims
would once again rule. But now that hope has died. For, Vedas do not sanction killing of women. Scriptures say
that even a gravest offence by a women can’t warrant execution. And yet this vile deed took place: natives
wouldn’t win now.”
*
A fortnight later, English troops amassed outside Kanpur. Native troops\fn{ I.e., such troops as remained loyal to the
English} marched from Madras and Calcutta. When the news reached Nana-saheb, he dispatched Tantya Topi and
Lalpuri Baba Gosavi with army to Cawnpore.
Nana-saheb, Rao-saheb and Bal-saheb set out for Kanpur later. But there were omens portending calamity:
a cat crossed their path; a Brahmin carrying ashes came upon them; Nana-saheb’s horse balked. They ignored the
signs, and full of warrior spirit, reached Cawnpore.
A big battle broke out. Artillery of both parties kept up a barrage. Men fought day and night; they didn’t stop
even for eating. After the dusk, flame throwers were lit, and the fighting continued. Several officers, and countless
troops died. This went on for ten-twelve days.
Then the tide turned; and Providence prevailed over men’s efforts. Natives panicked and broke ranks. The
English pushed forward with the artillery. As native soldiers started fleeing, Bala-saheb himself took charge of
one of the unmanned cannons. It’s gunner had got killed. Bala-saheb loosed off a few shots; but English shells
soon picked off other gunners. Infantry and cavalry took to heels.
Nana-saheb, Rao-saheb and Bala-saheb agreed that the battle was lost. There was no point in dying a dog’s
death. It was better to run away, regroup armies, and fight again for the victory. The [surviving] native army then
took the road to Brahmavart. The English commander ordered that victory trumpets be blown. The English army
pressed on, and seized the place where mutineers had camped.
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Lot of men died on either side. Survivors [among natives] fled to Fatehpur, some went to Brahmavart.
Nana-saheb reached Brahmavart at sun-down. The news of defeat hadn’t reached there. Some of the townsfolk
met Nana-sahib on the outskirts. Seeing the expression on his face, they realized that victory had eluded him. He
was greeted, but nothing was spoken. Nana-saheb sighed. Then he said unto the crowd:
“We embarked on this venture for the sake of Hindus. It has failed. I do not hope to live through this. Goddess
Ganges willed so.” Then he retreated into his palace.
A great confusion ensued. People said:
“His Highness would soon leave with the army; where do we go? English would surely follow, and massacre
us.”
People buried the valuables in the earth. Some dumped it into wells. Everybody was now for himself; women
and children were left in the lurch. Grief engulfed Brahmavart.
*
Nana-saheb left Brahmavart with Rao-saheb, Bala-saheb, and the women of the household. They took some
family heirlooms with them. It included the ochre robe which Ramdas had given to King Shivaji, handed down to
Peshwas by King Shahu later. Rest all was left, and they set out at sundown. People saw them leaving, and cried.
The scene could be only compared to that of Lord Ram leaving Ayodhya at the beginning of his 14-year exile.
On reaching the river bank, Nana-saheb paid obeisance to Ganga.
“Mother, you blessed us all these years, and now you have willed that we leave.”
Saying so, they boarded a barge. Nana-saheb said to the people who had gathered there:
“Do not follow us further. We have spent some good time together. I will never forget you. Go back home, we
will meet again.” Before the barge set off, Nana-saheb asked the fishermen—who were supposed to steer it—to
get down.
“We would steer it ourselves,” he said.
So fishermen got off. Barge sailed in the darkness, lit up only by candles. People had lined both the banks of
the river. Upon reaching midstream, Nana-saheb had the candles put out. Then he threw the heirlooms into water.
When people saw that candles were out, they thought Nana-saheb had sunk the barge, along with its passengers.
Wave of grief swept the onlookers.\fn{ But it was only a camouflage. The barge took them to Lucknow, where the ruling Muslim
Queen gave them shelter}
The British attacked Brahmavart on the third day of Nana-saheb’s departure. They killed every native man in
sight. British soldiers entered houses and dug up the floors to get buried treasures. Those who were fleeing were
looted. The pillage went on for two full days. People became penniless.
It stopped on the third day, when the Government issued a fiat and reestablished order. Those who were
involved in the mutiny were arrested and hanged.
*
The Queen governed Lucknow. She was a frugal ruler.
Lucknow is an ancient city; once it was a part of Mughal empire. The city hadn’t witnessed war or disorder in
the last thousand years. But it had to pay tribute to the Sovereign. Never did it have dispute with neighboring
rulers.
It’s a big city, river Gomati winds her course through it. There is a lot of greenery, gardens, bridges. The
Nawab had got built a special garden for himself, it is said that it had silver cisterns.
When the strife in North India began, some companies of soldiers supported the Queen; she took over the rule.
The English assaulted the city with a big force. But there was this Nepali general, Jang-Bahadur, who sided
with the Queen. He had a force of ten thousand; soon he ran off the English.
The English approached Jang-Bahadur. He was offered bribe to betray the Queen. Eventually he transferred
the loyalty to them. A battle began, it went on for five-six days. The English took the city, the Queen fled. The
victors looted the city for several days. Hundreds of men were massacred. It being a big city, some partisans of
the royal side kept up the fight in their [respective] burrows.
*
Kalpi is located on the banks of Yamuna. A fine fort stands there, at the riverbanks. Tantya was in this area
about the time Lucknow fell. He ransacked many villages and then marched on Kalpi. Some of the troops joined
him, and the English inside the fort were outnumbered. After a brief battle, they fled, but were captured by Topi’s
army and were put to death. Topi raised ochre flag at the fort.
The surrounding area—which yielded annual revenue of rupees 54 lakh—came under Topi’s control. He began
administering it in earnest, Kalpi was made the headquarters, revenue officers were appointed.
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Things had now settled down in Kalpi; the English had disappeared from North India. We then went to Jhansi.
*
Jhansi is a densely populated city. Streets are flat, some of them are even paved. Many skilled people live here.
Money-lending is conducted with honesty, financiers are a credible lot. It is often called Pune of the North.
There are several open spaces, and small gardens set therein. There is a big ground in front of the government
house. Four check-posts stand in four directions. Some 200 southern Brahmin families live here. Houses have
sloping roofs, and not flat mud-roofs\fn{ Unlike elsewhere in the North} because it rains heavily due to proximity of
Vindhya ranges. Groundwater is abundant, every house has its own well.
After the death of Jhansi’s prince, Gangadhar, the English Resident took over. But he paid no attention to
treasury or the royal estates, he only took care of security and order. Lakshmibai, the prince’s widow, wanted to
visit Prayag, for undergoing head-tonsure.\fn{As ordained by Hindu texts} But the Resident denied her permission to
travel.
Lakshmibai had adopted an 11-year-old boy. Around this time, mutiny broke out at the Jhansi cantonment. The
Englishmen panicked. The Resident, and a few other Englishmen, called on the Lakshmibai and said to her that
the Englishmen were now doomed, so she should take reigns of the state in her hands. Territories under Jhansi
state yielded revenue of rupees 25 lakh. The Resident further said:
“The mutiny is about to start, please protect our lives. Keep us within the fort.” Lakshmibai replied:
“When my late husband, ailing, wanted to adopt a son, so as to provide a successor, you said that adoptive son
may not succeed to the throne. Later, when I sought permission to travel to Prayag, it wasn’t granted. How would
I protect you now? [If I did] the native soldiers would turn on me.”
At night, Garden Sahib came to meet Her Highness Lakshmibai. He was taken to her chamber. The Lady
offered him a chair to sit. Garden Sahib said to her:
“I do not care what happens to us, but you must protect our women. My wife is a delicate lady; matchless in
beauty and wit among the European women in this country. And, she is seven months pregnant. So please keep
her at your house. She would wash pots, grind grain, whatever, but do save her life. I say nothing further.”
Lakshmibai said:
“I would protect her as best as I can, worry not.” Saying that, she left. Garden Sahib left the palace.
The next morning, English women in the city came to the palace, with the children. Lakshmibai put them up in
a vacant quarters, under guard.
The native soldiers became restless around ten and started firing in air. The Jhansi cantonment was small, there
were [relatively] fewer Englishmen. Natives killed all of them. They also seized the treasury and the ammunition.
The buildings of cantonment were set on fire.
The soldiers then rushed to the palace, and called out to Lakshmibai. The Lady came out and met the native
officers. She assured them that they were safe. The officers said to her:
“You are our mistress [from now on], we would obey your orders. Treasury has twenty-five thousand rupees,
and we are battle-ready.”
Lakshmibai had it announced across the town that she was now the ruler. Foundries were started to make new
guns, a factory to make gunpowder too was set up. After doing all this, the Lady moved into the Fort on an
auspicious day.
*
A few days later, the weather deteriorated; it rained heavily. Severe cold set in. The beggars in the city thought
of seeking warm clothes from the Queen. One evening, when the Ladyship was visiting the Mahalaxmi temple,
over a thousand beggars congregated near the southern entrance. When Lakshmibai came out, the beggars created
a hullabaloo. The Queen asked, why these people have come here? Lakhmanrao, the secretary, said:
“These are destitute beggars, and presently it is very cold, so they demand clothing, sheets.”
The Queen then directed that every poor person in the city be given a woolen cap, a jacket, and a blanket each,
these things be distributed at a gathering of beggars four days hence. The tailors were summoned, and
announcement was made across the city.
On the fourth day, some four thousand beggars—men, women and children—gathered to collect warm
clothing. There were a few ordinary poor among them, too.
*
The Ladyship never hesitated to spend money. Her valor and generosity were priceless. The people in the Fort,
as well as in the palace below were fed well. She wanted her protégé to be happy, well-clothed.
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Lakshmibai wrote well; she drafted her own ordinances. She habitually dressed like a man: a pair of trousers, a
tunic or a jacket, a topee. She always carried a sword. After her husband’s demise, she stopped wearing jewelry;
except a couple of bangles and a pearl around the neck. Hair would be tied in a bun.
In the morning, after the bath, she would do puja, wearing a white sari and a white blouse. There was a basil
plant, and a lingam. There would be a recital of Puran, and noblemen would come to offer respects. There were
around a hundred and fifty who came to pay court daily; if one of them was absent, she would ask him the next
day why you were not there.
The Queen came to her office around noon. Dressed in man’s outfit sometimes, sometimes in woman’s.
Secretary Lakshmanrao would be there, along with seven-eight clerks. This is how she went about her
administration.
The Ladyship loved working out. She got up at dawn, to do malla-khamb, followed by an elephant ride, and a
nutritious breakfast with milk, before the bath.
She had her own ways, but never crossed the line. On Fridays and Tuesdays she visited the Mahalaxmi
temple.
War was in the offing, preparations were on.
*
Jhansi is in Bundelkhand; water here isn’t good for men. It breeds too many impotent men. A quarter of the
men are impotent.
I saw some men: the wife lusts after a stranger, she asks the husband to invite him over. Then she befriends the
stranger, meets him by herself, and makes love to him. There were many instances of this.
I heard and wrote down in my note-book a tale: It happened in Jhansi in the time of Madhavrao II.\fn{ Ruled
1782-1795:H} A Brahmin, one Narayan, once saw a woman of Bhangi caste\fn{ The toilet cleaners’ caste} with her 15year-old daughter when he came out of latrine. The Brahmin had studied the tradition of love-making, he thought
that the girl must be what scriptures define as padmin, an extremely beautiful lass. The Brahmin said to the girl’s
mother:
“Don’t marry off this girl, instead, I will keep her. She won’t lack for anything, nor would you. But don’t tell
anyone about this.”
The Bhangi woman agreed. Then the girl started visiting Brahmin’s place every midnight, they would make
love, and she would depart before the daybreak. The Brahmin’s wife became suspicious; [she thought] never
before he let eight months pass without sleeping with me, we made love [at least] once a week. He has got some
whore now, she has possessed him. Then one day, Brahmin’s wife stayed up to keep watch below the first-floor
room.\fn{Where the Bhangi girl used to meet the Brahmin}
At night, the girl arrived as usual. The wife saw her, and let her sneak up the stairs. After a while, the wife too
went up, and put her ear to the room’s door. She heard sound of laughter. Enraged, she banged at the door and
asked the Brahmin Narayan to open up. The Brahmin said from inside:
“We won’t open the door. This isn’t your business. Go away.” The wife replied:
“You have always been a philanderer, but we haven’t met\fn{ Slept together} for the last six months. You expect
me to be content only with food and clothing [that you provide] and carry on? Am I not young?” The Brahmin
replied:
“You have a two-year-old son. I am no more indebted to you, I do not want to sleep with you. Now scram,
otherwise you would get a thrashing.” The wife was helpless, she stepped down and sat weeping under the stairs.
The news spread across the city. Within a short period, four-five other Brahmins were enamored with the lass.
She told this to her patron, and asked:
“What should I do?” The Brahmin Narayan said:
“You don’t need money. So tell each of those who desire you: ‘I will sleep with you, but you must hand me
your sacred thread’ [yadnyo-pa-vit].
The other suitors of the girls readily agreed to this bargain. She slept with them in return for the thread. This
went on for two years.
The governor came to know about the plight of Narayan’s wife. He sent a kotwal\fn{Police chief} to his house.
Kotwal and his men found the Brahmin with the lass. Both were arrested.
Next morning, they were brought to the court. When people started slandering Narayan, the Bhangi girl said:
“He alone isn’t guilty. Many [other] Brahmins of the city visited me. I only took their threads, police may go to
my house and check. A pot full of threads was indeed found, there were about 175 of them. The Brahmin
[Narayan] said to the governor:
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“I had a son from my wife, my marital life is over. Now I may be allowed to leave the city with this girl.”
Governor gave them the permission; both of them bid adieu to Jhansi. But now the governor was worried:
[almost] the whole city had sinned. Then it was decided that expiation must be carried out. Cow’s urine was
brought, and all the Brahmins underwent expiation.
So it once happened in Jhansi.
*
The British first secured Bundelkhand. Then they moved on Jhansi. Their army set up camps to the west of the
city, and a horseman was sent with a letter for the Queen. The letter said:
“The Queen herself should come out and meet the British officers. She shouldn’t bring troops along. If she did
not come within two days, she should be ready for the battle.” The Queen sent a reply:
“My delegation will meet you. But I being a lady, would not come out. Captain Gordon handed over this state
to us, with papers. I maintain a small army for security of the province, and a few cannons. We never think of
going to war with the British, whatever you may have been told.”
The British then sent out dispatches everywhere, summoning forces. Some troops were sent towards Kalpi, so
as to stop Peshwa and Tatya Topi, and not allow them to come to the Queen’s aid. The Queen too sent a few
horsemen to Raosaheb at Kalpi with a message:
“We are going into war, we count on your help. You may attack the British from outside.” Raosaheb agreed.
*
The British had it announced in the villages surrounding Jhansi that there will be a slaughter in the city for
three days once it fell. Everyone above the age of five will be put to death. So no one should venture into Jhansi
in this period.
Then came the month of Chaitra. The Queen held a haldi-kunku. Married women of the gentry families were
invited. It was a big affair. Marwaris and other money-lenders in Jhansi sent their families to Gwalior, along with
the cash.
Then the month of Vaishakh was upon us. British forces gathered outside the city wall. Their camps dotted the
area, fires were lit. British had about sixty thousand troops, plus some thirty thousand camp followers. The city
was now encircled.
The battle began on a moonless night. British guns began firing. Shells started landing in the city. It brought
untold misery to the people. Many civilians were killed. Some houses caught fire, and tankers were brought to
douse flames.
British shells fell in great numbers on the fort too. A shell would hit the terrace of the palace, and explode.
Splinters would kill four-five people. The same shell would then fall through the terrace on to the lower floor,
blowing some more splinters and killing some more. It would further burn through and fall down on lower floor
and blow up; shrapnels would kill many more.
Britishers spent a lot of these fort-buster shells. People estimated that they cost five hundred rupees apiece. A
couple of unexploded shells were weighed, they were at least 60-65 sher. Thus, the battle hotted up.
A community kitchen was opened for those who had come from the south.
On the third day of the battle, British gunners targeted the cannon on the southern tower of the fort. No gunner
from Queen’s army could stand the enemy fire. But then the fort gunners from the west-side tower started firing,
they hit the best gunner in the British army. The Queen rewarded him with a silver bracelet.
At night, we would go to one of the towers to watch British shells flying into the city. The shells were heavy,
but looked only red and small. During the day, because of the light, shells could not be spotted until they hit, so
this caused very many deaths. But at night, the red shells, like cricket balls, could be seen clearly. One felt it
would hit him, but it would fall several hundred paces off eventually.
Thus the battle progressed day and night.
*
On the fifth day of the battle, British artillery shut down a gun on the western face of the fort. Their shells
demolished the gun-platform too. It was necessary to rebuild it. After the midnight, some masons were brought.
One of them lay down flat on the tower, so as not to be sighted by British gunners. A human assembly line was
formed from the foot of the tower, to pass bricks, etc, up. They rebuilt the platform and put the gun back. This gun
started shelling the enemy’s position, and shut down two English guns.
The English barrage upon the fort peaked on the seventh day. They targeted Shankar Fort at daybreak. The
English have binoculars, one can see the whole fort through them, and whereabouts of men working inside. They
cost a couple of thousand rupees, or more.
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Through one such binocular, the enemy saw that there was only one source of water in the fort. They started
shelling it. Four Brahmin water-carriers died. There was a gunpowder factory inside the fort, at Tamarind ground.
A shell fell there, and the gunpowder caught fire. There was smoke everywhere, even in the palace down below.
Nothing could be seen. When the smoke cleared, it was found that some thirty men and seven-eight women had
died of burns. Another forty were injured.
There was no water for bath in the fort that day. Queen’s gunners then swung the guns to aim at British
position, and shut down a couple of enemy’s guns. Thus, reverses and triumphs continued.
*
The battle became too intense on the eighth day. At night, it was as if the skies had opened up; enemy’s guns
spewed red balls of fire over the city. People left the houses to save themselves. On the morrow, the Queen was
verily worried. Jhansi forces needed help from outside badly, Rao-saheb Peshwa’s troops were yet to arrive.
She consulted Dhekre, the priest, and Pandit Upasni, and had a hundred Brahmins perform anushthan at
Ganesh temple , so that Rao-saheb may reach quickly.
While the anushthan went on, the Queen dozed off awhile at night. In her dream, she saw a beautiful married
woman, fair, with a straight nose and broad forehead, bejeweled, wearing a red sari and white silk blouse,
standing on the ramparts. She was catching the shells with bare hands. While at it, she spoke to the Queen,
showing her hands which were blackened by ash,
“But for me, who would catch these shells?”
*
Tatya Tope and Rao-saheb arrived on the south-east side of the city on the tenth day, and started bombarding
the English. Tope fought at his hardest. Hand-to-hand fight started. It was accompanied by the racket of wardrums and pipes. Our forces were about to win the battle, but the fate intervened: the wind changed its direction
and the smoke [of guns] started blowing into Peshwa’s army.
The English advanced, with their guns. Their cavalry boldly charged, without fear of life.
Peshwa’s men panicked and took to heels. Tope and others too abandoned the guns and fled the battlefield. The
English returned to their camp triumphant the next morning.
*
The English launched an all-out assault. The townsmen had spent the previous night sleepless. When the battle
entered the eleventh day, spies brought news that the enemy is running out of ammunition, it won’t last a day
longer. The Queen, armed with sword, standing on the rampart, handed rewards to the gunners. She herself
lighted the cannon-fuses sometimes.
The English guns targeted the residential quarters in the fort. On the second-floor of the royal palace, there was
a hall with a permanent decoration; for Ganesh, and for navratr. It was a mirror hall, really: walls and the ceiling
were lined with Lucknow-made mirrors. Also, there were chandeliers. A shell fell on the roof, smashed through
the roof and came down to explode with a big noise. Shrapnel flew around, four men died. Not a mirror was left
unshattered.
However, though the shells fell on the roof, they did not damage the palace. Only, they burned through the
ceilings in between to hit the lower floors. So the roof and the ceilings became sieve-like.
But the shells kept coming, and we the inmates were scared. Everybody gathered in a room which was felt to
be safer. Sixty-four persons stood there in that small room; including the slave-maids. We sweated, due to the
summer heat, and due to the fear for life. There wasn’t room enough to breath.
After a few hours, Queen’s gunners hit the English position, and shut down their guns. Thus the fortune kept
swinging.
That night, I prayed to Lord Vaijnath, our village deity. When I dropped off for a bit. I had a dream:
We, a mass of some 200 men, were crossing the river. When in the middle, suddenly water gushed down, and
we almost drowned. Then a wrestler-like, fair complexioned load-carrier, standing in the mid-current, said to us:
“Fear not, I have come to save you. Give me your hands, I would take you to the bank.”
*
On the night of the eleventh day of the battle, a shell fell on a fully-grown elephant which was tethered at the
front entrance. It singed his back. Some shells hit the menagerie, which housed some exotic birds, mynas,
peacocks, other animals. The poor beasts cried out and cried out: all of them perished. It was a disaster.
On the morning of the 12th day, the English army had its men stack up countless piles of water-soaked hay
against the southern city-wall. Using them as stairs, thousands of English troops climbed the wall. Those
guarding the southern side panicked, and fled. English now had no obstruction.
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The Queen heard this, and descended from the fort at the head of a force of a thousand-and-half long-serving
Muslim/Arab soldiers. Soon, they came face to face with the English.
A hand-to-hand battle broke out, blades flashed. The only right simile would be Mahabharatian war. The
English lost heart, and ran off eastwards. They entered some houses, and started shooting at the Queen’s Muslim
force. The Muslims had no means of returning the fire. An old general, a septuagenarian, went to the Queen and
said to her holding her hand:
“Your highness, if you were to advance, a bullet will kill you. There is no glory in dying a whore’s death. The
English are sheltering behind house walls. Let’s return to the fort and lock ourselves in, let the God then guide us
on future course of action.”
*
The English entered the city, and started shooting all the men at sight. Halwai Pura was set on fire; the killings
began. The men between the ages of five and eighty began to be smoked out and killed. Some warriors of the
Queen[’s] army returned downtown, found barber and shaved off beards, whiskers, etc, to take on non-soldier like
guise. Those who could not find a barber, shaved themselves. Some disguised themselves as monks. Thousands of
Englishmen entered the city from all directions and killed left, right and centre. The chaos could not be imagined.
Bhide family kept a small park in central Jhansi. Around 20,000 men and women gathered there. When the
English soldiers arrived to kill, those inside lay prostrate before them, and pleaded:
“We are subjects/civilians. There is no warrior among us, spare our lives.”
The English took pity on them, and left after putting guard at the entrance to the compound.
The invaders went from house to house. Men in the house would be beaten up, tortured, until they revealed the
hidden money. If anything was found, the men would be spared. But then another gang of Englishmen would
land, and killed the men of the house upon not finding anything to loot.
But the English didn’t kill the women. Yet, some ladies from good families thought the enemy would
convert/rape them: they jumped into backyard wells and killed themselves. In some houses women stood between
their husbands and the barrel of enemy’s gun; and were shot. The men, nevertheless, would be shot after the wife
fell dead.
However, the English didn’t kill women intentionally. Keeping a distance, they would ask the ladies to remove
jewelry, and would ransack the house. Walls would be tapped with sticks; sometimes a part would be broken, to
find a hidden pitcher of money. Floors too were dug up.
Thirsty animals—horses, elephants, camels, dogs—roamed the streets, crying out.
*
Towers of the fort offered panorama of a pathetic city. Houses were on fire. Cattle roamed the streets, crying
out for water and feed. Hundreds of corpses were strewn around.
At dusk, the Queen ordered that fort gates be opened; those who wanted to escape into the city, could go. I and
Uncle too left, and reached Mandavgane’s place.
Around midnight, the Queen left the fort with 1,500 troops. They ran into the English, and sword-fight started.
Hundreds were killed, the Queen lost 400. The Queen rode a white horse. She was dressed in a men’s attire and
wore an armor of mesh and carried a sword under her arm. The 12-year-old adopted son was strapped to the
back.
As she passed along, the English chased after. The Queen broke through their ranks and galloped away. Most
of the troops with her perished in the fight, she was left with only a handful of men and her maid [who too rode a
horse]. They set our for Kalpi. The English horsemen went after them a mile out, but turned around as nothing
could be seen in the darkness of the night.
The Queen reached Kalpi by the next nightfall. When she woke up in the morning, she had her period, which
made her [momentarily] untouchable.
What a condition she found herself in!
Words fail me. She hadn’t had a meal for three days. Apart from the sari and blouse she had on, she had no
other feminine clothes. She had no money. No wonder she was in tears; those who saw her wept uncontrollably.
*

603

† An equestrian statue of Lakshmibai, Rani of Jhansi, in Solapur, Solapur District, Maharashtra State †
We went to Mandavgane’s place. We asked what was the arrangement to save oneself from the enemy’s
soldiers. He said there was a big deserted house nearby, its walls mostly collapsed, and overgrown with monsoontime grass. Inside, he said, there were very big concealed recesses, where three-four people could hide at a time.
The narrow entrance to the house was now built up, so there was no way to enter for an outsider. It would be safe.
We spent the night in Mandavgane’s house. The city was burning. The scenes that I saw from the terrace made
me indescribably desolate.
Before the dawn, we rose and did our ablutions, to be ready to move into the deserted house. Suddenly there
was a gunshot very close to the house, Mandavganes hid inside, in the darkness of the house. My entire body
from the throat down felt parched; legs, as if, dissolved. I and the Uncle went forward, there were two English
soldiers. We prostrated ourselves on the earth before them and said: we are not from Jhansi. We came from the
South, to make some money. Spare our lives.
They figured out, from our speech, that we were not from this country. Then they asked for money and rifled
our belongings. Rs 250 in coin were wrapped into a kerchief bundle, it fell down and made noise. The soldiers
took it and left us [alive], by our luck.
We went to the deserted house. The recesses were full of men and women. Outside, hundreds of muskets were
going off. It was very hot, it being the month of Vaishakh. Around noon, I was terribly thirsty. There was a lull in
the musket fire, so I ventured out to the well outside and drew a pitcher of water. As I downed it, there was a big
explosion nearby. I dropped the pitcher and darted off, looking for the nearest recess with some room. Two
women were hiding in one; I entered it, the women directed me.
Three of us sat crammed in that place. Our breasts touched. The woman next to me must about 18-20, I was
myself 30-33. But we both feared for life, and hence felt no desire.
*
The [English] government apprehended that white soldiers, being robust/bullies, would ravish the women. So
every white soldier was accompanied by couple of Indian southerner. The Indians had orders to shoot the white if
he so much as touched the women. Hence, there wasn’t much rowdyism with women.
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That day, after the sunset, we returned to our original quarters. A Karhad-origin Brahmin called Karkare,
around 60-65 years old, and his 25 years old son had been shot down by the soldiers in the morning because the
two took too long to get out of their house. Their respective wives—mother-in-law and daughter-in-law—sat by
the dead bodies all day; but as the evening advanced, they were scared. They came to our place and recounted
what had happened. We seven-eight men from the neighborhood gathered and went to the house. Pyre was set in
the backyard—where [the sacred] basil plant grows. There wasn’t enough wood, so the furniture pieces in the
house were broken up and added to the pyre. Thus we cremated the Brahmin and his son, and brought the women
to our place. What pollution the death was to be for outsiders in that time in Jhansi. Nobody was untouchable.
Too many men died the next day. On being spotted by the English soldiers, they hid in a haystack. The English
set it on fire, the men burned down. Several others jumped into wells, but the English watched from above, and
fired down whenever a head bobbed up out of the water. The massacre and looting went on for three days.
Streets had turned into graveyards. But the killings ceased after the third day.
There was hardly anything to eat. On the seventh day, it being the summer, it was too hot. So I had a bath with
cold water and did my puja. We had famished, and I despaired, thinking, O God, with what intention we had set
out from our homes, and what peril-to-life was visited upon us. Men’s endeavor counts for nothing, fate always
prevails. An old Sanskrit couplet kept coming back to me:
Where a woman be in command, the king but a kid, and minister an illiterate:
There hope of survival is scarce, no chance of holding onto money at any rate.

The couplet had come true in Jhansi.
*
On the eighth day, the English government had it announced that that people may return home, without any
fear. Let the corpses be taken away and disposed. Water tankers were brought to douse the fires. Bonfires were lit
at the junctions of streets, and corpses were cremated. Pieces of furniture from the houses were taken out to make
the bonfires.
After hearing the announcement, four-five of us stepped out to wander. Some stalls of food-stuffs, opium,
tobacco, etc had been put up in front of the city governor’s office. We bought some rice, tobacco-n-lime. Wind
carried the stench of burning flesh around the city. It was very tiring.\fn{ Depressing}
The Queen had escaped, but those who were caught were brought back to the city and hanged. The lady’s
father, Moropant Tambe, had had his thigh slashed by the sword while fleeing. The thigh had been cut deep, still
he ran off on horseback and reached Datiya town by the daybreak. It was enemy’s town, but he had nowhere else
to go.
His clothes blood-soaked, he reached the town gate. A coppersmith took him home and later informed the
[local] king. The king put Tambe in jail, and handed him over to the English.
He was brought to Jhansi and hanged in the afternoon. Searches were going on in the city, the culprits were
hanged forthwith.
There were auctions\fn{ Of the loot and the royal wealth } every day. Sinde (Scindias), Holkars, Gaiwads, etc.,
bought up elephants, horses, camels. Likewise, the royals picked up big pots and pans (from the palace kitchens).
I made a sense of all this:
The men of Bundelkhand were impotent. Therefore, or by the virtue of this land, the women here were
adulterous. Jhansi was the capital city, and looking at the history—the affair of Bhangi woman, etc.—this city was
awash with sin. Now the God had willed it, on account of Laxmibai, purified.
I and Uncle talked at night.
We decided to go to Chitrakoot.
*
We set out for Kalpi; five-six kos off the town, at a place called Kheda, we decided to stay the night. There is a
tamarind grove to the east of the village, just outside the boundaries. We ate our supper there, and slept. In the
first hour of dawn, suddenly horses galloped down the road, and the noise wakened us. We too started and
followed them. I asked a fellow:
“Whose army is this? Where is it heading?” He said:
“We are in the service of his highness Peshwe. The lady of Jhansi is with us, there was a big battle at
Charkhari. But the God did not grant us victory, we were beaten, and are now on the way back to Kalpi.”
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We followed after them in the moonlight. The army proceeded ahead of us. Two kos outside Kalpi, we came
upon a well. I and Uncle stopped there, to draw and drink some water, and to catch breath. At that point four-five
horsemen rode up there. The lady of Jhansi, dressed in a Pathan’s robe, was among them. She was very thirsty, so
she asked without getting down from the horse:
“Who are you?” We recognized her and stood up quickly to say:
“We are Brahmins. What may be your command?” She too recognized us then, and got down from the horse,
and came up and sat on the well’s parapet. She spoke about what happened briefly, then said;
“I am thirsty.”
So I got hold of the rope and the pitcher to draw the water. The lady said:
“You are a pundit. I would not drink water drawn by you, let me do it myself.” Saying so, she took the rope
from my hand, and drew the water, and drank from the pitcher. Then she spoke:
“I am a lesser woman, a widow. But I was a proud Hindu, hence I was prompted to do the duty. But the God
did not grant me success. We fought a big battle at Charkhari, but to no avail. Very soon Kalpi would be fought
over. You are poor Brahmins, you can not even ride a horse. Why do you go there?” We replied:
“Kalpi has a lot of southerners. We hope to earn some money there. Then we plan to cross the Jumna and head
to Brahmavart for a bath in Ganges.”
“So be it,” said the lady, and asked us to see her after reaching Kalpi. Then she rode off.\fn{ There follows this note
by “Kalpi”: Here I am ending this serial excepting. Godse’s book doesn’t end at this point, he tells us about the battles that took place at
Kalpi and Gwalior, and how the Queen died a heroic death. His and his uncle’s journey continued. They went to Brahmavart, Ayodhya,
Kashi, Lucknow, and then looped back to Jhansi. Then they started on the return journey, and reached Nashik after crossing Narmada.
Then back to Varsai.}
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events “in her original Persian”) 6. “Lakshmibai to Sir Robert Hamilton” (January 1, 1858) 7. “Proclamation
of February 14, 1858” 8. “Lakshmibai to the Raja of Banpur and others” (early 1858) 9. “Lakshmibai to
the Raja of Banpur and others” (early April 1858): Nine Letters by Lakshmibai, Rani of Jhansi\fn{by
Manikarnika aka Lakshmibai (1828-1858)} Kashi (also Varanasi, Benares), Varanasi District, Uttar Pradesh, India (F) 6
1
The services rendered by the Sheo Rao Bhao, the father of my late husband,\fn{ Gungadhur Rao, late Maharajah of
Jhansi. These letters are all indicated as being published “after compliments,” i.e., without their accompanying introductions:H } to the
British government before its authority in this part of the country was established are recorded with other State
Documents and have been amply rewarded by the unceasing flow of benefits which his family have derived from
the acknowledged favour and protection of such a mighty power.
The concluding article of the treaty with my late husband signed by Colonel Sleeman in 1842 guarantees to the
Jhansi Government the continued existence of all the benefits claimable by virtue of a former treaty made by
Ramchand Rao in 1817 and not specifically cancelled by the terms of the new agreement then made.
The treaty was declaredly made in consideration of the very respectable character borne by the late Subhadar
Sheo Rao Bhow and his uniform and faithful attachment to the British Government and in deference to his wish
expressed before his death that the principality of Jhansi might be confirmed in perpetuity to his grandson
Ramchand Rao.
As the means of effecting this and with the view to confirming the fidelity and attachment to the Government
of Jhansi the second article acknowledges and constitutes Rao Ramachand his heirs and successors hereditary
rulers of the territory enjoyed by the late Sheo Rao Bhow thereby meaning that any party who be adopted as his
son to perform the funeral rites over his body, necessary to ensure beatitude in a future world, would be
acknowledged by the British Government as his successor and one through whom the name and interests of the
family might be preserved.
The Hindu shastras inculcate the doctrine that the libation offered to the manes of a deceased parent are as
efficacious when performed by an adopted as by a real son and the custom of adoption is accordingly found
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prevalent in every part of Hindustan. My husband therefore, upon the morning of the 19 th November last, sent for
Dewan Nara Sing, Rao Appa, Lalla Lahori Mull, and Lalla Futteh Chund the Ministers and myself and told us to
consult with the Shastri and elect a duly qualified child from his own Gote clan to succeed him as ruler of Jhansi,
as he found himself getting worse and the medicines doing him no good.
Ramchand Baba was in consequence summoned, when at his recommendation out of several children of the
Gote it was agreed that Anund Rao, a boy of five years of age the son of Bashdeva, was the best qualified for the
purpose. My husband then ordered the Shastri to perform the rites of adoption. The next morning Benaik Rao
Pandit performed the saukalpa when Bashdeva the father of Anund Rao having poured water on my husband’s
hands with the usual ceremonies the boy was named Damodar Rao Gungadhur when the ceremony was
completed.
The Ministers by order of the Raja wrote to Major Ellis who was encamped at Sayer, 6 cos from Jhansi, and
wrote to Major Martin, the officer commanding the station, requesting their attendance at the palace with the view
of bearing witness to what had been done. These two gentlemen came to the palace at 10 A.M. the next morning,
the 20th November, when my husband delivered a letter to Major Ellis requesting him to obtain the sanction of
Government to the adoption which was read over in their presence, when Major Ellis promised that he would
make known his wishes to your Lordship.
The next day, Monday the 21 st November, my husband expired; the funeral rites required to be performed by a
son have all been discharged by Anund Rao styled Damodhur Rao Gungadhur.
My late husband before his death made the boy over to the protection and favour of the British Government—
and as the adoption made by Parakshata (the late Rajah of Datia), that of Bala Rao (the last Chief of Jalour) and
that of Tej Singh (the last Raja of Urcha) have all been sanctioned by your Lordship—the more strongly as the
term dawana (perpetuity) made use of in the Treaty of the Jhansi State is not mentioned in theirs.
2
Distress at recent affliction when I addressed your Lordship upon the 3 rd December last had prevented my
entering as fully as I ought to have done into the circumstances of the adoption made by my late husband, an
omission which I now beg leave to supply.
It was the good fortune of Sheo Rao Bhao, the father of my late husband, to be the first of the chiefs in this
part of the country who tendered their allegiances to the British Government, which he improved by subsequent
exertions in inducing them to follow his example; at which Lord Lake was so pleased that he directed him to
submit a paper of requests as to the manner in which the interests of himself and his family could be best served.
In obedience to these orders a paper, Wajib ul urz [record of rights], containing seven different articles was
submitted, through Captain John Baillie, the Political Agent for Bundlecund, which were all sanctioned by order
of the Most Noble the Governor General of India. Sheo Rao Bhao having omitted to define certain requests in the
Wajib ul urz, which he was anxious to make, and having in the meantime had an opportunity of rendering further
services, His Lordship entered into a new agreement, for the purpose of rectifying this omission, and thereby
becoming an additional pledge of fidelity and attachment on his part to the Government.
The new agreement consisted of nine articles, in which the benefits of two new articles were added to those
already derivable from the seven articles of the Wajib ul urz, and having been duly signed and sealed by the
Governor General, was delivered to him by Captain John Baillie, at Kotra.
In the 6th article of the Wajib ul urz, Sheo Rao Bhao reports that the Rajas of Urcha, Duttia, Chanderi, and
other neighboring States, are ready to tender their allegiance to the British Government, provided the different
places then in their possession were\fn{ Was in the text:H} confirmed to them, and prepared to pay their accustomed
tribute to the British Government. Upon which an order was passed, to the effect that any chief who imitated his
example in showing obedience and attachment to the British cause should be confirmed in possession of all the
advantages then belonging to them; moreover, that other marks of friendship might be expected from service in
such a cause.
It was from the same desire to reward past services like these that the British Government entered into a treaty,
in 1817, with Rao Ram Chundra Rao, the grandson of Sheo Rao Bhao, the second article of which acknowledges
Rao Ram Chundra, his heirs and successors, as hereditary rulers in perpetuity of the Jhansi principality, and
guaranteed its protection to them from foreign aggression.
During the Burmese war in 1824, Rao Ram Chundra Rao advanced upwards of 70,000 rupees to banjarahs
[suppliers] employed in carrying grain to the troops in Burma. Mr. Ainslie reported his having done so in
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favorable terms to the Governor General, who ordered the money to be repaid; but Rao Ram Chundra Rao having
declined repayment on the grounds that he was an ally of the British Government, and that the interests of the two
States were identical, the Governor General was pleased to send him a dress of honor, with a complimentary
khareeta, thanking him for his services upon the occasion. I regret to say that this khareeta has been mislaid, and
would esteem it a favour if your Lordship would kindly order my being furnished with a copy of it.
Shortly afterwards, during the siege of Bharutapoor, the city Kalpi, in the British Territory, being threatened
with an attack from Nannay Pandit, at the time in the rebellion against Jaloun, Mr. Ainslie, the agent, called upon
Bhikraji Nana, Kamdar of Jhansi during the minority, to dispatch troops with the utmost expedition to Kalpi, with
a view to protect the Kooneh district from plunder; in consequence of which, Bhikraji Nana made immediate
arrangements for sending off 2 guns, 4,000 sowars, [cavalry] and 1,000 foot soldiers, to Kalpi, and which arrived
in time to save Kalpi from being plundered, and proved the means of restoring general confidence to the people in
the Kooneh district. Copies of letters from Mr. Ainslie to Ram Chundra Rao, the minor Rajah, and Bhakaji, his
kamdar, thanking them for their services on this emergent occasion, are submitted with the view of showing that
Jhansi state was always foremost in the field when opportunity occurred for displaying its loyalty to the
Paramount Power.
When Lord William Bentinck was at Jhansi in 1832, he visited Rao Ram Chunder Rao in the fort on the
evening of the 19th December, and conferred upon him the title Maharaj Dhiraj Fidwi Badshah Janujah Englistan
[King of Kings, Faithful to the Emperor of England], Maharajah Ram Chunder Rao Bahadur, ordering him to
have it engraved on his seal, investing him at the same time with the insignia of the Nakara and Chonar, with
permission to adopt the British flag, telling him, in open durbar, that of all the chiefs of Budelkund, his uncle,
Sheo Rao Bhao, had done the best service, and that the honors now conferred were the reward of his meritorious
services to the British Government. On arrival at Saugur, his Lordship was further pleased to send him a
complimentary letter in English, having a gold-leaf border, dated 20 th December 1832, copy of which is
forwarded, repeating what he had stated in durbar, and adding, that the letter then issued would serve ever
afterwards as a patent of his rank and authority.
Raghonath Rao, who succeeded his nephew, Ram Chundra Rao, in 1835, died in 1838, when the right of my
husband to the succession was acknowledged; but owing to the State being in debt at the time, it was placed under
the superintendence of Captain D. Ross for a period of three years, at the expiration of which it was restored to
him, with an agreement on his part by which he ceded Duboh, Talgong, and other districts, valued at 2,550,891
Jhansi rupees, as payment towards a legion to be employed for the purpose of coercing any of his turbulent
feudatories who might set his authority at defiance; and one on Colonel Sleeman’s part, dated 1 st January 1843,
confirming to the Jhansi State all of the advantages guaranteed to it by virtue of former treaties.
It cannot be denied that the terms warisan, “heirs”, and janishnian, “successors”, made use of in the second
article of the treaty with Ram Chundra Rao, refer to different parties; the term warisan being confined in meaning
to natural or collateral heirs, while janishnian, on the contrary, refers to the party adopted as heir and successor to
the estate, in the event of there being no natural or collateral heir entitled to the succession. Treaties are studied
with the utmost care before ratification; and it is not to be supposed that the term janishnian used in
contradistinction to warisan was introduced in an important document of this kind, of the authority almost of a
revelation from Heaven, without a precise understanding of its meaning, the advantages of which are further
explained by the clause declaring the gift then made to have been one in perpetuity to the family.
It was with this understanding of the terms of the treaty that my husband, the day before his death, summoned
Major Ellis and Captain Martin, the officer commanding the station, to the palace, and with his dying breath, in
full durbar, made over Anand Rao, his adopted son, to the care and protection of the British Government,
delivering at the same time a kharita, or testament, further declaratory of his wishes on this solemn occasion for
communication to your Lordship.
I take the liberty of enclosing a list of some of the precedents which have occurred in Bundlecund in which the
right of the native chief or his widow to adopt a successor to the guddi [throne], in default of natural heirs, has
been sanctioned; and as it is the firm reliance which they feel in the integrity and justice of the British
Government which enables them to pass their days in peace and quietness, without other care than how to prove
their loyalty, venture to express a hope that the widow of the son of Sheo Rao Bhao will not be considered
undeserving of that favor and compassion which others similarly situated have been declared entitled to.
3
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… I would make known unto your Lordship that Jhansi is a powerless Native state; that, depending on the
protection of the British Government, my late husband devoted his attention to the art of peace, and not to
keeping up even the semblance of a warlike state; and that if Jhansi is to be absorbed during your Lordship’s
administration, the five thousand rusty swords worn by the people called its army and its fifty pieces of harmless
ordinance (harmless except against a power of equal insignificance) will be delivered over to your Lordship’s
agent without any demonstration save that of sorrow—that valuable services should be requited by the
confiscation of a puny kingdom or raj; which has been ever faithful to the paramount power. …
4
States that the Government forces, stationed at Jhansi, through their faithlessness, cruelty and violence, killed
all the European civil and military officers, the clerks and all their families, and the Rani not being able to assist
them for want of guns, and soldiers as she had only 100 or 50 people engaged in guarding her house she could
render them no aid, which she very much regrets.
That they, the mutineers, afterwards behaved with much violence against herself and servants, and extorted a
great deal of money from her, and said that as the Rani was entitled to succeed to the reasut, she should undertake
the management since the sepoys were proceeding to Delhi to the King.\fn{ A note says that “this is the British translation
from her original Persian”; it seems, however, to be actually a paraphrase. Nevertheless, in view of so little apparently having survived that
is actually hers, I have included this and others like it, in the hopes that something of her actual writing has indeed survived:H }

That her dependence was entirely on the British authorities who met with such a misfortune, the sepoys
knowing her to be quite helpless sent her messages through the Tehseeldar of Jhansie, the Revenue and Judicial
Seristadars of the Deputy Commissioner’s and Superintendent’s Courts to the effect that if she, at all hesitated to
comply with their requests, they would blow up her palace with guns. Taking into consideration her position she
was obliged to consent to all the requests made and put up with a great deal of annoyance, and had to pay large
sums in property, as well as in cash to save her life and honor.
Knowing that no British Officers had been spared in the whole District, she was, in consideration of the
welfare and protection of the people, and the District, induced to address perwannahs to all the Government
subordinate Agency in the shape of police &c. to remain at their posts and perform their duties as usual, she is in
continual dread of her own life and that of the inhabitants.
It was proper that the report of all this should have been made immediately, but the disaffected allowed her no
opportunity for so doing. As they have this day proceeded towards Delhi, she loses no time in writing.
5
States that on the 12 th June she addressed the Commissioner on the subject of the awful events which have
transpired in Jhansee and sent the Khut by Gungadhur Daugee and Bhowanee Hurkara.\fn { Again, a note says that
“this is the British translation of her original Persian”; but it seems we have here to do with another paraphrase:H }
That she still continues to regret the fate of the Europeans of Jhansee and is convinced that greater cruelties
could not have been enacted in any other place—a detailed narrative of them is annexed to the khureeta.
The further news since is that in all the elaquas subordinate to Jhansie, the Chiefs have taken possession of the
gurhees, while others are plundering the country.
That it is quite beyond her power to make any arrangement for the safety of the District as the measure would
require funds, which she does not possess, nor will mahasjuns in times like these lend her money. Up to the
present time after selling her own personal property and suffering much inconvenience she has managed to save
the town from being plundered and has kept up the form of the late Government; she has entertained many people
for the protection of the town and mofussil outposts, but without a competent Government force and funds she
sees the impossibility of holding on any further; she has therefore written out some remarks on the state of the
district which is also sent herewith and trusts she may early be favoured with orders which she will see carried
out.\fn{What follows, according to a note is “the narrative of events that accompanied Lakshmibai’s letter of the 14 th of June 1857 to
Major Erskine; translation of narrative of events which have transpired in Jhansi on the 5 th June 1857”. I have assumed she wrote this:H}
*
About 1 P.M. all of a sudden about 50 or 60 sepoys rose and took possession of the magazine and Government
treasure and commenced firing their muskets towards Captain Skene’s bungalow. On finding this to be the case,
Captain Skene, his wife and children, in company with Captain Gordon proceeded to the town and made
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arrangements for guarding it and then proceeded to the fort. A short time after this other gentleman also went to
the fort which they guarded with small force and the Rani sent a few of her own guards to the fort for their aid.
On the 6th June everything remained as on the previous day up to noon viz, only such of the sepoys as had
become disaffected remained so, the rest and sowars continuing quiet after 12 o’clock all became disaffected and
joined together and killed all their officers, and burnt their bungalows as well as all the public offices with their
records which were all destroyed and plundered. Then they proceeded to the jail and released all the prisoners.
The jail darogah joined the mutineers and they then proceeded towards the town and surrounded the fort, but
since the gentlemen had closed the gates of the fort and were firing with great bravery from the fort walls, the
mutineers could not manage to open the gates.
On the 7th June the mutineers commenced firing guns against the fort walls and this very much frightened the
town’s people, specially when 4 or 5 balls came and fell in the town but everything remained quiet.
On the 8th June the mutineers planned an assault on the fort and compelled 150 men of the Rani’s to join them
who then all continued the attack till 3 o’clock P.M., during all this time the gentlemen who were so few,
continued with their usual vigor to defend the fort and managed to kill and wound many of the mutineers with
their guns. After this Captain Gordon received a musket shot which killed him. Then Captain Skene, with his wife
and children and other gentlemen came down from the fort and intended to escape out of the town, but the cruel
mutineers did not allow them to effect their purpose. After murdering them all in such a cruel manner that the
Almighty is sure to punish them for it, they plundered some people in the town and otherwise did as they pleased.
The Rani with the utmost difficulty managed to save her life, but her money and property were plundered. She
was not able to report this before to the Commissioner or Agent since the disaffected had stopped all dawk
communication and had guarded all the roads round Jhansee which prevented everyone from going out.
On the night of the 11th June they left the place and it is hoped will go to hell for their deeds.
6
To narrate all the strange and unexpected occurrences that took place during your absence from India is a
painful task. I cannot describe the troubles and hardships I have suffered during this period. Your return to India
has given me new life. I take this opportunity to give you a brief statement of my history.
At the time when the British forces mutinied at this place, and when the Chiefs of Dutya and Oorchha
commenced their career of coercion and rapine, I lost no time in writing to the British Officers as per margin [see
below], and gave them detailed information as to the state of the country; some of the bearers of these letters are
missing, others being plundered before reaching their destination came back to Jhansee, those that were sent to
Agra returning, stated that they succeeded in sending the letters within the Fort of Agra through a bhiestee [water
carrier], that their life being not safe they did not wait for a reply.
Major Ellis informed me that my letters were referred to the Officer that was acting for Captain Skene. I got a
letter from the Commissioner through the Chief of Goorsaray dated 23 rd June stating that I should take charge of
the District. Another communication from the same Officer dated 10 th July in reply to my three letters was also
received; it referred me to his former communications in which a proclamation putting me in charge of the
District was said to have been enclosed. On the 29 th July, I wrote back in reply stating that I had not received the
proclamation.
Taking advantage of the disturbed state of the country, the chiefs of Dutya and Oorcha first took possession of
the district of Jhansee Illaka that lay on the borders of their respective states, both to the East and West.
On the 3rd September (both these chiefs acting in concert) the forces of Oorcha composed of the thakoors and
relations of the State, and amounting to 40,000 men with 28 Guns, invaded Jhansi itself and made other chiefs
support them. Although the two letters received by then from the Commissioner were sent to Nuthey
Khan\fn{Leader of the forces of Orchha} for his perusal, yet he took no notice of them. On this, I again wrote to the
Commissioner who told me in reply (by letter dated 19 th October) that British forces were assembling at
Jubbulpore—that he will come to Jhansi and examine the conduct of all either high or low and deal with them
accordingly.
In the meantime I tried my best by selling my property, taking money on interest—collected a party of men
and took steps to protect the city, and to meet the invading force. The enemy by firing guns, matchlocks and
rockets (ban) did much mischief, and killed thousands of precious souls; my resources failing, I wrote on the 20 th
September and 19th October for reinforcements. After 2 months the besieging force retired to a village Koma
situated about 3 miles from Oorcha; all the districts that were formerly occupied by the chief of Oorcha are still in
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his possession. In the same manner the Rani of Dutya still holds all the districts that fell into her hands. The
authorities at Oorcha and Dutya do not give up these places; the troops sent to reoccupy them meet with
opposition.
As was the case in former days the pawars and mawasas are excited to ruin by rapine, and plunder the
remaining districts.
Under these circumstances I can never expect to get rid of these enemies and to clear myself of the heavy debts
without the assistance of the British Government.
The Commissioner seems not prepared to move for my help as he states in his letter dated 9 th November, that
the services of the British troops for the present are required at his quarter. As these short-sighted individuals
seem unmindful of the British supremacy and do their best to ruin myself and the whole country, I beg you will
give me your support in the best way you can, and thus save myself and the people who are reduced to the last
extremity and are not able to cope with the enemy.
7
Victory of Religion: To God only belongs the World, and the command of it rests with Him …\fn{ A note says that
this proclamation, “issued in the name of Lakshmibai,” [is] “quoted in Taylor, which states that the full text is on page 225 of vol. III of M.
L. Bhargava’s Freedom Struggle in Uttar Pradesh (Lucknow, 1957-1961)”} Oh Rajas! Be you religious, virtuous, benevolent
and brave, and the protectors of your own and of the religion of others: desiring you prosperity I speak as follows.
… God has created you for the destruction of the destroyers of your creed … but it is evident to all men that these
English are perverters of all men’s religion. From time immemorial have they endeavored to contaminate the
Hindoo and Mahomedan religions by the production and circulation of religious books through the medium of
missionaries, and by extirpating such books as afford arguments against them. … Various endeavors have they
made to contaminate our creed. 1st The forcible re-marriage of Hindoo widows. 2nd the abolition of the ancient rite
of suttee. 3rd the exaltation of those who embrace the Christian faith, so also the succession to the thrones of
Hindoo princes is only permitted to the legitimate sons, the adopted sons are prohibited from succession, while
the Shastra gives him the same privileges as the legitimate heir: these are the stratagems by which the Europeans
deprive us of our thrones and wealth, for instance I refer to Nagpore and Lucknow... They have forced the
prisoners to eat their bread … they powdered bones and mixed with flour sugar etc and exposed it for sale … they
ordered the Brahmins and others attached to the army to bite greased cartridges … and in spite commenced
blowing from guns those in any regiments who refused to use the cartridges … I conjure the Hindoos in the name
of Gunga, Tollsee and Salikram, and the Mahomedans by the name of God and the Qur’an and entreat them to
join us in destroying the English for their mutual welfare … Let not this opportunity pass away. Know oh people!
you will never have such another …
8
To Shri Maharaj Kuma, Shri Maharaja Dhiraj, Shri Raaj Mardan Singh Bahadur, Rani Laxmibai says that she
wishes that your news is good. The news here is good. And your letter, carried by Dularelal, has arrived and thus I
came to know of your state of affairs. You wrote that you are engaged in the preparation of the army/troops. That
pleased my heart. Our opinion is that there ought not to be rule of foreigners in Bharat/India. And I have great
confidence/trust/faith in you. And we are preparing our troops/forces. It is very important to fight the English.
Please write and let us know your news. Date,place.(Samvat 1914, Camp Jhansi).\fn{ The editor says: “I believe this was
written when the British were marching on Jhansi in early 1858” }
9
To Shri Maharaj Dhiraj, Shri Maharaja, Shri Raja Mardan Singh Bahadur, from Maharani Laxmi Bai who says
that she wishes that the new/things there is/are good. News/things here is/are good. Your letter arrived, so I came
to know your state of affairs. And you had referred to the letter of Shri Maharaj of Sahagadh, so we came to know
that after writing [to me] you are marching to Sagar. There, on the way, there are two companies of the English.
Attacking and dispersing them, taking the Raja of Sahagadh along, march with your troops straight to Kalpi. I and
Tantiya Tope and Nana Sahib are all engaged in the preparation of our troops/army.
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Therefore, after attacking and dispersing Sir Hugh Rose’ forces/army at Motghaat, march straight to Kalpi.
From here, we together will attack the English at Gwalior.
There ought not to be any delay now. Write and let us know your news/state of affairs. Samvat 1914, Camp
Kalpi\fn{The editor says: “The letter is dated Samvat 1914 a N. Indian calendar which corresponds to April 14 th 1857 to April 13th 1858.
This was written from ‘Camp Kalpi’. After the fall of Jhansi the Rani was twice in Kalpi, the first time was when she fled there from Jhansi
and the second was after the Battle of Kunch on 6 th May. Assuming the date of Samvat 1914 is correct then she must have written this after
the flight from Jhansi between the 4 th and 13th April.” In a separate article, W says that “Rani Lakshmi Bai was killed in a cavalry action
near Kotah-ke-Serai on June 17.”}
1829

262.43 1. Parrot Of The Far Land 2. Bridal Song 3. The Ivied Harp 4. To Clarence In His Grave 5. Political Letter
To Mrs. V. 6. To Annie 7. Lines To A Withered Shamrock: Seven Poems\fn{by Mary Seyers Carshore (1829-1857)}
Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) 5
1
From crystal founts I’ll give thee drink,
Where many a rosy garland
Hangs o’er the green and grassy brink,
O Parrot of the far land!
O Parrot of the far land!
*
I’ll give thee food and liberty
To soar in yon blue-star land,
O Parrot of the far land!
*
If thou tell me where he strays,
And why his footsteps wander,
Whose weary ways and sad delays
Have made this heart grow fonder.
O Parrot of the far land!
2
The sound of the tasa are telling
The hour of the bridal is come;
The notes of the marfa are swelling
To welcome the bride to her home.\fn{Tasas and marfas are musical instruments of different sizes, formed of an earthen vessel
with goat or other skin drawn over the face of it, to answer the purpose of a drum }
*
The nowbut\fn{A complete band} is now celebrating
The names of the new-wedded pair;
The silver mohaffas\fn{Litters} are waiting.
The day is propitious and fair.
*
The mehndee\fn{Henna} is fresh in its blossom.
The roses are sweet for thy bosom:
Then cull them while bright, and prepare thee tonight,
And steep thy white robes in the cussoom.\fn{Safflower}
*
Thou askest the stars what they fate thee,
I ask them thy features, my bride!
Perhaps I may see thee, to hate thee,
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The moment we meet shall decide.
*
What is it to love and adore?
I never loved woman before;
O! thine be the duty, with goodness and beauty,
To teach me that holiest lore.
3
The cord that rung sweetly, has ceased to ring,
The cold blast of sorrows has severed the string;
The harp that sung softly hangs mute by the deep:
The stern voice of anguish has hushed it to sleep.
Around and around it the ivy has clung,
Yet silent it hangs there, untuned and unstrung ;
O! where is the minstrel who tuned it before
To magical numbers?—speak Africa’s shore,
For there unremembered the Poet is laid:\fn{ An allusion to the grave of L. E. L. (Letitia Elizabeth Landon, 1802-1838), English
poet, an apparent suicide two months after she had settled at Cape Coast Castle, Ghana, “a few months after her marriage to George
Maclean, who was then governor of the outpost. The inquest was hurried, according to press reports, and Landon was buried under the
pavers in the courtyard of the fortress.” }

No marble to cover, no willow to shade,
Untombed and exposed to fierce Africa’s ray,
Is the spot where reposes her hallowed clay.
She sleeps there, afar from the land of her birth,
In a grave scarce distinguished from the commonest earth ;
Scarce marked, save alone by a rude level plot,
Laid with coarse earthen tiles to discover the spot;
Intersecting the beaten and narrow bye-way,
Where feet undiverted tread o’er it each day;
Round the name of the minstrel while laurel leaves wave,
Rude strangers profanely are trampling her grave.
Long years have rolled o’er her, with sunshine and rain,
But the voices of spring cannot wake her again;
It is well, for again could the minstrel awake
To behold the unkindness her heartstrings would break.
But the spirit is departed of heavenly flame,
Whose halo illumined the temple of fame,
To regions from whence it can never return,
Neglect as ye will the cold dust of the urn.
Then rest secure, England! thy accuser is far,
Even her ashes repose ’neath a strange foreign star,
Then rest thee unquestioned, there’s none to upbraid thee,
Since they dare not to tell thee the things that degrade thee,
The living thou feedest with vain empty breath,
And ’tis thus thou rewardest thy children in death.
4
Ah! did I ever dream,
While thou wert with me shedding light and bliss
In every tender gleam,
Of thy dear eyes, in every infant kiss.
*
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Did I then dream that we
Should quit that home thou mad’st bright, to find
Another far from thee
More blest, and that thou should’st be left behind,
*
Be left behind alone
To slumber on that solitary plain,
With but a sculptured stone
Upon thy breast to tell where thou art lain.
*
O Hermit, sleeping there
Beneath the solid house that stands above,
Whose dwelling none may share,
Except the ghost of fond maternal love.
*
What tho’ removed so far,
My spirit haunts that sacred spot,
There memory’s treasures are
Too dearly valued to be e’er forgot.
*
And tho’ I may not steep
Thy urn with tears of grief o’er past delight,
Around it still I creep
In dreams and waking fancies of the night.
*
I see the slender grass
Around thy sepulchre still sigh and wave,
More blest than I, alas!
To sigh beside thy solitary grave.
*
I see across the sky
The bending trees their branches o’er thee stoop,
More privileged than I,
Above thy silent tomb they still can droop.
*
I see the earth where lie
Thy precious relics in their sacred rest,
Ah! Happier far than I,
It still can hold thee on its parent breast.
5
I greet you, lady. I received
Your missive, which hath much relieved
My mind of doubts, that you were nought
But some fair myth by fancy wrought.
Is it true then, and can it be,
That earth contains a soul like thee?
Alas! so very like a dream
Thy coming and departure seem.
I almost fear that some rude hand
Will wake me from a happy sleep,
And truth, at reason’s stern command,
Dispel the visions I would keep.
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But then I cast my eyes around,
And there, upon the abandoned ground,
Are traces of the vanished tent
Whereon my thoughtful gaze is bent.
And, searching inward, there I find
Some jewels thou hast left behind,
High thoughts and holy words that dwell
Within my bosom cherished well.
That more than outward marks to me
Attest the fond reality,
Thou art no fancied shape of dreams
To vanish with the morning gleams ;
No bright, illusive beau ideal,
But loving, true, unchanged and real ;
And I shall see thee yet again
To know and love thee better then ;
O my dear Lady,—writing dear,
My heart cries dearest low and clear,
But then ’tis always best to show
Less than is felt,—than once to know,
You feel not half of what you say,
O my dear Lady, therefore, pray,
Think of me sometimes as you may,
And when your nightly prayer is given,
Repeat my lowly name to heaven,
Thus wilt thou, when at closing day
Thy better thoughts resume their sway,
Think of me, tho’ I merit not
From thee—from any one—a thought,
For I with traits of good and ill,
And all my faults, I love thee still ;
And will, tho’ fate and distance sever,
Affectionately yours, be ever Mary Carshore.
6
I met thee in the festive hail,
The lamps were bright upon the wall ;
But O! the light of beauty’s glance,
That flashed at moments thro’ the dance,
Outshone them all, outshone them all.
*
And yet amidst a scene so fair,
Where love met beauty everywhere,
Why didst thou then appear to me,
With thy mild placid brow to be
The brightest there, the brightest there?
*
I met thee in each humbler call
Of life, and then, methought, the ball
Flung not around thee charms so sweet,
As thus amidst the good to meet
Thee best of all, thee best of all.
*
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It was not beauty’s short control,
It was the sweetness of thy soul
Which shed a more enduring grace ;
Not o’er thy eyes, not o’er thy face,
But round the whole, but round the whole.
7
“O say, thou withered leaf and sear,
“Where sprang thy parent stem?
“On what sweet shore did’st thou appear
“A green and living gem?
*
“What field or hedge did’st thou adorn,
“O poet’s hallowed leaf?
“In what wild meadow wast thou born,
“Or proud domain of chief?”
*
“Upon a Western Island fair,
“Old ocean’s brightest gem,
“I sprang to breathe the forest air
“Upon my parent stem.”
*
“How cam’st thou hither, withered leaf,
“Across the rolling sea?
“A messenger of joy or grief
“Hast thou been sent to be?
*
“Frail traveler of the watery waste,
“With spells of memory fraught,
“O’er deserts wild, o’er oceans traced,
“What errand hast thou brought?”
*
“A sister culled me for her prize
“On Erin’s sainted shore;
“The tears that filled her deep blue eyes
“Were almost rolling o’er.
*
“She sent me to beguile and cheer
“An exile’s pilgrimage;
“And like a seal affixed me here
“Upon her written page.
*
“I’ve told the exile’s heart a tale
“Of childhood’s fields and flowers;
“I’ve told him of his native vale,
“And of his boyhood’s hours.
*
“The music of the lark and thrush,
“His own loved Island tongue,
“Have in one wild melodious gush
“Fond memory’s echoes rung.
*
“The violet's scented breath I bade
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“To sweep across his soul;
“The voices of his home I made
“Around his heart to roll.
*
“I’ve told him that unchanged and true
“Are those he left behind;
“His native breeze around him blew
“And bore him there in mind.
*
“I’ve shown him where his childhood played,
“Each field and glen and hill;
“The dim and fragrant hawthorn shade,
“The lane unaltered still.
*
“I’ve brought unto his face a smile,
“And gladness to his heart;
“And taught him to forget the while
“An exile’s weary part.”
*
“O blessed art thou, thou withered leaf.
“Thy mission pure and high;
“And tho’ thy verdant bloom were brief,
“Thou’lt live when others die.”
262.167 Excerpt from Not While She Lives: A Novel\fn{by Caroline Rosetta Small aka Mrs. Alexander Fraser (1829-1908)}
India (F) 7
1
Nor amidst spreading ancestral trees, standing in friendly clumps, wreathing their giant forms and arms
closely together; nor amongst lovely flower-bounded lanes and grassy dells, with the November sunshine slanting
athwart the branches overhead, tinging all around with a deep and golden gleam, turning the variegated foliage of
red and green and brown into rich mellow burnished shades, that seem all aglow and a-fire; falling upon sheaves
of yellow ripe-eared corn; kissing the ruddy, luscious cheeks of the orchard fruit; shedding its genial beams on the
distant undulating landscape, and deluding us into the belief that the glorious summer is still lingering with us,
loath to leave the earth, whom its presence makes so fair.
But an autumnal morning in London.
Bitter as the blasts of adversity: cold as the hard world’s sympathy. No matter where the eye looked, not a
speck of blue was discernible in the heavens; nothing but big sullen banks of heavy opaque clouds, with but a few
sickly glimmers of sunlight struggling through the misty haze, adding, by their very unsuccessful efforts at
emancipation, a duller and greyer tint, if possible, to everything. Moisture was the prevailing characteristic of the
temperature. Not honest rain-drops, pattering down defiantly and boldly, but a sneaky, pitiful sort of Scotch mist,
more felt than seen, exuding upon the irregular roof-tops, imparting a greasy appearance to the leads and slates,
turning the mire of the roadway into a slushy liquid, resembling shoe-blacking, trickling sluggishly down area
railings, and rendering the pavement physically dangerous.
Very few pedestrians were to be seen, however, voluntarily exposing themselves to the cold and damp that
were part and parcel of the inclement weather; and the few that were visible consisted chiefly of that class
stigmatized very justly as the “great unwashed”: coal-heavers, sweeps with ebon physiognomies, navvies, and
such like, were loafing about, all more or less with grimy, ill-looking visages, and remarkably unpleasant
exteriors.
The dwellings on either side of the street bore upon them a corresponding stamp; consisting of povertystricken houses, with a patch of black clay in front, enclosed by dilapidated railings, and of which “chickweed”
was the sole produce and adornment.
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The locality in question was, in fact, one of the lowest and most disreputable suburbs of the metropolis. A
dangerous quarter, especially at dusk, within which poverty and crime herded familiarly together, and huddled
closely and lovingly with squalor and rags, rearing their Hydra heads antagonistically against all that savored of
affluence or respectability; a quarter infested with noisome human vermin, in the shape of night-birds,
pickpockets, and outcasts; and owning, as its chief aristocracy, unshorn, unkempt Hebrews, itinerant vendors of
periwinkles and cowheel; cats-meat men, and elderly females with formidable biceps and weather-battered faces,
ungently guarding their apple-stalls against the impudent depredations of myriads of street arabs, the incorrigible
”gamins” that sloped in dozens about the place, in a perpetual state of revolutionism, crying, una voce, “Liberté,
Égalité, Fraternité!” or collected in noisy belligerent masses on the adjacent door-steps.
Now and then, even at that early hour of the day, for it was barely 9 a.m., out of the half-ajar door of a gin
palace reeled the form of some woman, with disheveled hair and torn garments, and strong pugilistic tendencies
visibly swelling in her breast, judging from the pugnacious glances she gave each passing individual, with a
defiant imbecility in her look. Within the precincts of the “publics” glimpses of red could be caught, adorning the
backs of the gallant defenders of our country, zealously performing their matutinal\fn{ Morning} devotions to the
Bacchanalian Deity. But, notwithstanding all the uninviting sights and sounds, and salient objections to the spot,
the suburb yet boasted, in company with higher and sweller quarters, refuges for the sick, the vicious, the
homeless, and the devotee.
It possessed its exact and proper quantum of hospitals, penitentiaries, reformatories, workhouses, police
stations, and, above all other boons, a great big church—a church presenting no claim to any sort of architectural
beauty, but standing out square and solid, and having as its sole ornament a painted window, whose subject was
the parable of the ”Good Samaritan,” about the most appropriate device it could have had, considering the evil
locality on which it looked. Through the richly-stained panes, the daylight shone in dimly, leaving in almost
undistinguishable gloom, the lengthy aisles and the surrounding pews. A few waxen tapers faintly lit up the altar,
the silver hair and white surplice of its officiating minister, and the rusty garments of the assisting clerk, and
showed, sharply defined against the pervading darkness of the body of the large building, a group of four persons
standing before the altar rails.
The responses were firmly uttered by the two principal actors in the scene, and the clergyman’s solemn voice
fell impressively and distinctly on the silent church:
“Those whom God hath joined together let no man put asunder.”
Then came, in due course, the final blessing concluding the rites that bound indissolubly together two human
beings, until death, ruthless, omnipotent, should come to divide them. The names of the wedded couple were duly
registered, the customary fees bestowed, and '”Mark Leslie,” as he had just subscribed himself, clasped his bride
passionately in his arms, and whispered loving words into her ear; then saying, audibly, “At ten tonight, Lucy,” he
hurriedly traversed the aisle, and gaining the door was speedily lost to view. Meanwhile the trio that he had left
behind him pursued their way more slowly, in an opposite direction to the one he had taken.
A strange looking bridal party it was! not only curious from the peculiarity of its proceedings, but from its
incongruous appearance; there was an amount of incongruity about it, in fact, that could not have failed to attract
observation from the most indifferent and casual witness; but the principal “looker-on” had been the minister, an
aged man, wearily overworked in this densely crowded parish, that was rife with every species of vice, and
requiring for its amelioration infinite supervision. spiritual ministration and the utmost zealous attention.
A good old plodding man, laboring always indefatigably in the service of the Great Master, and unselfishly and
unmurmuringly sacrificing every material comfort to the one desire and hope of his true
Christianly life, that of furthering, to the utmost of his humble but honest ability, the welfare of immortal souls.
He had long ago “renounced the devil and all his works, the pomps and vanities of a wicked world, and all the
sinful lusts of the flesh,” for a pure life of devotion to Heaven and his suffering fellow creatures: he was a holy
man and no Pharisee; thoroughly simple; somewhat obtuse, perhaps; and no scrutinizer or meddler into things that
concerned him not.
The bridegroom was a mere stripling, over whose head not more than nineteen summers at most could have
rolled their course, judging from the slight boyishness of his tall, lithe figure, and the clear freshness of coloring
that belongs especially to extreme youth. He bore upon him an unmistakable impress of patrician breeding in the
wonderful delicacy of his chiseled features, and the refinement that distinguished his tout ensemble.
The bride was his complete antithesis. In spite of the halo of romance and interest that might have naturally
been inspired in a beholder by the pure white dress, and symbolical orange-blossoms that shone above her braids,
and that enhanced her attractions, and “elevated” her appearance as much as art could do, “plebeianism” stamped
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her undeniably for its own. And yet she could boast of a certain gorgeousness of beauty that many a fair aristocrat
would have envied, and been willing to barter some of her sang azul for. A beauty that was almost too bright
and blooming and bewildering, in fact, in its tints and sensuousness; resplendent in a warm morbidezza\fn{Natural
delicacy} of color and ruddy wealths of hair, gleaming bronze in the sunlight; almond-shaped “love-darting” eyes,
like those of an Eastern houri, but of a deep dark grey, thickly fringed on upper and lower lid by black curling
lashes, and with green peculiar coruscations glancing rapidly every now and then across the large pupils; full
“vermeil-tinctured” lips, beautifully curved and slightly drooping at the corners; a complexion that presented an
exquisite mixture of snow with Provence roses, save where a few freckles tanned the fair face, and marked a little
strongly the formation of the cheek-bones, that were too prominent for preserving the exact lines of the oval
countenance, and which denoted her north-country origin.
She had a well-developed form, too, inclining to massiveness about the white throat and shoulders. Her hands,
though tightly compressed in gloves, showed masculine dimensions; and her feet, in their new bronze chaussure,
displayed far greater utility for exercise than Cendrillon proportions.\fn{ After Cinderella’s proportions—the allusion is to a
comparison with the daintiness of Cinderella’s feet:H}
Her voice, and her constantly recurring laugh, as she conversed with her companions, sounded loud and rather
discordant; and her accents would have grated on, and irritated any delicately-sensitive ear, whilst there was a
something indefinable—a little “uncanny” perhaps, as the Scotch have it—in the broad smiles that parted her full
lips, giving to view a set of large, strong, but very white teeth.
Her male attendant was habited in rather a peculiar and original fashion for a ceremonial of matrimony. A
shabby claret-colored coat, profusely adorned by big brass buttons, which had evidently been intended primarily
for an individual double his size, and which must have been an investment from a slop-shop, where it had
probably been left in pledge by an indigent flunkey, hung in loose unseemly folds upon his slim, figure, wiry as a
terrier’s. An almost napless hat, with a broad brim that was funnily erratic here and there, was drawn closely
down over his deeply-wrinkled forehead, and a dingy woolen comforter, or cache nez, enveloped three or four
times his lean and sallow neck, and concealed almost the whole of the lower portion of his physiognomy.
What could be seen of his visage was unprepossessing to the highest degree, leaving no desire for further
investigation of his features. Slyness and cunning twinkled in the eyes that age, or a perpetual state of
intoxication, had divested of any pristine color, leaving an ugly opaqueness about the ball, and a bleary and
neutral tint about the pupils, in which, however, a close observer might have detected the same greenish lights
now and then, as were discernible in the wondrous orbs of his daughter.
But with this one strange resemblance about the eyes, all imaginable likeness ceased entirely between them.
He was as repulsive and ill-looking a specimen of the human race as she was the reverse.
The woman who formed the trio, and whom the bride sometimes designated as “Granny,” appeared to be a sort
of dummy or nonentity. She wore an appearance of dotage, but a dotage that was repellant to look upon, instead
of presenting an aspect of childishness or helplessness. As she hobbled along with difficulty, endeavoring to keep
pace with the others, her head and hands seemed affected with a slight tremulous movement, suggestive
of palsy, or an overdue affection for strong waters, like her son. Her eyes had a vacant wandering turn; and her
thin lips, tightly compressed together from paucity of teeth, showed a curious rapprochement of the olfactory
organ with her pointed chin.
Walking leisurely along, the bride carefully guarding her wedding garments from speck or soil, the trio at
length turned into a low public house, over which hung a flaunting signboard, inscribed in luster-yellow letters,
“The Lion and the Mouse.” Above these words there appeared in coarse vivid tints an illustrative design of the
same, representing a small and meek-looking animal of a purely imaginative species, writhing within the paw of a
larger one, equally puzzling in definition, and in the portrayal of which conflict some amateur limner had
evidently essayed to give to the world at large, a mild and remarkably original specimen of his uncultured talents.
The party on entering seated themselves, and the claret-clad man vociferated loudly for refreshment.
“A pint of bitter,” he called out, impatiently, to the “buxom party,” who was busy as a bee amongst the shoals
of drones who buzzed round the bar, over the foaming tankards of creamy porter and ale.
“Look sharp, girl!” he reiterated. “I am as dry as a bone after my morning’s work; and a fine morning’s work it
has been too!” he chuckled, rubbing his meager hands together, and winking slyly at his daughter as he emptied
the draught at one pull.
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”This is poor stuff to wet one’s throat with on such an occasion. Ain’t you going to stand nothing, Lucy? I saw
the fine gent slip some yellow shiners into your hand on leaving you. Fork ’em out, lass, and don’t be closefisted! Why, damme, you must be liberal, like a real lady, now that you are one!”
“Of course you saw the gold, Father! Sure their glitter wasn’t likely to escape your eyes! But my money is my
own, and if I have married a ‘fine gent’ to become a fine lady, it concerns only myself. It won’t go far towards
making you respectable—or honest even, I am afraid! I am not a going to be bullied, I’ll swear!” she added, in a
dogged, sulky tone, while the grey eyes flashed up greenly, and the large white teeth were determinedly set
together.
“However, I don’t wish a row today, Father, so call for what you want and I’ll pay. Let us have gin, ‘neat’—
what Granny likes, you know—and we’ll drink Mr. Mark Leslie's health in it. Such a nice, sweet spoken gentleman as he is, and so good at book learning; but for all that I am the cleverer of the two, I’ll warrant!”
and she laughed loudly.
“And when is he coming for you? I am not neat, as I knows of, in my ways; but I am a very poor man, working
hard to get my daily bread, and hardly managing to keep myself in victuals at all,” the old hypocrite whimpered
out querulously, trying to force up a tear into his eyes, and entirely forgetting that his two companions were up to
his tricks and shams.
“It is a shame if I am to keep you any longer; but you’ll give me something a week, wont you, dear?” he
coaxed in a wheedling voice, with avarice shining out of every feature of his face. He was a man that could hardly
have resisted selling his soul for the sum of half-a-crown, if the would-be purchaser had held out the coin
glitteringly and temptingly before him. Avariciousness and cunning were the component parts of his character.
The avariciousness of a Jew, the cunning which is the usual substitute that the really low and uneducated
classes have for wisdom.
“A small matter of ten bob a week, Lu; a trifle, considering that you are that particular in your eating, turning
up your nose at good meat, and fancying shrimps and cresses, and such like. No; I don’t think I am asking too
much—I don’t indeed!”
“Well, well. Father, I’ll see about it; make your mind easy, and don’t go a-whimpering and a fretting like an
old woman. Why, even Granny isn’t so stupid. Be a man and you’ll earn something; but you will always be a
begging of others if you go on shilly-shally, doing nothing but drink, drink! And now listen to me: Mind you have
something decent for supper to-night, for Robert is coming.”
“Robert—Robert Minton! Are you gone crazy, girl? Do you forget already that this is your marriage-day? For
shame, to see your old sweetheart when you should have thoughts for your husband only!"
“Just hold your tongue, will you!” she snapped out so sharply and angrily that the man settled into silence at
once. “Husbands be hanged, I say! Nothing nor nobody will ever come between Robert and me! Do you think,
you foolish old man, that I care a rush for the whey-faced boy that has married me for my pretty looks? Come
along, do, and don’t stop chattering here about things that you understand nothing about; and if you do, they don’t
concern you. Why, Father!” and she burst into a hoarse merriment as she looked him impudently and jeeringly
in the face, “I am sure the world must be coming to an end, when you, above all people, try and come the
respectable and virtuous dodo!”
2
The autumnal afternoon fully realized the dark promise of the morning and afforded but a dreary look out to
the occupants of a row of small-sized houses that presented a façade that was all vulgar stucco and bright green
railings.
They lay in an out-of-the-way and unfashionable locality, somewhere in the vicinity of the New Road, and
rejoiced m the mellifluous sounding appellation of ”Mandeville Terrace,” to which address the more aspiring of
their proprietors affixed the imposing addition of “York Gate.”
At No. 8, with his face closely pressed up against the small square window-pane, stood an old gentleman of
some three score years and ten; and whilst he stood there as immovable as though he were a statue, or in a
photographic pose, it could be seen at a glance that he was both aristocratic and pleasant looking in his green old.
age, owning a pair of mild blue eyes, full of serenity, and a face replete with goodness; with a fine expanse of
brow that Lavater\fn{Johann Kaspar Lavater (1741-1801) Swiss poet and psysiognomist } a Swiss would have rejoiced in,
and a mouth rife with an expression of amiability. He was apparently the sole and undisputed occupant of the
diminutive and somewhat dingy parlor to which the window apper-tained. His wife had been laid in the
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churchyard that was many a hundred mile distant from the metropolis, some dozen years and more, but he had
remained in solitary blessedness, mostly for the sake of the all-absorbing affection he had for an only son, and
partly from the fact that no “damsel withering on the stalk” had been thrown in his path possessing sufficient
attraction, either personally or mentally, to induce him to launch the barque of life a second time on the ordinarily
stormy waves of the matrimonial ocean.
It was, however, no evil or unfortunate experience of marriage that had deterred him from reassuming the
Benedict’s yoke, for the dead partner of his bosom had been a pattern woman, a model to the feminine sex; a
sensible, thrifty housewife, full of domestic virtues, rigid principles, and a fund of inexhaustible good temper,
although she was perhaps somewhat humdrum in her ways, and sometimes provokingly wearisome in her
clockwork punctuality and unflagging attention to the petty diurnal duties of homely life. She was, however, a
woman who could scarcely have failed in her endeavors to render any man happy, or what would be a more
appropriate term, “comfortable,” provided always that she had been allowed to insure comfort to him in her own
commonplace, matter-of-fact fashion, and provided also that he was of the genus homo who are not too exigent in
disposition, inclined to cavil querulously at fidgety trivialities, and requiring something a little sparkling and
spirituelle\fn{Refined} in the daily companion of their days.
The poor deceased lady had had the uncommon luck in this world, where marriage is often the antipodes of
Heaven, to pitch upon just the right man to suit her, out of a host of aspirants to her favor, or to the beaux yeux de
sa cassette, for she had been a spinster of independent means, with sufficient in the funds to make her an heiress
in a small way.
She had sensibly selected the worthiest of her suitors, having, with the judgment of an experienced lapidary,
discovered the real “Jew’s eye” amidst the meretricious mass of paste offered to her acceptance and she never
regretted her choice, for her chosen spouse proved to be lenient to her shortcomings on the score of
accomplishments, requiring only the qualities essential to forming a true gentlewoman; and the pair glided on
smoothly and glibly enough in connubial harness, never “kicking over the traces” until it pleased Providence to
sever them.
After she had left his side forever, instead of rushing with avidity into the pleasures of new-found freedom, and
bachelor license, he would stay at home, and catch himself recalling with emotion the plurality of virtues the
lamented defunct had possessed, and would find himself, from force of habit, occasionally listening for the wellknown clicking of her knitting-needles—knitting having been an occupation in which she had delighted during
her lifetime. He missed the queries, reiterated each evening with little or no variance in their mode of fashioning,
as to the welfare of his cattle, the sanitary condition and growth of his potato and turnip crops, the flourishing
state of his mangel-wurzel,\fn{ Beet crop, cultivated as livestock feed } the foaling of his mares, and the success of any
new-fangled patents, in the shape of churns and other domestic utilities.
For the lodger at No. 8, Mandeville Terrace, had, in the halcyon times gone by, been what is termed a
gentleman-farmer, not exactly opulent, but decidedly well-to-do in the world. He had ventured upon the stream of
speculation, not rashly and thoughtlessly, but quietly, with prudence presiding at the helm; and speculation had
turned out favorably, allowing him to indulge to a moderate extent in a long-standing hobby he had had for
agricultural pursuits.
Beechwood Grange was the name of the old place, half house, half cottage ornée,\fn{“Ornamented farm,”
describing, as W puts it, “a country estate laid out partly according to aesthetic principles and partly for farming.” } in which he had
first seen the light, and to which he had taken his bride, and it was a spot to be justly proud of—a gem
of prettiness, though its beauties were of a microscopical nature; but although the whole thing was tiny and
slightly dollish, it was wonderfully well kept outwardly, and the interior arrangements corresponded in comfort.
The house rejoiced in a small model farm, replete with all the modern inventions of the Eastern and Western
hemispheres. Some that were as mysterious in principle as they were useless in trial; and others that worked
admirably, saving an immensity of time, expense, and manual labor.
The grounds were more shrubbed than wooded; but from them could be easily discerned, on a fine day, by the
naked eye, the outline of the lovely Malvern Hills rearing themselves against the clear bright sky.
A shallow streamlet ran purling through the extremity of the grounds, and across it oaks, elms, and other forest
trees, but all more or less saplings, waved their arms and nodded their heads familiarly to each other, in
acknowledgment of each revivifying breeze. Down in the depths of the water any disciple of Izaac Walton\fn
{1594-1683, author of The Complete Angler} would have found himself amply rewarded for his trouble, by heavy hauls
of the smaller species of the finny tribe.
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A rough and rustic boat-house was erected at one end of the fairy bank, and a miniature craft, fit for the “Lady
of the Lake,” was moored close by.
In winter time, when the young trees that nodded and waved, grew leafless and gaunt-armed, casting queer
shadows upon the water—when depths and depths of white snow laid far out of sight all the exquisite floral
ornaments of Mother Earth—when the hoar frost hung on each shrub like diamonds, and gave with a sharp
crackle under the human footfall—when the temperature set in due north from the Arctic regions, as it were—then
great fires blazed cheerily away, and Beechwood Grange “within” became lively with guests and Christmas
festivities, and each comfortable nook and corner were resonant with ringing voices and merry laughter.
But all this was now long gone by.
The light of other days had faded; the tide of fortune had flowed in once plenteously, but had ebbed away
again. The gigantic “Steadfast” Bank suddenly stopped payment, and whilst some few were heavy losers by the
crash, hundreds were irretrievably ruined.
Amongst the former category, however, the Squire of Beechwood fortunately ranked. Almost in the twinkling
of an eye, however, he had turned from downright prosperity, if not into absolute poverty, at any rate into a state
bearing, in comparison with his former life, a close resemblance to it. Still he had escaped with a small sum,
sufficient to keep his head out of the water that had completely engulphed scores of his fellow sufferers.
Just twelve months after his wife’s death, the house in which she had drawn her last breath was, with all its
costly adjuncts, sold to the highest bidder; and the widower, with a strangely wistful look in his poor eyes, and a
quiver upon his lip, bade a mournful farewell to the pleasant scenes that had known him in more prosperous
hours, and, accompanied by his son, located himself in the dwelling where we find him.
To a discontented and rebellious spirit, painful and irritating to excess would have been the wonder-ful contrast
between the old life and the new one—between the well-remembered sunny aspect of the Grange, with all its
elegances and superfluities, and the miserable poky domicile that had everything so essentially vulgar and
cockneyfied about it, with an aggravating apology for a garden in a few feet of London mud, stuck over primly
and formally in staring semicircles and straight lines, with half a dozen sickly, insipid Sweet-Williams, some
atrociously odoriferous Marigolds, and one or two flaunting Hollyhocks defiantly parading their garish hues on
high.
But the poor old gentleman possessed the attributes of the “noble army of martyrs”—patience and resignation
to God’s will were his chief characteristics. He had never been of a grumbling or mutinousturn, but rather of a
religious disposition, and now he bowed himself meekly and uncomplainingly to the state of life to which Heaven
had called him.
In the midst of his terribly status-quo existence, he found, faute de mieux,\fn{For lack of anything better } a mild
sort of excitement and gratification in tending and doctoring with infinite care the few unhealthy specimens of
floriculture that struggled on for life within his circumscribed parterre, and he felt an enlivenment during the
solitary hours which his son’s absence in the City entailed upon him, in the puny and rather spasmodical chirp of
a pale, fluffy canary that perpetually molted in a bright brass cage near the window.
On the particular afternoon in question, his son’s absence had evidently been prolonged beyond the customary
hour, judging by the quick searching glances that the mild blue eyes shot out into the dark prospect, as they
peered just above the Avire blind, as though in quest of some one. At length hurried footsteps resounded on the
narrow pavement, and nodding pleasantly to his father, the absentee entered the house.
”You are late, my boy! I have been watching for you, fearing something unusual must have occurred to detain
you so much beyond your time. What delayed you?”
A third party, had one been present, could scarcely have failed in noticing a vivid accession of colour that
flamed up into the truant’s cheek, as the question was put, although it was easy to perceive that there had been no
ulterior motive in its asking, and that it scarcely even enforced a reply, for now that his son had returned safe and
sound in limb, the old gentleman was experiencing no feeling in his mind but one of perfect contentment, and
whilst he spoke he was occupied in leisurely drawing a wrapper over the brass birdcage, to insure comfort and
coziness to his feathered companion during his night’s siesta.
“Very sorry to be so late. Father, but I had a little surplus work to get through today. Have you been alone all
the time?”
”No, your uncle Gresham called and sat with me over an hour. By-the-bye, you know that girl whom you
picked up insensible after her fall out of the cart ?”
”Yes! Father; what of her?” was asked, breathlessly.
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“I fancied from your description of her, that she was too superior a person to be left to such worthless
surroundings as you represented her people to be. Now, though I have not much, yet, God be thanked! I have still
enough money left, to do good in a small way. And thinking your uncle a shrewd sensible fellow, I commissioned
him to make inquiries, determining to find some lady friend who would take the girl into service, or get her
employed some way, to keep her out of harm; provided, of course, that the report was satisfactory; today he
brought me the result of his investigations, and from the very reliable sources from whence he derived his
information, I am inclined to think his account a correct one.”
”Well, Father!” And the young fellow’s eye lit up with the prospect of hearing that the being he so passionately
loved was simply perfection—a modern Griselda, in fact—brimming over with every imaginable virtue, and, for
the very first time in his life, an undutiful impatience rose up in his breast at “the dear old governor’s habitual
prosiness.”
“Gresham says, she is lovely, but worthless! It appears that she earns a trifling stipend as a serio-comic vocalist
at one of the minor and most disreputable music halls in Islington, The Aspasian Pavilion; and all her gains are
spent on a great lazy rascal, who ought to have married her long ago to have made an honest woman of her. Your
uncle saw him by chance, and describes him as a showy, bold style of fellow, with a heavy beard. The other
inmates of the house where the Wellands lodge, assert that the man and the girl have been together, off and on, for
a couple of years. Have you ever seen him?”
“Yes, Father; I really don’t know,” stammered the boy, incoherently.
”A showy man, with a heavy beard—the same, my God! in whose arms I caught her but two days ago, and she
swore to me that he was her brother!” he murmured to himself, with cold beads of perspiration starting on his
brow, and his cheek of an ashen hue. A blow from a feather would have knocked him down as he tried to stand up
and walk a few steps, but was forced to relinquish the attempt from sheer inability to steady his trembling limbs;
neither could he venture to articulate when the words seemed to be gurgling and dying away in his throat.
By this time the old gentleman having arranged the covering of the cage satisfactorily to himself, had hung it
up, then readjusting his spectacles, he prepared to seat himself for his evening repast. Turning, he noted at a
glance the strange drawn look of utter misery that was visible on every feature of the face he loved.
At once paternal anxiety roused up visions of illness! danger of all kinds threatening the object so dear to him,
the only object for whose sake he prayed Heaven daily and nightly to spin out a little longer the span of his own
existence—loomed before his alarmed imagination, and made him exclaim, in nervous accent,
“What is the matter! Are you ill?"
“Nothing, sir; nothing!”
But the words fell slowly and with some difficulty, and the languid tone gave a direct denial to his
assertion.
”Over tired; or the weather, perhaps! Do not alarm yourself so, Father. I’ll go upstairs and lie down quietly a
bit, and shall soon be myself again!” he added, calling up a ghost of a smile to his lip, and then dragging himself
wearily up the stairs, he reached his room, and, locking the door, flung himself down to think.
“To think!” a sad and dreary task at best, when “thoughts” in this world of woe so much oftener wear for us a
painful and oft-times even an unbearable aspect, than a pleasant one.
The boy tried to call his bewildered thoughts together, that he might reflect on the course of action he should
pursue; but in that moment of rough and rude awakening from his most delicious dream, revenge the fiercest upon
her, hatred the most implacable towards his rival, were the two turbulent passions that tilled his breast, and yet
“he that studieth revenge keepeth his own wounds green,” and he felt that what he wanted most of all in his first
hour of desolation, was balm to heal his stricken soul, not caustic to irritate his wounds.
He knew full well that all his hopes were blighted almost ere they had blossomed; that the flowers of his life
were scattered away ruthlessly, before his hand had thoroughly grasped them; that all faith in, and respect for
human nature were blasted in his eyes “forever.”
It was not likely in that bitter moment that he should believe that his suffering was but transitory after all; that
“forever” is a phrase often used, but rarely meant, seldom finding a genuine echo in the heart unless for a transient
period; that it is ordinarily but an expression on the lips, or a chimera of a sick brain; that, in fact, everything in
this life, be it joy or sorrow, love, faith, revenge, or hatred, are but fleeting and passing, as the winged wind; that
nothing endures but for a season.
All that he could realize was that his whole future was wrecked, stranded irremediably; that nothing but
immeasurable misery awaited him—misery either way—whether he was with her, knowing her to be utterly false;
misery without her, for he adored her madly still!
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In spite of all—in the face of confidence and affection both betrayed and basely-outraged, and his honour
arraigned—the very pangs of jealousy that seemed to be rending his soul in twain, were in them-selves sure and
irrefragable proofs that his love for her still lived vigorously as ever; he was convinced that as long as existence
lasted, her loss would leave a horrible vacuum in his heart that it would be impossible for anyone on earth to fill
up, for he worshipped her with the fierce unreasoning passion of youth; and it would have seemed to him a
desecration of his own feelings to imagine that that love was not love after all, but only the ephemera of an hour.
That in fact what he doted on, was not “Amour,”\fn{ The text I have before me is: “Aˆr” : obviously a typographical error; in
the absence of the printed text, I have restored it as “Amour,”:H } but a being of his own creation, clothed in the bright beauty
that had dazzled him, and made him sacrifice all to make it his own.
Oh! how like cruel fiends those words ”his own,” in conjunction with her, seemed to mock at him with their
meaning; to laugh him to scorn for his absurd credulity!
It was galling indeed to his pride to have been fooled so entirely—to have swallowed with avidity all her
specious assurances, as though they had been an “honeycomb,” but to find them “wormwood” at the last—to have
craved, yearned for tenderness from her, only to have met a more cruel thrust than that of a “two-edged sword.”
To have been rivaled by a low, uneducated ruffian, to whom she had assuredly all along belonged, whilst she
was persuading her “husband,” her poor deluded victim, by the power of her beauty and blandishments, to believe
her true as steel, and pure as the undriven snow!
In one of Juvenal’s Satires are found the words, “None become at once completely vile;” but just as “men may
rise on stepping-stones of their dead selves to higher things,” so they often slip and slip, surely but slowly, down
to the lowest depths.
“She must be innately bad and base,” he reflected; for, young as he was in worldly wisdom, he yet possessed
sufficient sense to know that deliberate vice—vice perpetrated in cold blood—is neither a gourd nor a mushroom,
springing up rapidly in the course of a few hours, to be eradicated by a simple effort and destroyed entirely by a
blow. It is rather a poisonous fungus, implanted early in the heart, fostered in its growth and strength by that
heart’s own human tendency to evil, and requiring strenuous exertion and unlimited patience to pluck it out root
by root; but a patience outlasting Penelope’s—a patience rare and scarcely attainable, and that can best be
exemplified by the old Arabian aphorism, “Be patient, and the mulberry-leaf will turn into satin!”
“Can such falsity really exist? or is it but a hideous nightmare after all?” he questioned himself. His uncle was
a cynical man of the world, skeptical of goodness and worth. Could his judgment have been swayed by the
fabrications of those, to whom a shilling was sufficient inducement to “speak,” and whose natural bent was
falsehood more than truth? But no shadow of a loophole by which his query might meet with contradiction
presented itself, and with his young heart swelling high under the sense of his bitter wrong, all that he longed for
was to lie down and die!
After all, he was but nineteen years of age, and the fortitude and strength of manhood were terribly incomplete
in his nature. He was trying to grapple with a grief, the magnitude of which would have overwhelmed many a
man of riper age.
Poor fellow! he had let himself, with the folly and recklessness of an inexperienced swimmer, float carelessly
down the river of life, and he had not even tried to evade, in his headlong career, any shoals that might endanger
the passage. All of a sudden he had reached the tempestuous ocean, with breakers ahead of him, with the tide of
fate running strongly against him, with huge waves of sorrow rising around him, and it was “too late” even to try
and find a haven of safety. Ah! what had he done to be drifted into such a doom? There was nothing left for him
now—no chance of rescue from the wreck of everything that could yield happiness to him upon this earth.
“The miserable have no other medicine but only Hope.” And even that was denied him at present. Hope, the
“salve of life,” which in most cases comes to lighten the gloom of a desponding heart; for it is a merciful
dispensation of Providence that in this world, “whose brightest visions of felicity prove to be but a shadow of a
shade; whose past pleasures, whilst they feast memory, yet leave the heart aching with a sense of their desertion;
and whose present enjoyments vanish and wither almost before they bloom;” that the more enduring sentiment of
“Hope” is given to keep up a sinking spirit.
Do we not read that when Sin entered the bowers of Paradise, and the primal curse drove Adam and Eve from
the garden of glowing delights, that it was “Hope,” called by the ancients the offspring of untarnished joys, who
took up his abode with the wretched exiles of Eden, and preserved them from despair?
But Hope only comes when the first fresh poignancy of grief has passed away, although the glimmer of its
advent has unconsciously been the sole light that has saved many a human being from the crime of selfdestruction.
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A thought struck the suffering boy, and he started.
He had married her under a feigned name! Not from any premeditated deceit, or desire to play her false, but
simply from a concatenation of circumstances. He had given her a nom de guerre on first acquaintance, just on the
spur of the moment, but with no shadow of an arriere pensee in doing so, and later he had lacked the courage to
reveal the fraud; but his conscience had scarcely blamed the deception, for his purpose towards her had ever been
true and honest.
Legally, then, he wondered, would his secret marriage be invalid? and he free—free as the wanton wind—
released from the now loathsome bonds in which the words of a priest had a few hours before fettered him? But
as he pondered anxiously upon this, there came ringing through his brain, just like a dirge for the death of his
momentary hope, the good old man’s slow and solemn injunction—
“Those whom God hath joined together let no man put asunder.”
Perhaps if he had been older, or harder, more a denizen of the world, those few words would have failed in
producing the same effect upon him as they did now. But he was young, enthusiastic, religious; no impulse to
mock at them entered his mind; but rather there came over him a sort of impetuous desire for self-sacrifice,
sooner than that they should be treated as if unspoken, and their meaning hurled to the four winds, just for the
sake of mere earthly feelings and wishes.
“No!” he cried, fervently, throwing himself down on his knees; “she is my wife in the sight of God, if not in
the sight of men. Great Heaven! that looked down on my vows, hear me whilst I swear that not while she lives
shall word or act of mine sever the tie that binds us together, “for better, for worse”! “to love and to cherish”! “till
death us do part”! Oh, why, why have you deceived me so, my darling! my darling!—I, who would have loved
and cherished you all my life!” The big tears rushed to his eyes again and again, in spite of his efforts to dash
them away; and just as if to add the last drop to his already overflowing cup of misery, cruel memory recalled
with tenacious vividness the face of the woman he had so longed to clasp—the glorious tints of hair that
had floated in ruddy luxuriance over his arms, and been pressed frantically in boyish fervor to his beating heart
and quivering lips—the strangely beautiful eyes—the ruby, enticing mouth, that had uttered that very day, oaths
that he had deemed in all faith to be so loyal and so true!
“I will try and nerve myself to my fate, but I dare not look upon her again,” he said at last resolutely; and rising
from his dejected attitude, he drew pen and ink to his side.
“I will write and say I know all—that she and I can never, never meet again upon earth! And then good-bye to
my miserable past—away into oblivion with everything! Oblivion, indeed! What a word. Can a convict ever find
oblivion with the manacles tightly clasped on his limbs—with the loathsome chain clanging and dragging at his
heels? Can the human breast rest in forgetfulness when everything around reminds it continually of what it has
lost? And she was all to me!—brightness and sunshine, love and joy, all!—and the whole world will be a
desert without her! Poets may prate idly of a Lethean stream, but prose owns no such mythical remedy. Alas!
prose itself—real, downright prose—will, however, be the only cure for me. Thank God! she knows me as “Mark
Leslie” only, and I shall be snared her tracino; me: to look upon her again and then to part would be a thousand
times worse than death. My poor old father! if you only knew all, I believe you would break your heart—how
your son has disgraced himself, dishonored the old name, and bound himself, hand and foot, to a common
“music-hall” singer! That were nothing if she was but honest, but oh, my God! a mere light o’ love—the worthless
leman\fn{Lover} of a low-lived ruffian!” …
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(30)—278.68b Excerpt from An Essay\fn{by Kailasbasini Debi (1830-1895)} West Bengal State?, India (F)
-1\fn{“India’s first woman author to publish a book of essays” [so Internet: (1) Jewels of Authority: Women and Textual Tradition in
Hindu India; (2) editors Sherry B. Ortner, Nicholas B. Dirks, Geoff Eley THE NATION … ]
According to all religious beliefs, whether Hinduism, Islam or Christianity, a wife is a man’s better half and is
supposed to share half of his happiness or sorrows, but Indians, in practice, have only given their share of
sorrows, not happiness. Otherwise, why should they forbid education to their women? Actually they wanted to
keep their women in perpetual slavery and were afraid of imparting education to them, which, as men feared,
might elevate them to men’s level.\fn{In Hindu Abalakuler Bidyabhyash O Tahar Samunnati, pp. 11-12}

625

1831

262.24 Letter To Jotiba Phule\fn{by Savithribai Phule (1831-1897)} Naigaon, Satara District, Maharashtra State,
India (F) 1
10 October 1856
To My Lord Jotiba, Who Is the Image of Truth,
Many humble greetings from Savithri.
After a great many vicissitudes, my health has ultimately been perfectly restored. Bhau nursed me
indefatigably throughout the illness. That shows how loving he really is! I’ll come to Pune as soon as I have
completely recovered. Please don’t be worried about me. This must be causing a lot of trouble to Fatima. But I am
sure she will understand and won’t grumble.
While we were talking one day, Bhau said,
“You and your husband have rightly been excommunicated. You help the lowly castes like the Mangs and
Mahars and that, undoubtedly, is committing sin. You have dragged our family name in the mud. Therefore, I
want to tell you that you must behave according to the customs of our caste and follow the dictates of the
Brahmins.”
Mother became livid when she heard these wild and irresponsible remarks. Bhau is otherwise kindhearted, but
he is extremely narrow-minded and he did not hesitate to criticize us and blame us squarely. Mother was
distressed. She did not scold him but tried instead to reason with him. She said,
“God has given you the ability to speak sweetly. It doesn’t become you to misuse it so.” When he heard her,
Bhau was so ashamed that he didn’t say a word. To refute his argument, I said,
“Bhau, your point of view is extremely narrow and, moreover, your reason has been weakened by the
teachings of the Brahmins. You fondle even animals like the cow and the goat. You catch poisonous snakes on the
day of Nagpancharni and feed them milk. But you consider the Mangs and Mahars, who are as human as you,
untouchables. Can you give me any reason for this? When the Brahmins are in their ‘holy’ clothes, they consider
you also untouchable and they are afraid that your touch will defile them. They treat you just like a Mahar then.”
When he heard this, he turned red in the face and asked me,
“Why do you teach those Mangs and Mahars? I can’t bear it when people criticize and curse you and create
trouble for you for doing that.” I told him what the English had been doing for the Mangs and Mahars and said,
“The lack of learning is nothing but gross bestiality. It was the possession of knowledge that gave the
Brahmins their superior status. Learning has a great value. One who masters it loses his lowly status and achieves
the higher one. My master is a godlike man. No one can ever equal him in this world. My swami, Jotiba,
confronts the dastardly Brahmins, fights with them and teaches the Mahars and Mangs because he believes that
they are human beings and must be able to live as such. So they must learn. That is why I also teach them. What is
so improper about it? Yes, we both teach the girls, the women, and the Mangs and Mahars. The Brahmins believe
that this will create problems for them and therefore they chant the mantra ‘Abrahmanyam’ (Unholy!) and go on
reviling us and poisoning the minds of people like you.
“You surely remember that the English government had organized a ceremony to felicitate my husband in
honor of his great work and had put these vile people to shame. Let me assure you that my husband does not
merely chant God’s name and do pilgrimages like you. He is doing God’s own work. And I help him in that. It’s
such a pleasant task that I feel immeasurably happy. Besides, it also demonstrates the horizons to which a human
being can reach out.” Mother and Bhau were listening to me intently. Bhau repented what he had said and begged
me to forgive him. Mother said,
“Savithri, the Goddess Saraswati herself must be speaking through your mouth. I feel so intensely satisfied to
listen to your wisdom.”
I was overwhelmed to hear both of them say so. From this you may realize that there are several idiots here, as
in Pune, who try to poison people against you. But why should we give up the work we have undertaken from
fear of such people? It would be better to be involved with the work instead! And then success will be ours in
future. What more could I add to this?
With most humble regards,
Yours, Savithri

626

† A group of Mang musicians from Solapur, Solapur District, Maharashtra State, photographed in 1916. †

† Dr. Babasaheb Ramji Ambedkar (1891-1956) with a Mahar Regiment (probably between 1950-1956) †
241.49 Excerpt from Nasuh’s Repentance\fn{by Nazir Ahmad (1831-1912)}Bijnor, Bijnor District, Uttar Pradesh,
India (M) 3
… To cut our story short, Kalim set off for his friend Mirza’s house, happily building castles in the air. The
night was still young, but idle and carefree people like Mirza had long crawled under the covers and gone to
sleep. When Kalim knocked at the door he received no reply.
It seems proper at this place to recount a few things about Mirza. In the early years of the Company’s rule in
Delhi his grandfather—or to be exact, a distant grand-uncle—was a jama’dar\fn{Chief orderly} in the employ of
the British Resident. We know what it meant in those somewhat lawless days to hold a position of that nature,
particularly in such a grand household; but the man was also corrupt by nature. He raked in piles of money in
bribes, and eventually came to be regarded as a member of Delhi’s high society.
Mirza’s mother became a widow while Mirza was still in his infancy. The jama’dar, despite the rather tenuous
relationship, did the right thing and took upon himself their burden. So long as he lived he treated them very well.
One doubts if in those days Mirza ever felt like an orphan, or his mother like a widow.
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But things changed after the jama’dar’s death. His countless sons and grandsons disowned the pair. The
jama’dar had, of course, left them quite a bit in his will, but his heirs gave them only a small piece of residential
land behind the family’s mansion and some shops worth seven rupees in monthly rent—and even that they did
most grudgingly.
So that was Mirza’s reality: seven rupees, circumscribing the lives of three persons—Mirza, Mirza’s mother
and Mirza’s wife.
Yet Mirza was always full of pretension and boast. The foolish man longed to be seen as the equal of the
jama’dar’s sons, whose monthly income came to hundreds of rupees. The true heirs of the jama’dar continued to
disown him. But Mirza was shameless enough to constantly force his company upon them, addressing one as
“Dear Uncle”, another as “Dear Brother” and still another as “Dear Cousin”, while they would chafe and fume,
and despise him for his claimed ties.
There was a still worse consequence: in the company of the rich, Mirza adopted their extravagant ways. Not
being born in wealth, however, he had no way to support them. Soon the shops were mortgaged one after another.
Mirza’s mother cried and scolded, but Mirza paid scarce heed.
Take a look at Mirza. Elegant slippers with broad bands of gold thread-work cover his feet. A heavily
embroidered cap, with double lengths of lace, adorns his head. On his upper body he is wearing two angarkhas,
\fn{A flared tunic, but close-fitting at the chest } not just one: one on top made of the lightest plain muslin, and another
made of a more vivid and patterned muslin underneath. (If it is winter, then the same is made of broadcloth, but of
a quality costing at least seven rupees per yard.)
Now that is for mornings and evenings; for the afternoon, add a vest made of Iraqi velvet, decorated with a
silken edging and a border made of gold and silver lace.
Now look downward. First you catch a glimpse of the bright red top of his pajamas, then of the pajamas
themselves. If they have wide bottoms then they also have a rakish flare, and are so low that they tangle with his
slippers as he walks; and if they are tight, then carefully creased in circles up to his knees, and above the knees,
smooth like a second skin over his thighs. The colorful silken cord for knotting the pajamas hangs between his
knees, a bunch of keys that open no locks tied to its end.
That’s how Mirza appears whenever you run into him: dressed to the hilt, strutting through the market like a
cock of the walk.
*
Kalim and Mirza were introduced to each other in a mushaira. Gradually Mirza started visiting Kalim at his
house, and soon gained his confidence. So much so that in recent days they had become almost inseparable.
Though Kalim never had any occasion to go to Mirza’s house, Mirza regularly came to Kalim’s place, less
frequently in the evening but without fail in the morning, often spending the entire day with him.
Mirza had carefully kept Kalim in the dark about his true condition. In fact, he had let Kalim believe that when
the jama’dar died, his entire property had come to be Mirza’s, that the jama’dar’s grand house was Mirza’s house
and the numerous servants and retainers of the jama’dar’s heirs were Mirza’s servants and retainers. Thus it was
that when Kalim walked out of his father’s house he straightaway went to the jama’dar’s mansion.
*
After Kalim had knocked several times and repeatedly called out Mirza’s name, the door opened and two
maidservants came out. One of them held an oil-lamp; she asked,
“Who are you, sir; what business brings you so late at night?” Kalim:
“Just ask Mirza to come out.” Maidservant:
“Mirza? Who is Mirza?” Kalim:
“Mirza Zahirdar Beg—the owner of this house, who else!” Maidservant:
“There’s no one here by that name.” She was about to close the door, when Kalim again asked,
“Why, isn’t this the jama’dar sahib’s mansion?” Maidservant:
“Of course it is.” Kalim:
“Then why did you say there was no one here named Mirza Zahirdar Beg? Isn’t he the jama’dar’s heir and
owner of this-house?” Maidservant:
“May God always protect the jama’dar’s heirs! Who is this wretch Zahirdar Beg to make that claim?” Second
maid:
“Just a minute, silly, perhaps he’s asking for Mirza Bankey’s son. That fellow always goes around telling
people he’s the son of the jama’dar. (Addressing Kalim) Sir, is he the Zahirdar Beg who has a pale complexion
and gray eyes? He is short and thin, and always all dressed up?” Kalim:
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“Yes, yes. The same Zahirdar Beg.” Second maid:
“In that case, sir, at the back of this house, near the shop that sells cow dung cakes for fuel, there is a small
mud house—you’ll find him there.”
*
Kalim found his way to the house and called. After a few minutes, Mirza came out, naked except for a pair of
shorts. He looked abashed when he saw Kalim, and exclaimed,
“Oh, it’s you! I thought it was someone else. Please excuse me, I’m not in the habit of sleeping with too many
clothes on. Let me put on something, then I shall accompany you.” Kalim:
“Accompany me? But I’ve come to visit you.” Mirza:
“In that case, if you wish to sit for a while, I will go inside and get the ladies moved into purdah.” Kalim:
“I’ve in fact come tonight with the intention of sleeping at your place.” Mirza:
“You’re most welcome. Please come and take a seat in this mosque—it’s a rather pleasant place. I shall
presently join you.”
*
Kalim walked into the mosque. It turned out to be extremely old and tiny, a decrepit hole of. a place. Totally
deserted, even scary. Instead of a Hafiz or a mullah, a student or a traveler, there were only thousands of bats
nesting in it. Their raucous chatter was enough to damage anyone’s ears, and their dried droppings had turned the
floor almost gravelly.
Kalim had no choice but to wait in that mosque for Mirza, who did come back, but only when Kalim had
almost given up on him. Before Kalim could even say a word of complaint, Mirza stopped him by saying,
“The lady of the house has been ill for several days. She is subject to spells of palpitation of the heart. Just now
when I left you and went back in I found her unconscious. That’s why it took me so long. But enough of that.
Now please tell me, what made you honor me with a visit at this hour?”
Kalim narrated the whole story, how his father sent for him, how he refused to go, how his younger brother
pleaded with him, and how his mother kept insisting in her own way. Mirza:
“What are your plans now?” Kalim:
“I’m determined not to go back home. Except for that I have no plans. What do you suggest?” Mirza:
“Well, to plan at night is not to plan right. Let’s wait for the morning. Now you must get some rest. I shall go
inside again and send some bedding for you. Please do permit me to look after the sick lady; tonight her condition
seems worse.” Kalim:
“But I don’t understand it. You always used to say that your house had twin ladies’ quarters, several salons,
and any number of private gardens. Baths and tanks and shops and inns and godowns and rental quarters—there
was hardly any kind of building that you didn’t list among your possessions. But what do I see now: you can’t
even give shelter to one person for a night! The stories you yourself told me implied that whatever the jama’dar
had left was now yours to enjoy. But I see not one bit of that wealth anywhere.” Mirza:
“I’m truly surprised that you suspect me of making false claims. You’ve known me a long time. And yet, how
sad that you still don’t understand my nature. The contradictory circumstance that you see now is due to a reason.
The late jama’dar sahib, may God be kind to his soul, had adopted me and made me his sole heir before his
death. All the notables of the city know that. But when the blessed man passed away, his other relatives decided to
cause me trouble. You know me, I stay miles away from any sort of conflict. When I saw them turning nasty I
simply withdrew. But none of them had the slightest idea how to manage things. Now it’s all a big mess, and the
same people are desperately begging me to change my mind and return.” Kalim:
“But you never told me that.” Mirza:
“If I had told you that—or for that matter, anyone else—I would’ve been deemed inconstant of purpose and
lacking in honor and integrity. But enough of that; you must be tired of standing. Do let me go now and send you
some bedding. Also, I must look after the sick lady.” Kalim:
“I guess, you must. But please first send a lamp. The darkness makes this place even more insufferable.”
Mirza:
“A lamp! Why, I was going to ask the servant to light a hurricane lantern. But this is summer—the light will
attract hordes of moths, and that will only bother you more. Also, there are too many swallows nesting in this
mosque, they too will be attracted. You won’t be able to sit for a minute. I suggest that you be patient awhile, the
moon is about to come up.”
*
Dinner had been ready when Kalim had walked out of his father’s house, but in the heat of his anger he had
629

left without giving any thought to food. Now that he had found Mirza he was waiting for him to ask about it.
Indeed Mirza should have asked Kalim if he had had any supper. It wasn’t all that late after all, and Kalim had
told Mirza that he had left home after a quarrel. Then, as friends, they had been on very informal terms with each
other.
But Mirza quite deliberately avoided the subject, while Kalim, whose stomach had started making loud prayers
even before entering the mosque, squirmed in anguish. Finally when he saw that Mirza was not going to bring up
the matter himself and was, in fact, about to leave him alone for the night, he decided to put aside all shame.
Kalim:
“Listen old friend, I haven’t eaten either. Mirza:
“Are you serious? No, you must be joking.” Kalim:
“I swear I’m starved.” Mirza:
“For heaven’s sake, why didn’t you say so in the first place! Now what can be done so late at night? All the
food shops are closed, and those that might still be open will have only leftovers. One is better off starving.
Unfortunately, as you can guess, we didn’t even light a fire in our house tonight. But you really seem to be
suffering. I guess, only the very brave can kill the demon of hunger.
“Tell you what, I'll go to the shop of Chadami, the grain roaster, and get some delicious, freshly roasted chana
dal.\fn{Roasted grain} A copper’s worth should be more than enough for the two of us. One should be careful at
night.”
Before Kalim could respond, Mirza rushed out and a few moments later returned with the dal. But, though he
had said that he was going to get a copper’s worth, he had either spent much less money, or eaten some of the dal
on the way back. For what he put before Kalim was only a couple of fistfuls.
262.174 & 293.22 A. Excerpt from Life And Travel In India: Being Recollections Of A Journey Before The
Days of Railroads B. Excerpt from The English Governess At The Siamese Court: Recollections Of Six Years In
The Royal Palace At Bangkok: 1. “On The Threshold 2. “A Siamese Premier At Home” 3. “The King And
The Governess”\fn{by Anna Harriette Leonowens (1831-1915)} Ahmednegar, Ahmednegar District, Maharashtra State,
India (F) 22
A
In that most delightful of all Indian months, the cool month of November, with the distant booming of a great
gun that announced its arrival, the steamer from Aden came to anchor in the harbor of Bombay, bringing me
among its many passengers. Here I was in this strange land, a young girl fresh from school, now entering upon
a life so different, one which I was to lead through a long term of years.
The sun shone through the mists and haze of the early dawn, and I could see from my cabin window, with a
sense of mingled wonder and curiosity, the great stone quays and the long flights of stone steps which led to the
beautiful island of Bombay, lying there like a gem in the water, and of which I knew nothing whatever, save that it
was once the marriage-dowry of a queen of England.
According to some authorities, it takes its name from two Portuguese words, “ Buon Bahia,” Good Bay; but in
reality it has a still more ancient origin, being called after a very beautiful Hindoo queen, afterward deified as
Bamba Devi, who long before the days of Alexander the Great was the presiding genius of the land. She was
worshipped as “Mahima Devi,” or the Great Mother, in one of the oldest and largest Hindoo temples which
formerly stood in the great plain now called the Esplanade. It was pulled down about a hundred years ago, and
rebuilt near the Bhendee Bazaar, and is to this day called by her name and set apart to her peculiar service.
The longer I looked on that bay, and on those ancient islands with their towers and spires, both pagan and
Christian, gleaming in the pure morning sunlight, the more I felt that it was one of the loveliest scenes in the
world and one of the best worth admiring.
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† Anna Harriette Leonowens in a photograph contemporary with her journey to Siam in 1862 †
The harbor is not only one of the safest known to navigators from all parts of the world, affording in its hollow
rock-bound cup entire shelter from sudden storms to vessels of all burthens, large and small crafts of every
imaginable size and color, but it is in itself a bit of landlocked water unrivalled in picturesqueness, furnishing a
variety of beautiful views at every point, and, one might almost say, at every passing moment.
Its peculiar interest, however, depends much on the season of the year, the brightness of the lights, the soften
of the shadows, and the picturesque character of the numberless native boats, which, with their well-filled lateen
sails, skim like white sea-birds on the surface of the waters.
The islands of Salsette, Elephanta, and Versovah, abounding in luxuriant vegetation, rise like huge green
temples out of the bay. A great part of its beauty, however, is derived from the singularly shaped hills that are
found in its vicinity. Old as the world, they appear to have gone through the hands of some gigantic architect—
some so exquisitely rounded, some regularly terraced, and others, again, sharply pointed, not unlike spires. Lifting
themselves proudly above the broad glittering sea that bathes their palm-fringed base, they help to make the
scenery distinct from that of any other bay in the world. Then, beyond question, there is nothing to equal in grace
and beauty the palm forest. The cocoanut, the sago, the betel, the date, the wild plantain, and the palmyra, all
cluster in such profusion here and there along the seashore that the whole seems too beautiful to be real, and you
half expect to see the island melt away like a dream before you.
While I look on from the cabin window things take clearer shape and form. Far away is the dim outline of
the mighty Ghauts, towering amid soft fleecy-white clouds, and extending farther than the eye can reach in the
purple distance. The striking views of the adjoining mainland, with ruins innumerable of chapels, convents, and
monasteries erected by the Portuguese conquerors, all covered with a rich tangle of tropical foliage; the strange
shapes of pagan temples, each in its own peculiar style of architecture, Hindoo, Parsee, Jain, and Mohammedan;
the noble remains of the old Mahratta\fn{Note: The name Mahratta is applied to all the Indo-European races who dwell in that
portion of India extending from the Arabian Sea on the west to the Satpura Mountains in the north, to which in ancient times was given the
Sanskrit name of Maharashtra, or “the good country.” The Mahrattas are Hindoos, divided like them into four castes—the Brahmans,
priests and professors; the Kumbis, cultivators of the soil; the Eajpoots, or warriors; and the Sudras, or menials. The Mahratta Brahmans
are remarkable for the high physical, intellectual, and moral qualities of that caste. Their language, a fine sonorous and flexible tongue, is
a dialect of the Sanskrit, called Mahratti} forts and castles, which in former days were the habitations of the famous

Rajpoots, with a long line of native and European palaces—gradually unfold themselves under the golden haze of
an Indian atmosphere.
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One sees in no other part of the world just such an assemblage as the passengers on an Indian-bound steamer.
In the vessel that took me to Bombay the most touching object to my mind was a young married woman, who was
looking anxiously out for her husband, a missionary in whose labors she was now about to share for the first time.
He was weak, haggard, and spiritless, worn out, no doubt, by his combined efforts to acquire a foreign language,
convince an obstinate people, and bear the enervating influence of a hot, muggy climate; all of which was enough
to break down the stoutest of frames and the most hopeful of spirits that England has ever produced. A number of
officers, civil and military, some in light-brown coats of China silk and wide-brimmed straw hats, others in
frogged\fn{Ornamented} blue frocks and military caps, were seen pressing through the crowd.
A young cadet just out rushed into the open arms of a handsome officer, like himself, but older by twenty or
thirty years. The deck was being fast cleared of its eager crowd. Everywhere the passengers were separating amid
almost sad adieux, enlivened only by the oft-repeated promises to write to each other regularly—promises which
are never fulfilled. On the great continent of Asia all nations meet and hail each other as friends, only to part,
perhaps never to meet again, as vessels do at sea. But we were all sincere enough at the moment, which is all that
can be expected from travelers scattering over the vast unknown land of India.
I remember I was very greatly troubled because I was about to part from a gentle, blue-eyed young friend, a
frank, bright, innocent young Scotch girl, who had become very dear to me during the most tedious and sultry part
of our voyage from Aden to Bombay. We were thrown a good deal together, and were almost of the same age.
One day, while passing through the Red Sea, we exchanged vows of eternal friendship. There was on board a
sprightly young officer. Ensign W., to whom she was already secretly betrothed. Why secretly she would not
confide to me, or perhaps explain even to herself, for everyone on the vessel knew it, and of her naturally tender
and loving disposition, as well as of her peculiarly lonely position on board, being sent out under the charge of the
captain. I only know that I shared her happiness and her anxiety, for she would have to break the news almost
immediately to her father, whom she was expecting momentarily on board. She informed me that her father was a
widower—that she had come out to India expressly to keep house for him in some remote inland province
somewhere in Guzerat.
At last her father appeared on board, a fat, sun-burnt, frowzy-looking man, and inquired from the captain as
to which was his daughter, in order to assert his ownership over her. Instead of rushing to greet a father, she
shrank back and nervously clutched my arm; and it was not strange. She had not seen him for many years; in the
meantime her mother had died, her little brothers and sisters had all died in their infancy; she alone had survived, and had been sent home to Scotland, where she had been educated by an aunt. Here, then, she was alone in
the presence of an almost entire stranger, although he was her father; and this is not an isolated case, but the fate
of the thousands of European children who are born in India.
No blood-relationship avails anything in such cases. The mysterious sanctities of a young girl’s nature, be they
more or less profound, interpose themselves as barriers between father and daughter at the best of times and
under the happiest of circumstances. Those dim nooks and corners of her budding sentiment can only be reached
by a mother, so justly called the mediator in the most ancient language of the heart.
Years after I learned that my young Scotch friend had married Ensign W., the young officer to whom she had
engaged herself on her voyage out to India. But in one short year after her sweet blue eyes were closed forever
on this world. She died in giving birth to a daughter, who sleeps side by side with her young mother in the quiet
little European burial-ground at Deesa, a British station on the confines of the great province of Guzerat.
*
Very little was known about India until Alexander the Great led his conquering army across the Punjaub (or,
more properly, “Panch-jeeb,” or five tongues, from the five rivers that water this portion of Northern India) to
the banks of the Hydaspes and the Hyphasis. The armies of Alexander had hitherto visited no country which
was so fertile, populous, and abounding in the most valuable productions of nature and art as that portion of India
through which they marched. Fortunately for the Greeks, Alexander had with him a few men who were
admirably qualified to observe and describe the country. At the mouth of the Indus the army and fleet of
Alexander parted company. The troops proceeded by land. Nearchus took charge of the ships, sailed down the
Indus, and from its mouth, round the southern coast of Asia, to the mouth of the Euphrates. The results of his
observations during the voyage were taken down and preserved. This expedition, undertaken 325 BC, furnished a
vast amount of information in regard to India, its extent and wonderful resources.
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Rome and most of her prosperous and civilized provinces were also very familiar with the silks, brocades, fine
muslins, gems of great value, spices, and many other manufactures and products of the remote East. The Latin
name of rice, Oryza sativa, is derived from the country, Orissa, whence the Romans first obtained it. During the
so-called Dark Ages which followed the subversion of their Western Empire the trade with India was greatly
diminished, though it never entirely ceased in parts of Europe, especially as some of the productions of the East
had been consecrated to the services of the Roman Catholic ritual, and have ever since continued in request with
the Christian churches of Greece and Rome.
Even in the remote island of Great Britain, and in the semi-barbaric Saxon period, some of the precious spices
and scented woods of India had been carefully treasured by the Venerable Bede and his co-laborers in their bleak
northern monastery at Jarrow. In fact, at the very dawn of European civilization, under the good and wise Alfred
the Great, English missionaries are said to have found their way to the coast of Malabar.
The great seat of Eastern trade was, down to the eleventh century, the city of Constantine the Great. Amalfi,
Venice, and many other enterprising Italian republics acquired about this time great commercial importance,
owing to their Eastern trade, which they extended to Egypt and the Persian Gulf. In the twelfth and thirteenth
centuries some of the more adventurous Italians found their way to various parts of Hindostan. One of these, the
famous Marco Paulo, has given to the world much curious information about the regions which lie bet\yeen the
Himalaya Mountains, the Indian Ocean, and the numerous islands bordering on the Celestial Empire and on India
proper.
The first European traveler who has given us an account of the country near the island of Bombay was an
Italian friar named Odoricus, who passed nearly a month at Tana—or more properly Thanah—where four of his
family fell victims to the intolerant spirit of the natives, and suffered martyrdom. His narrative was published in
Latin in 1330 AD by William de Solanga.
The first Englishman who visited the western coast of India was Thomas Stephens, of New College, Oxford.
He reached Goa in October, 1579, and in the year 1608 Pryard de Laval mentions him at the time as rector of
a college at Salsette.
It was during the early career of the famous Zehired Deen Mohammed, a descendant of the renowned Genghis
Khan and the founder of the so-called Mohgul dynasty, better known by his common name of Baber, or “the
Tiger,” that the Portuguese, whose maritime discoveries were beginning to produce an important revolution in the
commercial world, succeeded in accomplishing their long-desired object of finding a passage by the Cape of
Good Hope to India. In the year 1498, just ten months and two days after leaving the port of Lisbon, Vasco da
Gama landed on the coast of Malabar at Calicut, or more properly Kale Khoda, “City of the Black Goddess.”
Calicut was at that period not only a very ancient seaport, but an extensive territory, which, stretching along the
western coast of Southern India, reached from Bombay and the adjacent islands to Cape Comorin. It was, at an
early period, so famous for its weaving and dyeing of cotton cloth that its name became identified with the
manufactured fabric, whence the name calico.
The dyeing of cotton cloths seems to have been in practice in India in very remote ages. Pliny as early as the
first century mentions in his Natural History that there existed in Egypt a wonderful method of dyeing white
cloth. It is now generally admitted that this ingenious art originated in India, and from that country found its way
into Egypt. It was not till toward the middle of the seventeenth century that calico-printing was introduced into
Europe. A knowledge of the art was acquired by some of the servants in the service of the Dutch East India
Company, and carried to Holland, whence it was introduced in London in the year 1676.
The town of Calicut, though repeatedly burnt and destroyed by Portuguese and Mohammedan conquerors,
still stands, as it has done for many hundreds of years, on the seashore, in a somewhat low and exposed position,
possessing neither a river nor any harbor within several miles of it, so that ships are compelled to cast anchor five
or six miles from the landing-place, almost in mid-ocean. Its want of a convenient harbor does not seem to have
detracted from its commercial importance. At the very beginning of the Eastern trade, when Constantinople was
attracting to itself all the commerce of the East, Calicut was visited by vessels from Asia Minor, Egypt, and
Arabia. It was so well known to the Arabians that in the seventeenth century a fanatical sect of Mohammedans
named Moplahs immigrated to Calicut, and entered with great success into the commercial life of the city, and
occupy in it, even to this day, a most important place, carrying on a very profitable trade between Calicut, the
Red Sea, the Persian Gulf, and various parts of India, its chief exports being rice, cocoanut, ginger, cardamoms,
and sandal- and teak-wood. At the time of the landing of the Portuguese, Calicut is described as a fine city, with
numerous magnificent buildings, among which a Brahmanical temple and college are especially mentioned, so
remarkable were they for their size and architectural adornments.
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It would be out of place to enter into particulars of the long struggle that ensued, or the disgraceful acts of
treachery and cruelty that attended the conquests of the Portuguese. It will suffice to say that in a very few years
they were firmly established in the south of India. Having possessed themselves of the large maritime city of Goa,
they formed a regular government, headed by a viceroy appointed by the king of Portugal. They soon turned the
trade of Hindostan and the Deccan into new and more profitable channels, thus depriving the Venetians, Genoese,
and many other nations of all the advantages derived from their long-established European commerce between the
Persian Gulf, the Red Sea, Egypt, and the Mediterranean Sea.
From that time the Italians began to decline in wealth, influence, and prosperity until the close of the sixteenth
and in the beginning of the seventeenth century, when the English, Dutch, and French, sailing round by the Cape
of Good Hope, began to appear upon the scene. No sooner was this accomplished than the Portuguese, who had
monopolized the commerce with Europe during the sixteenth century, lost (almost as rapidly as they had
acquired it) their immense influence in the East.
*
In 1585, Thomas Cavendish, one of the boldest and most adventurous navigators in the reign of Queen
Elizabeth, had accomplished successfully a two years’ voyage round the world. Among other places, he had
visited and explored the spice islands called the Moluccas, but his discoveries resulted in no permanent benefit to
the British traders.
In the year following an English expedition consisting of three vessels, under the command of Captain
Raymond, was sent out to India, but its object was rather more warlike than commercial, as it was intended to
cruise against the Portuguese. Sickness, shipwreck, and other disasters overtook the vessels; Captain Raymond,
one of the most spirited men of his time, was lost without even having seen the Eldorado of his dreams, and
Captain Lancaster, his second in command, returned home a sad and almost ruined man.
Francis Drake, afterward knighted by Queen Elizabeth for his many remarkable exploits at sea, succeeded in
capturing five Portuguese vessels laden with the rich products of India. These, with the successes of the Levant
Company and the accumulating information obtained from private sources, contributed to keep alive the excitement and to increase to an inordinate degree the desire of English traders and merchants for a more immediate
participation in the Eastern commerce.
Nevertheless, the ambition and jealousy of the British merchants were not fully aroused until they heard that
the Dutch in 1595 had fitted out and dispatched four ships to trade with India. Then the British merchants
immediately set to work. A fund was raised by subscriptions of a number of individuals amounting to £30,133 6s.
5d., a company was formed, and a committee of fifteen able men was elected to manage it, which was the origin
of the “[Honorable] East India Company.” On the 31 st of December, 1600, just two hundred and eighty-four years
ago, a royal charter of privileges was granted, conditionally for fifteen years, to the company. By means of this
charter, and furnished with letters from Queen Elizabeth to various Eastern rajahs, who were probably
unconscious of her existence, a squadron of five ships sailed on the 2 nd of May, 1601, from Torbay. It was placed
under the command of Captain Lancaster, the companion of the unfortunate Raymond.
Fortune now appeared to favor the brave Lancaster. The very first place which he and his crews visited was
Acheen in the island of Sumatra. Owing to the fact that Northern Sumatra had already been repeatedly visited by
European travellers, among whom were Marco Paulo, Friar Odoricus, and Nicolo Conti, Captain Lancaster was
remarkably well received by Alaudin Shah, the then reigning sovereign; and, to add to his good fortune, while
cruising in the Straits of Malacca he succeeded in capturing a large and heavily-laden Portuguese vessel having on
board a cargo of fine calicoes, spices, and some of the fine gold for which Acheen was then celebrated. Thus
unexpectedly enriched, he sailed away, and, entering the Straits of Angeer, landed at Bantam in the island of Java,
where he established an agency—the first germ of the great East India Company’s factories—and returned in
safety to England in the autumn of the year 1603.
For many years following the trading vessels of the East India Company made successful voyages to many of
the best-known islands in the Indian Ocean, realizing immense profits, and returning home to enrich the company
to such an extent as to excite the jealousy of the British government, which vainly attempted to limit the
privileges of the royal charter granted to it by Queen Elizabeth. Not many years after the success of the company
was assured by a firman of the great Mohgul emperor, confirming to them certain privileges, and, above all,
authorizing their establishment of factories at some of the most important ports of Hindostan.
The Dutch, who had dispossessed the Portuguese of their factory in Amboyna, one of the largest of the spice
islands in the Molucca group, now began to regard the English traders with much jealousy. These, only eighteen
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in number, had established themselves in a defenseless house in town, trusting to the agreements and treaties they
had made with the Dutch traders. The Dutch invited them in a friendly manner to pay a visit to their castle,
fortified and garrisoned by two hundred men. The unsuspecting English had no sooner entered the castle than they
were seized, put to the rack and torture, and ten of the number, holding out firmly to the last, were put to death.
During the memorable conflict between Charles I and the Parliament nearly all foreign enterprise flagged.
Distracted by the great civil war that followed, the East India Company sank into comparative inaction. But no
sooner was the great Oliver Cromwell at the head of affairs than he reconfirmed the privileges of the company,
and gave every encouragement to its trade; he also compelled the Dutch government to pay the sum of £300,000,
together with a grant of one of the smaller spice islands, as some compensation to the descendants of those who
suffered in the “Amboyna massacre.”
A new charter was granted to the company by Charles II in 1661, in which, in addition to the old privileges,
new and important ones were given to them. They were vested with the right of full civil jurisdiction and military
authority over all Europeans in their employment, as well as with the power of making war and concluding peace
with the “infidels of India.” In 1662, Charles II married Catharine, princess of Portugal, who brought him a
million pounds sterling and gifts of the island of Bombay and the fortress of Tangiers. In 1668, at the request of
the company, Charles sold to them for a trifling sum of money the island of Bombay, granting to them shortly
after the island of St. Helena, an equally convenient station for their merchantmen; and at length, induced by the
defensible character of the island and its convenient and most commodious harbor, the company transferred from
Surat to Bombay the seat of their government.
Thus the island of Bombay became the presidency over all their settlements, and from that moment numerous
Oriental nations were attracted to the island, commerce rapidly increased, the native town began to spread, and
the foundation of a great empire in India was securely laid.
*
In no other part of the world are found so many races and peoples living side by side as in the island of
Bombay. In the spacious streets and bazaars one meets Buddhists, Jains, Brahmans, Hindoos, Chinese,
Musulmans (both Persians and Arabs), Seedees or Africans, Indo-Portuguese, Indo-Britons, Jews, Armenians,
Afghans, Caucasians, Parsees, Americans, and Europeans of all nationalities.
The most important of all these are undoubtedly the Parsees. They are as a class the richest, most industrious,
and most honorable of all the native populations. They are the most extensive merchants and land-owners in the
island; they share largely in foreign speculation both in the European and mercantile houses. They hold to two
principles as indispensable to their permanent success and efficiency in trade: First, that every Parsee in any part
of the Indian empire shall be subject to the established government, whatever it may be. By this means they
diffuse a spirit of obedience and promptitude among their co-religionists, whether in India, Persia, China, or
Egypt, and are at once able to secure the co-operation of one and every member of the faith in any emergency that
may demand the combined efforts of the entire sect. Secondly, that every Parsee, no matter what the accident of
his birth, is the equal of his more prosperous fellow-laborers.
The island of Bombay is separated from the mainland by an arm of the sea, and forms, in conjunction with the
adjacent islands of Salsette on the north, Colabah and Old Woman’s Island on the south, a magnificent and wellsheltered harbor. Handsome causeways raised above the sea at high water span the narrow channels on the south,
and connect Bombay with two of the most picturesque islands I have ever seen. To the north, Bombay is again
connected with Salsette by a causeway with a fine arched stone bridge, and yet another causeway has been thrown
over the strait, so as to connect the great India Peninsular Railway with the mainland. Thus Bombay and the
islands which surround it form a continuous breakwater extending from north to south for several miles. Toward
the east lies the celebrated island of Elephanta; just opposite to the mouth of the harbor lies a thickly-wooded
island of little elevation, with the exception of two remarkable projections which are shot upward almost
perpendicularly from the level of the land, called Great and Little Caranja Hills.
One of our first drives was to the fort and town of Bombay. The latter is situated within the fort, and is almost
a mile in length from the Apollo Gate to that of the bazaar, but hardly a quarter of a mile in its broadest part, from
the Custom-house across the great Green to what is called Church gate. It is now called Fort George, and with its
moats, drawbridges, and gateways is still in tolerably good repair. There are two gateways facing the beautiful
harbor, having commodious wharfs and cranes built out from each, with a fine broad stone quay or landing-place
for passengers.
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Passing through these gates, we visited the famous Bombay Castle, a regular quadrangle built of hard stone. In
one of the bastions we saw a spacious reservoir for water. The fortifications are sufficiently formidable, and are
frequently repaired, if not improved. Dungarree Hill, which commands the town, has now been included within
the fort, by which accession the seaward points of the island are rendered extremely strong, the harbor being
completely commanded by successive ranges of batteries placed one above the other. The Government House, a
showy but a most inconvenient building, the old church, and a spacious maidan, or Common, are also situated
within the fort.
The rise of the tides has been found such as to admit of the construction of docks on a truly magnificent scale.
Indeed, the dry-dock of Bombay is said to be unequalled in the East for its immense size and convenience. It has
been built with three divisions, each of which is furnished with a pair of strong gates, so that it is capable of
receiving three ships-of-the-line at a time. This operation is generally entrusted to Parsees, and executed with
great rapidity and skill. These docks have sprung up here since the days when the island passed into the
possession of the East India Company.
Another remarkable feature of this part of Bombay is the so-called ropewalk, which is said to be equal to any
in England (with the single exception of the king’s yard at Portsmouth). Here rope cables and every variety of
lesser cordage are manufactured in great abundance. The workmen can be seen seated under covered awnings
diligently plying their respective occupations—some cleaning the caiah, or cocoanut-husks, others plaiting, and
yet again others twisting heavy ropes and cords.
The Bombay dockyard is also worth visiting ; it is admirably contrived, and abounds in fine stone warehouses
well stocked with timber for building and repairing vessels and ships of all kinds and sizes, with forges, and wellinstructed Parsees, who, among other qualifications, are counted the best ship-carpenters to be found in the
East. Many of the merchantmen and ships-of-the-line in the service of the late East India Company have been
built here from time to time, and are still built, of Malabar and Mylonghee teakwood, which is much esteemed
throughout India. One of the most magnificent teak forests, from which supplies of wood are obtained, lies on the
north-western boundaries of the kingdom of Siam; the other on the Western side of the Ghauts and all along the
mountains lying north and east of the old Portuguese town of Bassein\fn{ Now Vassai:H}. They are floated down to
Bombay by means of the numerous streams which descend from these mountain-ridges.
Another curious feature is the celebrated cotton-press, of which there are a great many in use here—marvelous
in themselves, but more striking amid the mountains of cotton piled up waiting to be pressed before transportation
to Europe, China, and other parts of the world. Not very far from these one comes upon a square around which
cluster most of the European warehouses and the banks, huge blocks of masonry, dark and dismal as the tomb,
impregnated with the odors of tea, coffee, spices, and every other known Indian commodity or manufacture.
*
It was my first initiation to the commerce of the world to visit this spot. Previous to this day I had hardly so
much as purchased a ribbon for myself, and could not conceive what trade really meant. But, driving here about
ten o'clock one morning, the whole scene dawned upon me with peculiar force. The great square was thronged
with a motley crowd of dark- and white-faced foreigners, all eager, jostling, and contending with each amid the
confused hubbub of all languages and all manner of dialects. Here were strange specimens of every nationality
and every phase of life, from the lordly English and Scotch merchants, the skilful and assiduous Parsees, to the
half-nude, wretched-looking fakeers and beggars who haunt this spot in the hope of getting a few pice.\fn{Note:
Pieces of money each of the value of one-fourth of a penny }
For six hours these masses of humanity struggle, work, barter, buy and sell, load and unload, and carry on the
strangely exciting warfare, not of flesh and blood, but of pounds, shillings, and pence, straining every nerve each
to outdo his neighbor, to enrich himself, at great sacrifice of life, health, and at times even of honor, in the hope of
returning to his native land to enjoy the spoils—a hope which, alas! is realized only in rare instances.
But at four o’clock, as if by magic, the eager, bustling, jostling crowd suddenly vanishes; the din and confusion
cease. Long lines of carriages and handsome equipages drive up to the great stone warehouses, and dash away
with their white-faced occupants. Where is now the commerce of the world? Gone with the powerful, all-grasping
white man. A silence profound as the grave succeeds to the rush, noise, and turmoil of the day. In less than half an
hour not a human being is to be seen anywhere, save the solitary begrimed watchmen seated
here and there in dim nooks and corners, and the armed white-faced sentinels standing grim and silent at their
posts.
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On this first visit we were the last to quit the scene. Nothing ever made so deep and, I might truly say, so
depressing an impression on my mind as the fierce and unnatural activity which pervaded this spot.
A day or two after we drove through the markets or bazaars of the Parsees, or Fire-worshippers, and another
and peculiar class of native traders called the Borahs—the two most enterprising of the many different peoples
who occupy this island. These markets, nearly three miles in extent, are perhaps the most picturesque in the
world, composed entirely of lofty, handsome Oriental houses, with projecting lattice windows and wooden
balconies elaborately carved and hung in many places with rich tapestries.
The upper stories of the houses are the dwellings of the merchants and their families; the lower portions are
given up to stalls, shops, and alcoves where the most delicate fabrics and the most exquisite work of all
kinds are manufactured by native artisans—boxes, fans, drinking-cups carved out of cocoanut-shells, with stools,
tables, chairs, and other articles of furniture for the homes of European residents, as well as for exportation. Here
are made kinkaubs, or cloths of gold; mulmuls, or muslins, of such transparent texture as to be called “running
waters,” and many other articles are wrought out here by half-nude, savage-looking men and women with tools of
the rudest and most primitive kind.
Nearly all the Oriental work done here, though very beautiful and delicate of its kind, is imitative, and it lacks
that freedom and diversity so peculiar to European manufacture.
The street that Europeans most visit in this quarter, and the best worth seeing for its unmixed and purely
Oriental character, is called the “Bhendee Bazaar.” It abounds in the queerest and most picturesque sights—
solemn merchants, turbaned and with long flowing robes, seated cross-legged in their dens smoking long hookas;
native women, handsomely dressed, in a variety of costumes, and half-nude beggars, who seem to beg for fun or
for a wager; cripples, vagabonds; coolies with great heavy burdens on their backs, beneath which head and
shoulders have disappeared, and only two bare legs can be seen struggling along amid the crowd; peddlers yelling
like fiends; turbaned Mohammedans; Hindoo and Parsee ladies closely veiled, either on foot or in draped
carriages drawn by milk-white bullocks instead of horses; indolent loungers sleeping in the shade; dogs yelping
and native soldiers crushing through this great crowded aisle of the Bhendee Bazaar.
It is not only full of everything Oriental, but everything Occidental, even to the idols so largely manufactured
in Europe for the Indian markets—from the costliest gems from the mines of Punnah and Golconda to the
commonest English prints; and since the introduction of free trade one can absolutely purchase English goods
cheaper in this market than in the cities where they are manufactured.
*
After visiting Bhendee we came one day upon a most interesting portion of the bazaar, the Arabian horsemarkets. Long lines of stables stretch along for some distance, making a noble display of goodly Arabian steeds.
These splendid high-bred creatures are greatly esteemed by the native traders, nawabs, and princes, as well as by
the rich English merchants, and often bring fabulous prices. It was very pleasant to go through these stables and
see the care and attention bestowed upon the horses by the native grooms, who, while washing, feeding, and
rubbing them down, talk to them as if they were children. Our Hindoo scyae, or groom, while grooming his horse
always told him everything that had happened to him during his absence on the previous evenings opening the
conversation with,
“Kaisah hai paiyarah?”—“How art thou, beloved?”
*
Not far off there is a less picturesque but much more densely-crowded market called the “Chine Bazaar.” It
runs along the filthiest part of the city, and leads to a stone pier devoted to the native population and to the
loading and unloading of native craft and vessels. The people who inhabit this part of the city are chiefly Lascars,
or native sailors, and foreigners from different parts of the East. On any day and at any hour one may see what
seems the entire produce of the East piled on this stone wharf; merchandise and mankind are in great masses
here. Every inch of ground is thronged with moving forms, presenting a wild masquerade of extravagant dress
and of the most perfect undress. Everywhere there is more filth and dirt than is possible to conceive at first
sight; odors of ghee, or clarified butter, and fish in every stage of decomposition, assail you amid all manner of .
deafening sounds.
On one occasion, when visiting this part of Bombay, I saw the landing of some pilgrims from Mecca—a dirty,
ill-looking set of men, but the moment they touched land the crowd was hushed; they walked in file counting their
beads through the parted crowds, who almost to a man salaamed in abject reverence to the holy strangers.
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I also saw some beautiful girls landed here, and that they were slaves, brought for private sale among the rich
natives, I could not doubt. I afterward learned that women were brought here every year, and disposed of
privately to fill the harims of the rich Musulman merchants in spite of British laws.
Riding through these bazaars, it has impressed me that whatever Great Britain might do for the improvement
of the island of Bamba Devi in the way of governing it, it would take very many centuries before she could
destroy its purely Oriental character.
*
At one time a very curious organization existed in Bombay for upward of thirty years, consisting of a body of
forty or more individuals who bound themselves into a sort of secret society, the sole object of which was
systematic plunder. This society had in its employment about three hundred men as subordinates, instructed to
receive goods stolen from the merchants’ ships. The harbor was the chief scene of their secret operations. Here
those of the members who were on duty were ordered to distribute themselves at the various wharves and piers,
whence boats went off to ships either when loading or unloading. These employees of the secret society either
detained the boats’ crews in conversation, and thus purloined goods, or hired themselves for a very low sum of
money to work with them for the night.
In this way they managed to drop into the water or into another and confederate boat some of the goods
surreptitiously obtained. The plunder was then conveyed openly to the shore, and sold by auction next morning,
without any attempt at concealment, so far as tlie natives were concerned; and as few Europeans frequented this
part of the native town, they had no fear of detection.
It is said that the books of this robber society were scrupulously kept, the division of the profits made with
strict honesty, and, what is more remarkable still, two shares of the profits were bestowed on charitable
institutions among the various tribes and castes of Bombay. It was not until the year 1843 that this secret robber
society was detected in some wholesale plunder; the chiefs concerned in it were brought to justice and the whole
thing broken up.
*
The late East India Company, in order to protect the trade of the country against such societies, as well as
against the hordes of pirates who have ever since the days of Alexander the Great infested the western coast of
India, found it necessary to maintain an armed marine force.
Not far from the extreme point of the Oriental bazaars, so full of mystery, romance, and dirt, is a spot I have
often visited, called Colabah—more properly Kalaaba, or Black Water—where the sea is of the deepest blue, and
where an entirely different picture is presented to the eye. Bungalows, as the better class of Indian houses are
called, with broad, open, and shady verandahs, each with its beautifully kept garden, stretch along this
promontory, making a charming scene. These are the residences of some of the wealthiest inhabitants of the
island. Bright, airy-looking dwellings, nestling amid the most graceful ever-green foliage, and standing as they do
between two bays, they occupy the most beautiful spot in Bombay.
At the extreme end of this promontory are the European barracks, built with reference to the exigencies of the
climate and replete with comfort for the British soldiers and their officers. It is really both pleasing and interesting
to see that these are well cared for in this foreign land; but the curiosity and charm born in the native parts of the
island, and especially in the bazaars, lessen by sure degrees as you see your countrymen quietly and comfortably
established in a spot with which they seem so out of harmony in form and color.
On the southern extremity of Colabah is the lighthouse, a graceful circular building standing on a desolate rock
which stretches far into the sea and commands the entrance to the fort. It rises from the sea-level one hundred and
fifty feet, flashing its light to the distance of twenty-one miles. I remember going to the top of it one moonlight
night. We remained there two or three hours, and saw the moon rise higher and higher, silently scattering the deep
shadows one by one, revealing the half-hidden beauties of that strange shore; and at length, when she climbed
overhead and looked down in the full splendor of her light, the mountain-ridges, feathered with wavy palms, the
glimmering peaks and spires of the land, were all magnificently pictured in richest and softest colors in the
polished mirror of the sea.
*
The “Maidan,” or Plain, is a fine esplanade in front of the fort. Here passing European officers, and those
Europeans who are obliged by business or any other circumstance to live within the fort during the cool months,
erect bungalows; some of these are remarkably elegant buildings, but wholly unfit to resist the violence of the
monsoon. At the moment that the early showers of rain announce the wet season these temporary homes vanish
and their place is very soon occupied by a vast sheet of water.
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The Esplanade serves to separate the European from the native part of the island, the latter being vulgarly
called the “Black Town.”
Toward the north of the island are scattered many picturesque and thriving villages amid native groves of
mangoes, palms, and fine timber trees, cities of the dead, and some very interesting ruined portions once occupied
by the Portuguese conquerors.
The village of Girgaum, to the south of the island, is, however, the most picturesque and most densely
populated of all these native settlements. No other part of the island is so fascinating as night approaches. A blaze
of light flashing on the surface of huge reservoirs of water, on citron- and orange-groves, flooding flagged courtyards surrounded with blooming tropical fruits and flowers, the brilliant colors and varieties of dress of the
numerous attendants, male and female, together with the groups formed by different parties arriving or departing,
with the sounds of all kinds of music and midnight revelry—altogether formed a coup d’oeil which I can never
forget, and which can be only seen in a tropical climate.
Parts of this village, I am told, are entirely given up to the dissipated and pleasure-seeking youths who may
happen to be beguiled by these outward appearances. It presents a very different aspect in the morning light ; the
cottages amid its palm-groves look so quiet and secluded that it is still more attractive. In some parts there are
vast plantations of cocoanut trees, with the neat little huts, here and there, of native planters stretching toward a
portion of the island called the Back Bay.
Lying on the opposite side of the palm-groves of Mazagaum, a fishing village, about an hour’s drive over a
beautiful strand brings us to an interesting spot called Breach Candy. On our way, especially in the afternoon, we
meet carriages full of handsome Parsee ladies, generally brilliantly attired in their peculiar costumes, surrounded
by numbers of happy-looking children, taking their evening airing. Grand mohguls and nabobs, driving out in
magnificent European equipages, drawn by two and not infrequently by four spirited Arabian horses, pass rapidly
by.
*
At length, leaving the grand and princely occupants of all these brilliant equipages, we arrive at a spot desolate
and yet peaceful beyond description—the cemeteries of the dead of all peoples and all creeds. No sound is heard.
One solitary Hindoo, robed in pure white, with his bare shaved head, is praying over a smoldering spot covered
with hot ashes, which shows signs of a body having been recently burned there. These graves are separated, it is
true, but hardly distinguishable from one another. Desolate homes of the dead, we cannot tell which are Christian
and which pagan. All sleep quietly in the same dust.
But kind nature has decked them in tender living green, with here and there a beautiful wild flower, while the
ever-encroaching sea washes away every year, bit by bit, the tombs of Hindoo, Moslem, Jain, Buddhist, and
Christian alike.
*
There is one place that one should not miss seeing in Bombay, and that is the Pinjrapoore, or the Jain hospital
for animals. It is one of the most peculiarly Oriental institutions in the East, and the largest to be found in
India—pagan in everything, even in that disposition which has become almost a natural instinct to the Hindoos,
the Buddhists, and the Jains, to feel respect not alone for what is stronger and more beautiful than themselves, but
for what is weaker and more helpless, and even hideous.
The Pinjrapoore is situated in one of the most densely populated portions of the native town. We were
conducted by two very civil men, low-caste Jainsfn{ Note: The Jains, a very curious sect found in India proper today, and
known only to the learned in Europe as the sole representatives in Hindostan of the once-numerous adherents to the tenets of Buddhism in
that region, [not true since the conversion of the Magan cast (largely) to Buddhism in the 1950s:H] hold an intermediate place between
Buddhists and Brahmans, but approach more closely to the Buddhists. They hold that Mahavira the hero, their greatest teacher, and the
last of a number of deified spiritual legislators called by them Tirthankaras, was the preceptor of the great Gautama, the Buddha, whose
followers embrace nearly three-fourths of the human race even today. They have, like the Brahmans, castes, and abstain most rigorously
from flesh of all kinds. But, on the other hand, like the Buddhists of Siam, Burmah, Japan, etc., they disavow the sacredness of the Vedas
and the Hindoo gods, but in their place worship twenty-four sanctified legislators or Tirthankaras } into what appeared a large

courtyard. A number of low sheds and several other courts ran all round it. I must confess I was greatly
disappointed in the appearance of the building itself; it was mean and wretchedly dirty.
But as for the aspect of the inmates, it was at once both ludicrous and pathetic. I felt inclined to laugh and cry
by turns. Never was such a medley of sick and aged animals seen anywhere else. A number of sick oxen were
undergoing treatment at the hands of several native physicians who live near the hospital, and whose sole care
is to attend to its inmates. One poor old, lean cow was having her leg dressed, and she seemed to be pretty
conscious of the physician's kind intentions, for she stood perfectly still and quiet during the operation, which
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must have lasted an hour at least. The other aged and sick cattle, some blind, others scarred, not a few with
bandages over their eyes or with halting steps, presented a singularly pathetic sight.
We passed into several small courtyards where cats and dogs and many aged greyhounds find a
pleasant home. Some of these were old and infirm to such a degree that it was painful to look at them. One
big dog was pointed out to me by one of the men as the bura kahnah wallah, one who delighted in big dinners;
they certainly did not aid in fattening him, for he was the leanest creature I have ever seen.
The monkey part of the hospital was the most entertaining. A big ape supported itself on crutches; another
sick inmate was lying stretched full length on the floor, gazing most piteously into the keeper’s face. It seemed
to be an object of deep interest to all the other monkeys, who clustered around it. The native doctor shook his
head solemnly, and if it had been a human being he could not have said more tenderly,
“ Bachara! bachara! whoo murta hai.”—“Poor thing! poor thing! she is dying.”
Almost all of the infirm inmates looked on their dying comrade with peculiar intelligence in their faces, as if
they had a sort of vague idea of what was happening. As I looked on, I could not doubt but that each one had
somehow divined the meaning of the doctor’s foreboding shake of the head.
In these compartments were collected, as it almost seemed, every known quadruped and biped on the face
of the globe. Old elephants, dilapidated buffaloes, deplumed ravens, vultures, and buzzards hobnobbed together
with gray-bearded goats and most foolish-looking old rams; rats, mice, rabbits, hens, herons, lame ducks, forlorn
old cocks, and sparrows, jackals, old owls, and geese, live here in harmony side by side. I have been shown
through palaces which interested me less.
We waited to see this curious medley of inmates dine. When the food which suited each class was being
conveyed by a band of attendant boys to their various pens, troughs, etc., the noise and confusion were deafening.
The monkeys in particular, with the peacocks—birds the most sacred to the Hindoos and Jains—raised such a
howl and were so importunate to be served first that we were glad to escape.
Such is the extreme limit to which Oriental charity is carried. At first sight it seemed absurd beyond words.
Nevertheless, there is something very noble and touching about this “infirmary” for the brute creation. Everyone
who finds any animal wounded, sick, aged, or dying is authorized to bring it here, and here it is really well
cared for until death comes to relieve it from all suffering.
Who can estimate the power of an institution that is continually caring for the dumb mutes of the animal
kingdom, who bear not only man’s burdens, but his harshness and neglect, with the patience of almost sanctified
beings?
*
In my first week in Bombay I received an invitation to a grand dinner-party to be given at the house of a rich
East Indian lady, a Mrs. C., the widow of what is called in British India an uncovenanted officer. So great
is the prestige attached to the word “officer” in the East that every man is an officer of some sort or other, from
the brigadier to the private soldier. A civilian, consequently, is an uncovenanted officer, and as for the merchants,
they are Mohguls, nabobs, Badishas, or Kudawunds.
Mrs. C’s house was situated near Parel, formerly “Istonpareil,” a most lovely part of the island. Our carriage
drove through a long wide avenue of fine trees, and brought us before a large one-storied stone building, pillared
and with a spacious flight of stone steps leading to it. On the steps were half a dozen handsomely-dressed servants
in long flowing white robes called angrakas, crimson-and-gold striped turbans, and bright blue-and-gold
cummerbunds, or scarfs, folded round their waists; the effect was certainly striking. These salaamed to us, and
with stately dignity advanced and helped us to alight.
We were then shown by another band of ushers, magnificently dressed, into a sumptuously furnished
apartment, where we laid aside our light wrappings. A fresh troop of dusky-hued, richly-draped, and turbaned
individuals marshaled us into the grand drawing-room, where we found the rich widow seated on a yellow satin
ottoman surrounded by a bevy of ladies and gentlemen. The ladies all wore low-necked dresses of the most
exquisitely delicate Indian fabrics, Chinese crapes, gauzes, mulmuls, and silks; and some of them were young and
beautiful.
At dinner numbers of dusky-hued attendants moved about us so softly that they did not seem to touch the floor
with their feet; gliding noiselessly in and out, offering us costly viands and sparkling wines, laying down plates
and removing them so dexterously as not to make the faintest sound, they seemed even to repress their breathing.
Everything was done with magical effect. The punkahs overhead moved softly to and fro; the light fell from
cocoanut-oil chandeliers in peculiarly softened splendor on the rare flowers, the glass, and the silver below.
Everything went on with the ease and precision of clockwork, without the faintest echo of a click or sound. Even
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those domestics who did not wait at dinner-table stood with arms folded across their breasts under the shadows of
doors or pillars, waiting their turn to serve, and so still and motionless were they that they might almost, save for
the glitter in their eyes, have passed for bronze statues.
They impressed me very unpleasantly, and that in spite of all the laughter and merriment, the exaltation of
British power and British supremacy in India. I had, somehow, a feeling of reserved force pervading those mute,
motionless figures around us, and I involuntarily felt, for the first time, that it was a very solemn affair for the
Briton to be in India luxuriating on her soil and on her spoils.
With those dark, restless eyes watching every turn, motion, and expression of our faces, in vain were the
delicious coffee and the sumptuous dinner, the music of the fountains playing before each window. I was anxious
to escape. If I laughed or talked or moved, those dark eyes seemed to observe me, even when they were
seemingly fixed on vacancy. If I had dared, I believe I should have risen and gone away. But of course this would
have been a shocking breach of etiquette, so I sat still, hushing secret perturbations and longing for dinner to end.
The conversation continued in a lively strain. I noticed that everyone seemed to have a pet theory about home
government and how it could best be administered; all of which I was then too young to comprehend, but I did
comprehend, and that very painfully, that no one seemed to mind those dark, silent, stationary figures any more
than if they had been hewn out of stone. On coming out of that house I drew a long deep sigh of relief and
felt just as if I had escaped from some imminent danger.
*
There are no less than three government residences in the island of Bombay. One is within the walls of the
fort, used for holding special meetings of the council durbars, or assemblies, and for various other public
business. It has little or no architectural beauty, and looks more like a stadthause in a German free city.
The one at Malabar Point is a charming English cottage, situated on a rocky and well-wooded promontory,
commanding a beautiful view of the sea, and is often washed by the sea-spray during stormy weather.
The third is at Parel—a magnificent building, said to have been founded on the remains of an old Jesuit college
which flourished here during the Portuguese supremacy in India. It was bought by a Parsee, from whom it was
purchased by the East India government about a century ago and fitted up in its present style. A noble flight of
stone steps leads to the entrance-hall, whence a fine staircase opens into two of the most spacious rooms I have
ever seen in Bombay, about eighty feet long, one above the other, and each very handsomely furnished. It
commands a fine view of the town and harbor.
*
There is a curious rock at the extreme point of Malabar Hill which is very difficult to approach at high tide.
Here are the remains of an ancient Hindoo temple, and a hole famous as a place of resort for Hindoo devotees,
who endure great hardships in order to get access to the hole and pass through it, believing that in doing so they
are regenerated, born again, and purified from all their sins.
*
Among the places worth attention in the neighborhood of Bombay are Byculla and Mazagaum. The former has
a fine English school-house for all classes of children. It is placed under the supervision of a number of English
ladies of high rank, who take turns in visiting it.
Mazagaum is a very old part of the island of Bombay, formerly a fishing village, which its name indicates, but
now a densely-populated town, inhabited chiefly by the descendants of the early Portuguese settlers. The Roman
Catholic church here is a most venerable and picturesque building, standing under the shadow of great forest
trees.
Their foliage is certainly magnificent beyond description. The mango, the tamarind, the graceful peepul, and
the banyan attain great height and breadth, and are covered with marvelous specimens of huge parasitic creepers
and plants forming miles of sheltered walks. The fruit-bearing trees come to great perfection here.
But with all its beauty the spot is considered so unhealthy that it is often called the “white man’s grave.”
I have seldom seen a pleasanter sight than that which is presented at Mazagaum on every Sunday morning in
the year, when the whole native Christian population turns out to church almost simultaneously. The streets
are filled with handsome women and children. The women in their long flowing mantles and costumes, half
Hindoo and half European, are very picturesque.
But the men and boys present an appearance at once both grotesque and ludicrous. Most of them are dressed as
Europeans, and not a few as English and Portuguese generals; gold lace, plumed hats, helmets, and striped
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pantaloons are the prevailing fashion. They seem to have no idea of the fitness of things. Their passion for
European dress is carried to such an extreme that I have seen a native\fn{ Note: The descendants of the early Portuguese
settlers who have intermarried with the Hindoos and other castes of India, and now form a very large portion of the population of Bombay
and Goa} Portuguese sailing down the lane without any shoes on his feet, but sporting the military dress, with

the cocked hat and feathers, of some English general. This love of dress is exceedingly queer, but it is quite as
much a characteristic of the Portuguese men of education and culture in India as of the more ignorant and
illiterate. …
B
1
March 15,1862. — On board the small Siamese steamer Chow Phya, in the Gulf of Siam.
I rose before the sun, and ran on deck to catch an early glimpse of the strange land we were nearing; and as I
peered eagerly, not through mist and haze, but straight into the clear, bright, many-tinted ether, there came the first
faint, tremulous blush of dawn, behind her rosy veil; and presently the welcome face shines boldly out, glad,
glorious, beautiful, and aureoleed with flaming hues of orange, fringed with amber and gold, wherefrom flossy
webs of color float wide through the sky, paling as they go.
A vision of comfort and gladness, that tropical March morning, genial as a July dawn in my own less ardent
clime; but the memory of two round, tender arms, and two little dimpled hands, that so lately had made
themselves loving fetters round my neck, in the vain hope of holding mamma fast, blinded my outlook; and as,
with a nervous tremor and a rude jerk, we came to anchor there, so with a shock and a tremor I came to my hard
realities.
The captain told us we must wait for the afternoon tide to carry us over the bar. I lingered on deck, as long as I
could dodge the fiery spears that flashed through our tattered awning, and bear the bustle and the boisterous jests
of some circus people, our fellow-passengers, who came by express invitation of the king to astonish and amuse
the royal household and the court.
Scarcely less intelligent, and certainly more entertaining, than these were the dogs of our company—brutes of
diverse temperament, experience, and behavior. There were the captain’s two, Trumpet and Tip, who, by virtue of
their reflected rank and authority, held places of privilege and pickings under the table, and were jealous and overbearing as became a captain’s favorites, snubbing and bullying their more accomplished and versatile guests, the
circus dogs, with skipper-like growls and snarls and snaps.
And there was our own true Bessy—a Newfoundland, great and good—discreet, reposeful, dignified,
fastidious, not to be cajoled into confidences and familiarities with strange dogs, whether official or professional.
Very human was her gentle countenance, and very loyal, I doubt not, her sense of responsibility, as she followed
anxiously my boy and me, interpreting with her heart the thoughts she read in our faces, and responding with her
sympathetic eyes.
In the afternoon, when we dined on deck, the land was plainly visible; and now, as with a favoring tide we
glided toward the beautiful Meinam (“Mother of Waters”), the air grew brighter, and the picture lived and moved;
trees grew on the banks, more and more verdure, monkeys swung from bough to bough, birds flashed and piped
among the thickets.
Though the reddish-brown water over the “banks” is very shallow at low tide, craft of moderate burden, with
the aid of a pilot, cast anchor commonly in the very heart of the capital, in from ten to twelve fathoms of water
The world has few rivers so deep, commodious, and safe as the Meinam; and when we arrived the authorities
were contemplating the erection of beacons on the bar, as well as a lighthouse for the benefit of vessels entering
the port of Bangkok. The stream is rich in fish of excellent quality and flavor, such as is found in most of the great
rivers of Asia; and is especially noted for its platoo, a kind of sardine, so abundant and cheap that it forms a
common seasoning to the laborer’s bowl of rice. The Siamese are expert in modes of drying and salting fish of all
kinds, and large quantities are exported annually to Java, Sumatra, Malacca, and China.
In half an hour from the time when the twin banks of the river, in their raiment of bright green, seemed to open
their beautiful arms to receive us, we came to anchor opposite the mean, shabby, irregular town of Paknam, or
Sumuttra P’hra-kan (“Ocean Affairs”). Here the captain went ashore to report himself to the Governor, and the
officials of the custom-house, and the mail-boat came out to us. My boy became impatient for couai (cake);
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Moonshee, my Persian teacher, and Beebe, my gay Hindostanee nurse, expressed their disappointment and
disgust, Moonshee being absurdly dramatic in his wrath, as, fairly shaking his fist at the town, he demanded,
“What is this?”
Near this place are two islands. The one on the right is fortified, yet withal so green and pretty, and seemingly
so innocent of bellicose designs, that one may fancy Nature has taken peculiar pains to heal and hide the
disfigurements grim Art has made in her beauty. On the other, which at first I took for a floating shrine of white
marble, is perhaps the most unique and graceful object of architecture in Siam; shining like a jewel on the broad
bosom of the river, a temple all of purest white, its lofty spire, fantastic and gilded, flashing back the glory of the
sun, and duplicated in shifting, quivering shadows in the limpid waters below. Add to these the fitful ripple of the
coquettish breeze, the burnished blazonry of the surrounding vegetation, the budding charms of spring joined to
the sensuous opulence of autumn, and you have a scene of lovely glamour it were but vain impertinence to
describe. Earth seemed to have gathered for her adorning here elements more intellectual, poetic, and inspiring
than she commonly displays to pagan eyes.
These islands at the gateway of the river are, like the bank in the gulf, but accumulations of the sand borne
down before the torrent, that, suddenly swollen by the rains, rushes annually to the sea. The one on which the
temple stands is partly artificial, having been raised from the bed of the Meinam by the king P’hra Chow Phra-satthong, as a work of “merit”.
Visiting this island some years later, I found that this temple, like all other pyramidal structures in this part of
the world, consists of solid masonry of brick and mortar. The bricks made here are remarkable, being fully eight
inches long and nearly four broad, and of fine grain—altogether not unlike the tavellae brick of the Egyptians and
ancient Romans. There are cornices on all sides, with steps to ascend to the top, where a long inscription
proclaims the name, rank, and virtues of the founder, with dates of the commencement of the island and the
shrine. The whole of the space, extending to the low stone breakwater that surrounds the island, is paved with the
same kind of brick, and encloses, in addition to the P’hra-Cha-dei (“The Lord’s Delight”), a smaller temple with a
brass imago of the sitting Buddha. It also affords accommodation to the numerous retinue of princes, nobles,
retainers, and pages who attend the king in his annual visits to the [indecipherable] worship, and make votive
offerings and donations to the priests.
A charming spot, yet not one to be contemplated with unalloyed pleasure; for here also are the wretched
people, who pass up and down in boats, averting their eyes, pressing their hard, labor-grimed hands against their
sweating foreheads, and lowly [bowing] in blind awe to these whitened bricks. Even the naked children hush and
crouch, and lay their little foreheads against the bottom of the boat. His Majesty Somdetch P’hra Paramendr Maha
Mongkut, the late Supreme King, contributed interesting souvenirs to the enlargement and adornment of this
temple.
The town, which the twin islands redeem from the ignominy it otherwise deserves, lies on the east bank of the
river, and by its long lines of low ramparts that face the water seems to have been at one time substantially
fortified; but the works are now dilapidated and neglected. They were constructed in the first instance, I am told,
with fatal ingenuity; in the event of an attack the garrison would find them as dangerous to abandon as to defend.
Paknam is indebted for its importance rather to its natural position, and its possibilities of improvement under the
abler hands into which it is gradually falling, than to any advantage or promise in itself; for a more disgusting,
repulsive place is scarcely to be found on Asian ground.
The houses are built partly of mud, partly of wood, and, as in those of Malacca, only the upper story is habitable, the ground floor being the abode of pigs, dogs, fowls, and noisome reptiles. The “Government House” was
originally of stone, but all the more recent additions have been shabbily constructed of rough timber and mud.
This is one of the few houses in Paknam which one may enter without mounting a ladder or a clumsy staircase,
and which have rooms in the lower as well as in the upper story.
The Custom-House is an open sala, or shed, where interpreters, inspectors, and tidewaiters lounge away the
day on cool mats, chewing areca, betel, and tobacco, and extorting moneys, goods, or provisions from the
unhappy proprietors of native trading craft, large or small; but Europeans are protected from their rascally and
insolent exactions by the intelligence and energy of their respective consuls.
The hotel is a whitewashed brick building, originally designed to accommodate foreign ambassadors and other
official personages visiting the Court of Siam. The king’s summer-house, fronting the islands, is the largest
edifice to be seen, but it has neither dignity nor beauty. A number of inferior temples and monasteries occupy the
background, and are crowded with a rabble of priests, in yellow robes and with shaven pates; packs of mangy
pariah-dogs attend them. These monasteries consist of many small rooms or cells, containing merely a mat and
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wooden pillow for each occupant. The refuse of the food, which the priests beg during the day, is cast to the dogs
at night; and what they refuse is left to putrefy. Unimaginable are the stenches the sun of Siam engenders in such
conditions.
A village so happily situated might, under better management, become a thriving and pleasing port; but neglect, cupidity, and misrule have shockingly deformed and degraded it. Nevertheless, by its picturesque site and
surroundings of beauty, it retains its hold upon the regretful admiration of many Europeans and Americans, who
in ill health have found strength and cheer in its sea-breezes.
We heartily enjoyed the delightful freshness of the evening air as we glided up the Meinam, though the river
view at this point is somewhat marred by the wooden piers and quays that line it on either side, and the floating
houses, representing elongated A’s. From the deck, at a convenient height above the level of the river and the narrow serpentine canals and creeks, we looked down upon conical roofs thatched with attaps,fn{ Leaves of the attap
palm} and diversified by the pyramids and spires and fantastic turrets of the more important buildings. The valley
of the Meinam, not over six hundred miles in length, is as a long deep dent or fissure in the alluvial soil. At its
southern extremity we have the climate and vegetation of the tropics, while its northern end, on the brow of the
Yunan, is a region of perpetual snow.
The surrounding country is remarkable for the bountiful productiveness of its unctuous loam. The scenery,
though not wild nor grand, is very picturesque and charming in the peculiar golden haze of its atmosphere. I
surveyed with more and more admiration each new scene of blended luxuriance and beauty—plantations
spreading on either hand as far as the eye could reach, and level fields of living green, billowy with crops of rice
and maize, and sugar-cane and coffee, and cotton and tobacco; and the wide irregular river, a kaleidoscope of
evanescent form and color, where land, water, and sky joined or parted in a thousand charming surprises of shapes
and shadows.
The sun was already sinking in the west, when we caught sight of a tall roof of familiar European fashion; and
presently a lowly white chapel with green windows, freshly painted, peeped out beside two pleasant dwellings.
Chapel and homes belong to the American Presbyterian Mission. A forest of graceful boughs filled the background; the last faint rays of the departing sun fell on the Mission pathway, and the gentle swaying of the tall trees
over the chapel imparted a promise of safety and peace, as the glamour of the approaching night and the gloom
and mystery of the pagan land into which we were penetrating filled me with an indefinable dread. I almost
trembled, as the unfriendly clouds drove out the lingering tints of day.
Here were the strange floating city, with its stranger people on ail the open porches, quays, and jetties; the
innumerable rafts and boats, canoes and gondolas, junks, and ships; the pall of black smoke from the steamer, the
burly roar of the engine, and the murmur and the jar; the bewildering cries of men, women, and children, the
shouting of the Chinamen, and the barking of the dogs—yet no one seemed troubled but me.
I knew it was wisest to hide my fears. It was the old story. How many of our sisters, how many of our daughters, how many of our hearts’ darlings, are thus, without friend or guide or guard or asylum, turning into untried
paths with untold stories of trouble and pain!
We dropped anchor in deep water near an island. In a moment the river was alive with nondescript craft,
worked by amphibious creatures, half naked, swarthy, and grim, who rent the air with shrill, wild jargon as they
scrambled toward us. In the distance were several hulks of Siamese men-of-war, seemingly as old as the flood;
and on the right towered, tier over tier, the broad roofs of the grand Royal Palace of Bangkok—my future “home”
and the scene of my future labors.
The circus people are preparing to land; and the dogs, running to and fro with anxious glances, have an air of
leave-taking also. Now the China coolies, with pigtails braided and coiled round their low, receding brows, begin
their uncouth bustle, and into the small hours of the morning enliven the time of waiting with frantic shouts and
gestures.
Before long a showy gondola, fashioned like a dragon, with flashing torches and many paddles, approached;
and a Siamese official mounted the side, swaying himself with an absolute air. The red langoutee, or skirt, loosely
folded about his person, did not reach his ankles; and to cover his audacious chest and shoulders he had only his
own brown polished skin. He was followed by a dozen attendants, who, the moment they stepped from the
gangway, sprawled on the deck like huge toads, doubling their arms and legs under them, and pressing their noses
against the boards, as if intent on making themselves small by degrees and hideously less. Every Asiatic on deck,
coolies and all, prostrates himself, except my two servants, who are bewildered. Moonshee covertly mumbles his
five prayers, ejaculating between, “Mash-Allah! A Tala-yea hia hai!” “Great God! What is this?” and Beebe
shrinks, and draws her veil of spotted muslin jealously over her charms.
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The captain stepped forward and introduced us.
“His Excellency Chow Phya Sri Sury Wongse, Prime Minister of the Kingdom of Siam!”
Half naked as he was, and without an emblem to denote his rank, there was yet something remarkable about
this native chief, by virtue of which he compelled our respect from the first glance—a sensibly magnetic quality
of tone or look. With an air of command oddly at variance with his almost indecent attire, of which he seemed
superbly unconscious, he beckoned to a young attendant, who crawled to him as a dog crawls to an angry master.
This was an interpreter, who at a word from his lord began to question me in English.
“Are you the lady who is to teach in the royal family?” On my replying in the affirmative, he asked,
“Have you friends in Bangkok?” Finding I had none, he was silent for a minute or two; then demanded:
“What will you do? Where will you sleep tonight?”
“Indeed I cannot tell,” I said. “I am a stranger here. But I understood from his Majesty’s letter that a residence
would he provided for us on our arrival; and he has been duly informed that we were to arrive at this time.”
“His Majesty cannot remember everything,” said His Excellency; the interpreter added,
“You can go where you like.” And away went master and slaves.
I was dumbfounded, without even voice to inquire if there was a hotel in the city; and my servants were
scornfully mute. My kind friend the captain was sorely puzzled. He would have sheltered us if he could; but a
cloud of coal-dust and the stamping and screaming of a hundred and fifty Chinamen made hospitality
impracticable; so I made a little bed for my child on deck, and prepared to
pass the night with him under a canopy of stars.
The situation was as Oriental as the scene—heartless arbitrary insolence on the part of my employers;
homelessness, forlornness, helplessness, mortification, indignation, are mine. Fears and misgivings crowded and
stunned me. My tears fell thick and fast, and, weary and despairing, I closed my eyes, and tried to shut out heaven
and earth ; but the reflection would return to mock and goad me, that by my own act, and against the advice of my
friends, I had placed myself in this position.
The good captain of the Chow Phya, much troubled by the conduct of the minister, paced the deck (which usually, on these occasions, he left to the supercargo) for more than an hour. Presently a boat approached, and he
hailed it. In a moment it was at the gangway, and with robust, hearty greetings on both sides. Captain B., a cheery
Englishman, with a round, ruddy, rousing face, sprang on board; in a few words our predicament was explained to
him, and at once he invited us to share his house, for the night at least, assuring us of a cordial welcome from his
wife.
In the beautiful gondola of our “friend in need” we were pulled by four men, standing to their oars, through a
dream-like scene, peculiar to this Venice of the East. Larger boats, in an endless variety of form and adornment,
with prows high, tapering, and elaborately carved, and pretty little gondolas and canoes, passed us continually on
the right and left; yet amid so many signs of life, motion, traffic, bustle, the sweet sound of the rippling Avaters
alone fell on the ear. No rumbling of wheels, nor clatter of hoofs, nor clangor of bells, nor roar and scream of
engines to shock the soothing fairy-like illusion. The double charm of stillness and starlight was perfect.
“By the by,” broke in my cheery new friend, “you’ll have to go with me to the play, ma’am; because my wife
is there with the boys, and the house-key is in her pocket.”
“To the play!”
“O, don’t be alarmed, ma’am! It’s not a regular theatre; only a catchpenny show, got up by a Frenchman, who
came from Singapore a fortnight since. And having so little amusement here, we are grateful for anything that
may help to break the monotony. The temporary playhouse is within the palace grounds of His Royal Highness
Prince Krom Lhuang Avongse; and I hope to have an opportunity to introduce you to the Prince, who I believe is
to be present with his family.”
The intelligence was not gratifying, a Siamese prince had too lately disturbed my moral equilibrium; but I held
my peace and awaited the result with resignation. A few stroked of the oars, seconded by the swift though silent
current, brought us to a wooden pier surmounted by two glaring lanterns. Captain B. handed us out.
My child, startled from a deep sleep, was refractory, and would not trust himself out of my fond keeping.
When finally I had struggled with him in my arms to the landing, I saw in the shadow a form coiled on a piece of
striped matting. Was it a bear? No, a prince! For the clumsy mass of reddish-brown flesh unrolled and uplifted
itself, and held out a human arm, with a fat hand at the end of it, when Captain B. presented me to “His Royal
Highness.”
Nearby was his Excellency the Prime Minister, in the identical costume that had disgraced our unpleasant
interview on the Chow Phya; he was smoking a European pipe, and plainly enjoying our terrors. My stalwart
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friend contrived to squeeze us, and even himself, first through a bamboo door, and then through a crowd of hot
people, to seats fronting a sort of altar, consecrated to the arts of jugglery. A number of Chinamen of respectable
appearance occupied the more distant places, while those immediately behind us were filled by the ladies and
gentlemen of the foreign community.
On a raised dais hung with kincob curtains,\fn{ Silk curtains, embroidered with flowers } the ladies of the Prince’s
harem reclined; while their children, shining in silk and ornaments of gold, laughed, prattled, and gesticulated,
until the juggler appeared, when they were stunned with sudden wonder. Under the eaves on all sides human
heads were packed, on every head its cherished tuft of hair, like a stiff black brush inverted, in every mouth its
delicious cud of areca-nut and betel, which the human cattle ruminated with industrious content. The juggler, a
keen little Frenchman, plied his arts nimbly, and what with his ventriloquial doll, his empty bag full of eggs, his
stones that were candies, and his candies that were stones, and his stuffed birds that sang, astonished and
delighted his unsophisticated patrons, whose applauding murmurs were diversified by familiarly silly shrieks—
the true Siamese Did-you-ever!—from behind the kincob curtains.
But I was weary and disheartened, and welcomed with a sigh of relief the closing of the show. As we passed
out with our guide, the glare of many torches falling on the dark silent river made the swarthy forms of the
boatmen weird and Charon-like. Mrs. B. welcomed us with a pleasant smile to her little heaven of home across
the river, and by the simplicity and gentleness of her manners dispelled in a measure my feeling of forlornness.
When at last I found myself alone, I would have sought the sleep I so much needed, but the strange scenes of
the day chased each other in agitating confusion through my brain. Then I quitted the side of my sleeping boy,
triumphant in his dreamless innocence, and sat defeated by the window, to crave counsel and help from the everpresent Friend; and as I waited I sank into a tumultuous slumber, from which at last I started to find the longtarrying dawn climbing over a low wall and creeping through a half-open shutter.
2
I started up, arranged my dress, and smoothed my hair; though no water nor any after-touches could remove
the shadow that night of gloom and loneliness had left upon my face. But my boy awoke with eager, questioning
eyes, his smile bright and his hair lustrous. As Ave knelt together by the window at the feet of “Our Father”, I
could not but ask in the darkness of my trouble, did it need so bitter a baptism as ours to purify so young a soul?
In an outer room we met Mrs. B. en déshabillé, and scarcely so pretty as at our first meeting, but for her smile,
remarkable for its subtle, evanescent sweetness. At breakfast our host joined us, and, after laughing at our late
predicament and fright, assured me of that which I have since experienced—the genuine goodness of the
Prince Krom Lhuang Avongse. Every foreign resident of Bangkok, who at any time has had friendly acquaintance
or business with him, would, I doubt not, join me in expressions of admiration and regard for one who has
maintained through circumstances so trying and under a system so oppressive an exemplary reputation for
liberality, integrity, justice, and humanity.
Soon aft«r breakfast the Prime Minister’s boat, with the slave interpreter who had questioned me on the
steamer, arrived to take us to his Excellency’s palace. In about a quarter of an hour we found ourselves in front of
a low gateway, which opened on a wide courtyard, or “compound,” paved with rough-hewn slabs of stone. A
brace of Chinese mandarins of ferocious aspect, cut in stone and mounted on stone horses, guarded the entrance.
Farther on, a pair of men-at-arms in bass-relief challenged us; and near these were posted two living sentries, in
European costume, but without shoes.
On the left was a pavilion for theatrical entertainments, one entire wall being covered with scenic pictures. On
the right of this stood the palace of the Prime Minister, displaying a semicircular façade; in the background a
range of buildings of considerable extent, comprising the lodgings of his numerous wives. Attached to the largest
of these houses was a charming garden of flowers, in the midst of which a refreshing fountain played. His
Excellency’s residence abounded within in carvings and gildings, elegant in design and color, that blended, and
harmonized in pleasing effects with the luxurious draperies that hung in rich folds from the windows.
We moved softly, as the interpreter led us through a suite of spacious saloons, disposed in ascending tiers, and
all carpeted, candelabraed, and appointed in the most costly European fashion. A superb vase of silver, embossed
and burnished, stood on a table inlaid with mother-of-pearl and chased with silver. Flowers of great variety and
beauty filled the rooms with a delicious though slightly oppressive fragrance. On every side my eyes were
delighted with rare vases, jeweled cups and boxes, burnished chalices, dainty statuettes—objets de virtu. Oriental
and European, antique and modern, blending the old barbaric splendors with the graces of the younger arts.
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As we waited, fascinated and bewildered, the Prime Minister suddenly stood before us—the semi-nude
barbarian of last night. I lost my presence of mind, and in my embarrassment would have left the room. But he
held out his hand, saying, “Good morning, sir! Take a seat, sir!” which I did somewhat shyly, but not without a
smile for his comical “sir.” I spied a number of young girls peeping at us from behind curtains, while the male
attendants, among whom were his younger brothers, nephews, and cousins, crouched in the antechamber on all
fours.
His Excellency, with an expression of pleased curiosity, and that same grand unconsciousness of his alarming
poverty of costume, approached us nearly, and, with a kindly smile patting Boy on the head, asked him his name.
But the child cried aloud, “Mamma, come home! Please, mamma, come home!” and I found it not easy to quiet
him.
Presently, mustering courage for myself also, I ventured to express my wish for a quiet house or apartments,
where I might be free from intrusion, and at perfect liberty before and after school-hours. When this reasonable
request was interpreted to him—seemingly in a few monosyllables—he stood looking at me, smiling, as if
surprised and amused that I should have notions on the subject of liberty. Quickly this look became inquisitive
and significant, so that I began to fancy he had doubts as to the use I might make of my stipulated freedom, and
was puzzled to conjecture why a woman should wish to be free at all. Some such thought must have passed
through his mind, for he said abruptly,
“You not married!”
I bowed.
“Then where will you go in the evening?”
“Not anywhere, your Excellency. I simply desire to secure for myself and my child some hours of privacy and
rest, when my duties do not require my presence elsewhere.”
“How many years your husband has been dead?” he asked.
I replied that his Excellency had no right to pry into my domestic concerns. His business was with me as a
governess only; on any other subject I declined conversing. I enjoyed the expression of blank amazement with
which he regarded me on receiving this somewhat defiant reply.
“Tam chai!” (“Please yourself!”) he said, and proceeded to pace to and fro, but without turning his eyes from
my face, or ceasing to smile. Then he said something to his attendants, five or six of whom, raising themselves on
their knees, with their eyes fixed upon the carpet, crawled backward till they reached the steps, bobbed their heads
and shoulders, started spasmodically to their feet, and fled from the apartment. My boy, who had been awed and
terrified, began to cry, and I too was startled. Again he uttered the harsh gutturals, and instantly, as with an electric
shock, another half-dozen of the prostrate slaves sprang up and ran. Then he resumed his mysterious promenade,
still carefully keeping an eye upon us, and smiling by way of conversation. It was long before I could imagine
what we were to do. Boy, fairly tortured, cried
“Come home, mamma! Why don’t you come home? I don’t like that man.” His Excellency halted, and sinking
his voice ominously, said,
“You no can go!”
Boy clutched my dress, and hid his face and smothered his sobs in my lap; and yet, attracted, fascinated, the
poor little fellow from time to time looked up, only to shudder, tremble, and hide his face again. For his sake I
was glad when the interpreter returned on all fours. Pushing one elbow straight out before the other, in the manner
of these people, he approached his master with such a salutation as might be offered to deity; and with a few more
unintelligible utterances, his Excellency bowed to us, and disappeared behind a mirror. All the curious, peering
eyes that had been directed upon us from every nook and corner where a curtain hung, instantly vanished; and at
the same time sweet, wild music, like the tinkling of silver bells in the distance, fell upon our ears.
To my astonishment the interpreter stood boldly upright, and began to contemplate his irresistible face and
figure in a glass, and arrange with cool coxcombry his darling tuft of hair; which done, he approached us with a
mild swagger, and proceeded to address me with a freedom which I found it expedient to snub. I told him that,
although I did not require any human being to go down on his face and hands before me, I should nevertheless
tolerate no familiarity or disrespect from anyone. The fellow understood me well enough, but did not permit me to
recover immediately from my surprise at the sudden change in his bearing and tone. As he led us to the two
elegant rooms reserved for us in the west end of the palace, he informed us that he was the Premier’s halfbrother, and hinted that I would be wise to conciliate him if I wished to have my own way.
In the act of entering one of the rooms, I turned upon him angrily, and bade him be off. The next moment this
half-brother of a Siamese magnate was kneeling in abject supplication in the half-open doorway, imploring me
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not to report him to his Excellency, and promising never to offend again. Here was a miracle of repentance I had
not looked for; but the miracle was sham. Rage, cunning, insolence, servility, and hypocrisy were vilely mixed in
the minion.
Our chambers opened on a quiet piazza, shaded by fruit-trees in blossom, and overlooking a small artificial
lake stocked with pretty, sportive fish.
To be free to make a stunning din is a Siamese woman’s idea of perfect enjoyment. Hardly were we installed in
our apartments when, with a pell-mell rush and screams of laughter, the ladies of his Excellency’s private
utah\fn{Harem?} reconnoitered us in force. Crowding in through the half-open door, they scrambled for me with
eager curiosity, all trying at once to embrace me boisterously, and promiscuously chattering in shrill Siamese—a
bedlam of parrots; while I endeavored to make myself impartially agreeable in the language of signs and glances.
Nearly all were young; and in symmetry of form, delicacy of feature, and fairness of complexion, decidedly
superior to the Malay women I had been accustomed to. Most of them might have been positively attractive, but
for their ingeniously ugly mode of clipping the hair and blackening the teeth.
The youngest were mere children, hardly more than fourteen years old. All were arrayed in rich materials,
though the fashion did not differ from that of their slaves, numbers of whom were prostrate in the rooms and
passages. My apartments were ablaze with their crimson, blue, orange, and purple, their ornaments of gold, their
rings and brilliants, and their jeweled boxes. Two or three of the younger girls satisfied my Western ideas of
beauty, with their clear, mellow, olive complexions, and their almond-shaped eyes, so dark yet glowing.
Those among them who were really old were simply hideous and repulsive. One wretched crone shuffled
through the noisy throng with an air of authority, and pointing to Boy lying in my lap, cried, “Moolay, moolay!”
“Beautiful, beautiful!” The familiar Malay word fell pleasantly on my ear, and I was delighted to find someone
through whom I might possibly control the disorderly bevy around me.
I addressed her in Malay. Instantly my visitors were silent, and waiting in attitudes of eager attention. She told
me she was one of the many custodians of the harem. She was a native of Quedah;\fn{ One of the states of the former
Federated Malay States, under the British, and still extant:H } and “some sixty years ago,” she and her sister, together with
other young Malay girls, were captured while working in the fields by a party of Siamese adventurers. They were
brought to Siam and sold as slaves.
At first she mourned miserably for her home and parents. But while she was yet young and attractive she
became a favorite of the late Somdetch Ong Yai, father of her present lord, and bore him two sons, just as
“moolay, moolay” as my own darling. But they were dead. (Here» with the end of her soiled silk scarf she
furtively wiped a tear from her face, no longer ugly.) And her gracious lord was dead also; it was he who gave her
this beautiful gold betel-box.
“But how is it that you are still a slave?” I asked.
“I am old and ugly and childless: and therefore, to be trusted by my dead lord’s son, the beneficent prince,
upon whose head be blessings,”—clasping her withered hands, and turning toward that part of the palace where,
no doubt, he was enjoying a “beneficent” nap.
“And now it is my privilege to watch and guard these favored ones, that they see no man but their lord.”
The repulsive uncomeliness of this woman had been wrought by oppression out of that which must have been
beautiful once; for the spirit of beauty came back to her for a moment, with the passing memories that brought her
long-lost treasures with them. In the brutal tragedy of a slave’s experience—a female slave in the harem of an
Asian despot—the native angel in her had been bruised, mutilated, defaced, deformed, but not quite obliterated.
Her story ended, the younger women, to whom her language had been strange, could no longer suppress their
merriment, nor preserve the decorum due to her age and authority. Again they swarmed about me like bees, plying
me pertinaciously with questions, as to my age, husband, children, country, customs, possessions; and presently
crowned the inquisitorial performance by asking, in all seriousness, if I should not like to be the wife of the
prince, their lord, rather than of the terrible Chow-che-witt (“Prince of Life”—the supreme king).
Here was a monstrous suggestion that struck me dumb. Without replying, I rose and shook them off, retiring
with my boy into the inner chamber. But they pursued me without compunction, repeating the extraordinary
“conundrum,” and dragging the Malay duenna along with them to interpret my answer. The intrusion provoked
me; but, considering their beggarly poverty of true life and liberty, of hopes and joys, and loves and memories,
and holy fears and sorrows, with which a full and true response might have twitted them, I was ashamed to be
vexed. Seeing it impossible to rid myself of them, I promised to answer their question, on condition that they
would leave me for that day.
Immediately all eyes were fixed upon me.
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“The prince, your lord, and the king, your Chow-che-witt, are pagans,” I said. “An English, that is a Christian,
woman would rather be put to the torture, chained and dungeoned for life, or suffer a death the slowest and most
painful you Siamese know, than be the wife of either.”
They remained silent in astonishment, seemingly withheld from speaking by an instinctive sentiment of
respect; until one, more volatile than the rest, cried,
“What! not if he gave you all these jeweled rings and boxes, and these golden things?” When the old woman,
fearing to offend, whispered this test question in Malay to me, I laughed at the earnest eyes around, and said:
“No, not even then. I am only here to teach the royal family. I am not like you. You have nothing to do but to
play and sing and dance for your master ; but I have to work for my children; and one little one is now on the
great ocean, and I am very sad.”
Shades of sympathy, more or less deep, flitted across the faces of my audience, and for a moment they
regarded me as something they could neither convince nor comfort nor understand. Then softly repeating Pootthoo! Poot-thoo! “Dear God! dear God!” they quietly left me. A minute more, and I heard them laughing and
shouting in the halls.
Relieved of my curious and exacting visitors, I lay down and fell into a deep sleep, from which I was suddenly
awakened, in the afternoon, by the cries of Beebe, who rushed into the chamber, her head bare, her fine muslin
veil trampled under her feet, and her face dramatically expressive of terror and despair. Moonshee, her husband,
ignorant alike of the topography, the language, and the rules of the place, had by mistake intruded in the sacred
penetralia where lounged the favorite of the harem, to the lively horror of that shrinking Nourmahal,\fn{ Butterfly}
and the general wrath of the old women on guard, two of whom, the ugliest, fiercest, and most muscular, had
dragged him, daft and trembling, to summary inquisition.
I followed Beebe headlong to an open sala, where we found that respectable servant of the Prophet, his hands
tied, his turban off, woebegone but resigned; faithful and philosophic Moslem that he was, he only waited for his
throat to be cut, since it was his kismet, his perverse destiny, that had brought him to such a region of kafirs
(infidels).
Assuring him that there was nothing to fear, I dispatched a messenger in search of the interpreter, while Beebe
wept and protested. Presently an imposing personage stalked upon the scene, whose appearance matched his
temper and his conduct. This was the judge. In vain I strove to explain to him by signs and gestures that my
servant had offended, unwittingly; he could not or would not understand me; but stormed away at our poor old
man, who bore his abuse with the calm indifference of profound ignorance, having never before been cursed in a
foreign language.
The loafers of the yards and porches shook off their lazy naps and gathered round us; and among them came
the interpreter, insolent satisfaction beaming in his bad face. He coolly declined to interfere, protesting that it was
not his business, and that the judge would be offended if he offered to take part in the proceedings. Moonshee was
condemned to be stripped, and beaten with twenty strokes.
Here was an end to my patience. Going straight up to the judge, I told him that if a single lash was laid upon
the old man’s back (which was bared as I spoke), he should suffer tenfold, for I would immediately lay the matter
before the British Consul.
Though I spoke in English, he caught the familiar words “British Consul,” and turning to the interpreter,
demanded the explanation he should have listened to before he pronounced sentence. But even as the interpreter
was jabbering away to the unreasonable functionary, the assembly was agitated with what the French term a
“sensation.” Judge, interpreter, and all fell upon their faces, doubling themselves up; and there stood the Premier,
who took in the situation at a glance, ordered Moonshee to be released, and permitted him at my request to retire
to the room allotted to Beebe. While the slaves were alert in the execution of these benevolent commands, the
interpreter slunk away on his face and elbows.
But the old Moslem, as soon as his hands were free, picked up his turban, advanced, and laid it at the feet of
his deliverer, with the graceful salutation of his people,
“Peace be with thee, vizier of a wise king!”
The mild and venerable aspect of the Moonshee, and his snow-white beard falling low upon his breast, must
have inspired the Siamese statesman with abiding feelings of respect and consideration, for he was ever afterward
indulgent to that Oriental Dominie Sampson of my little household.
Dinner at the Premier’s was composed and served with the same incongruous blending of the barbaric and the
refined, the Oriental and the European, that characterized the furniture and adornments of his palace. The saucy
little pages who handled the dishes had cigarettes between their pouting lips, and from time to time hopped over
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the heads of Medusæ to expectorate. When I pointed reproachfully to the double peccadillo, they only laughed
and scampered off.
Another detachment of these lads brought in fruits, and, when they had set the baskets or dishes on the table,
retired to sofas to lounge till we had dined. But finding I objected to such manners, they giggled gaily, performed
several acrobatic feats on the carpet, and left us to wait on ourselves.
Twilight on my pretty piazza. The fiery sun is setting, and long pencils of color, from palettes of painted glass,
touch with rose and gold the low brow and downcast eyes and dainty bosom of a bust of Clyte. Beebe and
Moonshee are preparing below in the open air their evening meal; and the smoke of their pottage is borne slowly,
heavily on the hot still air, stirred only by the careless laughter of girls plunging and paddling in the dimpled lake.
The blended gloom and brightness without enter, and interweave themselves with the blended gloom and
brightness within, where lights and shadows lie half asleep and half awake, and life breathes itself sluggishly
away, or drifts on a slumberous stream toward its ocean of death.
3
In 1825 a royal prince of Siam (his birthright wrested from him, and his life imperiled) took refuge in a
Buddhist monastery and assumed the yellow garb of a priest. His father, commonly known as Phen-den-Klang,
first or supreme king of Siam, had just died, leaving this prince, Chowfa Mongkut, at the age of twenty, lawful
heir to the crown ; for he was the eldest son of the acknowledged queen, and therefore by courtesy and honored
custom, if not by absolute right, the legitimate successor to the throne of the Phra-batts (The Golden-footed).
But he had an elder half-brother, who, through the intrigues of his mother, had already obtained control of the
royal treasury, and now, with the connivance, if not by the authority, of the Senabawdee, the Grand Council of the
kingdom, proclaimed himself king. He had the grace, however, to promise his plundered brother such royal
promises being a cheap form of propitiation in Siam to hold the reins of government only until Chowfa Mongkut
should be of years and strength and skill to manage them. But, once firmly seated on the throne, the usurper saw
in his patient but proud and astute kinsman only a hindrance and a peril in the path of his own cruder and fiercer
aspirations. Hence the forewarning and the flight, the cloister and the yellow robes.
And so the usurper continued to reign, unchallenged by any claim from the king that should be, until March,
1851, when, a mortal illness having overtaken him, he convoked the Grand Council of princes and nobles around
his couch, and proposed his favorite son as his successor. Then the safe asses of the court kicked the dying lion
with seven words of sententious scorn, “The crown has already its rightful owner”; whereupon the king literally
cursed himself to death, for it was almost in the convulsion of his chagrin and rage that he came to his end, on the
3rd of April.
In Siam there is no such personage as an heir-apparent to the throne, in the definite meaning and positive value
which attaches to that phrase in Europe, no prince with an absolute and exclusive title, by birth, adoption, or
nomination, to succeed to the crown. And while it is true that the eldest living son of a Siamese sovereign by his
queen or queen consort is recognized by all custom, ancient and modern, as the probable successor to the high
seat of his royal sire, he cannot be said to have a clear and indefeasible right to it, because the question of his
accession has yet to be decided by the electing voice of the Senabawdee, in whose judgment he may be ineligible,
by reason of certain physical, mental, or moral disabilities, as extreme youth, effeminacy, imbecility,
intemperance, profligacy. Nevertheless, the election is popularly expected to result in the choice of the eldest son
of the queen, though an interregnum or a regency is a contingency by no means unusual. .
It was in view of this jurisdiction of the Senabawdee, exercised in deference to a just and honored usage, that
the voice of the oracle fell upon the ear of the dying monarch with a disappointing and offensive significance; for
he well knew who was meant by the “rightful owner” of the crown. Hardly had he breathed his last when, in spite
of the busy intrigues of his eldest son (whom we find described in the Bangkok Recorder of July 26, 1866, as
“most honorable and promising”), in spite of the bitter vexation of his lordship Chow Phya Sri Sury Wongse, so
soon to be premier, the prince Chowfa Mongkut dolled his sacerdotal robes, emerged from his cloister, and was
crowned, with the title of Somdetch Phra Paramendr Maha Mongkut (Duke, and Royal Bearer of the Great
Crown).
For twenty-five years had the true heir to the throne of the Phra-batts, patiently biding his time, lain perdu in
his monastery, diligently devoting himself to the study of Sanskrit, Pali, theology, history, geology, chemistry, and
especially astronomy. He had been a familiar visitor at the houses of the American missionaries, two of whom
(Dr. House and Mr. Mattoon) were, throughout his reign and life, gratefully revered by him for that pleasant and
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profitable converse which helped to unlock to him the secrets of European vigor and advancement, and to make
straight and easy the paths of knowledge he had started upon. Not even the essential arrogance of his Siamese
nature could prevent him from accepting cordially the happy influences these good and true men inspired; and
doubtless he would have gone more than half-way to meet them, but for the dazzle of the golden throne in the
distance which arrested him midway between Christianity and Buddhism, between truth and delusion, between
light and darkness, between life and death.
In the Oriental tongues this progressive king was eminently proficient; and toward priests, preachers, and
teachers, of all creeds, sects, and sciences, an enlightened exemplar of tolerance. It was likewise his peculiar
vanity to pass for an accomplished English scholar, and to this end he maintained in his palace at Bangkok a
private printing establishment, with fonts of English type, which, as may be perceived presently, he was at no loss
to keep in “copy.” Perhaps it was the printing-office which suggested, quite naturally, an English governess for
the elite of his wives and concubines, and their offspring, in number amply adequate to the constitution of a royal
school, and in material most attractively fresh and romantic.
Happy thought! Wherefore, behold me, just after sunset on a pleasant day in April, 1862, on the threshold of
the outer court of the Grand Palace, accompanied by my own brave little boy, and escorted by a compatriot.
A flood of light sweeping through the spacious Hall of Audience displayed a throng of noblemen in waiting.
None turned a glance, or seemingly a thought, on us, and, my child being tired and hungry, I urged Captain B. to
present us without delay. At once we mounted the marble steps, and entered the brilliant hall unannounced.
Ranged on the carpet were many prostrate, mute, and motionless forms, over whose heads to step was a
temptation as drolly natural as it was dangerous. His Majesty spied us quickly, and advanced abruptly, petulantly
screaming,
“Who? who? Who?”
Captain B. (who, by the by, is a titled nobleman of Siam) introduced me as the English governess, engaged for
the royal family. The king shook hands with us, and immediately proceeded to march up and down in quick step,
putting one foot before the other with mathematical precision, as if under drill.
“Forewarned, forearmed!” my friend whispered that I should prepare myself for a sharp cross-questioning as
to my age, my husband, children, and other strictly personal concerns. Suddenly his Majesty, having cogitated
sufficiently in his peculiar manner, with one long final stride halted in front of us, and, pointing straight at
me with his forefinger, asked,
“How old shall you be?” Scarcely able to repress a smile at a proceeding so absurd, and with my sex’s distaste
for so serious a question, I demurely replied,
“One hundred and fifty years old.”
Had I made myself much younger, he might have ridiculed or assailed me ; but now he stood surprised and
embarrassed for a few moments, then resumed his queer march; and at last, beginning to perceive the jest,
coughed, laughed, coughed again, and in a high, sharp key asked,
“In what year were you borned?” Instantly I struck a mental balance, and answered, as gravely as I could,
“In 1788.”
At this point the expression of his Majesty s face was indescribably comical. Captain B. slipped behind a pillar
to laugh; but the king only coughed, with a significant emphasis that startled me, and addressed a few words to his
prostrate courtiers, who smiled at the carpet, all except the prime minister, who turned to look at me. But his
Majesty was not to be baffled so: again he marched with vigor, and then returned to the attack with élan.
“How many years shall you be married?”
“For several years, your Majesty.” He fell into a brown study ; then, laughing, rushed at me, and demanded
triumphantly:
“Ha! How many grandchildren shall you now have? Ha, ha! How many? How many? Ha, ha, ha!” Of course
we all laughed with him; but the general hilarity admitted of a variety of constructions.
Then suddenly he seized my hand, and dragged me, nolens volens, my little Louis holding fast by my skirt,
through several somber passages, along which crouched duennas, shriveled and grotesque, and many youthful
women, covering their faces, as if blinded by the splendor of the passing Majesty. At length he stopped before one
of the many-curtained recesses, and, drawing aside the hangings, disclosed a lovely, childlike form. He stooped
and took her hand, (she naïvely hiding her face), and placing it in mine, said,
“This is my wife, the Lady Tâlâp. She desires to be educated in English. She is as pleasing for her talents as for
her beauty, and it is our pleasure to make her a good English scholar. You shall educate her for me.”
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At length he stopped before one of the many-curtained recesses, and, drawing aside the hangings, disclosed a
lovely, childlike form. He stooped and took her hand, (she naïvely hiding her face), and placing it in mine, said,
“This is my wife, the Lady Tâlâp. She desires to be educated in English. She is as pleasing for her talents as for
her beauty, and it is our pleasure to make her a good English scholar. You shall educate her for me.”
I replied that the office would give me much pleasure; for nothing could be more eloquently winning than the
modest, timid bearing of that tender young creature in the presence of her lord. She laughed low and pleasantly as
he translated my sympathetic words to her, and seemed so enraptured with the graciousness of his act that I took
my leave of her with a sentiment of profound pity.
He led me back by the way we had come; and now we met many children, who put my patient boy to much
childish torture for the gratification of their startled curiosity.
“I have sixty-seven children,” said his Majesty when we had returned to the Audience Hall. “You shall educate
them, and as many of my wives, likewise, as may wish to learn English. And I have much correspondence in
which you must assist me. And, moreover, I have much difficulty for reading and translating French letters; for
French are fond of using gloomily deceiving terms. You must undertake; and you shall make all their murky
sentences and gloomily deceiving propositions clear to me. And, furthermore, I have by every mail foreign letters
whose writing is not easily read by me. You shall copy on round hand, for my readily perusal thereof.”
Nil desperandum; but I began by despairing of my ability to accomplish tasks so multifarious. I simply bowed,
however, and so dismissed myself for that evening.
*
One tempting morning, when the air was cool, my boy and I ventured some distance beyond the bounds of our
usual cautious promenade, close to the palace of the premier. Some forty or fifty carpenters, building boats under
a long low shed, attracted the child’s attention. We tarried awhile, watching their work, and then strolled to a stone
bridge hard by, where we found a gang of repulsive wretches, all men, coupled by means of iron collars and short
but heavy fetters, in which they moved with difficulty, if not with positive pain. They were carrying stone from
the canal to the bridge, and as they stopped to deposit their burdens, I observed that most of them had hard,
defiant faces, though here and there were sad and gentle eyes that bespoke sympathy. One of them approached us,
holding out his hand, into which Boy dropped the few coins he had.
Instantly, with a greedy shout, the whole gang were upon us, crowding us on all sides, wrangling, yelling. I
was exceedingly alarmed, and having no more money there, knew not what to do, except to take my child in my
arms, and strive again and again to break through the press; but still I fell back baffled, and sickened by the
insufferable odors that emanated from their disgusting persons; and still they pressed and scrambled and
screamed, and clanked their horrid chains. But behold! suddenly, as if struck by lightning, every man of them fell
on his face, and officers flew among them pell-mell, swinging with hard, heavy thongs the naked wincing backs.
It was with a sense of infinite relief that we found ourselves safe in our rooms at last; but the breakfast tasted
earthy and the atmosphere was choking, and our very hearts were parched. At night Boy lay burning on his little
bed, moaning for aiyer sujok (cold water), while I fainted for a breath of fresh, sweet air. But God blesses these
Eastern prison-houses not at all; the air that visits them is no better than the life within, heavy, stifling, stupefying.
For relief I betook me to the study of the Siamese language, an occupation I had found very pleasant and
inspiring. As for Boy, who spoke Malay fluently, it was wonderful with what aptness he acquired it.
*
When next I “interviewed” the king, I was accompanied by the premier’s sister, a fair and friendly woman,
whose whole stock of English was, “Good morning, sir”; and with this somewhat irrelevant greeting, a dozen
times in an hour, though the hour were night, she relieved her pent-up feelings, and gave expression to her
sympathy and regard for me.
Mr. Hunter, private secretary to the premier, had in formed me, speaking for his Excellency, that I should
prepare to enter upon my duties at the royal palace without delay. Accordingly, next morning, the elder sister of
the Kralahome came for us. She led the way to the river, followed by slave-girls bearing a gold tea pot, a pretty
gold tray containing two tiny porcelain cups with covers, her betel-box, also of gold, and two large fans. When we
were seated in the closely covered basket-boat, she took up one of the books I had brought with me, and, turning
over the leaves, came upon the alphabet; whereat, with a look of pleased surprise, she began repeating the letters.
I helped her, and for a while she seemed amused and gratified; but presently, growing weary of it, she abruptly
closed the book, and, offering me her hand, said,
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”Good morning, sir!” I replied with equal cordiality, and I think we bade each other good morning at least a
dozen times before we reached the palace.
We landed at a showy pavilion, and after traversing several covered passages came to a barrier guarded by
Amazons, to whom the old lady was evidently well known, for they threw open the gate for us, and “squatted” till
we passed. A hot walk of twenty minutes brought us to a curious oval door of polished brass, which opened and
shut noiselessly in a highly ornate frame. This admitted us to a cool retreat, on one side of which were several
temples or chapels in antique styles, and on the other a long dim gallery.
On the marble floor of this pavilion a number of interesting children sat or sprawled, and quaint babies slept or
frolicked in their nurses arms. It was, indeed, a grateful change from the oppressive, irritating heat and glare
through which we had just passed.
The loungers started up to greet our motherly guide, who humbly prostrated herself before them; and then
refreshments were brought in on large silver trays, with covers of scarlet silk in the form of a bee-hive. As no
knife or fork or spoon was visible, Boy and I were fain to content ourselves with oranges, wherewith we made
ourselves an unexpected but cheerful show for the entertainment and edification of those juvenile spectators of the
royal family of Siam. I smiled and held out my hand to them, for they were, almost without exception, attractive
children; but they shyly shrank from me.
Meanwhile the “child-wife,” to whom his Majesty had presented me at my first audience, appeared, and after
saluting profoundly the sister of the Kralahome, and conversing with her for some minutes, lay down on the cool
floor, and, using her betel-box for a pillow, beckoned to me. As I approached, and seated myself beside her, she
said: “I am very glad to see you. It is long time I not see. Why you come so late?” to all of which she evidently
expected no reply. I tried baby-talk, in the hope of making my amiable sentiments intelligible to so infantile a
creature, but in vain. Seeing me disappointed and embarrassed, she oddly sang a scrap of the Sunday-school
hymn, “There is a Happy Land, far, far away”, and then said,
“I think of you very often. In the beginning, God created the heavens and the earth.”
This meritorious but disjointed performance was followed by a protracted and trying silence, I sitting patient,
and Boy wondering in my lap. At last she half rose, and, looking around, cautiously whispered, “Dear Mam
Mattoon! I love you. I think of you. Your boy dead, you come to palace; you cry I love you”; and laying her finger
on her lips, and her head on the betel-box again, again she sang, “There is a Happy Land, far, far away!”
Mrs. Mattoon is the wife of that good and true American apostle who has nobly served the cause of missions in
Siam as a co-laborer with the excellent Dr. Samuel House. While the wife of the latter devoted herself
indefatigably to the improvement of schools for the native children whom the mission had gathered round it, Mrs.
Mattoon shared her labors by occasionally teaching in the palace, which was for some time thrown open to the
ladies of her faithful sisterhood. Here, as elsewhere, the blended force and gentleness of her character wrought
marvels in the impressible and grateful minds to which she had access.
So spontaneous and ingenuous a tribute of reverence and affection from a pagan to a Christian lady was
inexpressibly charming to me.
Thus the better part of the day passed. The longer I rested dreaming there, the more enchanted seemed the
world within those walls. I was aroused by a slight noise proceeding from the covered gallery, whence an old lady
appeared bearing a candlestick of gold, with branches supporting four lighted candles. I afterward learned that
these were daily offerings, which the king, on awakening from his forenoon slumber, sent to the Watt P’hra Këau.
This apparition was the signal for much stir. The Lady Tâlâp started to her feet and fled, and we were left alone
with the Premier’s sister and the slaves in waiting. The entire household seemed to awake on the instant, as in the
“Sleeping Palace” of Tennyson, at the kiss of the Fairy Prince,
The maid and page renewed their strife;
The palace banged, and buzzed, and clacked;
And all the long-pent stream of life
Dashed downward in a cataract.

A various procession of women and children some pale and downcast, others bright and blooming, more
moody and hardened moved in the one direction; none tarried to chat, none loitered or looked back; the lord was
awake.
And last with these the king awoke,
And in his chair himself prepared,
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And yawned, and rubbed his face, and spoke.

Presently the child-wife reappeared, arrayed now in dark blue silk, which contrasted well with the soft olive of
her complexion, and quickly followed the others, with a certain anxious alacrity expressed in her baby face. I
readily guessed that his Majesty was the awful cause of all this careful bustle, and began to feel uneasy myself, as
my ordeal approached. For an hour I stood on thorns. Then there was a general frantic rush. Attendants, nurses,
slaves, vanished through doors, around corners, behind pillars, under stairways; and at last, preceded by a sharp,
“cross” cough, behold the king!
We found his Majesty in a less genial mood than at my first reception. He approached us coughing loudly and
repeatedly, a sufficiently ominous fashion of announcing himself, which greatly discouraged my darling boy, who
clung to me anxiously. He was followed by a numerous “tail” of women and children, who formally prostrated
themselves around him. Shaking hands with me coldly, but remarking upon the beauty of the child’s hair, half
buried in the folds of my dress, he turned to the Premier’s sister, and conversed at some length with her, she
apparently acquiescing in all that he had to say. He then approached me, and said, in a loud and domineering tone:
“It is our pleasure that you shall reside within this palace with our family.”
I replied that it would be quite impossible for me to do so; that, being as yet unable to speak the language, and
the gates being shut every evening, I should feel like an unhappy prisoner in the palace.
“Where do you go every evening?” he demanded.
“Not anywhere, your Majesty. I am a stranger here.”
“Then why you shall object to the gates being shut?”
“I do not clearly know,” I replied, with a secret shudder at the idea of sleeping within those walls; “but I am
afraid I could not do it. I beg your Majesty will remember that in your gracious letter you promised me a
residence adjoining the royal palace, not within it.”
He turned and looked at me, his face growing almost purple with rage.
“I do not know I have promised. I do not know former condition. I do not know anything but you are our
servant; and it is our pleasure that you must live in this palace, and you shall obey.” Those last three words he
fairly screamed.
I trembled in every limb, and for some time knew not how to reply. At length I ventured to say,
“I am prepared to obey all your Majesty s commands within the obligation of my duty to your family, but
beyond that I can promise no obedience.”
“You shall live in palace,” he roared, “you shall live in palace! I will give woman slaves to wait on you. You
shall commence royal school in this pavilion on Thursday next. That is the best day for such undertaking, in the
estimation of our astrologers.”
With that, he addressed, in a frantic manner, commands, unintelligible to me, to some of the old women about
the pavilion. My boy began to cry; tears filled my own eyes; and the Premier’s sister, so kind but an hour before,
cast fierce glances at us both. I turned and led my child toward the oval brass door. We heard voices behind us
crying,
“Ma’am! Ma’am!”
I turned again, and saw the king beckoning and calling to me. I bowed to him profoundly, but passed on
through the brass door. The Prime Minister’s sister bounced after us in a distraction of excitement, tugging at my
cloak, shaking her finger in my face, and crying,
“My di! my di!” (“Bad! bad!”) All the way back, in the boat, and on the street, to the very door of my
apartments, instead of her jocund “Good morning, sir,” I had nothing but my di.
But kings, who are not mad, have their sober second-thoughts like other rational people. His Golden-footed
Majesty presently repented him of his arbitrary “cantankerousness,” and in due time my ultimatum was accepted.
1832

71.37 Excerpt from The Story Of My Life: “The First Empress Of India”\fn{by Dosebai Cowasjee Jessawalla (18321911)} Bombay, Bombay Suburban District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 5
… In April 1876, Lord Lytton was appointed Governor-General, and shortly after it became generally known
that our gracious Queen was about to assume the grand title of Empress of India. The entire Indian population
received this news with acclamation. An official announcement was issued stating that the public declaration of
655

this event would take place at a grand durbar to be held at Delhi, the ancient capital of the Mogul Empire.
Immediately, the feudatory Princes, Rajahs and nobles began making arrangements to be present and in due time
set out on their way, to the northern city with their large retinues and numerous followers. Preparations on a grand
scale went on throughout the land and the well-to-do of every caste and creed were eager to be present on the
occasion, as indeed they were encouraged to show their loyalty by appearing at the durbar. It was said that
something like half the population of India would be drawn towards Delhi and that the demand for edibles of all
sorts would be likely to produce a dearth.
To attract the attention of the public and to leave nothing undone that could conduce to the splendor of the
ceremony, the subject was daily brought prominently forward in the leading native and English journals. As I had
long wished to travel through the various districts of my native land, I determined to avail myself of this favorable
opportunity for visiting the historical cities of the north. Two months before the time appointed for the durbar, I
introduced the subject to our social coterie and requested my daughter and her husband to bear me company, but
they did not enter into the project being apprehensive of the great difficulties of the journey as well as of the
expenses at Delhi and en route. Mr. Pherozshah also declined to join me, so on hearing this I kept my own
counsel and said no more on the subject. In the face of these discouragements, my kind husband readily consented
to the plan, saying, we could dispense with other company, and go by ourselves.
Accordingly, I set all necessary preparations in train and kept our intention scrupulously secret to ward off the
storm of ridicule and scandal which a rumor of this new departure from old custom would have called down on
my devoted head. I fancied I could hear the jeering queries. Is it a Parsee female’s business to mix in such
demonstrations? How can she be so unwomanly as to venture on such a journey? Parsee men were notoriously
selfish and had monopolized to themselves every pleasure and indulgence, fancying that women were only
created for household drudgery. I kept a lookout to see if any of the noteworthy Parsee gentlemen who were
honored by an invitation to the durbar would take their families with them, but none apparently dreamt of such a
thing and thus I was the more bent on going.
I have ever taken the lead in matters of female reform and have tried to stimulate the dormant energies of my
sisters and to open up to them paths hitherto debarred, leading to innocent pleasures or enlarged interests. It is
quite unaccountable to me why native ladies in affluent circumstances should be backward in taking their
legitimate place in grand state ceremonials, but they seem devoid of interest and curiosity as regards such things.
Every new act of female emancipation at first meets with disapprobation and sarcasm and that frightens many a
one from gratifying her inclinations, and on this occasion no other Parsee lady, incited by a keen desire to witness
so grand a spectacle, had the courage either to face the ridicule of her people or to undertake the long journey. For
my own part the encouragement I have always met with from another quarter, the Europeans, from my youth, has
more than compensated me for the sneers of my countrymen.
Seeing me busily making arrangements for leaving home, my daughter and friends were given to understand
that I was preparing for a sojourn at Nowsaree, a place about 150 miles distant from Bombay. Thus, every one
being on the wrong scent, I often proposed in jest that ten or twenty of our club should go to the Delhi
assemblage, to which they made answer:
“It is not for us to encounter such difficulties; even if we could go to Delhi, we females would not be able
openly to enjoy any of the sights.”
This simplicity made me laugh but responding in the same strain I would say:
“Ah yes, a trip to Nowsaree or Gandevi is all that we women can hope for while our husbands roll in .luxury
and deny themselves nothing, so, in spite of our being reputed of higher culture than many of our sisters, we lead
the same dull and tasteless life.”
In due time all was ready and our party of seven comprising my husband, his old aunt of the comic disposition,
our two sons, my brother Heerjeebhoy and an old tried servant of the house, took our departure from Bombay on
the 22nd December. As my husband’s business affairs did not allow of a very long absence it was necessary to
have my brother’s company during our tour after the assemblage was over. He expressed his inability to meet the
expenses of such protracted travels, but on my indignantly demanding, “Who asks anything from you?” he made
up his mind to escort me. The manager of my husband’s firm had been very unwilling to spare him and was only
persuaded to do so on condition that he (my husband) should return, in case urgent business compelled his being
telegraphed for. This my good husband kept to himself, lest by his inability to remain with us the whole project
should be upset. At the last, feeling sore at the thought of enjoying so much without my daughter sharing it with
me, I asked her to come with me, but she again refused on account of the difficulties and troubles into which she
thought I rushed willingly.
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It seemed unnatural to be without her, as she had till now always accompanied me in all my pleasures, I
willingly defraying all expenses; but my husband’s company kept up my spirits. He took the management of
everything and right well did he discharge the self-imposed duty. He wrote to his cousins in Delhi to secure
suitable accommodation and make all suitable arrangements for the reception of a European friend and his family
whom he would accompany down to Delhi. He also wrote to his two friends, Shapoorjee and Jamsetjee Eduljee
Chinoy, who were in the service of the Nizam’s late uncle, Amir-e-Kabir, co-regent of Hyderabad, and held in
high estimation; these two gentlemen were intimate with my husband and had frequent intercourse with him in
Bombay and they were also given to understand that a European and his wife were coming, thus the secret was
kept to the last.
I wrote to Bai Sakerbai, wife of Set Manekjee Rustomjee, at Calcutta, informing her of my intention to sojourn
there for a time after the durbar at Delhi and requesting her to hire lodgings for me. An intimate friendship had
sprung up between us while she stayed for about three years in Bombay. She had honored us by her company at
my daughter’s marriage and we frequently visited each other at that time. Through this letter the fact of my
intended visit to Delhi became known to friends in Bombay, two or three days before our departure, for the
daughter-in-law of my friend in Calcutta, extremely surprised by this unexampled proceeding on my part, at once
wrote to her mother and brother in Bombay asking if the news could be true. The brother in his turn interrogated a
Hindu teacher, who came to my house to instruct my two sons; he, however, was quite in the dark as to our
intention and could not satisfy the gentleman’s curiosity.
Meanwhile I received a favorable reply from Bai Sakerbai, kindly inviting me to stay with her while in
Calcutta. Before setting out on this tour, I paid a visit to my kind friend, Lady Sassoon, and on informing her of
my projected journey she could not at first give credence to my words, but on being assured that it really was so,
she expressed herself pleased, saying she also would have gone if she could have found suitable lodgings there.
Here I met Lord Kilman, brother of the late Mrs. O.T. Burne, wife of the Private Secretary of H.E.\fn{His
Excellency.} the Viceroy of India, who also expressed himself pleased with my going to Delhi, but he did not
know that I was the only Parsee lady who should be there.
On the 22nd December we started from the Boree Bunder. Amongst many loungers at the station were Set
Dhunjeebhoy Framjee Patell and other members of the Panthakey family whose surprise on seeing our tickets to
Delhi knew no bounds and they asked how we could venture to go into such immense crowds as would be
assembled there, especially as no other Parsee female would be there. At 5:30 the train started, and on reaching
Byculla my daughter, who had escorted us so far, alighted. Next day our departure for Delhi came to be generally
known by an announcement of the fact in the local papers. This brought many congratulatory letters from my well
meaning friends, but it cannot be denied that many others were much incensed against me; however, I would not
allow their envy and folly to deprive me of one iota of the enjoyment placed within my reach.
We reached Jubbulpore the next evening at 9 p.m. and on alighting, my husband as he apprehended received a
telegram, calling him back to Bombay on urgent business. This was extremely dejecting, but my husband
comforted me somewhat by promising to hasten after us if his affairs allowed; he therefore parted from us, taking
his youngest son who desired to go back to Bombay with his father.
We continued our journey and next day at 7 a.m. reached Allahabad; this railway station was then considered
the largest and finest in India. We breakfasted there and spent the day in the city.
We hired a carriage and drove to the fortress which to me presented a grand and imposing appearance. There
was a regiment encamped in it and there was much life about the place. At a particular spot near the fortress there
is a spacious subterranean cellar which we also visited; sacred rites and ceremonies are performed here by the
Hindus. We saw human skeletons hanging here and there, it looked dark and gruesome and I would not venture
far, though other members of our party went with lighted tapers and saw the whole vast extent of the place.
Thence we went to the Bazaar, which is held in an open space without roof or structure of any kind. Of the fruit of
this place the pear is a specialty; it has a sweet, delicious taste and is four times the size of those we get in
Bombay; it has a small collection of stones like those of the date or greengage in the middle. We next proceeded
to the confluence of the Ganges and Jumna where many Hindu devotees were bathing in the holy waters with
their clothes on and performing various religious ceremonies—all this is worth seeing. After this we went through
the streets and saw houses and shops of curious architecture and plan. The dust, however, was the prevailing
element and sadly annoyed us.
At dusk we returned to the station and partook of a meal prepared by our own servant, then rested a little and
started again on our way at 9 p.m., reaching Toondla next morning. At all the stations the station masters and hotel
keepers rendered us every possible assistance and attention; they unanimously declared that thousands of
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passengers had passed through their station on their way to Delhi during the last two months, but that they had
seen no Parsee lady till I came. The English passengers freely commented on my appearance till they became
aware that I could talk their language, thus many new friendships sprang up in the course of this journey. At this
station two new passengers entered our carriage, one of whom was a barrister practicing at Cawnpore, the other
was the Principal of the Martiniere College at Lucknow. The amusing conversation which they carried on together
caused me to smile, whereupon the man of learning whispered to his friend of the long robe that he thought I
understood what they were saying, the other retorted that such a grown up Parsee lady was certainly not so
accomplished; this created much merriment and we soon were chatting together and feeling quite at home with
one another. The schoolmaster showed me much consideration by rendering me assistance whenever he could.
The nearer we approached Delhi the more the number of passengers increased, so that the crowding and bustle
of the last hour were such as to throw into oblivion the troubles of the three preceding days’ journey; however, by
God’s grace we arrived safely at our destination. At the Delhi station the great concourse of people, the shouting
and excitement made me think that the timorous folk in Bombay were not so far wrong, that this was really no
place for a native female to be in, especially without her husband. But I caught sight of my husband’s cousin, Mr.
Eduljee Cowasjee Jamsetjee, hurrying towards us, and my courage revived. This gentleman carries on the
business of my late father-in-law under the name of Jehangeer and Co., a name well-known throughout the
Punjaub and Kabul. This “friend in need” had made all fitting arrangements for the reception of an English lady
and gentleman, whom my husband was to accompany, and had come to the station to await them. He was glad
that his exertions had been made on my behalf and he skillfully steered me through the great crowd and drove me
to the small bungalow in the compound of the United Service Hotel which he had secured for the supposed
English couple. Though the miniature bungalow was cabin-like in its dimensions, it was nicely furnished and
answered all our requirements, but the cold was so severe that I was glad to bring into requisition the extra
bedding we had brought with us.
Early on the morning after our arrival, I was awakened by some one knocking at the door. This turned out to be
a Hindu clerk in the service of H.H. the Amir-i-Kabir, co-regent of Hyderabad; the poor man had been on our
track all night and was glad to find us at last. The explanation of the matter is that, on my husband’s return from
Jubbulpore, he had telegraphed my coming to his kind and good friend Mr. Shapoorjee, but the message arriving
too late he had failed to meet me at the station, and had employed this clerk to find out my whereabouts. Shortly
afterwards, his brother, Mr. Jamsetjee, followed in his carriage. He insisted on our leaving the Hotel and making
use of the beautiful tents which they had erected for us. I thanked him kindly but had resolved to stay where we
were.
On the 26th I had a long drive in Mr. Shapoorjee’s open mail phaeton drawn by a pair of beautiful studs through
the principal thoroughfares of the city, and wherever the eyes were cast dense crowds of people were to be seen,
to whom the sight of a Parsee female was a novelty, thus we reached the large open space studded with
innumerable tents. Here we saw two of those tents, which Mr. Shapoorjee had so kindly provided for our use; they
were most comfortable and inviting, supplied with every convenience and our heartfelt thanks were offered to our
hospitable friend, but I excused myself from accepting the accommodation on account of the extreme cold which
would have been experienced in such an open and unprotected plain.
Returning thence we re-entered the city by the high spacious Kashmir and Lahore gates, once no doubt grand
and imposing but now falling into decay. Proceeding through streets teeming with people we came to ChandniChowk, flanked on each side by houses and reminding me of the Bhindy Bazaar or Parell Road of Bombay. We
saw a great many Hindus and Mahomedans, a few babus and a very few Parsees. They were taken by surprise on
seeing me drive through this city of antiquity in an open carriage and the gaping crowd that gathered round the
carriage made it a matter of difficulty to proceed. I heard several passing their opinion as to my identity; some
said I was a European, some took me for a Chinese, some for an Egyptian, a Turkish lady and so on, but very few
knew me as a Parsee, as they did not believe a Parsee lady would venture through such populous thoroughfares in
an open carriage. It was exceedingly droll to listen to the rejoinders made by my old aunt to these openly
expressed opinions; she did not hesitate to scold back the curious crowd saying:
“If you want to see persons like us come to Bombay.”
The general astonishment with which we were beheld wherever we went in this city was due to the gaily
colored saris we wore and to the fact that none of the native females had ever been seen in an open carriage
before, but according to custom they never appear in public nor go from one place to another without being caged
up in a carriage with all venetian blinds and shutters fast closed.
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At 4 in the afternoon of this day Mr. Shapoorjee again came to take us sight-seeing, I took my place on his
open mail phaeton and my aunt with my son and brother on that of his brother. We met several Princes and Rajahs
with their retinues, as also some of the handsome four-in-hand coaches of Englishmen. Of these, the turn-out of
the Lieutenant-Governor attracted most attention for its novelty. The State carriage was drawn by six camels
ridden by grooms in gorgeous livery much bedecked with gold fringe and silver lace; in the carriage, which was a
large open brake, a number of beautiful young ladies were seated. This unique show was very striking to us, but
apparently more so to my old aunty who in the exuberance of her delight showered down blessings on me for
having afforded her such enjoyments at her advanced age.
On our return we saw several old buildings, the most remarkable being the fortress of gigantic magnitude. The
strength and stability of this ancient fortification, most part of which has been destroyed by war, prove that the
architects of old understood the secret of setting time and decay at defiance. We had a grand view of the Jooma
Musjid, the largest mosque in India. Proceeding further we had to make our way through streets literally teeming
with people whose smiling faces turned towards our carriage wherever we went. The clouds of dust somewhat
marred our enjoyment although the roads had been so plentifully watered as to present a monsoon appearance. A
cold breeze and thick fog came on the accompanying darkness rendering it necessary for us to return home by 7
o’clock, Mr. Shapoorjee and his brother making their way as best they could to their tents, carrying with them our
grateful thanks for the delightful and interesting drive.
After taking some tea to keep off cold we mixed in the company at the Hotel, where I found some
acquaintances, and in animated conversation the time passed pleasantly. Amongst them was Mr. Dadabhoy, son of
the late worthy Maneckjee Nowrojee Setna. Before retiring to rest, I offered prayer and thanksgiving to God for
having allotted me a share in such rare enjoyment.
On the morning of the 27 th we started for an early walk but had to beat a hasty retreat. The cold was more than
we could bear. After dressing ourselves in warm woolen garments, one above the other, and I enveloping myself
in a long overcoat such as European ladies wear, we ventured forth again and took a brisk walk which soon made
us warm and comfortable. Returning at 10 o’clock we took breakfast, afterwards taking a drive in a wagonette.
We arranged with the Hotel-keeper to have a carriage and pair retained for our use, besides which Mr. Shapoorjee
placed a carriage and horses at our disposal. Everything was procurable for money, but I found the prices little in
excess of those usual in Bombay and below what report had led us to expect.
I met another old acquaintance here, Mr. Hormusjee Shapoorjee Bookbinder, for many years clerk in my
father-in-law’s firm in the Punjaub; he left this service and had set up a Hotel, known as the Prince of Wales
Hotel, a coach factory and livery stable at Lucknow and had in a short time amassed great wealth and become a
leading citizen. He was to be seen driving about with great pomp here in Delhi, his fine carriages and horses and
English coachman attracting much attention. On seeing me, he began to eulogize my husband under whom he had
once served:
“It is with heartfelt joy,” he would say, “that I see my patron’s family here and my pleasure would be enhanced
if I could execute any of your commands.”
And he also desired us to make use of his horses and carriages. To Mr. Sorabjee Mody, Manager of my late
father-in-law’s firm, as also to Mr. Eduljee, I was indebted for many kind services and much assistance and
consideration.
This evening we again drove in an open carriage to other celebrated quarters of Delhi, but it grew cold and
foggy as on the preceding day, so we returned early to our apartments.
On Thursday, the 28th we bent our steps early in the morning towards the garden of the city where the tombs
and monuments of rich nobles who flourished in the past are daily strewn with fresh flowers and fragrant herbs.
At 11 a.m. I started in company with my brother to pay a visit to the Honorable Mrs. Burne in the Viceroy’s camp;
we unfortunately forgot to take the guide book of this vast encampment and had therefore much trouble and
unnecessary fatigue before we could find her tent.
I was most kindly received by Mrs. Burne, who invited me to a supper party and also asked me to come and be
presented to Lady Lytton in the evening. She further invited me to take a glass of wine or a cup of tea or coffee;
for all these civilities I expressed myself, as I felt, deeply obliged. Returning home, I selected suitable garments
for the visit to Her Excellency and at half past four drove with my son to the Viceroy's tents in a splendid carriage
and pair lent for the occasion by the forementioned Mr. Hormusjee, but in consequence of the circuitous route
which had to be taken the appointed hour was long past when we reached our goal and Lady Lytton and Mrs.
Burne had gone out. So we had to return in disappointment. On the way we saw several Rajahs with their retinues
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and had an opportunity of learning something of the intricacies of the vast encampment. The streets were more
crowded than ever, indeed every day seemed to increase the number of the populace.
While sitting reading the newspaper of the day in which was detailed everything going on in Delhi, a trooper
rode up with a note from the Viceroy’s camp. It was from kind Mrs. Burne regretting having missed my visit and
hoping I would fix another time for being presented to Lady Lytton …
1834

248.102 Excerpt from Rupjalal\fn{by Nawab Faizunnesa Choudhurani (1834-1903)} Tripura State, India (F) 14

† Ujjayanta Palace with its reflecting pool, home of the Nawabs of Tripura †
1
Prince Jalal lamented for his misfortune. But he was also grateful to the Lord for giving him the opportunity to
meet an innocent beauty like Rup. He then prayed for one moment of happiness with his beloved. In return, he
promised to bear all the pains and tragic consequences.\fn{ This book was written partly in poetry and partly in prose. This is
the prose section, which comprises the second part of the three-part novel, and is divided into 13 chapters (here separated by asterisks).
Two poems are embedded in it:H}

As he was reflecting on his thoughts, he walked slowly through a pebbled path. He suddenly saw a strange
stone on the roadside. He was amazed to see its bright and somewhat unusual stature. He went near and kicked it
strongly with his foot. The moment he touched the stone, it seemed that he started a commotion under the earth.
Then suddenly the earth broke apart and two enormous giants came up and pulled him down. The giants put him
in a dark, dismal prison made out of pebbles and rocks. The prince sat on a rock and remorsefully said,
“Dear God, how quickly you listen to your devotee’s prayer! You have shown me so much! My forefathers
have had no scope to experience what I am going through now; I wish they had. They might have warned me
about all these unearthly creatures that share the world with us, and then attack us when we are most vulnerable.”
Another vicious giant appeared, and to his surprise, the giant spoke to him softly and requested to accompany
him. Jalal accompanied the soft-spoken giant to the royal court. He was asked to wait in a corner; from there he
could hear the giant asking His Majesty to confirm if they brought in the man he had been waiting to meet. The
King stared at the corner where Prince Jalal stood, and signaled him to come forward. Jalal advanced and bowed
before the king. Dear reader, don’t be surprised to see Prince Jalal standing on his own feet with such a calm
composure! The truth is, he was so exhausted and he had suffered so much that he lost his mental strength to be
frightened any more. Or, maybe he was engrossed in his beloved’s thought so deeply that it mattered nothing to
him if he saw a giant or a ghost in front of him.
His Majesty, the giant, told his court that the man who stood there was not a simple human. He then addressed
Jalal,
“Tell me stranger, where is your kingdom? You must be a Prince. Why are you traveling like this?” Prince Jalal
replied with respect,
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“Your Majesty has guessed the truth. I am a prince. My life is but a tragic tale. The intensity of my pain is
impossible for me to describe in words. I will try only to give your majesty some idea.
“My father was the king of a land called Shimail. After his death, my mother ruled the kingdom. She devoted
her time between the country and me. She provided for me the best education a prince can possibly have. She
brought wise pundits from far and near to teach me. I was well educated; a little spoiled too! I got whatever I
wanted. The only thing I failed to get was a perfect bride. My Queen Mother did her best to find a suitable bride
for me, but all her efforts went in vain. Then I decided to take matter into my own hands.
“Your Majesty, that started my misfortune. I was a grown man and became impatient to enjoy the prime time
of my youth. So, I left my mother and went in search of a bride. During my youthful venture, I accidentally
reached a garden and saw a pretty young lady; that was my first experience of falling in love. It was love at first
sight. I corresponded with the lady after much trouble and came to know that she was but a prisoner in her own
home. I was to free her from the hands of a giant named Fortas who intended to marry her when she grew old
enough to be married.
“I set out then in search of her captor. On my way, I was captured by a fairy princess. I fled from there and
eventually destroyed the giant. But my miseries had no end. As I was planning to go back to my love, I became a
prisoner of a king named Zamzam. I had to marry his daughter to be free from his captivity. Then came another
danger; I was kidnapped by a flying eagle that belonged to an enchantress of a land under a lake. She wanted to
keep me as her lover.
“I eventually escaped from there with the help of a female attendant. From there I came to this land, where my
curiosity caused me to uplift a strange looking pebble that opened the gate of this kingdom under earth.”
The narratives of his bravery impressed the king of the giants. He requested Jalal to take his place beside him,
praising him for his courage and wisdom. He knew only a true prince could encounter and survive such dangers.
*
Aardbel, the King of under-earth giants, had his own story to tell. But before he started, he asked the prince to
promise to save him from the danger he was in. Prince Jalal remarked that being a king of powerful giants, His
Majesty was capable of helping a powerless man to achieve his goal. So he promised to help only if the King of
giants agreed to help him reach his beloved. They then mutually agreed to assist each other; the old monarch
addressed Jalal as his son and agreed to help him just the way he would help his own son. Jalal paid due respect to
an elderly man and requested him to begin his tale. The old man then narrated the following story:
“Dear human, as I have already accepted you as my son; I will not hide anything from you. A long time ago,
when I was young, I was flying over the palace of the Persian King. As I was flying, leisurely enjoying the beauty
of the royal garden, I caught a glimpse of a beautiful maiden. I flew closer to the palace and recognized that
maiden as the princess of that land. The Princess of Persia was taking her evening walk then. The moment I saw
her, my heart pounded like a wild beast and I felt a gust of passionate desire taking control over my will power.
“I instantly flew down and snatched her away from that palace. So, I abducted her and brought her here to
make her my wife. I also fathered her child, our only child.
“We had a handsome son. He inherited his mother’s charm and his father’s strength. In short, he grew up to be
the strongest good looking man one could ever imagine. We named him Digvijay.\fn{ The Bengali word meaning
“victorious”, a name also used as an epithet to acknowledge the invincible strength of the Prince } By the time he was fifteen, he
excelled in warfare. No one could defeat him in fencing, or in any game of warfare for that matter. He became an
invincible warrior. For his good looks, we used to call him a charmer. As he grew to be a warrior, we realized that
we did give him a well deserving name; I knew that one day he would really be a great conqueror.
“Once, when he was fourteen, Digvijay wished to travel on air and asked my permission to use the royal
chariot. I ordered the charioteer to prepare his chariot properly. My prince rode the chariot with his attendants.
“A few days later, the charioteer came to me and wished to speak to me in private. He then told me that the
prince no longer wished to have company when he traveled. Now that I recall, that poor man was really trying to
inform me about the young prince’s lifestyle. But I was a blind father; I rebuked that man for trying to refute my
only heir’s order.
“Since then, my son rode the chariot all by himself. I even overlooked the fact that a young man who just
attained his physical growth, only wanted to travel alone during late nights. He would wander at night and come
back at dawn. I hardly had time to meet him, for when he slept, I had to do my royal duties. When I had time for
him, he would be out riding the chariot.
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“Three or four years went by, and one day, when I was having a conference with my counselors, a dashing
youth came to see me. It took me a few minutes before I realized that it was my own son that I was looking at! He
was a grown man; most of all, he was a dangerously attractive young man!
“That night I sought advice from my queen. I told her that I wanted my seventeen year old son to be married. I
told her how I was surprised to see him that day. I wanted her approval on my decision. My queen smiled, and she
sweetly said,
“‘My lord, who am I to question your decision? I have seen you before I have seen the face of any other man
besides my father: You are the only man I have been with. I am to care for you and accept your decisions. You are
my protector and counselor; why should I disagree, especially when you are taking a timely decision? The only
thing I can say is that he should have a human-female as his wife. He is born from a human’s womb. He might not
find a female of your species attractive enough to be his wife.’ I agreed with my wife’s view and decided to send
my messengers across the world in search of a suitable human bride for my son.
“My giant envoys went to various parts of the world and all came back empty handed. Just we were all about
to give up our search, the last messenger came back with good news. He had been to the land of Tartar where he
found the prettiest of all women. He described her gorgeous palace, her stunning attire, and her dazzling beauty. I
decided to verify his description.
“So, that night I flew to the land of Tartar and found out that what my messenger said was not true enough. In
fact, her beauty disabled the expressive power of any language. She was so incredibly pretty that I was tempted to
kidnap her for my son right away. Then I reasoned with myself and decided to follow the proper procedures for a
royal wedding before abducting her.
“The next morning I called my son at the court, and told him about the discovery. To my disappointment, my
young son refused to marry; He even refused to clarify his reason. I was heartbroken. I then consulted with my
queen, who sent for her son and had a private conversation with him. She ordered him not to defy his father.
“Again the prince politely refused his mother; this time he warned that a marriage might result in his death.
We, the two heartbroken parents, sat quietly, trying to figure out the possible meaning of his words.
“Now, what was that the charioteer wanted to tell me years ago? Why didn’t I give him a chance to talk? I
decided to send for that old man that night.
“‘What did you try to tell me years ago? What was it?’ I asked.
“‘Your Majesty, I lack the heart to speak before you about that,’ replied the old man.
“‘Where is the prince now?’
“‘I fear to answer that.’
“‘Speak. Have no fear.’
“‘The prince has gone somewhere, on his own.’
“‘What gave you the courage not to do your duty as a charioteer?’
“‘Your Highness, that was what I wanted to tell you last time. I can speak if you spare me your anger.’
“I promised not to punish him, and then he told me a horrible story Remember, when I said that I allowed my
son to ride the royal chariot when he was fourteen years old? That decision was the cause of my misfortune. The
old charioteer told me that once they were faring in the sky and came in contact with another sky rider. A beautiful
woman was in that other chariot. It was covered with curtains but the lady lifted one corner of the curtain to enjoy
the outside view. As soon as the prince saw the beautiful face, he reacted as if he was struck by lightning and fell
unconscious. The old charioteer and others tended him, and asked him what caused the incident. The young
prince told them that he was in love and he would not live without that woman. The old charioteer warned him:
‘Dear Prince, you are very young. What you are experiencing is not love. It is but a physical sensation. It is a
bodily urge. It will pass. It is aroused by your carnal desire for pleasure, and if you fail to reason with your desire,
there will be no difference between you and an animal. This is only kama, my Prince; man is great when he
governs his kama instead of being governed by it.’
“Paying no attention to the old charioteer’s advice, Prince Digvijay ordered him to inquire about the
mysterious lady: The old charioteer then followed the other chariot and landed where it stopped to rest. He then
went to speak with one of the female attendants of that chariot. From her, he found out that the lady was the
daughter of King Shamsher of Gandharba. Her name was Mahemanir. While the old charioteer was speaking with
the attendant, the young prince approached them. He pleaded the servant to allow him to speak with her mistress.
The young prince promised to take his own life if Princess Mahemanir left without speaking to him.
“The attendant was in trouble. She tried to reason with the young prince of the giants by saying, ‘Our mistress
is so young and a virgin; if our king finds out about this, he will surely kill us including his daughter and you.’ But
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nothing seemed to calm him down. First he was stubborn. Then he began to weep like a child. Seeing him suffer,
the attendant went to reveal to her Princess how a stranger is inflicted with love; she came back quickly with a
proposition from her mistress. She said that the princess agreed to meet the young man on the condition that the
prince of the giants would never marry another woman once his desire is fulfilled. He would belong to
Mahemanir forever, and he would die if he ever married anyone else. This was a tough choice, the attendant
warned him by saying, ‘love is a rare treasure and it is difficult to achieve it or keep it. One may have to die to
keep love’s honor. Most of all, a pledge towards love is its driving power. One should pledge allegiance to love.
Separation and distance from each other may kill love; so, victorious is he who can control his kama, and
constantly reflect on his lover.’
“Even such harsh words could not weaken Digvijay’s defiant wish. The young prince agreed to abide by the
rules of love. The old charioteer tried to prevent him from taking such a vow. He reminded the young prince that
he had duty towards his parents and towards the kingdom which he would rule one day. He told the prince not to
take such a hasty decision; after all, he had his whole life ahead to enjoy women more prettier than this one. But
his words made the prince angry. The next day, he went without taking the charioteer.
“This was what the old charioteer told me. I went to the royal suite where my anxious queen was waiting.
“‘Is this why we raise children?’ I asked my queen. ‘Are they born to make us suffer? I do not believe in any
superstitions. I will marry him with a girl of my own choice, and I will see what curse it brings forth.’
“The queen heard all but said nothing. I called Prince Digvijay the next morning at my court and told him, ‘As
our only son, you are obliged to obey us; as a prince, you are obliged to the kingdom to marry a suitable princess
so that you can beget a perfect heir to the throne. As a future king, you are obliged to the citizens of your land to
set good examples of family and social values. Do you want to perform your duties? Or do you want to admit to
this court that you are a failure?’
“Sadly my son replied, ‘I know I can not disobey my father. Do as you like. I just want to remind you that
because you love me, you will suffer the most when I am married.’ Saying this, he left the court.
“All my courtiers followed him to his quarter. Prince Digvijay admitted to the chief of my noble courtiers that
he believed his death was imminent. That wise man came back and requested me to reconsider my decision. But I
was adamant to have my son married. I took the death warning as his attempt to divert me from my concern for
his marriage.
“I decided to advance with my plan; I flew one night to that land of Tartar and stole the Princess from the
palace. I placed the bride-to-be at my queen’s care, and ordered people to begin the nuptial ceremony.
Preparations were made. After the wedding feast, all guests left. I was proud and happy to have accomplished my
fatherly duty. I went to my palace at night to find my son and his new bride sleeping in different rooms. As I
inquired, my queen replied that our son believed a night with his wife would only hasten his death.
“I was blind with anger to find her so vulnerable to her son’s mischief. ‘Don’t you know, darling,’ I said, ‘that
to a man who is in love, the smile of his ugly beloved seems prettier than the prettiest of all smiles? It is nothing
but love. Only a lover can thus neglect a wife and waste away his wedding night thinking about another woman
he loves. Disregard his illusion; ignore his superstition.’
“I then raged against my son. ‘Ungrateful, disobedient son!’ I said. ‘You are neglecting your duty as a husband.
Now go, and prove to your wife that you are a man!’ My son wept and went to his bride; I laughed the laugh of a
winner and proudly walked to my queen’s chamber.
“This was how I sent my own son to his death bed and slept peacefully! My queen did not sleep. She sat,
motionless, and cried when I asked her to take some rest. ‘You may have ruined my son,’ she cried, and then ran
towards the room where slept her son with his new bride.
“I loathe myself now when I recall how conceited I was that night! I rested the whole night and slept
peacefully until a sudden shrill disturbed my peace. I woke up, and recognizing the screaming voice to be my
queen’s, ran where it was coming from. She was in my son’s room.
“Oh! what did I see! My queen sat holding her only son on her lap. He was dead, or so it seemed. I ran to hold
my flesh and blood; I wanted to feel the warmth of life in his wasting body. But his mother, my queen, suddenly
turned ferocious and rebuked me in harshly. She lost her poise and screamed at me, blaming me for my
stubbornness; she held me responsible for her son’s death. She cursed me for pushing her only child towards
death. She recalled how her poor son resisted the marriage, and how I commanded him to do what he knew he
should not do.
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“And I took all her words silently; for I knew she was right. I overlooked one problem and tried to cover up
my irresponsibility with stubbornness. It was I who allowed a juvenile boy to have freedom at an early age. It was
my decision to get him married. I blamed myself as much as my queen did.
“But I was too stubborn to give up. I sent for the shaman giant, who arrived shortly and detected signs of life
in the seemingly dead body of our prince,
“‘He is not dead,’ the shaman said, ‘but it is worse than death; he is in a coma. He would never wake up; the
only remedy is a sip of water from the fountain of immortality.’
“‘The Immortality Fountain!’ I exclaimed. ‘Doesn’t that belong in King Shamsher’s garden?’
“No one answered me; we all realized that the curse came true! It was King Shamsher’s daughter whose curse
fell on the prince for breaking his promise.
“The shaman’s words somehow relieved me because I knew I could fly and get some water from that well very
easily; But that could never be, the shaman informed me. Only one person could get the water of immortality for
my prince, and that person was not me. He told me that the only man who could bring back water to cure my
love-cursed son was a lover who left his land in search of his own beloved; this man was a brave son of a
respectable king, a human who had the strongest of hearts.
“Dear Prince Jalal, my shaman said you were the man. We knew that you were coming this way. So, I had to
capture you like this for that purpose. Now that you have heard the miserable tale of a tormented father, please
help me. I have called you my son; now do your duty by making a miserable father happy.
Prince Jalal was touched by King Aardbel’s sad story. He decided to help this miserable father.
The next morning he started for the land of King Shamsher. King Aardbel appointed a giant for Jalal’s service.
The giant carried Jalal in his shoulders and flew like a bird to their destination.
*
Prince Jalal rode on the back of a giant in search of King Shamsher’s land. One night, as the giant was flying,
Jalal heard a wailing sound coming from a fortress down below. He asked the giant to stop over the fortress. As
they went near, they could distinctly hear a woman crying for help. Prince Jalal commanded his carrier to place
him inside the room from where the sound was coming.
Inside the room, Jalal saw a beautiful woman, who was constantly wailing for a lover. Prince Jalal approached
her with the intention of helping her and asked her the cause of her distress. The wailing woman greeted this
stranger with tears, and then unfolded the story of her suffering:
“Hear me, stranger. You will know how I feel, for I believe you yourself must have felt the same for your
beloved. I believe you are also pining for love. Otherwise, you would not have responded to my plea for help.
“My name is Shudhanshubadani.\fn{A Bengali compound word that means “a woman whose face is bright; or shaped like a
full moon} I am born out of a monster and an elf. My father, a monster king, abducted my mother from her
kingdom and made her his second wife. My stepmother and my stepbrother were always trying to harm me and
my mother. They were jealous because our father loved me more than he loved his older son. My mother passed
away when I was five. I was raised by a nurse since then.
“A few years ago, while I was wandering near a canyon, I met a handsome male. This man approached my
nurse and wanted to know about me. From a distance I heard my nurse having a long conversation with that
stranger. He gave me a passionate glance; my heart melted. When he left that place, I asked my nurse about him.
“‘He is a Glendoveer, a prince, named Shah Bakht,’ my nurse continued. ‘But he was raised by giants. The
giants found him in a forest and took him under their care. His foster parents have decided to marry him to a
woman of their species, but he does not want to marry her. He is only fifteen and he does not wish to live his life
with a she-monster. Now, he has fallen in love with you, and wants to marry you. I told him to see your father and
ask for your hand in marriage.’
“My nurse’s words filled my heart with joy; I eagerly waited for my father’s response. That young man went to
meet my father at his court, and he politely begged for one special wish. My father promised to give him anything
he wanted, but made sure that it was not his throne that this stranger wanted! My father was a man of his word
and he would keep any promise he made no matter how hard it would be for him to keep it. Anyway; the stranger
wished to have the king’s daughter as his bride.
“My father was speechless. He had to do what he promised; but he wanted to know first about the stranger’s
lineage. Shah Bakht then told my father how he fled from his home at eight and how the monsters raised him as
their own child. Now that he wanted to reunite with his birth parents, he did not want his foster parents to find out
his intention to marry a woman of his own choice. The monsters would harm him and his intended bride.
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“My father decided to keep his secret to himself, but told him to return the following year for the wedding; he
was too young to marry; besides, my father had some other tasks to finish before my wedding. My father only
told his state secretary that I was betrothed to this young man, a son of a monster named Sartan.
“My father died before he could fulfill his promise. After his death, my stepbrother ascended the throne, and he
refused to marry me with a male of a lower monster clan. When Shah Bakht returned the following year, my
brother imprisoned him in a dungeon. He also kept me in this fort so that I cannot have any communication with
Shah Bakht.
“I beg you, dear stranger, save me from this misery; consider me your sister and do what you can to make your
own sister happy. Please, help me.”
Prince Jalal promised to rescue Shah Bakht and save her from distress.
*
Prince Jalal began his search for Shah Bakht. He wandered through forests and reached a dark spot where he
saw a sage meditating under a big banyan tree. The sage must have been meditating for countless years; trees
grew around his body and termites built their mounds on him. Prince Jalal prostrated before this sage and prayed
for his blessing. The sage opened his eyes and gazed at him for a moment. Then he gravely warned Jalal,
“‘The task you now have taken is very difficult. It will take a lot of courage and patience. But then, a good life
is always difficult to lead. You can always drown in the ocean of carnal desire. You can easily be an animal,
always searching for his mate; or, you can choose the other difficult way to live a meaningful life, to live to help
others achieve their dreams. I see wisdom in your eyes. You are a wise wanderer. You will succeed if only you can
resist temptations of the world. You do yourself good by helping others.’
The astute sage then endowed Jalal with some magical power. First, he gave Jalal five magical arrows with
which he could kill thousands of enemies. Then he taught him one mantra with which Jalal would be able to give
life to his arrows and destroy his opponents. He also taught Jalal a second mantra that would save him from the
faces of dangers. Prince Jalal paid his tribute to this sage and left for his destination.
The next morning, he walked until the horizon asked the light-giver to give the little moon a chance to shine
her beam. At the end of the day’s journey; he reached the shore of a fathomless sea. He had no means of crossing
it; so he sat by the shore for hours.
At last, he spotted a boatman slowly rowing away his boat. The boatman responded to Jalal’s call and came
ashore. The moment Jalal got on board, the boat sank, and once more Jalal had the experience of waking up in a
Kingdom under water. He found himself lying under a huge tree with various animals hanging from it like its
branches. What was more shocking, the animals could talk! They all complained to Jalal how they were
transformed into animal branches of a huge tree by an evil magician.
No sooner had they spoken than a ferocious creature advanced on horseback. It shot an arrow at Prince Jalal.
Jalal shot two of his magical arrows. The moment he shot them, a thunder storm broke; lightning struck the
ground. Jalal became afraid; he closed his eyes and started reciting the two mantras.
After a long while, Jalal opened his eyes only to find that the sky was pouring snakes of different shapes,
colors, and sizes at his enemy! Along with the snake lightning, came stone-rain, but nothing harmed Jalal. He was
saved by the mantra from all dangers.
Jalal began to walk forward. He realized that this was the place where Shah Bakht was kept as a prisoner. He
began searching for a secret dungeon.
As he was walking, he found an oval shaped room. Thinking that this was the prison, he entered the room; in
utter amazement, he observed that the room became alive and ran towards the dark water. First it floated, then it
sank again, and then it stopped abruptly ejecting Jalal from its “body”.
Jalal found himself in a wonderful garden.
“This time it must be Paradise,” he told himself. “I must have died, and because I’ve suffered so much on
earth, God must have rewarded me by putting me here.”
But who would scream for help in Paradise? He could hear collective male voices coming from a dark area. As
he advanced, he saw a huge building. People were screaming in that building. As he drew near, he could clearly
hear them asking him to be away from that cursed building. Prince Jalal stood at the door and peeked in. He could
see seven men confined in that room.
*
The seven imprisoned men were happy to hear Jalal’s voice. They thought the Lord had sent him for their
rescue. Upon Jalal’s inquiry; the eldest of the brothers started narrating their tragic tale:
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“We are the sons of King Rayhan of Sirajnagar. We were seven happy princes until our mother died and our
father brought in a stepmother to torture us. Our father paid more attention to our stepmother and our stepsister
than he did to us.
“Our stepmother was a cruel hearted, vicious woman who tried to hurt us in many ways. She asked her chief
attendant to pollute our hearts with ill thoughts. One day, this attendant told me to claim the throne before my
father became weak and old. I did not pay attention to her words because I knew she was acting for my evil
stepmother.”
“May I interfere here?” asked Prince Jalal. “I do not consider it princely to speak ill of a King’s wife; besides,
she must be of noble birth, and you should not disrespect her family by speaking ill of her.”
“I apologize, dear stranger, for painting a wrong picture with my words,” said the eldest of the seven brothers,
“but if you hear about her origin, you will definitely agree with me that a woman of lower birth can never erase
her lowly nature.
“After my mother’s death, my father lost interest in his royal duties. He once left his kingdom to travel through
cities in disguise. During his journey, he and his companions once stopped at a small shop in the city of
Samarkand to buy some food. He was very thirsty and he requested the shop owner to give him some drinking
water.
“‘You seem to be a man of a respectable Muslim family,’ the shop owner said. ‘How can you drink water at a
Hindu's place?’
“‘I don’t mind eating at your house either,’ replied my father.
“The man then offered my father and his group some homemade sweet pastries, yogurt, puffed rice and many
other delicious items. My father and his friends were starving; so they sat down and ate. As my father was eating,
he noticed that the bamboo thatched partition that separated that room from the next one was damaged in some
places, and he could see a pretty girl’s eyes looking at him through the tattered wall.
“My father felt restless. In fact he became so restless that he could not eat any more. He was feeling hot; sweat
broke on his forehead. He complained to his companions that he was feeling dizzy. Men tried to comfort him by
fanning him and by sprinkling rosewater on his head. After a while, my father asked the shop owner about his
family and came to know that the man, Chandra Kanta, belonged to the Baisha caste; my father also came to
know that he had only one ten year old daughter, and that he had not given his daughter into marriage yet.
“Saying nothing to Chandra Kanta or to his own companions, my father came back to his kingdom. Then he
sent a letter to the King of Samarkand requesting to send him Chandra Kanta’s daughter as a prospective bride.
The King of Samarqand ordered Chandra Kanta to do accordingly, but Chandra Kanta politely refused to obey an
order that would make him an outcast in his own community.
“The king of that country became furious at the disobedience of his subject. Chandra Kanta however gave in
and decided to take his daughter to Sirajnagar. So one day, Chandra Kanta showed up in our kingdom and brought
a good looking boy with him. I was the one who saw them first at the palace gate. I was the one who reported to
our father about a stranger who brought a good looking boy and wanted to see the King only.
“My father almost ran to greet the stranger and, after the stranger left that night, my father spent his time in his
quarter where he kept that boy. Later in the morning, he ordered his state secretary to arrange for a wedding
ceremony. My father then married that boy, who was none other than Chandra Kanta’s daughter, brought into the
palace in disguise.
“Now, tell me dear prince, was I wrong to speak ill of a woman who belonged to a lower caste?”
“No,” replied Jalal. “You cannot grow sweet fruit out of a low grade tree even if you soak its root with juice
extracted from sugarcane. A crow can never sing like a cuckoo; similarly; money does not make a man of lower
class an aristocrat, and a noble man does not lose his class even when he is a beggar. I understand your point;
now, continue with your story.”
“As I was saying, my stepmother’s chief attendant kept on trying to provoke me to challenge my father’s
authority. But I did not fall in her trap; however, one day when she came and told me that our stepmother wanted
to see all of us, my heart was changed. I thought that our stepmother might have changed her attitude and wanted
to repent for her past behavior. We all went to see our stepmother and were surprised to have such a hearty
welcome. She fed us, talked sweetly with us, and then finally said that she wanted a favor from us: she wanted me
to claim the throne so that our old father could rest and live a peaceful life. After all, wasn’t he too old to do all
those tiring kingly duties when he had seven grown up sons?
“She advised us to consult with his ministers regarding this. We agreed to obey her advice.
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“That same night, she sadly told our father that she had heard a rumor that his seven sons might try to usurp
the old king. She added that she was concerned about his safety and would rather live a life of a beggar with him
than stay in a palace full of enemies.
“My father could not believe her. So she called for her chief attendant who also admitted to having heard the
rumor. Our father said nothing. The next morning he called all his courtiers for a meeting and discussed what he
had heard from his queen. One of his noble men informed the king that he was approached by one of the princes
the previous day. That man assured our father that indeed that rumor was true: we were making such a plan to
overthrow our father!
“The king became so angry that he ordered for our execution. Our stepmother’s female servant informed us of
his decision and advised us to flee the country, which we did.
“Thus we seven wretched princes left the kingdom as if to fulfill our stepmother’s wish. As we walked through
a dark forest, we came near a stone mansion and heard a female voice asking passing travelers to stop and rescue
her. That was what we also tried to do and reached a place near a lake where an ugly monster grabbed the seven
of us and imprisoned us in this deserted mansion.”
“I have met that wailing woman,” Jalal said. “In fact, I was on my way to find out her beloved, the Glendoveer
Prince. Do you have any idea where 1 can find him?” The seven brothers answered in the negative. Prince Jalal
then decided to move forward in search of Shah Bakht, leaving the brothers where they were.
*
Prince Jalal thus resumed his search and reached another mansion. He started searching every room and found
a handsome prince sleeping in one of the rooms. That room was guarded by an animal that had a body of a lion,
paws of a tiger and head of an elephant. The moment Jalal went near, this strange animal tried to attack him. Jalal
used his magical arrow to kill the creature. He also uttered his mantra to cast a spell.
The sky turned black and untimely darkness of night enveloped the whole earth. Prince Jalal closed his eyes in
awe. The sound and the fury were deafening his ears, but still he kept his eyes closed. After a few moments, the
noise subsided, and as Jalal opened his eyes, he saw the mansion had vanished and he found himself standing in
an open field surrounded by hundreds of men.
He saw the seven princes among those men. They came forward and expressed their gratitude for making them
free. They were all amazed to see a simple man break the spell of the most powerful magician.
The sleeping prince woke up and expressed his gratitude. He introduced himself as Shah Bakht, the
Glendoveer prince. He requested Jalal to help him rescue his lover. The seven princes of Sirajnagar expressed
their gratitude and wanted to accompany Jalal in his task.
Thus, accompanied by the seven brothers and the Glendoveer prince, Jalal resumed his rescue mission. But
they did not have to go confront any dangers any more. Jalal recited his mantra and wished freedom for Princess
Shudhanshubadani, and from her confined room the princess felt a powerful aura around her. She saw her prison
cell vanishing in thin air; her shackles melted away like dew drops, and her limbs felt relaxed. Suddenly she
found herself sitting on cold spot with no bars around her; as the cold and refreshing air touched her skin, she felt
frightened and lost her consciousness.
Jalal’s giant gently picked the unconscious woman and flew her away from there. When she woke up, she
found herself under a tree, surrounded by strangers; she could recognize Jalal, who was also a part of that crowd;
the next face she recognized was that of Shah Bakht, the man of her dream! Princess Shudhanshubadani felt the
power of love that he was generating through his anxious eyes!
Now that Princess Shudhanshubadani had found her lover, Jalal felt that his duty here was done. But the
woman said that she was not safe from her stepbrother, the then king of her country. Her stepbrother would never
let her marry a man below her class. She requested Prince Jalal to resolve her problem once and for all so that she
could live a happy life with the man of her choice.
The benevolent Prince of Shimail made up his mind to ensure peace for this suffering woman who claimed
from him the duties of a brother. He accepted the bondage of her sisterly affection and concern. The Glendoveer
prince and the seven princes of Sirajnagar pledged allegiance to Jalal’s comradeship. Now they had to either
combat or correspond with King Kalkum, the stepbrother who did not want to fulfill the promise his father had
made to Prince Shah Bakht.
However, it would be very hard for Prince Jalal to practice diplomacy with a king who had magical power and
was supported by the enchanters of a dark world. Besides, he already had expressed his opinion regarding his
stepsister and her lover by keeping them in captivity for years. A battle thus remained to be the only solution for
which Jalal was not well equipped.
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Princess Shudhanshubadani remembered that she still had a key to a secret locker where her grandfather kept
his most powerful magical weapons: one was a cloak that made a person invisible, the other was an all powerful
sword, and the third one was a foot-long rope that could tie a thousand hands easily. She decided to go back to the
palace at night to retrieve those magical items for Jalal, in case he needed them. So, she flew to the palace at
night, sneaked into the room where that locker was, and brought back the three magical items for Jalal. She also
brought new information: her brother knew that a strange prince’s powerful intervention had destroyed his
magical prowess over his stepsister and her beloved. He also knew that Prince Shah Bakht of the Glendoveers and
the seven princes of Sirajnagar were grouped with that stranger; now he had gathered his own soldiers to start a
battle against his opponents.
*
Shah Bakht, the seven princes of Sirajnagar, and the giant who accompanied Jalal from King Aardbel’s land,
were all prepared for the battle. But Jalal decided to take his carrier, the giant, and confront Prince Kalkum, alone.
So, all the rest of the men stayed in a secret hiding place as Jalal flew on the back of the giant.
They reached the capital and the giant began to walk slowly on the ground carrying Prince Jalal on his back.
Ogresses and she-monsters crowded around this giant who carried a handsome man on his back. Prince Jalal’s
physical charm dazzled their eyes. They ran towards the giant and asked him about the man who was an epitome
of manly charm and youth; they wanted to keep the man for their own pleasure and offered the giant generous
gifts in return.
The giant did not respond to their inquiries, but the females did not give up. They followed the giant and
cursed their own husbands for being ugly; old, crooked or cold. They voiced their intentions to kill their ugly
husbands if they could have this handsome human as their sexual partner.
Jalal looked closely around him and felt as if he was surrounded by [a] living, breathing mass of colossal
clouds! How ugly were their features! Words themselves would become dumb if they were to describe the beauty
of these monstrous females. Their ugliness could be surmised briefly in the following way:
Some were buffalo-heads with huge horns
Their necks were long, like a gigantic horse.
Monkey faced were some, while some had owl’s eyes.
Ears hang like warthog’s teeth; storms were their breaths.
Their lips looked like split bananas. Their bodies were
Covered all over with rope-thick hair;
As they walked, those hair ropes dangled in the ground!
Their navels were like big and muddy ponds!
Those Gorges centered the mountainous mounds
Of Their filthy and fleshy abdomens.
The young ones carried heaps of mountainous breasts,
While others had stooping bosoms on their crocodile chests,
And some had udders of a cow. What more to say of their gait?
Their baboon-buttocks were supported by two, huge leg posts,
And their breath! oh! All the perfumes of Mother earth
Would turn repellent, if tainted by their rotten breath.
And yet, they considered themselves appealing.
God had filled this earth with His creations.
And all are blind as they could not detect
Their own faults. “If all could indeed
Face their ugliness, and accept and amend,
The world could be a better place,” Faizun comments.

Prince Jalal looked at the moving clouds around him and thought the Lord’s power was really
incomprehensible. It was a wonder how God could create so many different shapes and features and induce in
each of his creations such a spirit of self-glorification that each creature considers itself an epitome of beauty!
God has given all beings this power of denial and blindness in times of self-judgment. Else, how could these
females, who had no reason to be proud of their own physical features, blame their husbands for being ugly? Did
they ever see their own reflections in a mirror or in water? He was amused to see these creatures, and addressed
them gleefully:
“Dear pretty ladies, I wonder how your lovers can resist you. It must be quite impossible. Even I have trouble
resisting you! Yet, I have to go as I am in a hurry; I wish I could stay and enjoy your company.”
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The she-monsters stood still as the handsome man left on a giant’s back; they were not sure which one of them
the human was addressing. Each thought she was his center of attention. But before they broke into a fight over
his comment, they decided to ask him directly.
So after a while, they followed the human again and asked him to clarify his comment. Prince Jalal took some
time and then told them he considered all of them equally beautiful. The horribly ugly female monsters stood still
again as Prince Jalal’s giant disappeared from the scene.
As the giant reached King Kalkum’s palace, Jalal suggested they should become invisible before entering the
palace; the giant used his spell to become invisible while Jalal covered himself with the cloak that princess
Shudhanshubadani had given him. They became invisible and entered without being noticed by the guards.
They found Shudhanshubadani’s stepbrother at his court, discussing possible strategies for the battle. At one
point, Jalal heard that they decided to capture Shudhanshubadani and her well-wishers and kill all of them in front
of Jalal. Since that benevolent prince risked his life to save people, he would die in despair. So, they decided to
punish Jalal through mentally torture. As he heard this plan, Jalal spoke without being seen:
“I haven’t done any harm to any of you. My crime is that I save the distressed and fight the oppressors. I serve
innocents; if helping the innocents is a crime, then I will commit that crime all my life and bear the consequences.
These two young lovers have suffered so much. You can do some good by making their wedding arrangements.”
King Kalkum became angry, hearing Jalal’s voice; he challenged the invisible speaker to come up front and act
like a brave human.
Jalal removed his cloak, and the whole court sat dumbfounded. The male ogres in that court had not seen such
a handsome male in their lives. Strangely enough, they felt a sudden affection for this stunningly handsome man.
Only King Kalkum was indifferent, simply because rage blinded his eyes. So, he roared,
“Imprudent human! How dare you come into the royal court of a monster king and insult him with your puny
words of benevolence? Don’t you know I could smash your skull with one knuckle?” The king looked at Jalal’s
attendant and retorted at him,
“How can a powerful giant like you degrade your species by taking orders from a fragile man?”
He ordered his guards to attack Jalal, but no one stirred; they were all mesmerized by Jalal’s appearance. No
one wanted to hurt this creature of perfection. They felt helpless; after all, they were but the servants of a king and
they had to do what their ruler ordered him.
“Oh! how sweet is liberty!” they thought. “Without it none has the right to be happy. One has to serve the
controlling authority against one’s will. Only those who are not free will know our pain.”
Thus the guards advanced unwillingly to capture Jalal. But Jalal took out his sword and began to fight. Jalal
and his giant disciple killed many of their enemies. He tied hundreds of his enemies with his foot-long rope and
chopped off their heads with one blow. Jalal defeated his enemies easily and captured King Kalkum and his royal
courtiers and tied them down with his magical rope. He did not kill them though; instead, he urged the King to
perform his duty as a guardian of his stepsister.
“When a girl child is born,” he said, “it is our duty to raise her properly and hand her over to a suitable
husband. Brothers and father of a marriageable girl cannot find rest and mental peace until they find a husband for
her. They suffer even more if she grows too old. You are the male guardian of your stepsister. Instead of marrying
her to a prince, you have kept her in captivity. She has crossed her adolescence and has grown into a young
woman because of your stubbornness. Before it is too late, you should hand her over to a good husband and
relieve yourself of the brotherly duty.”
His long speech had an impact on the King. But he did not intend to marry his sister to a monster of low birth.
To this, Prince Jalal replied that the man his sister loved was in fact of noble birth: he was the son of a demigod,
raised by monsters.
King Kalkum had no more objections to his sister’s marriage. He agreed to arrange for the wedding ceremony;
a truce was thus made and the wedding took place.
Prince Jalal spent some time with the newlyweds and their family. After a while he decided to take leave in
order to finish another task: reinstatement of the seven princes of Sirajnagar in their royal positions.
Prince Shah Bakht gave Jalal a precious ring that had the power to defy fatality. Jalal would not die as long as
he had that ring. Prince Jalal accepted the gift and left that land along with the seven princes. They grabbed the
giant’s locks of hair as it flew them to their destination.
As they reached Sirajnagar, the brothers found out that their father was dead and their stepsister was married to
King Kaiser’s son.
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King Kaiser was the ruler of Jangbad
A charitable king was he.
People from far and near came to King Kaiser
And they praised him for his generosity.
Now, in a neighboring land, lived a spiteful king, and
Shatabhuja was his name.
When he heard about King Kaiser’s deeds
He became jealous of that fame.
Shatabhuja always followed evil ways
He lived to harm good men.
Now that King Kaiser was known far and near
Shatabhuja’s malice targeted him.
No one, he said, should have the heart
To overshadow his reputation.
None should supersede his charity or aid,
Or make him mad with frustration.
Kaiser had done that, and there was none
Who could save King Kaiser now
From his anger. To destroy Kaiser
He then took a vow.
Kaiser the king lacked one thing,
He lacked a fighting spirit.
Charitable though he was he had no courage
To battle, kill, or defeat.
As Shatabhuja’s soldiers approached near
Kaiser sent his messenger.
He wrote a letter to King Shatabhuja
And asked him to withdraw his soldiers.
He had done no harm, Kaiser wrote him
And there was no reason to fight.
But this was just the ways of this world;
The evil apparently would win.
“Kaiser had no choice; his destiny was
To fight his foe,” says Faizun.

King Kaiser ordered his troops to march forward and encounter enemies at the war front; he stayed behind to
observe the battle. King Kaiser’s warriors fought their best but could not win the battle. Realizing that his
destruction was imminent, King Kaiser fled to the dark forest, taking his only son along with him.
He then came to Sirajnagar and requested for King Rayhan’s help to regain his kingdom from an intruder. King
Rayhan treated Kaiser with respect. Kaiser’s son, Chittahar, received proper attention as a prince. The following
morning, King Rayhan led his soldiers to battle against Shatabhuja in the land of Jangbad.
It was a prolonged war and thousands of soldiers died on each side. King Rayhan was a brave soldier himself:
and after a horrendous fight, he was able to destroy King Shatabhuja. As he came out victorious in the war, he
found King Kaiser’s headless body lying in battle ground. With a sad heart, King Rayhan rescued all women,
including the dead king’s wife, from the prison and disclosed to her the horrible news. He returned to his kingdom
accompanied by the mourning queen of Kaiser. The queen came to Sirajnagar to be united with her only son.
Rayhan appointed one of his wise counselors as a caretaker ruler of Jangbad.
*
King Rayhan came back to his palace and requested his queen to accept King Kaiser’s widowed queen as a
prospective mother-in-law of their only daughter. After the mourning period was over for Chittahar and his
mother, King Rayhan arranged for the wedding ceremony between Chittahar and his daughter.
Within a short while, death approached and claimed the lives of King Rayhan and his Queen. Chittahar took
over the throne and lived happily with his bride and his mother. The citizens of that land knew that their king had
seven sons, but they did not know where they were. So, none opposed when King Rayhan’s son-in-law became
the king.
Jalal decided to meet King Chittahar, and with that intention, he left for the palace asking the seven brothers to
wait for him in a marketplace. King Chittahar was happy to meet Jalal who had brought the real heirs back to
Sirajnagar. He was ready to step down from the throne; his mother, however, was a little reluctant to give up the
luxuries she enjoyed as a king’s mother.
*
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After many years, the seven sons of King Rayhan returned home. Both of their parents were dead; their evil
stepmother was also dead, and most of all, their stepsister’s husband was an honest man with a heart of a saint.
King Chittahar was relieved to hand over his duty to the eldest of the brothers. He then wanted to dedicate his life
to the worship of the Lord. He was even eager to retire from worldly life and live in the forest as a hermit.
The royal advisors advised him not to make a rash decision. They then suggested that Chittahar should consult
with Jalal—the wise benevolent prince of Shimail.
When Chittahar disclosed to Jalal his decision to live as a hermit, Jalal gave him a solution: that Chitttahar
could share his time with God and family. He could also either rule Jangbad, his father’s kingdom, or share it with
his new-found brothers; after all, their father was the one who defeated and freed Jangbad from the hands of
Shatabhuja.
Chittahar gladly accepted this proposal. The only thing that concerned him now was his mother’s reaction to
his decision to hand over the throne to the rightful princes. Then he himself came up with a solution and acted
immediately: he went to his mother and suggested that they should give the kingdom back to those whom it
belonged; after all, how could he fight with the seven strong princes who rightfully deserved that throne?
However, his mother could establish her authority over this land by marrying her niece to the eldest of the seven
sons. Her niece would then be the queen of this land, and he could go back to rule his father’s kingdom.
His mother gladly agreed to this proposition. The wedding was arranged; the eldest of the sons got married and
ascended the throne. Chittahar became the King of Jangbad, and Prince Jalal resumed his journey to complete his
final mission.
*
Prince Jalal left in search of the Glendoveer Princess for whom King Aardbel’s son suffered death in life. His
faithful carrier, the giant, flew him to the land of King Shamsher. When they reached there, they both made
themselves invisible: one had magical power, while the other had a cloak to become invisible. They entered the
gate of that kingdom, and the faithful giant asked Jalal to go alone from there, for he had no power to enter King
Shamsher’s land.
Jalal entered the enchanting land where day and night had no enmity. Jalal saw how a star-bright night could
turn into daylight and return to darkness again. He felt happy and relaxed as he entered the garden of the
immortality well. Flowers bloomed and filled the air with heavenly fragrance; everywhere was a sense of mirth
and peace.
Jalal was thankful to God for making him suffer so much through his life; after all, who could earn peace
without pain in this world? Even if one could win easily; that easily-earned victory lacked grace and satisfaction.
Jalal could enjoy the pleasures of heavenly calm in this garden because his prolonged sufferings made it welldeserved.
He saw beautiful maidens wandering freely in the garden, and because his heart was filled with love for
Rupbanu, he was not tempted by them. His heart became soft and he was not in the mood to shed any more blood.
Thus, as he reached the well and found it well-guarded by a magnanimous creature with three heads, he refrained
from killing it. He took a wide leaf of a water lily and dived into the well for its water. Poisonous spears and nails
wounded him, but he did not die; his magical ring saved him. He carefully held the big leaf on his palms and
hastened back to the place where his giant-ride was waiting.
King Aardbel’s giant gently placed Jalal on his shoulders once again and flew as fast as he could. They reached
home safely. King Aardbel was relieved to see Jalal return with the antidote. The dead Prince came back to life
after drinking water from the immortality well.
His disease of love, however, was not cured. The moment he came to life, he began thinking about his love for
his death-giver. He shared his thought with Jalal, and Jalal tried to cure him of that disease with his words. Jalal’s
words failed to convince the prince; instead, he convinced Jalal to help him attain his Beloved. Both Jalal and
Prince Digvijay knew that King Aardbel would never let his son commit the same crime. So, Jalal came up with a
plan which he thought would make the king change his mind.
The next day, Jalal went to see the king and reported that Prince Digvijay wanted to avenge his sufferings. He
wanted to punish his Mahemanir for playing with his life. The prince therefore wanted to start a war against
Shamsher—the Glendoveer king—whose daughter caused all these troubles. Jalal added that he also supported
this idea because it would set an example before wicked women who always attempted to play games with
innocent youths. Jalal’s argument convinced King Aardbel; trusting Jalal’s judgment, he therefore ordered his men
to prepare for a battle.
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With the king’s complete support, Jalal’s secret plan ran smoothly. Within weeks Aardbel’s giants were
prepared for a battle. King Aardbel took the command and rode his royal chariot, accompanied by his noblemen,
Jalal, and Prince Digvijay; Jalal worked as a war consultant and manipulated the giant king’s decision.
As soon as their soldiers flew near King Shahmsher’s territory; Jalal convinced them to land in an isolated
area. He then argued that to engage in a war without cause was not suitable for a righteous king, like Aardbel. He
asked everyone to think of a solid excuse to start a war. Since no one offered any suggestions, Jalal came up with
one interesting excuse: he suggested that King Aardbel should send a messenger to King Shamsher with a
proposal of marriage between his daughter and King Aardbel’s son. It was sure that a demigod would never agree
to marry his daughter to a giant’s son; hence, a war would be justified. Yet, in case King Shamsher accepted the
proposal, Digvijay would have his complete control over his enemy and could take his revenge.
King Aardbel’s advisors agreed to this diplomacy and so did King Aardbel. But he wanted his son’s approval
on that; after all, Digvijay was the one who would pay the price if the plan failed. The poor man would have to
marry his enemy!
Prince Jalal and a royal advisor went to convince Digvijay. Witnessing Digvijay’s willingness to be used as a
decoy in this war, the noble man’s heart filled with admiration. He was amazed to see Jalal’s diplomatic skill. The
wise royal advisor had no idea that these two princes had planned the whole drama and had fooled everyone!
King Aardbel was happy to know that his son had no objection to Jalal’s plan. He then wrote a letter to King
Shamsher asking for his daughter as a bride for his son. When the messenger went to the city with that letter, the
guards at the city gate tried to kill him thinking him as an intruder. Then the messenger revealed to the guards his
intention and the guards escorted him to their king. As he reached the palace, he bowed before King Shamsher
and delivered the letter.
King Shamsher and his court read it, and after a long moment of silence, the King’s spokesmen expressed their
view. The letter itself conveyed a generous intention no doubt, but, said one spokesman, an ugly prince of the
giants should never even imagine marrying the princess of a demigod. This marriage proposal was an impossible
effort. King Aardbel’s messenger was brave enough to state that their prince, giant-born though he was, was not
less charming than the demigods; in fact, he believed the beauty of demigods would pale before his prince. This
announcement created a thunderous roar of laughter at the court.
“Can you show us your most handsome prince?” asked King Shamsher. “The marriage proposal is viable only
if what you say is true.”
“I need a written statement from Your Highness then,” politely the messenger replied. King Shamsher wrote a
letter to King Aardbel that he needed to see Prince Digvijay before he could consider the marriage proposal.
King Aardbel and his people read that letter and waited for Jalal’s decision. Prince Jalal stated that the soldiers
should hide in the mountains and wait for his orders; in the meantime, he decided to take Digvijay to Prince
Shamsher’s court. He ordered every member of Aardbel’s troop to be discreet; Digvijay’s life would once again
be in danger if the demigods found out the real intention of King Aardbel. Jalal manipulated the whole incident so
skillfully that no one found any reason to be suspicious about the plan.
Next morning, following Jalal’s advice, all the giants went to a secret hiding place in the mountains while Jalal
and Prince Digvijay galloped towards the palace of King Shamsher, followed by a chariot full of noble giants.
*
Prince Jalal and Prince Digvijay reached the Palace gate; being informed by a messenger of their arrival, King
Shamsher and his advisors came out in their own chariots to have a look. King Shamsher did not expect to see
such a good looking prince. He was impressed by Digvijay’s good looks. He commanded his servants to welcome
the royal guests to his court.
When Digvijay entered the court with Jalal, the king invited him to sit beside him. But the prince declined the
offer saying that he would not accept a seat until Prince Jalal was shown equal respect.
His words impressed King Shamsher even more. He offered Jalal and Prince Digvijay equal courtesy: He
wanted to know why an offspring of a ferocious giant had so much respect for a petty human being. Upon his
inquiry, Digvijay narrated the story of Jalal’s benevolent missions.
King Shamsher was pleased to see the dignity and self control of this prince. He gave order to take good care
of these two princes. He then withdrew from the court and went to his quarter to consult with his Queen. He had
now no reason to oppose a marriage between such a handsome prince and his beautiful daughter. The Queen saw
her future son-in-law and she also had no objection. She requested her king to arrange for the wedding ceremony
without any delay.
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After finalizing the wedding plan, Jalal went secretly to meet King Aardbel in the mountains and asked him to
go back to his kingdom in order to prepare for the wedding; King Aardbel promptly obeyed.
Both the kingdoms then started to prepare for a gala wedding. The festival in Shamsher’s kingdom ran for
days. King Aardbel made a formal appearance at King Shamsher’s court; Prince Digvijay, dressed as a
bridegroom, accompanied his father. The wedding ceremony continued for seven days after which King Aardbel
wished to return to his kingdom with his son and the new bride. Arrangements were made for the departure of a
loving princess. Relatives and friends and well-wishers showered a rain of tears; the royal parents generously
distributed gifts among their subjects; chariots full of treasures and wealth were given to Prince Digvijay as
wedding gifts.
King Shamsher also had a special wedding gift for his son-in-law: it was a magical wish-pouch. The king
explained to Digvijay that the pouch had the power to fulfill their material needs. Prince Digvijay accepted the
special gift and asked for King Shamsher’s blessings.
The moment arrived for King Shamsher to confront the truth: his daughter belonged to him no more. The most
powerful king of the demigods shed relentless tears as he gave away his daughter.
“Dear son-in-law,” he pleaded, “from now on, my little girl is moving away from my loving care to your
affectionate love. I urge you not to be cruel to her; I advise you to forgive and amend her faults. Remember, that
she will have no one besides you in that far away land. You are now responsible to provide her food and shelter;
be generous to her. I am giving her to you in God’s name, and God will punish you if you do her any wrong!”
“She deserves to be respected and loved,” replied Prince Digvijay. “Besides, I know what can happen if I hurt
her feelings! But please advise your daughter to be respectful to my parents; I will be content if she makes\fn{ The
text has: made:H} them happy.” King Shamsher held his daughter’s hand and spoke:
“My darling, you should never disrespect your in-laws and your husband. Remember, it is your duty to obey
your husband’s every word. For a wife, her husband is the ultimate authority after God; you will be rewarded in
this world and in afterlife if you can make your husband happy.”
Princess Mahemanir promised to abide by her father’s words and left her paternal home to spend the rest of her
life with her husband.
*
The wedding convoy reached King Aardbel’s territory safely. The Queen Mother gave a hearty reception to the
new bride and took her into the palace. Night appeared to allow the travelers some rest after the day-long feast
was over. All went to their rooms for a good night rest while the newly wedded resumed their marital bliss in their
own bed-chamber.
At the wake of dawn, the anxious King approached Prince Jalal; he did not want his son to punish the new
bride and initiate a war between two kingdoms for no apparent reason. True, that his son had suffered
tremendously because of the anger of the Glendoveer princess. But now that the princess became his wife,
Digvijay ought to honor his wife and respect her prestigious family.
King Aardbel also was worried about the fate of the other wife. He did not have the heart to see another
woman suffer for no crime of her own.
Jalal listened carefully and then expressed his desire to converse with the prince in private. Once the two
princes were alone, they praised each other for successfully carrying out such a dangerous plan. Digvijay
expressed his gratitude and Jalal acknowledged the brotherly bond that they had formed with each other. The two
princes embraced each other; Jalal’s missions were accomplished, and Digvijay had what he desired; King
Aardbel was happy because his son had avenged his misfortune. The royal parents were happy to have their son
back with them, safe and sound; the only problem that remained was the first wife of Prince Digvijay.
King Aardbel stole her from her parents and now he felt responsible for her.
Prince Digvijay assured Jalal that he would not let his first wife suffer either. He then told Jalal how he
revealed his story of first marriage to Mahemanir the previous night, and received no rebuke from her. His new
wife accepted the truth saying,
“I now know how she feels for her husband, who is also mine. As a wife, I am obliged to wish well of my
husband; therefore, I would not object to your other marriage which came to you as a responsibility. Besides, I
fear nothing as long as I know I am the one you love.”
The new bride apologized for casting a spell that caused so much trouble. She blamed herself for initiating the
other marriage which she knew, had taken place only for the well-being of her beloved. Jalal was thrilled to hear
this good news. He wished the three a long life of marital bliss.
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The generosity of the new bride also pleased the King and his queen when they heard about it from Jalal. The
queen greeted her two daughters-in-law with affection and arranged for a grand bridal reception for them.
Now that all ended well, Jalal felt that his mission was complete and he desired to return to his own beloved.
The king and the queen along with Prince Digvijay were unwilling to let him go; but all eventually agreed that
Jalal should now return to his own kingdom and serve his own people. They therefore arranged for Jalal’s
departure and gave him a warm farewell.
262.48 1. Excerpts from Sorrows, Aspirations, And Legends 2. Excerpts from Heart Echoes\fn{by Mary Eliza
Leslie (1834-after 1882)} Monghyr, Monghyr District, Bihar State, India (F) 4
Our best! our bravest!\fn{Headed: “Death of Sir H. M. Lawrence”, i.e., Sir Henry Montgomery Lawrence, a British soldier and
administrator, killed in 1857 at the siege of Lucknow} Has Death’s darksome cloud
Drifted above thee too? We lift our eyes,
And missing thy clear light within our skies
Fall back to solemn moaning long and loud;
And thoughts of sorrow press and throng and crowd
Upon the heart crushed with its sad surprise,
And yearning as if from a dream to rise,
Which pictures thee wrapt in a bloody shroud.
Yet strive we our deep agony to quell,
Pressing it down with stifled sob and start,
And saying softly, “It is well, O well
For him from this blood-crimsoned land to part,
Leaving the foe-encircled citadel
For the calm rest and bliss near God’s own heart!”
*\fn{Headed:“How long, O Lord?”}
A voice came stealing down yon azure steep:—
“How long, O Lord, holy and just and true?
Our blood yet reddens with its crimson hue
The ground wherein our martyred bodies sleep,
And fearlessly our cruel murderers keep
High revel, and their wonted sports pursue,
While gorgeous trains of pomp and retinue
Through the wide city’s squares and purlieus sweep.”
And we, who little thought such cry would spring
From our hearts even in their wildest hours,
Catch up the burning spirit, uttering
Its echo in the midst of tearful showers:—
“How long, Lord God most mighty?
Quickly bring Thine arm down clothed with all its venging powers!”
*\fn{“1857” continued}
We lift our voices, praying:—Let the gone
Be gone, O God. O fling Thou down and break
Our cup of sorrow, so that none may take
Hereafter ought like it to look upon,
And, tasting, drink with deep and bitter moan.
Pity us, O our God. These moments rake
The smoldering embers up, and darkly make
Past agonies remembered one by one
Too vividly for utterance, and hot tears
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Come rushing into lately dried-up eyes,
To think of our first glorious Hundred Years
Of rule, aye widening under Eastern skies,
Not ending with loud, jubilant heart-cheers,
But with deep griefs, and wailings, and low sighs.
2
I am alone, O Savior; all my doors—
My heart’s doors—are close barred at this still time.
Now let Thy feet be heard along the floors,
The while Thy priestly garments softly chime.
*
O come and shew to me Thy wounded side,
Thy hands yet red with blood—Thy very own!—
Thy pierced feet,—O, Though Great Crucified,
The ruddy memories of Thy thorny crown!
*
I would behold them all; for faith is weak,
And hope is dim, and love has grown a-cold;—
O come!—earth’s spell shall at Thy presence break,
Time and eternity their depths unfold:
*
And I shall fall down at Thy feet and say,
“My Lord! my God!” and then my eyes will dim
With tears of gladsome love, and all my way
Henceforward will be as the way of him
*
Who, after his dark dreary unbelief,
Lived calmly on a life of holy faith,
Preaching his Master’s word in joy and grief,
Dying, ’neath tropic suns, a martyr’s death.\fn{Headed: “Then came Jesus, the doors being shut. John 20:26”}
*\fn{Headed: “Lord, I believe; help Thou my unbelief. Mark 9:24”}
“Lord, I believe; help Thou my unbelief.”
So spake the father through his blinding tears,
And instantly the load of many years
Was lifted, and the worn lad found relief.
*
Lord, I believe; but with a faith so weak
I cannot even name it hope or trust:
My soul lies low and moaning in the dust,
I tremble, daring scarce to rise and speak,
*
Knowing not what to say. O Thou whose ear
Caught the full meaning of those broken tones,
Severed the faith from earth’s low fearing moans,
Be near me, too, my whispering faith to hear!
*
Turn not my prayer away, O Crucified!
Hush Thou the unbelief which rises high,
Threatening to drown faith’s feeble infant cry—
Strengthen the faith so frail, so weak, so tried.
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*
“Lord, I believe; help Thou my unbelief!”
With faltering tones I say this faltering prayer;—
Let all I bring to Thee Thy mercy share,
Bind Thou my loved in Thy salvation’s sheaf!
*\fn{Headed: “Jesus … having loved His own who were in the world, He loved them to the end. John 13:1” }
Love me too till the end, my God, my Saviour,
Though my behavior
Be very willful, and oft-times unheeding
I hear Thy pleading,
Like to a child whose moods are ever changing
From joy to sorrow, love to coldness, ranging.
*
My God! my Savior! Thou who changest never,
Yet still for ever
Continuest the same, bear with my weakness,
While I in meekness
Kneel down before Thee, O Thou ever loving,
To seek from Thee Thy favour never moving.
*
I know that life without Thee would be dreary;
Its labor weary;
Its sweetness comes from Thy exceeding favor;
Thy love gives savor
To that which else, though ringed with joy and brightness,
Would still be naught but one unbroken whiteness.
*
Yet still to siren voices oft I listen,
My eyes oft glisten
With joy at visions of earth’s fading beauty,
And thought of duty
Passes away, and I turn madly chasing
The fleeting sounds, the momentary blazing.
*
Lord! my Redeemer! even though I wander,
And trifles ponder,
Cease not to love me; let Thy arm uphold me,
And close enfold me
Unto Thy breast, whereon I ever leaning
May look up to Thy face of love-full meaning,
*
Until the end, when with Thee in Thy glory,
My life-time’s story
May come before me, all my joy increasing,
So that unceasing
I may with seraphs join Thy praises singing,
Low at Thy feet my blood-bought amaranth flinging.
*\fn{Headed: “The Gathering Home”}
They are gathering homeward from every land
One by one,
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As their weary feet touch the shining strand
One by one,
Their brows are enclosed in a golden crown,
Their travel-stained garments are all laid down,
And clothed in white raiment they rest on the mead,
Where the Lamb loveth His chosen to lead,
One by one.
*
Before they rest they pass through the strife
One by one,
Through the waters of death they enter life
One by one
To some are the floods of the river still
As they ford on their way to the heav’nly hill,
To others the waves run fiercely and wild,
Yet all reach the home of the Undefiled
One by one.
*
We too shall come to that river side
One by one,
We are nearer its waters each eventide
One by one,
We can hear the noise and dash of the stream
Now and again through our life’s deep dream,
Sometimes the floods all the banks o’erflow,
Sometimes in ripples the small waves go
One by one.
*
Jesus! Redeemer! we look to Thee
One by one,
We lift up our voices tremblingly
One by one,
The waves of the river are dark and cold,
We know not the spots where our feet may hold;
Thou who didst pass through in deep midnight,
Strengthen us, send us the staff and the light,
One by one.
*
Plant Thou Thy feet beside as we tread
One by one,
On Thee let us lean each drooping head
One by one,
Let but Thy strong arm around us be twined,
We shall cast all our fears and cares to the wind,
Savior! Redeemer! with Thee full in view,
Smilingly, gladsomely, shall we pass through,
One by one.
1836

237.86 Excerpt from Tales And Parables\fn{by Sri Ramakrishna (1836-1886)} Kamarpukur, Hooghly District, West
Bengal State, India (M) 10
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Why shouldn’t one be able to lead a spiritual life in the world? But it is extremely difficult.
Once I passed over the bridge at Baghbazar.\fn{ In Calcutta} How many chains it is tied with! Nothing will
happen if one chain is broken, for there are so many others to keep it in place.
Just so there are many ties on a worldly man. There is no way for him to get rid of them except through the
grace of God.
*
A boy named Jatila used to walk to school through the woods, and the journey frightened him. One day he told
his mother of his fear. She replied:
“Why should you be afraid? Call Madhusudana.”
“Mother,” asked the boy, “Who is Madhusudana?” The mother said,
“He is your elder brother.” One day after this, when the boy again felt afraid in the woods, he cried out,
“O Brother Madhusudana!” But there was no response. He began to weep aloud:
“Where are you, brother Madhusudana? Come to me. I am afraid.”
Then God could no longer stay away. He appeared before the boy and said:
“Here I am. Why are you frightened?”
And so saying He took the boy out of the woods and showed him the way to school. When He took leave of
the boy, God said:
“I will come whenever you call me. Do not be afraid.”
One must have this faith of a child, this yearning.
*
A Brahmana used to worship his family deity with food offerings. One day he had to go away on business. As
he was about to leave the house, he said to his son:
“Give the offering to the deity today. See that God is fed.”
The boy offered food in the shrine, but the image remained silent on the altar. It would neither eat nor talk. The
boy waited a long time, but still the image did not move. But the boy firmly believed that God would come down
from His throne, sit on the floor, and partake of his food. Again and again he prayed to the Deity, saying:
“O Lord, come down and eat the food. It is already very late. I cannot sit here any longer.”
But the image did not utter a word. The boy burst into tears and cried:
“O Lord, my father asked me to feed you. Why won’t you come down? Why won’t you eat from my hands?”
The boy wept for some time with a longing soul. At last the deity, smiling, came down from the altar and sat
before the meal and ate it. After feeding the deity, the boy came out of the shrine room. His relatives said:
“The worship is over; now bring away the offering.”
“Yes,” said the boy, “the worship is over. But God has eaten everything.”
“How is that?” asked the relatives. The boy replied innocently:
“Why, God has eaten the food.”
They entered the shrine and were speechless with wonder to see that the Deity had really eaten every bit of the
offering.
*
Once there was an annaprasana\fn{A Hindu religious ceremony in connection with the first offering of boiled rice to a baby }
ceremony in a guru’s house. His disciples. volunteered, according to their powers, to supply the different articles
of food.
He had one disciple, a very poor widow, who owned a cow. She milked it and brought the guru a jar of milk.
He had thought she would take charge of all the milk and curd for the festival. Angry at her poor offering, he
threw the milk away and said to her,
“Go and drown yourself.”
The widow accepted this as his command and went to the river to drown herself. But God was pleased with her
guileless faith and, appearing before her, said:
“Take this pot of curd. You will never be able to empty it. The more curd you pour out, the more will come
from the pot. This will satisfy your teacher.”
The guru was speechless with amazement when the pot was given to him. After hearing from the widow the
story of the pot, he went to the river, saying to her:
“I shall drown myself if you cannot show God to me.”
God appeared then and there, but the guru could not see Him. Addressing God, the widow said,
“If my teacher gives up his body because Thou dost not reveal Thyself to Him, then I too shall die.” So God
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appeared to the guru—but only once.
*
God can be realized through child-like faith and guilelessness. A certain person, on coming across a sadhu,
humbly begged him for instruction. The sadhu’s advice was:
“Love God with all your heart and soul.” The enquirer replied:
“I have never seen God, nor do I know anything about Him; how is it possible that I should love Him?”
The holy man enquired whom the other loved most. The answer was:
“I have nobody to care for. I have a sheep and that is the only creature I love.” The sadhu said:
“Then tend the creature and love it with all your heart and soul, and always remember that the Lord abides in
it.” Having given this advice the sadhu left the place.
The enquirer now began to tend the sheep with loving care, fully believing that the Lord abode in the creature.
After a long time the sadhu, during his return journey, sought out the person he had advised and enquired how he
was getting on. The latter saluted the sadhu and said:
“Master, I am all right, thanks to your kind instructions. Much good has come to me by following the line of
thought prescribed by you. Time and again I see a beautiful figure with four hands within my sheep and I find
supreme bliss in that.”
*
A man must have some kind of faith before he undertakes a work. Further, he feels joy when he thinks of it.
Only then does he set about performing the work.
Suppose a jar of gold coins is hidden underground. First of all a man must have faith that the jar of gold coins
is there. He feels joy at the thought of the jar. Then he begins to dig. As he removes the earth he hears a metallic
sound. That increases his joy. Next he sees a corner of the jar. That gives him more joy. Thus his joy is ever on the
increase.
Standing on the porch of the Kali temple, I have watched the ascetics preparil!g their smoke of hemp. I have
seen their face beaming with joy in anticipation of the smoke.
*
Once, while going to Kamarpukur,\fn{ His home village} I was overtaken by a storm. I was in the middle of a big
meadow. The place was haunted by robbers.
I began to repeat the names of all the deities: Rama, Krishna and Bhagavati. I also repeated the name of
Hanuman. I chanted the names of them all.
What does that mean? Let me tell you. While the servant is counting out the money to purchase supplies, he
says,
“These pennies for potatoes, these for egg-plants, these for fish.” He counts the money separately, but after the
list is completed, he puts the coins together.
Is there anything impossible for faith? And a true devotee has faith in everything: the formless Reality, God
with form, Rama, Krishna and the Divine Mother.
*
Once a young sannyasin went to a house to beg his meal. He had embraced the monastic life from his very
boyhood and so had not much knowledge of the world.
A young lady came out from the house to give him alms. Seeing her breast, the young sannyasin questioned
her if she was suffering from boils on her chest. To that her mother replied:
“No, my son, she hasn’t got any boil A child will soon be born to her, and so God has provided her with two
breasts to suckle the child. The child will suck milk from those breasts after it is born.” No sooner did the young
sannyasin hear this than he exclaimed:
“No more will I beg my meals. He who has created me, will feed me too.”
*
One day, Sri Krishna, while going in a chariot along with Arjuna, looked up to the sky and said,
“Behold! What a nice flight of pigeons there!” Arjuna at once turned his eyes in that direction and exclaimed,
“Really, friend, very beautiful pigeons indeed!” But the very next moment Sri Krishna looked again and said,
“No, friend, they are not pigeons, it seems.” Arjuna, too, saw again and said,
“True, they are not pigeons.”
Now try to understand the meaning of this. A great adherent to truth that Arjuna was, he did not possibly assent
to whatever Sri Krishna said, simply for flattering him. But he had such an unflinching faith in Sri Krishna that he
perceived at once actually whatever Sri Krishna said.
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*
If a devotee believes one hundred per cent that his Chosen Ideal is God, then he attains God and sees Him.
People of bygone generations had tremendous faith. What faith Haladhari’s\fn{ A cousin of Ramakrishna} father
had! Once he was on the way to his daughter’s house when he noticed some beautiful flowers and bel leaves. He
gathered them for the worship of the family deity and walked back five or six miles to his own house.
Once a theatrical troupe in the village was enacting the life of Rama. When Kaikeyi asked Rama to go into
exile in the forest, Haladhari’s father, who had been watching the performance, sprang up. He went to the actor
who played Kaikeyi, crying out, “You wretch!”, and was about to burn the actor’s face with a torch.
He was a very pious man. After finishing his ablutions he would stand in the water and meditate on the deity,
reciting the invocation: “I meditate on Thee, of red hue and four faces,” while tears streamed down his cheeks.
*
You must have heard about the tremendous power of faith. It is said in the Purana that Rama, who was God
Himself—the embodiment of Absolute Brahman—had to build a bridge to cross the sea to Ceylon. But Hanuman,
trusting in Rama’s name, cleared the sea in one jump and reached the other side. He had no need of a bridge.
*
At one time two men were engaged to wrestle. One of them was Hanuman Singh and the other a Mussalman
from the Punjab. The Mussalman was a strong and stout man. He had eaten lustily of butter and meat for fifteen
days before the day of wrestling-match, and even on that day. All thought he would be the victor.
Hanuman Singh, on the other hand, clad in dirty cloth, had eaten sparingly for some days before the day of the
match and devoted himself to repeating the holy name of Mahavir.\fn{ Mahavir, or Hanuman, is the patron deity of
wrestlers}
On the day of the match he observed a complete fast. All thought he would surely be defeated. But it was he
who won, while the man who had feasted for fifteen days lost the fight.
*
Once there lived two yogis who were practicing austerities with a view to realize the Lord. One day Narada,
the divine sage, was passing by their hermitage, when one of them asked him,
“Are you coming from Heaven?” Narada replied,
“Yes, that is so.” The yogi said,
“Do tell me what you saw the Lord doing in Heaven.” Narada replied,
“I saw the Lord playing by making camels and elephants pass through the eye of a needle.” At this the yogi
observed:
“There is nothing in it to marvel at. Nothing is impossible with God!” But the other man exclaimed:
“O nonsense! That is impossible! It only shows that you have never been to the Lord’s abode.”
The first man was a bhakta and had the faith of a child. Nothing is impossible to the Lord, nor can anyone
know His nature fully. Everything can be predicted of Him.
*
Once the son of a certain man lay at the point of death, and it seemed that none could save his life. A sadhu,
however; said to the father of the dying son:
“There is but one hope. If you can get in a human skull the venom of a cobra mixed with a few drops of
rainwater under the constellation of the Svati star, your son’s life can be saved.”
The father looked up the almanac and found that the constellation of the Svati would be in the ascendant on the
morrow. So he prayed, saying,
“O Lord, do Thou make possible all these conditions, and spare the life of my son.”
With extreme earnestness and longing in his heart, he set out on the following evening and diligently searched
in a deserted spot for a human skull. At last he found one under a tree, held it in the hand, and waited for the rain,
praying. Suddenly a shower came, and a few drops of rain were deposited in the upturned skull. The man said to
himself:
“Now I have the water in the skull under the right constellation.” Then he prayed earnestly:
“Grant, O Lord, that the rest may also be obtained.”
In a short time he discovered, not far from there, a toad, and a cobra springing to catch it. In a moment the toad
jumped over the skull, followed by the cobra whose venom fell into the skull. With overwhelming gratitude the
anxious father cried out:
“Lord, by Thy grace even impossible things are made possible. Now I know that my son’s life will be saved.”
Therefore, I say, if you have true faith and earnest longing, you will get everything by the grace of the Lord.
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*
A milkmaid used to supply milk to a Brahmana priest living on the other side of a river. Owing to the
irregularities of the boat service, she could not supply him milk punctually every day. Once, being rebuked for her
going late, the poor woman said,
“What can I do? I start early from my house, but have to wait for a long time at the riverbank for the boatman
and the passengers. The priest said,
“Woman! They cross the ocean of life by uttering the name of God, and can’t you cross this little river?”
The simple-hearted woman became very glad at heart on learning this easy means of crossing the river. From
the next day the milk was being supplied early in the morning. One day the priest said. to the woman,
“How is it that you are no longer late nowadays?” She said,
“I cross the river by uttering the name of the Lord as you told me to do, and don’t stand now in need of a
boatman.” The priest could not believe this and said,
“Can you show me how you cross the river?”
The woman took him with her and began to walk over the water. Looking behind, the woman saw the priest in
a sad plight and said,
“How is it, sir, that you are uttering the name of God with your mouth, but at the same time with your hands
you are trying to keep your cloth untouched by water? You do not fully rely on Him.”
Entire resignation and absolute faith in God are at the root of all miraculous deeds.
*
A king who was guilty of the heinous sin of killing a Brahmana went to the hermitage of a Rishi to learn what
penance he must perform in order to be purified. The Rishi was absent, but his son was in the hermitage. Hearing
the case of the king, he said,
“Repeat the name of God (Rama) three times, and your sin will be expiated.” When the Rishi came back and
heard of the penance prescribed by his son, he remarked indignantly,
“Sins committed in myriads of births are purged immediately by uttering the name of the Almighty but once.
How weak must be your faith, O fool, since you have ordered the holy name to be repeated thrice? For this
weakness of your faith, you shall become an outcaste.”
And the son became Guhaka of the Ramayana.
*
Once a man was about to cross the sea. Vibhishana wrote Rama’s name on a leaf tied it in a corner of the man’s
wearing cloth, and said to him:
“Don’t be afraid. Have faith and walk on the water. But look here—the moment you lose faith you will be
drowned.”
The man was walking easily on the water. Suddenly he had an intense desire to see what was tied in his cloth.
He opened it and found only a leaf with the name of Rama written on it.
“What is this?” he thought. “Just the name of Rama!” As soon as doubt entered his mind he sank under the
water.
*
Once a servant of a rich man came to his master’s house, and stood in a corner with great reverence and
humility. He held in his hand something covered with a cloth. The Master enquired,
“What is there in your hand?”
The servant brought out a small custard-apple from beneath the cloth and kept it humbly before the master,
feeling that he would be much gratified if the master would take it. The master was much pleased to see; the
loving devotion of the servant and accepted the offering, though a trifle. With great delight he exclaimed:
“Ah, what a fine fruit is this! Where did you get it from?”
In the same way God looks into heart of the devotee. He is infinite in grandeur, yet He is responsive to the
influence of love and devotion.
*
Pride once entered into the heart of Arjuna, the beloved friend of Sri Krishna. Arjuna thought that none
equaled him in love and devotion to his Lord and friend.
The omniscient Lord, Sri. Krishna, reading the heart of His friend, took him one day for a walk. They had not
proceeded far when Arjuna saw a strange Brahmana eating dry grass as food, but nevertheless had a sword
dangling at his side. Arjuna at once knew him to be a holy and pious devotee of Vishnu, one whose highest
religious duty was to injure no being. As even grass has life, he would not eat it green but sustained his life by
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eating it dry and lifeless.
Yet he carried a sword. Arjuna, wondering at the incongruity turned towards the Lord and said:
“How is this? Here is man who has renounced all ideas of injuring any living being, down to the meanest blade
of grass; yet he carries with him a sword, the symbol of death and hatred!” The Lord said,
“You had better ask the man yourself.” Arjuna then went up to the Brahmana and said:
“Sir, you injure no living being, and you live upon dry grass. Why then do you carry this sharp sword?” The
Brahmana:
“It is to punish four persons if I chance to meet them. Arjuna:
“Who are they?” The brahmana:
“The first is the wretch Narada.” Arjuna:
“Why, what has he done?” The Brahmana:
“Why, look at the audacity of that fellow; he is perpetually keeping, my Lord awake with his songs and music.
He has no consideration whatsoever for the comfort of the Lord. Day and night, in and out of season, he disturbs
the peace of the Lord by his prayers and praises.” Arjuna:
“Who is the second person?” The Brahmana:
“The imprudent Draupadi.” Arjuna:
“What is her fault?” The Brahmana:
“Look at the inconsiderate audacity of the woman! She was so rash as to call my beloved Lord just at the
moment He was going to dine. He had to give up His dinner and go to the Kamyaka Vana to save the Pandavas
from the curse of Durvasa. And her presumption went so far that she even caused my beloved Lord to eat the
impure remnant of her own food.” Arjuna:
“Who is the third?” The Brahmana:
“It is the heartless Prahlada. He was so cruel that he did not hesitate for a moment to ask my Lord to enter the
boiling cauldron of oil, to be trodden under the heavy feet of the elephants and to break through an adamantine
pillar.” Arjuna:
“Who is the fourth?” The Brahmana:
“The wretch Arjuna.” Arjuna:
“Why, what fault has he committed?” The Brahmana:
“Look at his felony. He made my beloved Lord take the mean office of a charioteer of his car in the great war
of Kurukshetra.”
Arjuna was amazed at the depth of the poor Brahmana’s devotion and love, and from that moment his pride
vanished, and he gave up thinking that he was the best devotee of the Lord.
*
Kartika and Ganesa\fn{The two sons of Bhagavati, the Divine Mother} were seated near Bhagavati, who had a
necklace of gems around Her neck. The Divine Mother said to them,
“I will present this necklace to him who is the first to go around the Universe.”
Thereupon Kartika, without losing a moment, set out on the peacock, his carrier. Ganesa, on the other hand, in
a leisurely fashion went around the Divine Mother and prostrated himself before Her. He knew that She contained
within Herself the entire universe.
The Divine Mother was pleased with him and put the necklace around his neck. After a long while Kartika
returned and found his brother seated there with the necklace on.
Everything can be realized simply through love of God. If one is able to love God, .one does not lack anything.
*
Rama and Lakshmana visited Pampa Lake. Lakshmana saw a crow very eager for water. Again and again it
went to the edge of the water but would not drink. Lakshmana asked Rama about it. Rama said:
“Brother, this crow is a great devotee of God. Day and I night it repeats the name of Rama. Its throat is
parched with thirst, but still it won’t drink for fear of missing a repetition of Rama’s divine name.”
*
Once three friends were going through a forest, when a tiger suddenly appeared before them.
“Brothers,” one of them exclaimed, “we are lost!”
“Why should you say that?” said the second friend. “Why should we be lost? Come, let us pray to God.” The
third friend said:
“No. Why should we trouble God about it? Come, let us climb this tree.”
The friend who said “We are lost!” did not know that there is a God who is our Protector. The friend who
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asked the others to pray to God was a jnani. He was aware that God is the Creator, preserver and destroyer of the
world.
The third friend who didn’t want to trouble God with prayers, and suggested climbing the tree, had ecstatic
love of God. It is the very nature of such love that it makes a man think himself stronger than his Beloved. He is
always alert, lest his Beloved should suffer. The one desire of his is to keep his Beloved from even being pricked
in the foot by a thorn.
*
Once the Pandava brothers performed the Rajasuya sacrifice. All the kings placed Yudhisthira on the royal
throne and bowed low before him in homage. But Vibhishana, the king of Ceylon, said:
“I bow down to Narayana and none else.”
At these words the: Lord Krishna bowed down to Yudhisthira. Only then did Vibhishana prostrate himself,
crown and all, before him.
Such is unswerving and single-minded devotion to one ideal.
*
In a certain village there lived a weaver. He was a very pious soul. Everyone trusted him and loved him.
He used to sell his goods in the marketplace. When a customer asked him the price of a cloth, the weaver
would say:
“By the will of Rama the price of the yarn is one rupee and the labor four annas; by the will of Rama the profit
is two annas. The price of the cloth, by the will of Rama, is one rupee and six annas.” Such was the people’s faith
in the weaver that the customer would at once pay the price and take the cloth.
The weaver was a real devotee of God. After finishing his supper in the evening, he would spend long hours in
the worship hall meditating on God and chanting His name and glories.
Now, late one night the weaver couldn’t sleep. He was sitting in the worship hall, smoking, now and then,
when a band of robbers happened to pass that way. They wanted a man to carry their goods and said to the
weaver,
“Come with us.”
So saying, they led him off by the hand. After committing a robbery in a house, they put a load of things on the
weaver’s head, commanding him to carry them.
Suddenly the police arrived and the robbers ran away. But the weaver, with his load, was arrested. He was kept
in the lock-up for the night. Next day he was brought before the magistrate for trial.
The villagers learnt what had happened and came to the court. They said to the magistrate,
“Your Honor, this man could never commit robbery.”
Thereupon the magistrate asked the weaver to make his statement. The weaver said:
“Your Honor, by the will of Rama I finished my meal at night. Then by the will of Rama I was sitting in the
worship hall. It was quite late at night by the will of Rama. By the will Rama I had been thinking of God and
chanting His name and glories, when by the will of Rama a band of robbers passed that way. By the will of Rama
they dragged me with them; by the will of Rama they committed a robbery in a house; and by the will of Rama
they put a load on my head. Just then, by the will of Rama the police arrived and by the will of Rama I was
arrested. Then by the will of Rama the police kept me in the lock-up for the night, and this morning by the will of
Rama I have been brought before Your Honor.”
The magistrate realized that the weaver was a pious man and ordered his release. On his way home the weaver
said to his friends,
“By the will of Rama I have been released.”
Whether you live in the world or renounce it, everything depends upon the will of Rama. Throwing your whole
responsibility upon God, do your work in the world.
*
Mandodari told her royal husband Ravana,
“If you are so intent upon having Sita as your queen, why don’t you impose on her by assuming the form of
her husband Rama with the help of your magical powers?”
“Fie on you!” exclaimed Ravana. “Can I stoop to the pleasures of the senses while I am in the holy form of
Rama—a form the very thought of which fills my heart with such unspeakable joy and blessedness that even the
highest heaven appears to me worthless?”
*
Having received no news of her Gopala (Krishna, God incarnate), Yasoda once came to Radha and asked her if
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she had any news from Him. At that time Radha was in a deep trance, and so did not hear Yasoda. Subsequently,
when her trance was over, she saw Yasoda, the queen of Nanda, sitting before her. Bowing down to her at once,
Radha asked Yasoda the reason of her visit, and when Yasoda stated the reason, she said:
“Mother, shut your eyes and meditate upon the form of Gopala, and you will be able to see Him.”
And as soon as Yasoda shut her eyes, Radha, who was herself the very essence of spiritual feelings (Bhava),
overwhelmed her with her power, and in that super-conscious mood, Yasoda saw her Gopala. Then Yasoda asked
this boon of Radha:
“Mother, grant me that I may see my beloved Gopala whenever I close my eyes.”
*
After the death of Ravana, his brother Vibhishana refused to be the King of Ceylon. He said:
“O Rama, I have obtained you. What shall I do with Kingship?” Rama said:
“Vibhishana, be King for the sake of the ignorant, for those who might ask what riches you have gained by
serving me so much. Be King to give them a lesson.”
*
Once I went to a certain place with Mathur Babu. Many pundits came forward to argue with me. And you
know that I am a fool.
The pundits saw that strange mood of mine. When the conversation was over, they said to me:
“Sir, after hearing your words, all that we have studied before, our knowledge and scholarship, has proved to
be mere spittle. Now we realize that a man does not lack wisdom if he has the grace of God.”
‘The fool becomes wise and the mute eloquent.’ Therefore I say that a man does not become a scholar by the
mere study of books.
Yes, how true it is! How can a man who has the grace of God lack knowledge?
Look at me. I am a fool. I do not know anything. Then who is it that utters these words? The reservoir of
knowledge of God is inexhaustible.
There are grain dealers at Kamarpukur. When selling paddy, one man weighs the grain on the scales and
another man pushes it to him from a heap. It is the duty of a second man to keep a constant supply of grain on the
scales by pushing it from the big heap.
It is the same with my words. No sooner are they about to run short than the Divine Mother sends a new
supply from Her inexhaustible storehouse of knowledge.
You know I am a fool. I know nothing. Then who is it that says all these things? … Her’s (the Divine
Mother’s) is the glory; we are only Her instruments.
Once Radha, to prove her chastity, carried on her head a pitcher filled with water. The pitcher had a thousand
holes, but not a drop of water spilled. People began to praise her, saying:
“Such a chaste woman the world will never see again!” Then Radha said to them:
“Why do you praise me? Say, ‘Glory unto Krishna! Hail Krishna!’ I am only His handmaid.”
*
In the course of his pilgrimage through the southern parts of India, Sri Chaitanya Deva came across a certain
devotee who was in tears all the while a pundit was reading from the Gita.
Now this devotee knew not even a single word of the Gita. On being asked why he shed tears, he replied,
“It is indeed. true that I do not know a word of the Gita. But all the while it was being read, I could not help
seeing with my inner eye the beautiful form of my Lord Sri Krishna seated before Arjuna in a chariot in the field
of Kurukshetra, and giving out all those sublime thoughts embodied in the Gita. This it was that filled my eyes
with tears of joy and love.”
This man who knew not letters, had the highest Knowledge, for he had pure love for God and could realize
Him.
*
A devotee who is born with an element of Vishnu cannot altogether get rid of bhakti.
Once I fell into the clutches of a jnani,\fn{A note reads: The Master here speaks of Totapuri, the monk who initiated him into
the practice of non-dual Vedanta. Him Sri Ramakrishna always refers to as “Nangta” or “naked one” } who made me listen to
Vedanta for eleven months. But he could not altogether destroy the seed of bhakti in me. No matter where my
mind wandered, it would come back to the Divine Mother. Whenever I sang to Her, Nangta would weep and say,
“Ah! What is this?”
You see, he was such a great jnani and still he wept. Remember the popular saying that if a man drinks the
juice of the alekh creeper, a plant grows inside his stomach.
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Once the seed of bhakti is sown, the effect is inevitable: it will gradually grow into a tree with flowers and
fruits.
You may reason and argue a thousand times, but if you have the seed of bhakti within you, you will surely
come back to Hari.
*
Once upon a time conceit entered into the heart of Narada, and he thought there was no greater devotee than
himself. Reading his heart, the Lord said:
“Narada, go to such and such a place. A great devotee of mine is living there. Cultivate his acquaintance; for he
is truly devoted to Me.”
Narada went there and found an agriculturist who rose early in the morning, pronounced the name of Hari
(God) only once, and taking his plough, went out and tilled the ground all day long. At night he went to bed after
pronouncing the name of Hari once more. Narada said to himself:
“How can this rustic be a lover of God? I see him busily engaged in worldly duties, and he has no signs of a
pious man about him.”
Then Narada went back to the Lord and spoke what he thought of his new acquaintance. Thereupon the Lord
said:
“Narada, take this cup of oil and go round this city and come back with it. But take care that you do not spill
even a single drop of it.” Narada did as he was told, and on his return the Lord asked him,
“Well, Narada, how many times did you remember Me in the course of your walk round the city?”
“Not once, my Lord,” said Narada, “and how could I, when I had to watch this cup brimming over with oil?”
The Lord then said:
“This one cup of oil did so divert your attention that even you did forget Me altogether. But look at that rustic,
who, though carrying the heavy burden of a family, still remembers Me twice every day.”
*
When Akbar was the Emperor of Delhi there lived a hermit in a hut in the forest. Many people visited the holy
man. At one time he felt a great desire to entertain his visitors. But how could he do so without money? So he
decided to go to the Emperor for help, for the gate of Akbar’s palace was always open to holy men.
The hermit entered the palace while the Emperor was at his daily devotions and took a seat in a corner of the
room. He heard the Emperor conclude his worship with the prayer, “O God, give me money; give me riches”, and
so on and so forth.
When the hermit heard this he was about to leave the prayer hall, but the Emperor signed to him to wait. When
the prayer was over the Emperor said to him,
“You came to see me; how is it that you were about to leave without saying anything to me?”
“Your Majesty need not trouble yourself about it,” answered the hermit. “I must leave now.” When the
Emperor insisted, the hermit said:
“Many people visit my hut, and so I came here to ask you for some money.”
“Then,” said Akbar, “why were you going away without speaking to me?” The hermit replied:
“I found that you too were a beggar; you too prayed to God for money and riches. Thereupon I said to myself:
‘Why should I beg of a beggar? If I must beg, let me beg of God.’”
*
Just imagine Hanuman’s state of mind. He didn’t care for money, honor, creature comforts, or anything else.
He longed only for God. When he was running away with the heavenly weapon that had been secreted in the
crystal pillar, Mondodari began to tempt him with various fruits so that he might come down and drop the
weapon.\fn{A note reads: The story referred to here is told in the Ramayana. Ravana had received a boon as a result of which he could
be killed only by a particular celestial weapon. The weapon was concealed in the crystal pillar in his palace. One day Hanuman, in the
guise of an ordinary monkey, came to the palace and broke the pillar. As he was running away with the weapon, he was tempted with fruits
by Mandodari, Ravana’s wife, so that he might give back the weapon. He soon assumed his own form and sang the song given in the text }

But he couldn’t be tricked so easily. In reply to her persuasions he sang this song:
Am I in need of fruit?
I have the fruit that makes this life
Fruitful indeed. Within my heart
The tree of Rama grows,
Bearing salvation for its fruits.
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Under the wish-fulfilling Tree
Of Rama do I sit at ease,
Plucking whatever fruit I will
But if you speak of fruit—
No beggar, I, for common fruit.
Behold, I go
Leaving a bitter fruit for you.

*
Once, finding it difficult to reconcile the contradictory doctrines of man’s free will and God’s grace, two
disciples of the Master went to him for a solution of the same. The Master said,
“Why do you talk of free will? Everything is dependent upon the Lord’s will. Our will is tied to the Lord’s, like
the cow to its tether. No doubt we have a certain amount of freedom even as the cow has, within a prescribed
circle. So man thinks that his will is free. But know that his will is dependent on the Lord’s.” Disciples:
“Is there then no necessity of practicing penance, meditation and the rest? For one can as well sit quiet and say,
‘It is all God’s will; whatever is done, is done at His will.’” Sri Ramakrishna:
“Oh! to what effect, if you simply say that in so many words? Any amount of your verbal denial of thorns can
never save you from their painful prick when you place your hand on them. Had it been entirely with man to do
spiritual practices according to his will, everybody would have done so. But no; everyone can’t do it, and why?
But there is one thing: If you don’t utilize properly the amount of strength He has given you, He never gives
more. That is why self-exertion is necessary. And so everyone has to struggle hard even to become fit for the
grace of God.
“By such endeavor, and through His grace; the sufferings of many lives can be worked out in one life. But
some self-effort is absolutely necessary. Let me tell you a story:
“Once Vishnu, the Lord of Goloka, cursed Narada, saying that he would be thrown into hell. At this Narada
was greatly disturbed in mind; and he prayed to the Lord, singing songs of devotion, and begging Him to show
where hell is and how one can go there.
“Vishnu then drew the map of the Universe on the ground with a piece of chalk, representing the exact position
of heaven and hell. Then Narada said, pointing to the part marked “hell”,
“‘Is it like this? This is hell then!’”
So saying he rolled himself on the spot and exclaimed he had undergone all the sufferings of hell. Vishnu
smilingly asked, “How is that?” and Narada replied:
“Why, Lord, are not heaven and hell Thy creation? When Thou didst draw the map of the Universe Thyself
and point out to me the hell in the plan, then that place became a real hell; and as I rolled myself there, my
sufferings were intense. So I do say that I have undergone the punishments of hell.”
Narada said all this sincerely and so Vishnu was satisfied with the explanation.
*
A man was angling in a lake all by himself. After a long while the float began to move. Now and then its tip
touched the water. The angler was holding the rod tight in his hands, ready to pull it up, when a passer-by stopped
and said,
“Sir, can you tell me where Mr. Bannerji lives?”
There was no reply from the angler, who was just on the point of pulling up the rod. Again and again the
stranger said to him in a loud voice,
“Sir, can you tell me where Mr. Bannerji lives?”
But the angler was unconscious of everything around him. His hands were trembling, his eyes were on the
float.
The stranger was annoyed and went on. When he had gone quite a way, the angler’s float sank under water and
with one pull of the rod he landed the fish. He wiped the sweat from his face with his towel and shouted after the
stranger.
“Hey!” he said, “Come here! Listen!”
But the man would not turn his face. After much shouting, however, he came back and said to the angler,
“Why are you shouting at me?”
“What did you ask me about?” said the angler. The stranger said,
“I repeated the question so many times, and now you are asking me to repeat it once more!” The angler
replied,
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“At that time my float was about to sink so I didn’t hear a word of what you said.”
A man can achieve such single-mindedness in meditation that he will see nothing, hear nothing. He will not be
conscious even of touch. A snake may crawl over his body, but he will not know it. Neither of them will be aware
of the other.
*
A man had a daughter who became a widow when she was very young. She had never known her husband. She
noticed the husbands of other girls and said one day to her father,
“Where is my husband?” The father replied:
“Govinda\fn{A name of Krishna} is your husband. He will come to you if you call Him.” At these words the girl
went to her room, closed the door, and cried, to Govinda, saying:
“O Govinda, come to me! Show Yourself to me! Why don’t you come?”
God could not resist the girl’s piteous cry and appeared before her.
*
God cannot be seen without yearning of heart, and this yearning is impossible unless one has finished with the
experiences of life. Those who live surrounded by “woman and gold”, and have not yet come to the end of their
experiences, do not yearn for God.
When I lived at Kamarpukur, Hriday’s\fn{ One of Ramakrishna’s nephew} son, a child of four or five years old, used
to spend the whole day with me. He played with toys and almost forgot everything else. But no sooner did
evening come than he would say,
“I want to go to my mother.” I would try to cajole him in various ways and would say,
“Here, I’ll give you a pigeon.” But he wouldn’t be consoled with such things; he would weep and cry,
“I want to go to my mother.” He didn’t enjoy playing any more. I myself wept to see his state.
One should cry for God that way, like a child. That is what it means to be restless for God. One doesn’t enjoy
play or food any longer. After one’s experiences of the world are over, one feels this restlessness and weeps for
God.
*
A man may not know the right path, but if he has bhakti and the desire to know God, then he attains Him
through the force of sheer bhakti.
Once a sincere devotee set out on a pilgrimage to the temple of Jagannath in Puri.\fn{ A city in Orissa State} He
did not know the way; he went west instead of south. He, no doubt, strayed from the right path, but always
eagerly asked people the way, and they gave him the right directions, saying,
“This is not the path; follow that one.” At last the devotee was able to get to Puri and worship the Deity.
So you see, even if you are ignorant, someone will tell you the way if you are earnest.
*
A disciple asked his teacher,
“Sir, please tell me how I can see God.”
“Come with me,” said the guru, “and I shall show you.”
He took the disciple to a lake, and both of them got into the water. Suddenly the teacher pressed the disciple’s
head under the water. After a few moments he released him and the disciple raised his head and stood up. The
guru asked him,
“How did you feel?” The disciple said,
“Oh! I thought I should, die; I was panting for breath.” The teacher said,
“When you feel like that for God, then you will know you haven’t long to wait for His vision.”
238.100 Excerpt from The Bride’s Mirror: A Tale Of Life In Delhi A Hundred Years Ago\fn{by Maulvi Nazir
Ahmad (1836-1912)} Rehar Village, Bijnor District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 10
1
There was a silly girl whose marriage had taken place, but from sheer want of common sense she could not
manage to spend even a year or two under the roof of her husband’s parents. In the fourth or fifth month after the
wedding she began pestering her husband to take a separate house for her, because, forsooth, she was “unable to
stand” his mother and sisters. Her husband said:
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“In all of your squabbles with my mother and sisters which I have happened to overhear, it is you who have
been in the wrong. Whatever people there are of the commonest sort living in the mohulla,\fn{Ward; a collection of
houses in a city known by one name } you treat their daughters as if they were your sisters. Chuniya—the daughter of
Bhondu the sutler,\fn{One who follows an army and sells provisions to soldiers } and Zulfan—the daughter of Bakhshu the
tinker, and Rahmat—the daughter of Kimmu the water-carrier, and Sulmati—the daughter of Maulan the
greengrocer, are received by you with open arms at all hours of the day, and you take no account of the fact that
these people are not of our family, or connection, nor admitted to our society or friendship.\fn{ Because of their
caste:H} The whole mohulla is talking about it, and saying,
“‘What sort of a bride has come here now? Whenever you see her, only girls of that sort are sitting with her.’
“After all there are people living in the mohulla—people, too, like Kazi Imam Ali, Hakim Shifa-uddaula,
Munshi Mumtaz Ahmad, Maulavi Ruhullah, Mir Hasan Riza—whose daughters and daughters-in-law are in the
habit of visiting us. You don’t vouchsafe a word to any of them. If my honored mother warned you against
associating with girls of low-bred and vulgar people, what was there improper in her doing so?” The silly wife
replied:
“Affection and friendship depend upon the union of hearts. There was a bangle-seller named Basu living next
door to my mother’s house, whose daughter Banno was my bosom friend. I used to play with her when I was
little. Yes, Banno and I made a marriage between our two dolls. Banno, poor thing! was very badly off. I used to
steal quantities of things from my mother and give them to her. I would never give up my meetings with Banno,
however much my mother forbade them.” Her husband said:
“A precious idiot you were, then!” When she heard this, the foolish woman cried out to her husband:
“Look here! by God’s oath, I tell you once for all—you must keep a smooth tongue when you speak to me, Sir.
Else, I’ll dash my brains out, so that you shall have my blood on your head.” And upon that she began crying, and
cursing her father and mother.
“Oh God! be it bad for such parents! What a miserable lot they have thrust me into! Everyone knows I am
helpless, and so they are bent on persecuting me. Oh God! let me die! Let my bier be carried out!”
And in the height of her passion she kicked over a little pawncasket\fn{ A box (probably of silver) with compartments
containing fresh leaves of the “piper betel” (paan) and the various ingredients that are put inside the leaf, which is then wrapped up and
chewed} which had been left on the bed and upset it. All the catechu and lime was spilt on the mattress. A coverlet

of English woolen-stuff had been folded back over the foot of the bed; as soon as the lime touched it, all its color
was taken out.
On hearing the clatter of the box falling, her mother-in-law came running from the saloon on the opposite side,
The son, when he saw his mother coming, took himself off by another doorway; but he said to himself as he left:
“Well, I have stirred up a hornet’s nest for my sins!”
When the mother-in-law came in, what does she see! A whole anna’s worth of catechu—which she had only
put into its cup the day before, after carefully straining and preparing it—all lying spilt, the mattress sticky with it,
the coverlet soaked with lime, her daughter-in-law weeping and sobbing convulsively. Directly she entered she
clasped her daughter-in-law to her neck, and wildly uttered many hard words about her son.
The moral support derived from this show of sympathy became a pretext for further action, as irresistible as
the proverbial “a jogger to a nodder”. No amount of entreaty or expostulation on the part of her mother-in-law had
the slightest effect upon this hypocritical woman. All the females of the neighborhood, when they heard the noise
of crying and slapping,\fn{I.e., slapping the breast as a sign of lamentation} gathered in a crowd at the door. At last matters
came to such a pitch that Zulfan, the daughter of Bakhshu the tin-man, ran off to the bride’s mother’s house, and
there rehearsed a story of the affair, in which every incident was magnified fourfold.
Now the bride’s mother also, by the grace of God, was a very hot-tempered woman. The instant she heard the
story she got into her doolie and arrived at the spot. There was a battle royal between the two mothers. In the end,
the bride’s mother took the bride away with her. For several months all ordinary civilities between the two
families were entirely suspended.
*
In order to make my story intelligible, I must tell you the names of all these people. Akbari Khanam was the
proper name of this foolish and deceitful woman, and in her husband’s home she had received the title of
mizajdar bahu.\fn{Bahu means “bride” or “daughter-in-law’; Mizajdar may mean in a good sense “one who has a proper sense of her
dignity”, and in a bad sense “one who has a temper” } Although this Akbari was foolish and ill-educated and bad-tempered,
her younger sister Asghari was a very intelligent, sensible, and kindly-dispositioned girl. At an early age she had
read through the translation of the Qur’an and the vernacular text-books of religious doctrine; and in writing, too,
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she was not at a loss. Every week she used to send a letter containing the family news to her father. She could do
every kind of needlework, and knew how to cook quite a variety of tasty dishes. The whole mohulla sang her
praises.
All the arrangements of her mother’s housekeeping were left in her hand. Whenever her father came home on
privilege leave, he would consult her in his management of the family affairs. The ready money, the keys of the
store-cupboard and boxes—in fact, everything of the kind was left under her control. Both of her parents were
exceedingly fond of her, and, indeed, she was beloved by everyone in the mohulla; but Akbari, for no reason at
all, was always on bad terms with her younger sister, and at times used even to strike her when she found her
alone.
And yet Asghari invariably treated her elder sister with respect, and never told tales of her to her mother.
It so happened that both sisters became betrothed into the same family. Muhammad Aqil and Muhammad
Kamil were two brothers. Akbari had already been married to the elder brother, Muhammad Aqil, and Asghari’s
engagement to Muhammad Kamil had been definitely arranged, but the marriage had not yet taken place. In
consequence of Akbari’s display of bad temper, Asghari’s betrothal was very nearly being broken off; but there
was an aunt on the mother’s side of the two girls, who lived close by Muhammad Aqil’s house, and she always
exerted a good influence over them.
Although Akbari had left her husband after a regular quarrel, her aunt denounced her conduct in very plain
terms, and lost no opportunity of admonishing her. And, finally, after several months, she took the opportunity of
the Ramazan to bring her niece back, and get her received in her father-in-law’s house. For some days, indeed,
Muhammad Aqil continued to view his wife with displeasure, but at length the good aunt got both husband and
wife to be reconciled to each other.
Still, when there is no real harmony in the dispositions of two people, occasions for umbrage are to be found in
all kinds of little things. One day, Muhammad Aqil said to his mother:
“I have invited a friend to come in. It would be as well if the food at fast-breaking time\fn{ During the Fast a very
light meal is taken directly after sunset} and supper were served up with a little extra care.” His mother replied:
“Heaven knows what I suffer in cooking even the bread for our supper. At fast-breaking time, for the last three
days, I have been seized with ague, so as not even to know what I am about. God bless the woman next door for
cooking that, even as well as she does! You really ought to have made some inquiry in the house before inviting
anyone.” Muhammad Aqil glanced towards his wife with a look of amazement, and said:
“What! is she not even fit to help you in that?”
Don't suppose that his wife had sufficient self-control to keep silent when she heard such a remark as this was.
No sooner had the words caught her ear than she called out:
“Ask this old mother of yours whether she got her son married, or purchased a slave-girl for him. What! toil
over a kitchen fire in fast time? Not I, Sir.” Muhammad Aqil thought to himself:
“Now, if I make any kind of reply, there will be the same disgraceful scene as before.”
With a look of blank disappointment he held his peace, and fetched in some things for the fast-breaking from
the bazaar. So that matter was got over.
2
But Muhammad Aqil was now confronted by a new calamity—namely, the Eid!\fn{ The great Feast on the first day
after Ramazan. It is a day of thanksgiving and reconciliation, and all who can afford to do so wear new clothes } The poor man had
commenced his preparations for Mizajdar bahu’s new outfit a whole week before. Every day he brought home
cloths of different kinds, bangles of different color, embroidered shoes of this or that pattern; nothing met with
Mizajdar’s approval, until at last there was only one day left before the Eid. In despair he went off and called at
the house of Akbari khanam’s aunt.
As soon as she heard his voice, she summoned him in to the ladies’ apartments, and greeting him with
blessings, affectionately made him sit down by her. Then she prepared some paan, and having handed a leaf to
him, she said:
“Tell me, is Akbari all well?” Muhammad Aqil replied:
“Madam, your sister’s daughter is a woman of a marvelous constitution; she quite takes my breath away. Her
vivacity is something extraordinary, and her conversation is made up of contradictions.” His Aunt said:
“My dear son, don’t worry yourself about it. She is quite young now. When she has children, when she feels
the burden of keeping house, her temper will get right of itself. And, after all, good people do manage to get on
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with bad people. God has endowed you, my son, with every kind of advantage. Don’t let anything happen at
which people might jeer. After all; it is your own honor which is at stake.” Muhammad Aqil said:
“Yes, your honor, and simply on that consideration I do try to overlook a great deal. But just think of this:
tomorrow is the Eid, and up to this moment she has not tried on her new bangles, nor made up her new costume.
Would you come over for a moment and bring her to her senses? I have said all I could, my mother has entreated
her, but she won’t listen to a word.” His Aunt said:
“Very well. Your uncle has just gone to the mosque for prayers, but as soon as he returns. I will ask him, and
come over.”
Accordingly, the good aunt came to the house, and made the girl put on her new bangles, and did the cuttingout of the clothes. For greater speed, all the women sat down together to sew. The aunt said:
“Daughter, do you put the frills on to the trousers. Your mother-in-law will cut the trimmings, and, meanwhile,
I will stitch the edging on to your mantle.” When Akbari had finished putting on the frills, she said to her Aunt
with a consequential air:
“Here, Lady, you have still two sides left, and I have already finished putting the frills on both legs.”
Her Aunt looked at the frills; they were put on upside down. Out of respect for Akbari’s mother-in-law she did
not say anything out loud, but she managed quietly to give Akbari two or three pinches, which brought tears into
her eyes, and she made a gesture as much as to say:
“Good for nothing! Can’t you see? You have put the frills on upside down.”
Akbari undid all her sewing, and began putting the frills on again. When she had done, her Aunt looked, and
they were all in puckers. This time the Aunt lost her temper, and without letting Akbari’s mother-in-law see, she
ran the point of her needle into Akbari’s hand; and after undoing the frills a second time, she put them on herself.
In the end, after many groans and supplications, Madam Mizajdar bahu’s new costume was at last sewn together
and completed.
A good part of the night had gone. Akbari’s aunt departed to her own home, and the people of the house, too,
wished each other good-night and went to bed.
*
For joy of the Eid, the children woke up betimes in the morning. One took off the henna wrappings of the
night, another shouted out for oilcake and gram flour,\fn{ For washing} another began demanding the Eid presents
the instant he arose. Muhammad Aqil, too, as soon as his morning prayers were over, went off to the hammdm\fn
{The bath is what is known as “a Turkish bath” } for a bath, and came back, clean and spruce, shortly after daybreak. He
found all the boys sitting ready, with their new clothes on, to go to the Eidgah.\fn{A wide enclosure generally built
outside a town, at which all the Muslims assemble for prayer on the Eid } But Mizajdar bahu, according to her usual custom,
was fast asleep. Muhammad Aqil said to his little sister Mahmuda:
“Go, Mahmuda, and wake up your sister-in-law.”
At first Mahmuda hesitated; she was very much afraid of Mizajdar bahu, who, from the day she was married,
had never once spoken kindly to her little sister-in-law, or let her come near her, or sit by her side. But in the joy
of the Eid, at her brother’s request, Mahmuda ran off, and said:
“Sister-in-law! Get up!”
Her sister-in-law did get up, and simultaneously caught Mahmuda a slap full in the face. Mahmuda began to
cry. Her brother, hearing her voice, ran in and asked what had happened.
“Sister-in-law struck me,” said Mahmuda, still crying. Mizajdar called out:
“Oh what a liar! Oh what a good-for-nothing! She fell of herself as she was running, and puts it upon me!”
1 need hardly say that Muhammad Aqil was very angry; but thinking it the best plan at the time, he restrained
his indignation, and quieted Mahmuda with kisses and caresses. Then he said to his wife:
“Well! get up and bathe, and put your new clothes on. The day is far advanced; I am going to the Eidgah.”
Mizajdar turned up her nose and frowned, and said:
“I don’t bathe so early as this; it is cold. Go to your Eidgah; have I said anything to the contrary?”
At this cross speech Muhammad Aqil was extremely annoyed; but Mizajdar was by nature so unlucky that she
was forever keeping her husband in a state of vexation with her. Meanwhile, Muhammad Aqil’s mother called to
him:
“Son, dear, just go and fetch some milk from the bazaar. You can easily go to the Eidgah afterwards.”
Muhammad Aqil said:
“All right, give me the money, and I will bring the milk; but if by the time I come back this girl has not
changed her clothes, I will put them all on the kitchen fire.” So saying, he went off to the bazaar for the milk.
690

But his mother had observed that his temper was very much disturbed. Moreover, his disposition was of that
nature that, in the first place, he rarely yielded to passion but when he did yield, he was apt to lose his reason
completely. She must beware lest in very truth he should burn up all the new clothes. She hurried to her daughterin-law, and said:
“Daughter, for God’s sake, don’t do anything to spoil the happiness of this one day of the whole year! Get up,
and have your bath and put on your new clothes.” Mizajdar said:
“No, lady; I never bathe at this time. I will bathe later.”
But in the end, after many entreaties and protestations, the mother-in-law got her to bathe; and having dressed
her hair, and put on her clothes, she had her set up like a bride before Muhammad Aqil came back. When
Muhammad Aqil saw what had been done, he was made happy again; and as he was starting for the Eidgah, he
asked Mahmuda what toy he should bring back with him for her from the bazaar. Mahmuda said:
“Bring me a nice pretty book-rest—I will put my daily portion of scripture on it—and a tiny little box to hold
my reed-pen and inkpot.” Here Mizajdir called out of her own accord:
“And for me?” Muhammad Aqil said:
“Whatever you desire I am ready to bring.” Mizajdir said:
“Maize cobs, and water-chestnuts, and berries of the jujube-tree, and some roasted pease-pods, and a whole lot
of oranges, a drum, and a tambourine—” Muhammad Aqil burst out laughing, and said:
“What will you do with a drum and a tambourine?” The silly Mizajdar replied:
“Play upon them. What else?”
Then Muhammad Aqil understood that, even at her age, the silly girl was just like infants without discretion,
having no higher ideas than those of eating and playing. All the pleasure he had experienced at her having put on
her new clothes was turned to dust, and in that state of despondency he went to the Eidgah.
No sooner was he gone than Mizajdar made a new move. She said to her mother-in-law;
“Send for a doolie for me; I want to go to my mother’s house.” Her mother-in-law said:
“Goodness me! What time is this for you to go? It is only eight days since you came back from your mother’s
house after four months’ absence. And to go away on the very day of the Eid is absolutely improper.” Mizajdar
said:
“I am feeling very agitated today. My heart is coming up the wrong way. My old friend Banno, the daughter of
Basu the bangle-maker, is always in my thoughts.” Her mother-in-law said:
“God help you, daughter! Was there ever such a passion as you have for Banno? If you want her so badly as all
that, send for her to come here.” Mizajdar said:
“Ah yes, you are a good hand at inviting when you can’t help yourself. If she was to be invited at all, you
might have sent for her yesterday to see me put on my new bangles.” Her mother-in-law said:
“Goodness, child! how was I to know that you would be tickled with the thought of her all on a sudden?”
Mizajdar said:
“Well, it’s no good arguing. If you are going to send for a doolie, send for it. If not, I will get one brought by
dear little Sulmati’s father.” Her mother-in-law said:
“Child! has your reason been smitten? You have not even asked your husband’s leave: if you go, it’s your own
doing. I am not going to have my aged locks shorn off that I should send for a doolie without my son’s
permission.” Mizajdar said:
“Husband, indeed! and permission! What? Is no one nowadays to go and see her parents on the Eid, or the
Baqar Eed?”\fn{The other great festival of the year, instituted to commemorate the sacrifice of Ishmael (not Isaac) by Abraham } With
these words, having procured a doolie through Maulan the greengrocer, she was off, and at her own home in no
time.
Shortly afterwards Muhammad Aqil came back from the Eedgah. As he burst into the house he called out:
“Here, Lady! take your drum and your tambourine, and play upon them.” Then he looked round; everyone was
silent. He asked his mother:
“What has happened? Is all well?” Mahmuda said:
“Sister-in-law has gone away.” Muhammad Aqil was overwhelmed with amazement, and said:
“Eh? How did she go? Where has she gone to? Why did you let her go?” His mother answered:
“All on a sudden, without a word from anyone, she began saying:
“‘I am going to my mother’s.’
“She would not listen to any of my remonstrances, but got Maulan to fetch her a doolie, and off she went. I did
all I could to stop her, but it was no use.”
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While she was speaking Muhammad Aqil stood quivering with rage. His first impulse was to go off at once to
his wife’s home and chastise the good-for-nothing woman, and with this idea he moved towards the door; but his
mother, divining his intention, called to him as he was leaving. When he returned no answer, she said:
“Well done, son! Well done! Here am I calling you, and you hear me, and give no answer! Is this all the respect
which is left to mothers in this thirteenth century?”\fn{ The year 1869, in which his story was written, corresponds to the year
1285 of the Muslim Era}
As soon as he heard this, Muhammad Aqil retraced his steps. His mother said to him:
“Tell me, at least, my son, where you are going in this heat. You have only just come from the Eidgah, and are
you going outside again? By my life, you will make yourself ill.” Muhammad Aqil said:
“Madam, I am not going anywhere; only to the mosque to see the caretaker.” His mother said:
“Don’t be so silly, boy. I have not bleached my hair in the sun. What, Sir! do you dare invent stories to me? If
you are going to see the caretaker, take off your jacket and scarf, and leave them here, and then you can sit in the
mosque at your ease.”
Muhammad Aqil began to smile at these words, and his mother, taking his hand, made him sit down by her;
and then, looking at his head, she said:
“Your hair has got full of dust from your going all that way to the Eidgah and back. Lie down for a minute and
put your head on this cushion, and I will make it tidy for you.”
In obedience to his mother, Muhammad Aqil lay down just for a little while; and Mahmuda, seeing him in that
position, began to fan him. Partly from the fatigue of his walk to and from the Eidgah, and now the pleasant cool
air of the fan but, above all, the delightful sensation of his mother’s kind hand wandering over his head—however
it was, Muhammad Aqil went fast to sleep.
When he woke up the sun had begun its downward course, and his own anger of the morning, too, had abated.
His mother said to him:
“Now, wash your hands and face, and then say your afternoon prayers. This time is getting short. When you
come back, I will tell you what I want you to do.”
3
When Muhammad Aqil came back, after saying his prayers, his mother said:
“Now, I want you to go to your mother-in-law’s house; and mind, I adjure you by my life not to create any
disturbance or quarrel there.” Muhammad Aqil said:
“In that case, don’t send me there.” His mother said:
“Nay, my boy; ask God for kinder thoughts. Heavens! what a cruel tongue you have! Whom else can I send to
your own wife’s house? See, here is a rupee, which I want you to give as an Eid present to your sister-in-law
Asghari; and here is an eight-anna piece for your aunt’s son. Miyan Muslim; and you had better take half of the
toys too. Mama Azma will carry a tray of siwaiydn\fn{A dish resembling vermicelli, always eaten on the Eid. It is boiled
without milk, but eaten with milk as oatmeal porridge is in England } and milk, and a basket of sweetmeats, and you must take
her with you. Now, mind! not a word.” Muhammad Aqil said:
“And the drum, mother, and the tambourine? Shall I take them, too?” His mother said:
“Hush; that’s enough. Be off, now, and don’t say a word on the subject when you get there.”
In due course Muhammad Aqil arrived at his mother-in-law’s house. Akbari khanam and her girl friends were
playing high jinks inside, so that the noise of their voices penetrated into the street. Mama Azmat went inside. As
soon as Asghari caught sight of her, she said in a low voice:
“Sister dear! sister dear! be quiet; the Mama from your husband’s home has come.” Azmat called out to
Muhammad Aqil after she had gone inside:
“You may come in, young gentleman.”
Then Muhammad Aqil went into the house, and made his salaam to his mother-in-law, who wished him health
and long life. Presently, Asghari also, having adjusted her veil, came out of her chamber, and, curtseying with the
utmost grace, salaamed to her brother-in-law, who made her sit upon his lap and gave her the rupee. Asghari
began to look towards her mother, but her mother said:
“Yes, you may take it; your brother-in-law makes you a present for the Eid.”
Asghari took the rupee and salaamed a second time, and then, getting off his lap, sat down at a respectful
distance. But presently she got up again, and with admirable self-possession she spread a bright clean tablecloth
in front of her brother-in-law, and then fetched a dish of siwaiydn, a jug of milk, a little plate of sugar, and a
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spoon, all of which she placed before him. His mother-in-law then invited him to eat. Muhammad Aqil excused
himself by saying:
“I was late in returning from the Eidgah today, and so it is but a short time since I had my meal.” His motherin-law said:
“What does that matter? Siwaiydn is not more substantial than water. Eat a little.”
While Muhammad Aqil was eating the siwaiydn Asghari made up a delicious paan with cardamoms in it,
which she brought him.\fn{Paan is chewed after every meal, being supposed to assist digestion } After his repast there was
some general conversation. By-and-by Muhammad Aqil said:
“Your honor! I am ready to take leave.” His mother-in-law said:
“Where will you be going now? You must sleep here.” Muhammad Aqil said:
“Today is the Eid. There are visitors to be received, and, secondly, there are ceremonial presents to be seen to
and dispatched. Besides, I said nothing to my mother about staying for the night when I came away.” His motherin-law said:
“The time for receiving visitors has gone by now; it is nearly evening; and as for sending off the presents, your
mother can manage that.” And then she laughed and said:
“You are no longer a baby; besides, Azmat will go back, and let your mother know.” In fine, although
Muhammad Aqil made many excuses, his mother-in-law would listen to nothing he said, and he was perforce
obliged to remain.
An hour or so after nightfall, when the last meal of the day was over, Asghari put away the plates and the
dishes, and whatever else there was lying about—all into their proper places. She chained up the door of the
house, put the padlocks on the store-closets, and handed the keys to her mother; extinguished the lamps in the
outer saloon and in the kitchen, provided enough paan for her mother and sister and brother-in-law, and, having
seen that everything was right, went off comfortably to bed. Then his mother-in-law addressed Muhammad Aqil
as follows:
“Now, my son, I want to ask you what are these daily quarrels I hear of between you two, husband and wife.
Not that Akbari has said anything. It is a wretched habit of hers that she never by any chance lets me know
anything about her new home. The custom of the whole world is for daughters to tell their mothers every little
thing that goes on in their husband’s family, but—however God has chastened her is a mystery to me—you may
go on asking and asking her till your tongue is weary—don’t expect her to say a word. Still, what is the talk of the
mohulla does get round to one’s ears somehow; and, sitting at home all day as I do, I hear a good deal from
people who drop in.”
When his mother-in-law had finished speaking, Muhammad Aqil took some time for reflection. His sense of
propriety made it difficult for him to frame an answer. But he thought to himself that, since the opportunity he had
so long waited for had now arrived, and she herself had broached the question, it would be altogether inadvisable
for him to be silent under the circumstances; that he had far better get rid once for all of the poison that had so
long been brewing; and that possibly out of the present conversation some good result might arise for the future.
Accordingly he replied, with much bashfulness:
“Your honor’s lady daughter is present; will not your honor inquire from her what annoyance she has been put
to in our home—whether there has been anything lacking on our part in courtesy or consideration for her; whether
anyone has quarreled with her, or spoken unkindly of her? Your honor is aware how many there are of us in the
house to count. My revered mother, the whole mohulla knows, is so great a peace-lover that such a thing as a
quarrel with anyone has never happened to her in her life. Even if people so forget themselves as to speak rudely
to her she bears it in silence. Muhammad Kamil is engaged all day long in his studies; when he has gone out in
the morning he does not return till the evening, and then has his supper and goes to bed. I have never even seen
him talking to her. Mahmuda is frightened by the very sight of her. The only other person is myself, who am now
sitting in her presence. If she has any complaint to make of me, let her state it frankly.” On this his mother-in-law
turned to address her daughter, and said:
“Now you, my dear, speak out plainly whatever you have on your mind. When a thing stays on the mind it
does not improve. The longer you keep it there the more it worries you, and its evil influences grow apace.”
Now although Akbari was most audacious in lying, at that particular moment, face to face with her husband,
she could find nothing whatever to say. Indeed, in her heart of hearts she was greatly alarmed lest the many
falsehoods which she had dinned into her mother’s ears whenever she came home should be summarily exposed.
After much anxious reflection, she evaded the real question at issue. All she could say was:
“What I want is a separate establishment.” The mother said to her son-in-law:
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“And you? What objection have you to your living by yourselves? God be thanked! You have an appointment.
You earn your own living; you are not dependent for any of your wants on your parents; you can feed yourself
and clothe yourself. What advantage is there in living under other people’s protection? Son, I tell you, however
much a bride may be petted in her father-in-law’s house, she does not get the same comfort there that she has in a
house of her own, where she can eat when she wants to eat, and cook what she wishes. And there is just this to
consider: as long as you live with your own people you may earn lakhs of rupees and get no credit for it. Who is
to know whether you are maintaining yourself or living on your parents’ bounty?” Muhammad Aqil said:
“If your honor makes the question one of comfort, then the value of the comfort which we actually enjoy will
be appreciated after we have left our home more than it is now. We eat our meals ready cooked for us morning
and evening, and have no anxiety to disturb our leisure. After we have set up house for ourselves there will be all
the worry of thinking about the meal, the pulse, the meat, the vegetables, the fuel for cooking, and what not. Your
honor knows better than I what a lot of worries there are in managing a house. And it does not seem to me that
there would be much sense in anyone’s bringing all these troubles upon himself without cause. What your honor
says about the liberty of eating what we like, and cooking when we like—that is exactly what we enjoy now. Ask
her whether she has ever expressed a wish for anything which has not been gratified. In large families, no doubt,
this kind of inconvenience does arise. One person has a fancy for sweetened rice, while another wants browned
khichri,\fn{A dish of mixed rice and pulse flavored with burnt onions } and a third demands pula-o\fn{Meat stewed with rice}
and a fourth is bent on having khorma,\fn{Strong soup} while a fifth has been prescribed a low diet by the doctor’s
order. Ten dishes for ten people every day are not forthcoming. But at our place there is no such big family. Who
is there to bespeak anything but ourselves? or to object to anything except ourselves? However, let that pass. If
she is so particular about it, let her undertake the ordering of the meals herself. My mother has often said as much;
ask your daughter there whether she has not.
“And as for what your honor mentioned about the name of the thing, in my humble opinion that, too, is no
sound argument. A man has to consider his own peace and comfort; other people may imagine what suits their
fancy. But suppose people have arrived at the conclusion that I am living on my parents bounty, what disgrace is
there for me in that? They are my parents, not strangers. They brought me up, and gave me shelter and food and
clothes, and had me educated, and provided me with a wife. In all this I incurred no loss of honor. What redgoose-feather have I got in my cap now that my living under their protection should be supposed to be derogatory
to my dignity?” His mother-in-law replied:
“If everyone thought as you do, how is it that people have separate establishments? It is the custom of the
whole world. It always has been the way, and always will be, for sons to leave their parents; and, whatever you
may say I know for a fact that no bride whose husband earns his own living will be content to live with her
mother and sisters-in-law.” Muhammad Aqil said:
“What your honor says is perfectly true. If sons did not leave their parents’ homes, how should there be so
many houses in the city? But the case of every individual is different. In my case, living separately does not
appear to me advisable from any point of view. True, I have an appointment, but only of ten rupees a month. To
keep up a separate establishment on that income strikes me at once as very difficult. But there is no certainty
about my appointment. God grant it be not so! but suppose I lost it after quitting my parents, it would be a great
blow for me to come back again to them afterwards. Then I should feel some degradation, when people say:
“‘Young master set up house for himself, but when he had played the fool long enough he came back to share
his father’s crumbs.’
“Fashion is no safe guide in a matter of this kind. One must consider one’s own circumstances. No doubt, your
honor has heard the story how a man purchased a lot of salt and cotton in the market, and put the salt upon a
mule’s back, and the cotton upon a donkey. There happened to be a stream to cross on the journey home which
was fordable, and the man drove the mule and the donkey, laden as they were, down into the water. When they
were half-way across the mule dived, and as he brought his head up again some seconds after the donkey asked
him: ‘Friend mule, what is this you have done?’ The mule replied: ‘Brother, you may thank your good luck that
you are laden with cotton, so light as it is to carry. I, poor wretch, am packed with salt, and my loins have got cut
under the weight of it, so that they are streaming with blood. This master of ours is so unmerciful that he has not
the slightest regard for our sufferings, but puts just as much as he likes upon our backs without considering the
weight. I thought to myself, by the time we reach our destination my loins will be nil; suppose I take a dive. When
the salt gets soaked, some of it, at least, will melt away. Whatever is lightened of it will be a gain to me. The
master can but give me a few more blows of his stick, and, as it is, I get beaten all the way. See, now, my burden
is only half what it was.’ The donkey, like a fool, was eager to follow the mule’s example, and made a plunge into
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the water. The cotton became all the heavier for soaking, and, when he lifted his head out, he could hardly move.
The mule laughed, and said: ‘Brother donkey, how fares it?’ The donkey said: ‘Comrade, I am dying.’ ‘Oho,’ said
the mule, ‘you are a stupid. You thought to follow my lead, but you might have known you had cotton on your
back, and not salt.’ I do not wish, dear mother, to bring myself into the donkey’s condition by following the
fashion.” His mother-in-law said:
“My friend, it is no use expecting you to agree with anyone, and I have never learnt logic, as you have. I only
understand the plain fact that you are earning ten rupees a month. By God’s grace, times are cheap, and you have
no children. Two persons, husband and wife—God keep you!—can very well feed yourselves on bread and meat,
and wear fine calico and muslin. If people worried themselves about the future as you do, the world would come
to a standstill. Let alone your appointment, there is no certainty about your life. But the days that you have to live
you may just as well pass cheerfully and happily.” Muhammad Aqil said:
“That is just what I am debating in my mind, whether happiness is to be secured in living apart, or with my
parents.” His mother-in-law said:
“What is the object of all this puzzling and quibbling? Why don’t you say straight out that you don’t choose to
leave your mother? Your wife has told you the one thing she wishes, and you make this tremendous demur in
agreeing to it; and then you say that you never fail to consult her feelings. What are peace and happiness? Why,
what makes your wife happy, and what she considers peace.”
After this a tone of bitterness began to be apparent in her remarks, and Muhammad Aqil deliberately kept
silence. The night, too, was by this time far advanced. Muhammad Aqil said to his mother-in-law:
“Your honor had now better retire. I will think over the matter again.”
4
While the people of the house were sound asleep, Muhammad Aqil spent the whole night long in revolving the
question, and reproducing all the arguments for and against it in his own mind. In the morning when he got up,
the first thing he noticed was that Asghari was sweeping the house. When she saw him she salaamed, and said:
“Honored brother, there is some warm water ready for ablution, if you are going to say your prayers.”
Muhammad Aqil said:
“No, my dear! I shall say my prayers at the mosque with the congregation.” Asghari said:
“You won’t go away yet, brother, will you? I have made some tea for you; but do you take it plain or with
milk?” Muhammad Aqil said:
“Just as you please.”
“Your voice seems rather husky,” said Asghari; “perhaps it is the beginning of a cold, and milk will be bad for
you.”
“No,” said Muhammad Aqil; “I am not going to have a cold. I was up very late last night talking to your
mother. I did not have a good night’s rest certainly.”
Muhammad Aqil went to say his prayers, and when he came back he found his mother-in-law, who had
finished her devotions, chewing paan. He salaamed to her, and sat down. Asghari brought in a small tray and laid
it in front of him—hot tea in the teapot, two cups, two spoons, and sugar in a little bowl. The tea which he drank
had a delicious flavor, and a lovely colour, and was as fragrant as you might wish. After drinking it he felt quite
invigorated.
Akbari, according to her wont, was still in bed and asleep. Muhammad Aqil remarked:
“Mother, dear, I wish you would insist on her saying her prayers.” His mother-in-law replied:
“Son, she was her grandmother’s spoilt pet. It was her grandmother’s fondness for her which ruined her
temper, and her habits, and everything else. When she was quite a child, if I happened to scold her for anything,
she would not speak to me for days together; and that anyone should dare to punish Grandmama’s Akbari was
quite out of the question. She would disobey every order; she would smash all the things in the house to bits; no
one could say a word to her for fear of Grandmama. I was always getting into trouble with her father on that very
account.”
Muhammad Aqil now prepared to take leave. As he was going, his mother-in-law said:
“Son, remember last night’s talk, and be sure you make some arrangement to carry out our plan.”
*
All the way home Muhammad Aqil was haunted with this one thought. When he arrived, his mother saw there
were lines of care on his face. She thought to herself:
695

“There has been a quarrel with his wife’s people for certain.” She asked him:
“Well! did you disobey me, after all?” Muhammad Aqil said:
“Believe me, mother, there was no kind of quarrel whatever.” His mother said:
“Then what makes you so downcast?” Muhammad Aqil said:
“Nothing. I came away directly I got up; perhaps my face looks a little glum on that account.” His mother said:
“Nonsense! as if I had not seen you just after getting up plenty of times. Tell me the truth; what is it?”
Having no alternative, Muhammad Aqil gave his mother a full account of all that had happened the night
before. As she listened to him, she became so pale that it seemed as if no blood were left in her body. But she was
a woman of a very philosophic temperament. She began saying:
“No doubt, it was my one desire that I should keep you all close to my own heart as long as there is any life
left in this body, and that you two brothers should dwell together in fast friendship; but whichever way I look, all
the chances seem dead against me. I tell you, as sure as I sit here this very day, Mizajdar has been bent on having
a separate establishment ever since the second month after the wedding. Your giving me the ten rupees you bring
home every month annoys her to the last degree. Day after day I hear her girl friends talking about it.
“‘The bride,’ they say, ‘is going to take a house in the Birdcatchers’ ward;\fn{ One of the best residential quarters in
Delhi at the time} she will take Zulfan along with her.’
“This is the constant theme of their conversation whenever they are seated together. One day I said to her aunt
straight out:
“‘If Mizajdar does not like living as one of the family, let them stay on in our house, and arrange for their own
food and clothing separately’; but I found out from her aunt that even that would not be acceptable to Mizajdar.
People get married to be happy, and enjoy themselves. Can anything be worse than continual discord and daily
quarrels? If nothing will satisfy your wife but a separate establishment, and she thinks that will make her happy,
let it be so in God’s name! I make no objection. Wherever you live, live happy and be prosperous! It is only this
mother’s fondness for her own offspring which God has laid upon my shoulders.
“But you will come round now and again; I shall have a look at you, and be contented; or, sometimes, when I
get a little leisure from the work of the house, I shall go round myself and see you.”
At these words, Muhammaq Aqil’s heart became full to overflowing. He could not restrain himself from
shedding tears, and it seemed to him then as if he were already bereaved of his mother. She, too, wept. Presently
Muhammad Aqil said:
“My wife may go or stay; I will not leave my own home.” His mother said:
“Son, you do not know what it is you are saying. Are wives ever divorced in respectable families? It is with her
that you will have to spend the whole of your life. And what is there left of me? I am only waiting with my feet
hanging over my grave. My dying today will not prevent the sun rising tomorrow. My advice to you is to do just
what she says. From the very day when I gave you in marriage, I knew you were parted from me. Neither you nor
I are exceptions to the rule. What son has ever passed his life in his mother’s house?”
*
Muhammad Aqil next consulted his own friends. They, too, all gave him the same advice, and said:
“The chief thing is to avoid any scandal; and, as for your filial obligations, they are not bound up in your living
at home. You may have your own house, and still yield to your mother the service and obedience which are her
due.” Finding that everyone gave him the same counsel, Muhammad Aqil, too, said to himself:
“Well, we will try how living separately does. If the girl will only come to her senses, and look upon her home
as a home—if she will give up her bad temper, and disobedient ways, and rude language, living separately is no
crime, there is nothing wrong in it. There will be all the worry of housekeeping, and we shall be badly off, that is
all. But while one lives in this world, there is no freedom from care in any state of life. Say that, as it is, I am free
from care, this daily strife of itself is a torture to me. Besides, it is not right to be overanxious about living on
narrow means; whatever portion has been decreed to us by God’s providence is certain to reach us in any case.
There is no loophole in that for the labor or contrivance of man.”
Buoyed up by these considerations, Muhammad Aqil finally resolved to leave his parents’ house.
*
It so happened that there was a house vacant close to his home. He got the landlord to agree to a rent of one
rupee a month for it, and went so far as to pay entrance-money in advance, and sign an agreement. He then
brought away the key, and sent a verbal message to his wife’s home:
“A house has been arranged for; we can move into our new home as soon as you come.” And he said to his
mother:
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“I have taken the wire-drawer’s house close by.”
His mother collected all the things belonging to Mizajdar bahu—the boxes of clothes, plates, carpets,
mosquito-curtains, beds, whatever there was—and had them put into a separate room. In the evening, Mizajdar
bahu herself arrived. Early next morning his mother unlocked the room, and said to Muhammad Aqil:
“Now, then, I want you both, husband and wife, to take stock of your things.” Muhammad Aqil said:
“Mother, dear! what are you saying? As if it were a stranger’s house!” His mother said:
“I don’t mean that, my son; but I don’t want any of the things to get mixed up or mislaid in the moving of
them.” Then she called the Mama, and said:
“Azmat, do you and the woman next door carry over all these things to the wire-drawer’s house.”
But by this time Akbari’s comrades, Chuniya, Rahmat, Zulfan, and Sulmati, had arrived, and in less than no
time they transferred all the things from the one house to the other. Mizajdar bahu entered upon possession with
the utmost glee.
*
For three days Muhammad Aqil’s mother sent over their meals morning and evening. On the fourth day
Muhammad Aqil said to his wife:
“Now, Madam, I think you might begin to make some arrangements for our food.” Mizajdar said:
“The things are all in disorder at present; when they are arranged I shall be able to look after the cooking at my
leisure, but I have no time now.”
Accordingly, for seven days their bread was baked in the baker’s oven,\fn{ I.e., they lived upon baker’s bread instead of
on the unleavened cakes called chupatties, which are ordinarily cooked every day at home } and by sending to the bazaar for
kababs in the evening, and curds in the daytime, husband and wife managed to make their meals. At length, after
harping on the subject every day, Muhammad Aqil induced Mizajdar to prepare a meal herself.
Now, Mizajdar had never done any cooking in her life. Her first chupattie was of a marvelous appearance;
neither round nor square; one corner sticking out here, and four corners there; the edges thick, the centre like a
wafer; burnt on one side, not baked on the other, but all black with smoke. And the dal was boiled so as to be half
pulse and half water. In short, Mizajdar prepared a meal so delicious and exquisite that any appetite would be
scared away by the very sight of it.
And as for the sauce, it was as nasty to look at as to taste. If she put any salt in, there was enough to kill one,
and at other times it was a tasteless fluid.
Muhammad Aqil exercised his patience for two or three days; after that he began to take his meals regularly at
his mother’s house. Mizajdar, too, consulted her own ideas of comfort, and used to make her meals off
kachauris\fn{Cakes fried in ghee} and cream, or curds, or porridge, or kababs, which she obtained morning and
evening from the bazaar. Whatever she cooked herself was eaten by Zulfan and her tribe, who got fat upon it.
These were the cats to whom “Luck sent the larder”.
But how were such luxuries possible on ten rupees a month? Silently and surreptitiously articles of furniture
began to find their way to the bazaar. Muhammad Aqil, however, was kept in absolute ignorance of this. …
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242.163 Excerpt from Sachitra Guljarnagar\fn{by Kedar Nath Dutta aka Bhaanr (1837-1911)} “at his ancestral house”
Manik Basu Ghat Street, Hatkhola, Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 9
It was about midnight (two prohars or six hours of the night having passed). It was all calm and quiet on the
earth. It appeared that no one was alive. Only the fire flies with their stern life, white ants, non-venomous water
snakes and black owls were trying to keep the night noisy, making various sounds like jhin-jhin, jhun-jhun, some
making harsh and some roaring sounds. But all their efforts—like the efforts of the squirrel to bridge the oceans—
failed.
By chance, a tender baby boy was feigning to cry, imitating the sound of quarrel between cats. At this the
mother of the boy was lulling him to sleep, saying, “Oh, come boy!”, and patting him smoothly. The servant
Babus of a house came out and immediately one of the servants, according. to his turn, closed the door.
After these Babus of the lower category left, the road became absolutely silent. Only the snoring of a
shopkeeper disturbed the sleep of the mistress of the Babu on the upper floor and at this the Babu came with a
stick to beat with and was rebuking the shopkeeper.
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In another house, a Babu returned home after extreme waggery and was knocking at the main door in such a
manner that it seemed that robbers had attacked the house. Everything was absolutely calm again after this fun on
the stage was over. Only the noise (like the cries of oxen) of the cousin brothers of thieves could be heard now
and then.
It was extremely dark on all sides—deep darkness. Only the main broad road was lighted brightly. There was
no light in the lanes and by-lanes. That was the heavenly place for the thieves. There was no noise of movement
of people on the main road.
Only in the lanes and by-lanes a few Babus devoted to prostitutes with their future doomed or some unmarried
lad aged like that of a grand-father’s father were whispering and peeping out at the verandah of upper floor and
some times, as if as an effect of convulsion, were making a sound like clearing the throat. Some music might be
going on like, “It is not making love, but killing a man”—and the lads present there were offering packets of
paans (packets for holding rolls of betel leaves) as a gift or reward to the artiste of the function.
Somewhere an ordinary drunkard was gasping after falling into a drain. A dog constantly came to him and
drawing nearer licked his face. The drunkard thought it to be his beloved and caught hold of the dog. Like a
wicked woman the dog, after causing much suffering and disgrace to him, caused bloodshed by biting him.
*
Among the high spirits of life, there is a lot of light emitted by fire-worms, sudden burst of light due to the fall
of a meteor on the earth and the dim light of the oil lamp at the end of the lane where it meets the main street. The
picture of the city was more queer and ugly twelve years back. Can it be imagined in what condition was the place
which bears the worthless name of a big official of this country, where the Beadon Street like a monument
ridicules that celebrated person, and which provides the example of Mailatola’s first cosmetics?
We called that place Makhanwala’s gali (lane). We shiver to think how many crimes had been committed
without any challenge in this lane—murders, hanging by the rope tied to the throat, death by taking poison,
dangerous theft, burglary through holes made into a house, rioting, riotous drunkenness, and scandalous behavior.
The criminals had not been caught.
So much so that even the utterance of the name of Bakna Piyari caused fever, the blood dried up on hearing the
name of Habsi Madhai and even the anus got soaked at the mention of a certain half-Hindu. This place was the
rendezvus of the rioting school students—with Habsi Madhai and murderous Goklo as the brainy leaders of
Gulzar Nagar. These spoiled boys provided them with the means for meeting their expenses of eating. They met
the expenses of their evil intentions and practices including the drinking of wine by snatching sticks, clothes,
watches from people and by pick-pocketing after dusk—for they were the kings of roads after dusk. Sons of rich
people were afraid at the sight of their shadows and young children were shocked.
On the day of the riot between the students of Hindu School and the Sanskrit College, Habsi Madhai was on
the side of the Hindu School boys. The boys of Sanskrit College hired two Talpata Singh-s. Heavy fighting began.
Talpata Singhs fled away after receiving some slaps and blows. The tuft of holy hair on the heads of their masters
(students of Sanskrit College) were cut off by their rival group.
*
Habsi Madhai was a resident of Makhanwala’s Gali. The excellent Square is the place where you sit in the
evening to get rid of suffocation (due to bureaucratic discipline) of the office and carelessness of idle life or try to
increase the appetite by walking through the square and taking its fresh air. This pleasant site was then a second
hell. Even the Yama-raj (the king of the dead) was scared at the skilful bravery of the ugly and fatty landlady of
the place. Who has not heard the name of Golakata Hara (Hara-a criminal who cut people’s throat)? Crookedness,
shouting capacity and terrible authority of Bakna Piyari is still fresh in the minds of people. Bakna Piyari’s
residence was in the wood godown where there was a neem tree.
Bakna Piyari was the head woman of the area. She was at the root of all kinds of forgery and was extremely
powerful in creating and tackling all kinds of quarrels and troubles. Earthen pots for cooking burst at the
expression of her prowess, the earth trembled as she moved with her powerful footsteps and her loud cries caused
miscarriage. Even saints and prophets cowered in fear at the sight of her angry look. Even Habsi Madhai became
so nervous that he failed to find any way for escape as Bakna Piyari stood with a broom in her hand under the end
of the roof of her house.
Zamindar’s (land proprietor’s) employees sometimes succeeded in collecting revenue from Bakna after much
coaxing but at the same time they received a kick or two along with the rent. But Bakna Piyari’s tenants always
lived in terror like the goat meant for sacrifice before the goddess Durga. There was no scope for keeping even a
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quarter of a paisa of the rent on arrears. At the end of the month, if there is delay even for a day, Bakna realized
the rent with double interest.
A big cutting instrument with which non-vegetarian foods like meat and fish are cut was the infallible weapon
(like the epic famed weapon Brahmastra) of Piyari. At the time of quarrels Piyari brought out this infallible
weapon. Apart from this she used other weapons, according to necessity, like calling bad names, fighting with
fists, making faces, beating with broom, rebuking or ridiculing 56 generations, poisoning after uttering mystic
words, putting the knee on a person’s chest, spitting, catching at the hairs, calling bad names after mopping
fingers etc.
Shopkeepers did not charge any profit while selling articles to Bakna Piyari. If somebody unknowingly sold
some commodity of bad quality then even his father would not be able to escape her wrath. In the case of any
dispute, it was no wonder that Bakna ultimately won.
*
You must be inquisitive to learn how Bakna looked. In height she was a bit short like any other woman.
Calculating the square measure of her width and depth, she was very fat like Tilbhandeswar (a Shilalinga in
Varanasi). Those who are deprived of the pleasure of observing this avatar (incarnation of God) with their own
eyes, can just imagine her as a lump of flesh like a large fat-bellied earthen jar manufactured in Dacca.
Bakna Piyari’s neck was inseparable from her shoulder—both being at the same level—and a lump of
shriveled flesh was noticeable on her neck. The hair on her bead was as thick and rough as the hair on a bear’s
body. The forehead was depressed. The eyes and eyelashes were sunken into the crevice. She was snub-nosed
and, moreover, below the nose she had a thorn-like moustache. And in the beard she had a discuss-like tumor. The
size of her teeth was double that of ours. Her lips were half-inch thick. Both her lotus-like feet had the shape of an
axe, only one-and-half times its length and double its breadth. Her complexion was absolutely dark.
*
It was midnight. Bakna Piyari with a fearful look was shaking her hands and feet and bragging and moving
violently in a dilapidated room within her area. A motionless thing of human shape with its bones and ribs
exposed was lying on a worm-eaten, broken cot. A weeping boy was standing nearby with his hands on his chest
and his head bent down. A moment later an indistinct rough voice was heard uttering:
“Alas! The boy has none in this world. So much pain! Who is there?”
“Oh! Oh! you have committed murder”—thus saying in a broken voice, the moment this emaciated body tried
to stand up from the cot, it dropped down on the .bed with a thudding noise.
There was no more any noise. Everything was calm and still. Only the body of the man lay down there, the
soul left for the world beyond. The boy, who had so long been silently sobbing, who had not uttered a single word
in the face of shouting of the vicious landlady, who had been shivering at every rebuke from her, ignored all fears
at that very moment and cried aloud after embracing affectionately the dead person:
“My father! Where are you going leaving me alone? What will happen to me?” Thus crying he was rolling on
the ground.
At that moment even this woman was shocked—the stone-hearted woman who since her birth had never
known what was sorrow, what was affection and what sort of a thing the divine power of religion was! But her
thunder-like strong heart was not softened. And re-emerging in her own image she continued to “flog the dead
horse”. That woman of evil character cried out in harsh voice:
“Bero, keep silent, otherwise you will face the same fate as your father!”
But the boy did not stop. That sinful woman flamed up with anger at this and in her wrath dragged the boy by
catching hold of his arms and told him in an angry tone:
“Take out your dead father immediately, otherwise I shall smash your backbone by kicking you!”
Then the boy came to realize that he would have to perform the last rites of his father. But how could he do
that? On the one hand he was alone, on the other hand he had no money. He fell at the feet of Bakna Piyari and
told her:
“I have none in this world and I do not possess anything. You are my mother. Save me from this danger. I beg
of you to help me perform the last rites of my father.” (He started weeping.)
What a fierce appearance that wicked woman then had! Her whole body was shaking with anger. Her eyes
seemed to be spreading sparks of fire. Her teeth were making the sound of munching like the sound of thunder.
Her eyes were circling like a wheel-shaped missile. She breathed as rapidly as the mill-stone of the ironsmith.
And in an attempt to beat the boy she said in a threatening tone:
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“Get out with the dead body! Stop your affectation of ignorance! Do you know that your father owes me
fourteen days’ rent? While the boy has not paid the rent, he asks me to perform the last rites of his father. What a
strange demand!”
Fortunately a neighbor woke up due to the disturbing noise. Realizing the cause of the trouble, he gave some
money to the boy and with the help of some local cremators (Vaishnav) the body was cremated.
*
The next day in the morning the boy was returning after completion of the cremation of his father’s body. On
the way he was thinking:
“Where shall I go? What shall I do? There is no way to return to my home. If I return there the landlady will
murder me. Let the gentleman who was so benevolent to me at the time of peril, enjoy happiness. How can I go to
him again? What’s the way out? Let me see if Oaku Babu is kind enough to help me.”
Oaku Babu was a resident of Simla. The Babu was a banian (commercial agent) of the commercial house of
MacCut Throat. The house mainly had import business. The export business was negligible. When there was
transaction in the market none had the share of enough money even to buy a charcoal cake since there were
hundreds of thieves in the process of sharing like the purchase-clerk of the Babu, servants and Gosain Brahmins
etc.
Oaku Babu was inclining on an unclean dumpy bolster full of bugs from which cotton was leaking out on
account of being torn and was smoking tobacco from hookah with the help of a pipe made of palmyra-leaf shaped
like a big wind-instrument. Sometimes he was coughing and spitting in the room itself. He had a snuff box made
of zinc and a broken pair of spectacles lying nearby.
The Babu being a bit aged his hairs were beautifully bound and from the middle portion a petiole like the stalk
of a coconut was falling on the side of his neck. Most of the teeth had been detached and the rest were also on the
way out. The nose was painted with tilak sign.
A flattering close associate (in search of a room in the heart) was making unwanted interference considering
himself a “headman whom the villagers do not accept as such”. He was making comments on every utterance.
Some vulture (who feed on dead bodies)—like brokers, worse than hackney carriage—were sitting with samples
of linseed. One of them is a “Bangal” (a man from East Bengal). He removed the novice brokers and catching
hold of Babu’s hands, like the bridegroom and the bride clasping each other’s hands, whispered something into
the ears of the Babu.
Any gentleman watching them suddenly might think the Babu was a great friend of the broker and some
gestures were going on between them. Some people seeking some help, some weighing men, some sardars
(leaders) of the laborers, some packers of bales and others were waiting outside in expectation of Babu’s
instructions.
At that moment the boy stood in front of the Babu with folded hands after paying obeisance to the Babu. But
the Babu did not care to notice him. After a long time that Bangal broker asked him,
“Who are you?”
With tears in his eyes the boy, introducing himself in a modest manner, said he was the servant of the Babu,
that he was the son of broker Mansaram, that his father had died and he had none else in this world and did not
possess anything, and that the Babu was (simultaneously) his father and mother, and it was only the Babu on
whom he could depend. The Babu was astonished after hearing the particulars of his identity. He asked the
Bangal:
“Who is Mansa Ram?” The Bangal replied:
“Oh! Yes, sir, I know him, sir. There was a man called Mansa Ram seeking the job of a broker. He was tall and
white complexioned. But he did not know anything about the job of a broker.”
The Babu still did not remember him. He asked the boy:
“What is your name?”
As soon as the boy said that his name was Hemanga Basak, the Babu turned his face in disgust. Banyans
(commission agents), of those days were strict Brahmins. With “Anuswar” (a letter in Davnagari or Sanskrit and
Bengali script pronounced as -ng) in the astrological place of Vidya (knowledge) it was easy for these Babus to
flaunt their status as Brahmins. Many bull-like Brahmins, “among the dependents of the great Babu”, secured
services in the firm introducing themselves as Habu’s relatives and calling the Babu as “father” or “brother-inlaw”, and were being permanently maintained like the service holders of the Company (East India Company).
Among the bad traits, these commission agents are extremely idle and are influenced by flattery. Luck favors
the person who can without any hesitation, ditto every utterance of the Babu.
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The extent of Daku Babu’s kindness could be guessed when he turned his face on learning the identity of the
boy. If the boy had been a Brahmin, his prayer would have been granted. If he had been a Kayastha, there would
have been some chance of his prayer being considered. But is the birth in a Nabasak\fn{ The collective caste for spicedealers, garland-makers, weavers, milkmen, barbers, growers of betel-leaves, blacksmiths, potters and confectioners } community so
despicable?
*
The Babu was silent. But as soon as the boy attempted to pray for some assistance, a darwan from the office
came with a letter. Reading the letter, Daku Babu told the broker in an angry mood:
“After inspecting the goods the Sahib has said that in five per cent of the purchases, eight per cent alloy has
been found. All right. There is guarantee, you will feel the ultimate consequences.”
The broker remained silent as a thief, being fully conscious that there was intricate concealment in the
transaction. He knew fully well that relatives of the Babu, weighing clerk, and Brahmins among Babu’s
“dependents”, all must have their shares. The merchant does not trade for incurring losses. So what was strange in
the fact that it was eight per cent in place of five per cent? However, although the Babu was not an employee of
the Sahib, rather the Sahib maintained his office with the money from the Babu (Bengalis were such novices in
the matter of trade), still the Babu left for the office, heavily breathing, for inspecting the goods.
As he was going the part of the loin-cloth which the wearer tucks behind him between his legs, got loosened
and fell down. And at that very moment the Bangal broker sneezed. The Babu became angry and was unable to
tolerate this. He rebuked the Bangal in filthy words beginning with the letters Sha and Ba. And then he left for the
mercantile office of Keyaram Shah.
After the Babu left. the “monkeys” and “cows”\fn{ Persons seeking Babu’s favors} of the Babu also fled away. And
the Khansama of the Babu turned out Hemanga and closed the drawing room.
*
Dr. Johnson\fn{ The famous lexicographer:H} said that none would take any lesser quantity of plum cake if a friend
dies. Belly is a terrible zamindar (landowner). There are many such extremely sinful persons who are concerned
with filling their own stomachs only, without caring whether their own wives and children get anything to eat or
not. The belly oppresses the sense organs even more than the indigo planters. A person suffering from the burning
sensation of hunger, loses everything like his dignity of high caste and religion. Music of Tansen, tunes of
Orpheus or Veena recital of Narad may remove the weariness due to indifference. But the burning sensation of
hunger (feeling of burning in the belly) can in no way be overcome. Such a burning sensation is worse than the
suffering due to the loss of one’s own son.
The day was advancing gradually. More than his mental sorrow, Hemanga was distressed above all by hunger.
As he approached the house of a middle-class family, he was offered two morsels of uncooked rice. And as he
approached a rich man’s house, the darwan (door keeper or guard) drives him away holding his neck.
Ultimately he was entering a house guarded by sepoys. Seeing the beautiful lad, the sepoy put his hands on the
boys chin and in a gesture of waggery told him,
“Hello boy. Are you in search of a girl?” And, calling out his other brethren he laughed with a gaggling sound.
Hemanga was so almost dying on account of hunger. So he was much more pained on account of laughing and
bantering of these mean persons. His eyes were filled with tears.
These tough guys also became kindly to him seeing the tears in his eyes. But they were helpless because Raju
Babu had ordered them not to allow any beggar to go inside. So they asked Hem to leave, thus enhancing the
prestige of their employer to a great extent.
Hemanga left that place. Wherever he went his prestige increased. It went on increasing and gradually, by turn,
he faced scoldings, rebukes and ultimately he was turned out on catching hold of his neck. At some places he was
shown a morsel of rice. Fine charitable rice of Gulzar Nagar which puts the countryside to shame! The whole day
was thus lost in vain. At last he heard that the poor beggars were being fed in a house. He entered the house after
much dashing and pushing, receiving blows and also beaten by sticks of the old and the young.
There was no space left in the house even for breathing. Only the heads of the beggars could be seen. A fierce
shrieking noise could be heard in the midst of the stampede. A woman gave birth to a baby under the impact of
pushing and jostling. Immediately after the birth, both of them died under the pressure of the crowd. But nobody
could trace where the mishap occurred. So many people were standing over the body of the woman!
Many Brahmins accustomed to having meals consisting of vegetarian food other than rice came in disguise of
beggars wearing soiled cloth and hiding the sacred thread in their waists. They do not even get fruits and
701

vegetables, including bananas, on account of cruel treatment of Hindus like us. Solicitation of rich man’s favor
has reached the stage of begging. What more can happen?
This country was filled with a certain kind of pomp and splendor during the Muslim regime. Though there had
been oppression on account of drunkenness and debauchery of Jehangir and on account of Aurangzeb’s hostility
towards (Hindu) religion, such oppression did not much harm the common people. If the present condition is
compared with the earlier situation, it will be proved fully that the common people of the current period are much
more oppressed, much more distressed, weak and helpless; they are lacking in courage and are short-lived.
What’s the reason? Oppression of the king—the policy of exploitation.
*
The day passed. The intense summer heat was like the burning heat of fire. The god of wind out of fear for the
Burra Sahib,\fn{The head of all sahibs; the Viceroy is meant:H } who resembled (the terrible) ten-headed (Ravana),
accompanied the Sahib to the hills of Simla. The beggars were being burnt in this summer heat, while the Sahib
along with his companions was enjoying the bliss of cool wind and preparing strict legislation unhampered by any
trouble.
At last it was night and distribution of food to the beggars began. Hemanga came out with much difficulty.
What did he get after so much trouble? One-fourth plate chira and murki.\fn{Chira is paddy molded into flattened rice by
boiling and then threshing; murki is parched rice coated with boiled sugar or molasses } That was no fault of the charitable
gentleman. On the one hand was the king of the turbulent days and on the other the number of beggars was
increasing like the constant fall of rains.
What will Hemanga do? He filled his stomach with a morsel of light repast and unclean water of Ganga. It was
clear what a repast he had. But now he must find a place for sleeping. Sleep is another debtor. He does not belong
to anybody, not even the king.
Searching for a place hither and thither, he at last remembered the moonlight of Nimtola Ghat.
Hemanga lied down there. He could not sleep on account of hunger and the sound in the stomach caused by
undigested chira and murki. He was startled from time to time. When he was having a bit of sleep he dreamt wild
dreams. At times some dogs came closer to him and made groaning sound near his ears. Cousin brothers of the
thieves (policemen) came to harass him.
“Who is there? Get up or else I will give you such a beating.”—thus saying the watchman struck him once or
twice with his stick and pushed him. Mr. Basak woke up quickly and sat down there. He entreated the watchman
clasping his hands and feet, and begged of him not to harass him. But the watchman won’t relent. He is the
servant of the master who pays him (but at the time of real need he can never be traced). He is like the king Yama
(lord of the dead) in his treatment of the poor, but is dear to the cheat (sahibs).
On account of unbearable chastisement, Hemanga got up. But as he tried to move, his legs got tangled. He was
so weak that he sat down in the middle of the road. He could not get up again. The sergeant, who was on his
round, put him in his fish-hook. Thinking him to be a thief, he asked him:
“Who are you?” And then caught him by the hand.
Seeing the sergeant, Mr. Basak was extremely frightened. He made a long salute and explained to him that he
was none else than a poor beggar staying on the road. He had none else in this world.
The Anglo-Indian sergeant was much enraged at this. He fabricated a case of theft against Hemanga and put
him in the police lock-up.
*
The room in which he was kept was such that whatever was there in the stomach would come out. The floor
had eight-inch deep sand. The wall and the inner side of the room was as black as the bottom of the can for rice
cooking caused by smoke. Babui birds had made their nests in the roof inside the room and were chirping and
throwing brick chips and grass bits on his body. Dirt caught in cobweb inside the room was so deep that it seemed
as if some ill-shaped worms were hanging.
As the Babui bird moved, the dirt in lumps fell on the soft body of Hemanga and changed the color and the
form of his dress. As a result Mr. Basak gradually changed himself, in conformity with the creation in the opposite
direction not available anywhere in God’s creation, from a butterfly to a silkworm and from a silkworm to a bear.
The stomach turns at the bad smell in the room like that of dried hide. There is a formality of a window, but
without any connection with winds. At the time of storms during the month of Aswin, the god of wind appeared to
meet the window. But as a result he suffered from sun-stroke. Since then he vowed not to come that way again.
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From time to time a flock of rats raised a hue and cry, jumped and ran from one side to the other. Sometimes as
a gesture of friendship they crept on the body of Mr. Basak. Mosquitoes bit him without any hindrance.
Cockroaches flew with their wings opened and fell on his body.
What a sinful act committed by Hemanga! His chest was burning in thirst. He was wet with perspiring. There
were signs of sunstroke. He was breathing with difficulty. His head turned. His body was trembling. He was dying
on account of suffocation and body pains.
Hemanga became unconscious. Hemanga did not know how long he was unconscious. A terrible night passed
without his knowledge.
Chowkidars (watchmen) were moving around him. So long they were silent. As soon as he opened his eyes
they asked him to get up. His throat was dried up on account of thirst. He was so weak that he was unable to
speak. Only through gestures he made them to understand that he wanted water. A pot full of water came. But
even after drinking water it was not easy for him to get up.
The chowkidars carried him to the sergeant. Sergeant Gomes became frightened lest he might die: when the
Anglo-Indian sergeant could not find anything after shaking his clothes, he “discharged” him. The chowkidar
brought him to the street, catching his hands.
*
Hemanga did not have any strength to move. For the sake of his life, he came to the door of a money-lender of
Hatkhola and sat there.
The day had advanced. A carriage came and stopped in front of the door. The saice (the mounted attendant of
the carriage) was about to drive him away forcibly from the door when a prostitute entered the carriage. The
carriage moved away. Mr. Basak was sitting there when the door keeper (darwan) asked him:
“Get up.”
But the darwan was moved by solicitations of Hemanga. It would not have happened in the case of our
darwan. The employees of money-lenders were more gentle than the employees of the Nawabs of Calcutta, that is
they were less courageous. But this would not continue for long. Now the utterances like “is, miss, dish” have
entered the houses of Bangals (East Bengal people—as they were jocularly called in Calcutta)—all sorts of evil
things of Sahibs were being copied.
The darwan asked Mr. Basak to meet the Babu. Hemanga went upstairs to the drawing room of the Babu. The
Babu was smoking tobacco with the help of a hubble-babble with a long flexible smoking tube, sitting in a chair
and putting his feet on a sack. A cur was lying near him. The decoration and furniture of the room consisted of a
picture of an European lady, a portrait of goddess Jagatdhatri, an earthen sculpture of god Ganesh, a wooden safe,
a marble-topped table, a spring-cushioned coach, a Vaishnavic rosary with the names of Lord Hari embroidered
on a broad red cloth, a tube of Papetam shoe-shine emitting bad odor, a hair brush, two country-made mirrors
with the shape of a tiger made of tinsel, a small pot of earthen incense-burner, four ‘Dhun’s, a drawing fan—
illustrated, but covered with dust, a wall clock in the same condition, three chandeliers of three different colors
and shapes.
Among the chandeliers, two shades of one were broken, one branch of another was broken and in one of the
glasses of the third some chemicals were blended with water.
Babu’s nose was painted with tilak,\fn{Sandlewood paste, generally painted on forehead and nose as a mark of religiosity }
hair was turned backward. He had put on a china coat with jacket sleeves, and had burnished spring boots on his
legs. His teeth were also brushed.
Exhibiting his glamour, the Babu was going through an Exchange Gazette with deep attention. This reminded
us of Sandel Masai (Mr. Sanyal) of that area of ours (our parah or mohalla). Alas! Sandel was in a way quite
good. But he could not continue to stay. It was he who received “Madanchhaba” at the house of Mr. Aulson. Bitle
Banerjee whipped him and as a consequence he had to go to pulipalan (suffer life imprisonment in Port Blair,
Andaman islands).
Now you listen to the description of that bastard. The name of the Bangal Babu is Chatuscharan Shah. An
inscription on top of the door of the drawing room of the Babu provides a clue to his activities—namely that Mr.
Char-Charan Shah (Four Feeted Sir Knight) “has been carrying on money-lending business with the blessings of
Shree-Shree-Lakshmi Narayan Jiu”.
Considering him to be a new type of Bairagi,\fn{ Bairagis are followers of Chaitanya, worshippers of Vishnu and hence
called Vaishnavites} Mr. Basak saluted him with the words “Dandavat Babaji” (as is generally said while saluting a
Bairagi). At this, Charan Shah laughed aloud in a queer manner, and jokingly told Mr. Basak:
“Why did you call me Babaji?”
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At that moment some people were coming: up making thudding noise on the stairs. Twenty laborers put down
on the floor of the drawing room twenty bags full of coins, making clattering sound. The drawing room was
shaken by the weight and pressure of the falling money bags.
Hemanga was astonished. He never saw such a large amount of money. He was looking astonishingly with his
mouth opened. The bill-collector turned him out of the room.
At the earnest request of Hem, the bill-collector paid him two paisas from the fold of the cloth at his waist.
Hemanga had his breakfast, purchasing chira, murki and dadhi (curd) with these two paisas.
*
Afterwards he went from door to door begging for help, but during the whole day he did not get a single paisa
more. Darwans were barring the path of charity at the doors of rich people. The middle class people might offer
unboiled rice. Someone said:
“You are blooming boy, it is now time for you to take to drinks.” Another man said he (Hemanga) must have
fled from his house in anger. Some young boys started pulling the end of his cloth tucked behind his back, asking
him:
“Oh my friend! Can you sing?”
Mr. Basak was astonished at the sort of culture in Calcutta he had observed, and began to think about this.
Absorbed in his thought he entered into a lane that had no opening. The small lane was one and half cubic feet
wide but immeasurably long. Even the ghosts flee away from there two hours before dusk. This was another
picture of Gulzar Nagar. It was the hiding place of rogues. There was no limit to the number of by-lanes. For fear
of being manhandled, “Health of Swine” never entered these lanes.
Hemanga wanted to come out, trying to find out the end of the lane. No, “Be reverted to a mouse”. Hemanga
appears again at the same place where he entered the lane. There were many such “labyrinths” in Gulzar Nagar.
Some people when asked in which direction they were going, remained silent. Some could not be seen in the
darkness. Some gave such a direction which was difficult to follow.
Having lost the way, Hemanga sat down under a banyan tree at the crossing of three lanes all alone like King
Nal who had lost Damayanti; and started calculation like Sir Isac Newton. The banyan tree was surrounded on all
sides by brick work.
*
After a long time a palanquin came out of a house. Hemanga reached the main road following the palanquin.
There he found groups of people entering a big house. Chandeliers were lighted in the verandah of the house. The
orchestra in which sanai was the main instrument was being played from the platform erected by the side of the
verandah. Even when the mind is concentrated on one particular subject it becomes inquisitive on seeing
something unusual. At that moment a gentleman wearing the dress of an invitee, but without any shoes on, asked
him:
“What are you looking at? Let us go in.”
Thus saying he pushed Hemanga into the house. Hemanga could not understand the intention of the gentleman
nor did he realise why he had entered the house.
At that moment the bride and the bridegroom returned from chhandnatala (the canopied place in the open
where a Hindu marriage ceremony is held) to the building for marriage performance. The marriage was over.
Sitting for some time Hemanga was looking for a path of escape. At that moment the notice was served:
“Gentlemen, please get up.” In the midst of hubbub Hemanga was preparing for fleeing when his companion
caught hold of his hand and dragged him, saying:
“Oh! you are very stupid. You will find the opportunity later—come now.”
Seats had been arranged in the rectangular room upstairs. All were seated. His companion also sat down. Only
he was standing. Seeing this his companion reprimanded him and said:
“Sit down, or else you won’t find any place later on.”
For the purpose of filling the belly, Mr. Basak fearfully ate the eatables to his full satisfaction. His companion
took away a handful of sweets. Hemanga came out.
At that moment he saw that his companion had put on a pair of English shoes of good quality and fled away
through the crowd. Mr. Basak became enlightened. He could gradually understand the significance of undesirable
activities prevailing in Calcutta. Curious to know the name of the proprietor of the house, he could realize after
questioning that the house belonged to a Subarna Banik (a member of a Hindu community originally trading in
gold and carrying on banking business).
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Oh, religion! What a dangerous social regulation is this caste distinction! This penniless Basak who had
abandoned the pride of his lineage on account of his hankering for food due to hunger, was now feeling ashamed
of taking sweet rice in the house of a person belonging to a lowly caste. Nothing could be done about what had
already happened. Who knows what more might happen to him in future!
Hemanga slept under the earlier mentioned banian tree at the crossing of the three lanes.
*
The next day after clearing his bowls, he visited the house of a rich person in a lane of Mali Bagan. It was
eight o’clock. Khemta dance\fn{A folk-dancing of West Bengal} was going on in the dancing room. Young Babus of
multifarious fashions entered the dance room in batches.
Hemanga also took the opportunity to enter the room. The proprietor of the house was a young man. He was
aged 25 years. His appearance was very beautiful and well shaped like an Armenian. With massive beard on the
face he looked more beautiful. The latest fashion was to grow beard. As a result some looked like a khodar khasi
(corpulent man) and some like the son of a mollah.
The same with the moustache. Some prefer moustache in the shape of a tamarisk tree. Some in their delicate
taste at the end of their life had the habit of varnishing the moustache.
The master of the house was outwardly bashful in character like a virtuous wife. His utterances were witty and
sweet; his body was weak. His name was Nirad Chandra, the adopted son of Babu Haturam Chandra.
Hemanga was standing on one side of the dance room. Garlands were profusely scattered about in the dance
room. Garlands were hanging from all places—from the chandelier of 2l lamps, candle stands, kerosene lamps,
and from the embroideries on the fan. The room was scented by rose water from Istambul and Basra.
The clothes of khemta dancers had become wet. Rolled betel leaves and packets of rolled betel leaves were
being showered along with rose water like the shower of rains in hailstorm. Hand drawn fans were moving. Apart
from this, three or four palanquin bearers were fanning the Babus and Bibis with big hand fans. Unending stream
of money was being showered on the breasts and backs of the Bibis. The entire house, along with the foundation,
was cracking under the impact of loud laughter and noise of waggery.
At that moment one of the dancers in the process of dancing fell flat with her back to the ground and the breast
upwards and started collecting bakshish from the Babus. The groups of Babus were throwing money on her body.
The dancing woman’s lap was filled with money. There were repeated cries of
“Well done!”
The dancing woman also became the victim of various sorts of unmannerliness. Abashed at this, culture and
civilized manner took shelter in the farmers’ village.
Meanwhile, a beastly person in a frenzy began to dance on one leg catching hold of the dancing woman’s neck.
Music played on the occasions of Charak puja (of the Hindus) and Mohurrum Festival (of the Muslims) was
being played violently.\fn{Charka puja is the festival of worshipping Shiva; during the Muslim festival, the devotees lament for
Huesain and Hasan in a chorus} The beastly person was trying to dance to the musical measurement of “Tenak Oedang
Dang”, clapping his hands. Unfortunately, either on account of the default of his feet or on account of the “defect
of the ground”, on most occasions he was falling down on the floor, staggering like a drunkard and unable to keep
pace with the musical timing.
“Bah, Bah”, “My dear” sounds rent the air—but the “My dear” was then in a very precarious condition on
account of criminal assault. The beastly Babu then started the song “Oh moon faced lady, tell me openly whom do
you love”. Arkhemta music\fn{Indian music of a particular measurement } was being played. Babu’s wrath reached the
climax (or when Babu’s ragas or mode of music reached saptama or highest of the seven chords of music), the
dancing Babu, at the moment of sarna (the terminal point of a musical measure), failed to keep balance and fell
flat on his face along with the Bibijan (dancing woman).
There was a loud applause. A big noise created by the appreciating crowd, crying “Well done! Bravo! Bravo!”
had a deafening effect. The entire crowd cried out “Chi-Hi-Hi” like the neighing of a horse. It was a strange scene
of loud uproar indicating excess of mirth—worth noticing. Twenty thousand people assembled on the road at the
sound of loud uproar of mirth and merrymaking.
Nirad Chandra was very happy. He pacified the dancing Babu with a lot of dexterity and presented him a ring
made of diamond. And he presented as a reward to Bibijan (the dancing woman) the necklace of pearls which he
himself was wearing.
*
It struck 10 o’clock in the wall clock. Nirad Babu presented the reward of an Akbari mohur\fn{A gold coin of the
Muslim period} to each of the khemta dancing women and a half-guinea to each of the bheruas (persons
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accompanying a professional dancing girl with instrumental music) from out of the accumulated wealth of his
grandfather’s period. This is called kicking out Lakshmi—the goddess of wealth.
Mr. Basak was steadfastly looking at the Babu with his mouth kept open. The Babu noticed this.
Hemanga was fifteen years old. He was very fair-complexioned with the color of milk mixed with Alta.\fn
{Lac-dye, used by Hindu women to paint the borders of their feet } His thin and curbed hairs were spread in such a fashion
that it seemed as if these had been arranged with care in Panchat fashion. Hemanga’s forehead is broad and
elevated. The two eyebrows are round shaped like the moon’s shape on the eighth night of the moonlit lunar
fortnight. And gradually they thinned so symmetrically that it seemed as if they were drawn with the help of a thin
brush.
Hemanga’s eyes were wide and broad and lips were thin and so reddish that they seemed to be bleeding. His
small teeth were as white as elephant’s teeth and were bright. His fingers were long and round. His shape was also
such as corresponding to the most suitable union. Why not?
It is said one who is beautiful, his every feature is beautiful and one who is ugly has, apart from an ugly face
and snub-nose, all bad features but no good-looking ones. The creator had taken great care in bestowing
excellence to Hemanaga’s body. He did not fail, according to his capacity, to make ups and downs in the body
structure wherever it is found necessary.
The boy Hemanga was so fascinating to the eyes that anyone having the capacity to appreciate the divine grace
of beauty would be able to ascertain the dignified gracefulness of his beauty. Although his body was soiled with
dust, his hairs had become rough and he was wearing an unclean dress, yet who could remove the natural grace of
his beauty? Seeing that young boy steadfastly looking at him, Nirad Chandra called him nearer and asked him:
“Who are you?”
Hemanga told him modestly that he was an orphan—helpless and poor. He sought some help. His name was
Hemanga Basak. Hearing this, the Babu told his flatterers smilingly:
“The name befits the beauty.” Asked more about himself, Hemanga replied:
“Your honor! We had ancestral property. My father lost them in business. Then he purchased a small house
near Hedow (Cornwallis Square) after doing the job of a broker in the business house of Alen-Devil. But as the
Alen-Devil company went into liquidation, my father had no way out but to try to get the job of a broker. He
could not find the job of broker. Debts piled up. My mother died of cholera. My father sold the house on account
of the debts and to meet the needs of the stomach. Thereafter he rented a hut in the lane of Makhanwala where we
lived. I was reading in Duff school but had to leave it as I could not afford to buy books. My father occasionally
went to the house of the commission agent of the Cut Throat firm, But he had hired fixed brokers. So my father
did not get anything there. Gradually it became very difficult for us to maintain ourselves. Then at the time of
extreme difficulty my father died of fever along with delirium. I have been in such a condition since then.” Nirad
Babu asked him:
“Who else are there?” Hemanga said:
“One of my uncles was engaged in some work in the western part of the country. He sometimes came to see
my father. After my father wrote a letter to him during the period of his distress, he sent some occasional help
from time to time. But after he lost his job we did not get any information about his whereabouts. And once my
mother weepingly told me something during her distress which indicated that I had a brother. But when I asked
her she said:
“‘You have none in this world, boy. If you really had a worthy brother he would have looked after you with
affection.”
After listening to this narration, Nirad Chandra paid a rupee to Hemanga and bid him farewell, without uttering
anything more. …
231.1 The Woeful Plight Of Hindu Women\fn{by Kailashbasini Devi (1837-after 1926)} Calcutta?, Calcutta District,
West Bengal State, India (F) 12
It is practically common knowledge that the women of our country are in a far sorrier situation than those of
other civilized nations; and the root thereof lies in our evil-laden social mores. Enslaved by these, what hateful
deeds do our noble sires, full of Hindu religious conceit, carry out; what pride they take in tossing out their
daughters at a very tender age to unsuitable grooms so that their lofty family prestige may be preserved. O God
the Lord, Exalted Ruler of the world! How long till we are rid of our sorrows? How long till the light of
awareness shines forth in the land of Bengal, dispelling dark ignorance? O sisters of Bengal! How long till you
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bedecked in all virtues make Mother Bengal beauteous?
*
Thus the expectant mother thinks incessantly till the time she gives birth:
“Pray! If only the Good Lord grants me a boy child, how happy I’ll be, how my kin will love me.”
But if, as fate may have it, a girl is born, the mother takes a look and sinks into unspeakable gloom—what is
more—is often moved to tears, a sign of utter misery, and the kin shows great distress. Beating of drums, worship
of Brahmins, feeding the poor, doing propitiatory rites, giving away loads of gifts to prolong the son’s life-span
and conducting sundry sacred customs like sending the barber to carry the good tidings to relatives far and near—
all these acts that follow the birth of a boy are omitted when a girl is born; rather, the opposite things follow. Lord
have mercy! Are we so low that the times of our birth and death are equivalent? O social mores! Thy powers are
indeed hypnotic! Caught in thy thrall, people are enveloped in confounding darkness. Alas! How long till the land
of Bengal becomes the home of happiness and these hated mores are ousted altogether. O Ye Good Samaritan sirs!
Pray be enterprising and root out this intolerable tyranny.
*
Let alone send his daughters to school for education, as he does so sincerely for his sons, the father says, on
the contrary:
“What business do they have in getting educated? Will they work outside to earn money? Let them be fed and
keep house.”
Alas, Education! Art thou there just for money, not for knowledge? Those who have no desire for earning
money, will they be ever-apart from thee and pass their earthly lives in ignorance? Thanks to you, O social mores!
The sire does not educate his daughters, so they engage themselves wholly in illusory pleasures and pointless
games. They spend almost their entire childhood with pots, dolls, rags, dirt, leaves, vines, and so on. Pity! A
matter of regret, indeed, that well-wishers like their parents and brothers have totally deprived these tenderhearted
girls of the joys of education. Do they not spare even a stray thought on what lies ahead for these girls or how
equipped they are to sustain life’s journey? The patriarch has no sane counsel for his daughter as to how she,
when at her in-laws after marriage, should behave with her husband and his kin, nor any on infant care. Alas! If
girls could have education and parental guidance—they would not then have to suffer so. O Mother Bengal!
When will these miserable daughters of thine be replete with learning and virtue, when will this inferiority leave
them and give way to knowledge, which will light thee up with its glow?
Oh, had our mothers been educated, we would not be in such a sorry state. These unlettered mothers teach their
daughters exactly what they were taught themselves. They make their daughters perform various rituals and tell
them what good these bring about—the daughters too accept the teachings as the word of God and follow them
ever after.
*
Our king Ballal Sen,\fn{Third ruler of the Sen Dynasty, (reigned 1160-1178AD; the dynasty began in 1070 and lasted until
1230)} of baidya descent, conferred prestige and title to the commoners of this country; the self-same prestige has
now become a matter of national dishonor. Whether desiring to immortalize his name or to conform to the
prevailing practice of the Bengali people, he distinguished the kulins from the mouliks. This, however, has led to
much harm. Quite a few among the kulin offspring declare thus:
“Our God-given stature and respectability are quite enough for us. What use do we have for education? The
homes we once visit become hallowed beyond measure.”
Bloated with such self-importance, they express the utmost hatred for the mouliks, who in turn worship them
as Gods. If a kulin visits a moulik on some work, the moulik is flattered no end. Oh, how unjust! Even though the
moulik may possess every desirable quality he gets less respect than a true-blue kulin and, if a father, finds it
terribly difficult to marry off his children.\fn{ All of this refers to intermarriage rituals within a hierarchical caste system at one
time fastened upon the upper classes of Bengal, which determined very strictly who could marry who, and which greatly stigmatized
members of a caste group supposedly inferior to them}

Compared to the middle class and the poor home-earners, however, the rich have less trouble in this regard
since they are able to overwhelm all with large dispensations of money. To accomplish the same task, the poor
and the middle class have to bear untold misery, implore countless people and visit myriad lands. To reach this
goal, some even sell off whatever fixed or mobile assets they might have; meanwhile, if the daughter has turned
ten or eleven, the parents, in a spate of hurry and without a care for propriety, give her hand to the first person
they lay their eyes on. Having thus rid themselves of the burden of a daughter, scarcely less than the burden of
parental after-death rites, they proceed on a blissful existence of food and frolic. But unending despair befalls the
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ones whose daughters are terribly ugly or physically disabled. They take great pains to marry off their daughters
and spend huge amounts for the wedding. The groom goes through the nuptial rites and returns home with the
dowry and the gifts. The girl stays back ever after at her father’s place.
Among these people are some who for want of grooms organize marriage ceremonies with flowers or trees as
grooms. Alas! Only they know what good such a marriage begets; and they reply, when queried on the issue,
“A daughter must be married off, or our parents’ ancestors on both sides would be consumed in hellfire.”
Mercy! Rather than be married, girls had better be left unmarried, else married to a groom of similar
disposition; otherwise such marriages are sheer delusion, no less. O Lord, great and compassionate! When wilt
thou have pity on us and destroy these erroneous ways; when will our friends desist from such grossly unfair
practices as marrying a daughter to a tree?
As regards family pedigree, all caste groups stand alike; only the Brahmins and the kayasthas are special in
certain ways, which, therefore, are documented separately. kayastha gentlemen of high pedigree, aiming to
enhance their family status, arrange to marry their eldest sons to daughters of kulins, whom they pay hefty sums
as bride price. Lusting for money; the girl’s father sells her off. Having thus firmly secured their bonds of
pedigree, these newly Kulin gentlemen thereafter marry their sons for a second time to daughters of high-pedigree
families; deeming such grooms to have godlike sanctity, these families give them their daughters’ hands, along
with hoards of jewels and ornaments. Pity! How lamentable that they willfully drain this bitter cup of bigamy and
forever endure the extreme agony that results.
*
It would be good if kulin gentlemen do not hanker overly for money and, with due mercy for forthcoming
generations, avoid being the prime cause of corrupting the family lineage (O everlasting misery!). Otherwise,
terrible suffering awaits their descendants, poisoned by hereditary ills.
Those whose forefathers took care to preserve their individual worth and dignity are called naikashya sons.
The naikashya son first marries into a shrotriya family,\fn{Highest in rank amongst the kulins} then, to preserve family
honor, takes a kulin wife too. However, this wife forms no part of the man’s family; she stays at her father’s home
for life, the children of her womb are denied any share of their father’s wealth and they spend all their lives at
their maternal homes. It is the shrotriya wife who becomes her husband’s favorite. And it is the children of her
womb who inherit his wealth.
Goodness! How unjust of the man to wed the girl and make her conceive, yet not provide her and the children
with means of sustenance. The children are reared uncaringly and amid great distress; in absence of a guardian,
they fail to acquire education and intelligence. This leads to an extreme scarcity of means so, not having other
ways out of it, they fall back upon the Ballal Sen hallmark. They marry daughters of an aristocratic stock in
exchange of a goodly sum of money—this is called “corruption of lineage”.
Ah! Is it not a matter of anguish that the young kulins indulge in immediate pleasures at the cost of future
good? Alas! As fire brings about its own nemesis, so is it with the kulin progeny; as smoke from fire turns into
cloud, which brings forth rain to destroy its own source, so does the kulin gentleman proceed to demolish his own
lineage. The lineage is the fire, the kulin wife the smoke and her progeny the cloud; the fire-like lineage is totally
devastated by corruption raining down from the cloud-like progeny. Alas! If only he did not wed the woman of
kulin birth or, even if he did, brought her home and treated her on a par with the shrotriya wife, cared for, nurtured
and educated her children and bequeathed them a part of his wealth; then might these children avoid the terrible
danger of corruption of lineage.
The honor of naikashyas who have no sisters has a somewhat subdued glow; those who have, give the sisters
away to families superior or equal to theirs in status. The same goes for their daughters. These marriages greatly
enhance their glory and the ones unable to do so are besmirched by the evil of deterioration of lineage. In order to
preserve family prestige, these kulin worthies marry off their sisters and daughters to men who are horrendously
ugly, blind, hump-backed, lame, dumb, deaf or even dying. Alas! What a cruel act! The unfairness they mete out
to their sisters and daughters merely for self-gain is beyond words. I heard that once, learning that someone of a
pedigreed clan was on his deathbed, a naikashya man thought,
“This person comes from a lofty family, of a stature compatible with ours. If he dies, my daughter’s would
have little chance of getting married and, in that case, my sons would lose their honor. Married to this person,
however, they would soon be widows. Admittedly they are kulin girls and it matters little whether they marry or
not, or whether they are widowed. Nonetheless, this marriage is imperative since it would preserve my sons’
honor.’ So deciding, he married his daughters to that dying and affluent groom.
Hark, Ye Good Samaritan sirs! Judge for yourselves how far such incidents differ from a Sikh killing his
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daughter. Merely this much—he destroys at once, whereas these worthies kill slowly by inches. Fearful of having
a daughter to marry off and thus being looked down upon, the former engages in that heinous deed, while the
latter carry out the detestable activities apprehending destruction of the family lineage.
I am reminded of another example in this regard. In a village on the west bank of the river Suratarangini, there
lived a similar “exalted” one with his only sister whom, he had decided, would marry his paternal aunt’s stepson.
It so happened that the girl fell seriously ill. When the illness had subsided somewhat, his paternal uncle paid
them a visit. Whereupon the girl’s mother, brother and other relatives pondered thus:
“This girl was so sick that she had hardly any chance of surviving; who knows when she would be at death’s
door again? No marriage in that case and devastation of family honor! So let us make no delay and marry her to
the uncle.”
Having conferred thus, they broached the proposal to that eighty-year-old groom. To which he replied with
great irritation,
“Do not marry her to me. Why ruin her? Give her hand to my son who, upon my bidding, is on his way here.”
But nothing could put them off and they proceeded to marry off the girl to the old man. The girl, once she
came of age, started indulging in extremely despicable activities; her mother, brother and such close ones put up
with this vice quite comfortably: Thus it went on until the old man’s death, which caused a minor holdup in the
girl’s self-indulgent ways, so she left her brother’s home and set up house on the riverbank. I remember having
seen this groom in my early childhood days; he was exactly like a coconut-scraper in appearance.
*
A tri-kulin daughter is one born of a naikashya girl wedded to a man who has a naikashya father and a
naikashya grandfather. Tri-kulin daughters usually stay unmarried. Like the fabled elderly virgins of
Mahabharata, they are perpetually in the state of maidenhood. If, God willing, these kulin gentlemen come to
hear of a groom having an equivalent family status, they take the utmost care in fetching him and, giving up all
sense of propriety, grant him the hand of their sister or daughter. The disproportionate difference in age, resulting
from such imprudence, is there for all to see and ridicule.
Once I came to know that the kin of a tri-kulin daughter, residing in a small village on the bank of the
Bhagirathi, brought for her a groom much advanced in years. The girl refused to marry the aged groom, saying,
“Do not force me to observe the Ekadashi rituals. I will stay unmarried. However, if you really wish to see me
married, marry me to his son.”
At this, her near-and-dear ones married off this woman of thirty; not to the old man, but to his twelve-year-old
son whom she then led away by his hand. Good readers! Judge for yourselves how ludicrous the act was. Rather
than the groom accepting the bride’s hand, it is she who takes him off by his hand! Many other similar incidents
are common with these people. A tri-kulin daughter of high pedigree who lived in a village of' Hooghly district,
was still unmarried at twenty-six. One day she told her mother,
“I shall turn wayward if you do not arrange for my marriage.”
“I cannot possibly do such an audacious thing,” replied her mother. “Your stepbrothers would berate me
roundly and their family honor would be compromised; for scarcely any house can match ours in status. Should I,
because of you, let this greatness go to the dogs? And should I, sullied by the vice of trashing this honor, earn
infamy in the after-world as a denizen of Hell and in this world as a family-wrecker? Do as you please then.”
That was all the mother had to say. Later, when people came to learn about this, a few gentlemen of the village
got together and started looking for a groom for the girl. In the end, they gave her away to the grandson of genteel
folk coming from a venerable family. The mother used to live at her maternal grandfather’s home. Her mother’s
uncle, much peeved by the whole affair, turned both mother and daughter out of his home. After that, the persons
who had arranged the girl’s marriage reached her\fn{ Sent her} to her husband’s place.
Some time after this incident, the girl’s stepbrother arrived from Chittagong, accompanied by a prospective
groom and a matchmaker. On seeing them, the mother was in a great predicament and wondered how she would
face his queries.
“Mother,” the man asked presently, “where is my sister?”
“At her in-laws,” she responded. Instantly, he exploded like a fireball,
“What? My sister? At her in-laws? Who arranged her marriage? Heavens above! Who has wrought this ruin
upon me? Who is it that has utterly blighted the jewel, the honor that is as lifeblood to us?”
And thus he went on lamenting and striking his forehead, fit to bring tears to the eyes of all who saw or
listened. In due course, people tried to console him through various homilies, but he refused to be mollified and
kept saying over and over again,
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“Please bring me my sister; I shall arrange to marry her once more and preserve the family honor.”
Upon which, the others told him that such a thing was impossible-one who was legally married once cannot be
given in marriage again. Frustrated, he said,
“Please then write a statement to the effect that she has died; I shall spread word of my sister’s death in my
neighborhood.” And they agreed to this proposal.
There are innumerable such miseries these tri-kulin daughters have had to endure. Unending grief befalls the
ones who stay unmarried all their lives. Many bring dishonor to the family and taint the family name by taking the
way of easy virtue, such misdemeanor then leading to major sins like unwanted pregnancy. Pity! How sad indeed
that they take to such misdeeds only because they fail to get married.
*
Persons who crush and chew up sacred family honor on their own in this way may be called “self-nihilists”.
Self-nihilists receive limitless esteem; great is their power, like the mythical Ruler of the Three Worlds. They first
break their stock by marrying into a well-to-do family of good stature and subsequently wed again a number of
times—people are only too happy to offer them their daughters. Two generations of the sons of self-nihilists and
three generations of their sons, thus the stock remains undamaged up to the fourth, fifth, sixth and seventh
generations but withers away thereafter.
The kulins have a great many wives: to them, marriage is a profession. They start marrying when nine or ten
years of age and only give up when they die. Like proselytizing gurus, they travel across lands with baggage and
servant. Just as the gurus visit their new disciples to impart sacred knowledge and old disciples to collect their
yearly dues, these gentlemen too land up at their in-laws of many years to seek their wives’ services and at new
homes to fix fresh marriages. Each maintains a record book, which lists the number of marriages, showing the
name of each wife and the year of marriage.
Those having a degree of affluence are not dependent upon their in-laws; they have a higher status, moreover.
They do not set foot in the in-laws’ home unless given ten or twelve pieces of silver coins as sacred offering. Most
of the fathers-in-law, being petty householders, cannot afford such expense to take in the son-in law, so the girls
spend their lives in this state with their fathers; some, for want of their husbands’ company, indulge in loathsome
acts. Many a noble-hearted kulin meets his wife for the second time only during his son’s marriage; this is the
moment too when the; son first sees his sire. Heavens above! How hateful it is that these people, far from
condemning such depravity; take pride in saying,
“Why should we, of kulin birth, feel ashamed of it? Mention one kulin family free of such doings. It has been
common enough with our forefathers, so why should it be a slur on us? We kulins are as pure as the Ganges; just
as the holy Ganges remains unpolluted even though nauseating stuff like excreta and corpses are dropped into
Her, thus it is with us.”
Mercy! How insensate they are that they care nothing even if their wives are wantons and their honor remains
unsullied even if their sons are bastards. The lack of devout offerings from in-laws, however upsets their applecart
of prestige.
This reminds me of the story of a certain kulin householder, living in a village of Krishnanagar district, who
once had his son- in-law visiting his house. No one was there but the daughter who, on seeing her husband after a
long time, bestirred herself joyfully and welcomed him. The husband asked her,
“Well then, is there something you have for me?” At this his wife replied,
“What do I, a mere woman, receive that I can keep for you? It is the husband who provides for his wife’s
upkeep and gifts her jewelry and clothes. So tell me what you have brought for me?”
Hearing these words spoken in jest, the husband left the place without a second thought and even his wife’s
earnest entreaties could not make him stay. Afterwards, deeply distressed, the woman contemplated thus:
Since marriage, I have never laid my eyes once on my husband and I am almost twenty now. To him, my character
is worth no consideration, he only desires money. Surely I shall have him if I ever get hold of some money.
Having reached this conclusion, she ditched her family honour and set up business in the city of Calcutta. Some
time later, while she stood at her window looking down the street, she espied her husband and recognized him instantly.
Upon which she instructed her maid to bring the Brahmin in, which the maid did right away. The Brahmin did not
realize that it was a prostitute's house, so he entered and accepted her hospitality. Later, in the evening, the woman
loaded a silver salver with a large number of coins and placed it before the Brahmin. Seeing this, he was filled with
great wonder and exclaimed,
“Who are you? And what makes you so generous to me? Spare me no detail.” To which the woman replied,
“I am Gourmani, daughter to so-and-so family of such-and-such locality!”
These words plunged the Brahmin into the depths of amazement and, silently ruing his misconduct, he prepared to
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leave. But the fallen woman proceeded to speak,
“I have let myself into this evil act only because of you. You refuse to cohabit with me unless you are given money;
so take this money and keep me company!”
At this, the Brahmin was overcome by a pall of gloom and pledged that any of his descendants who married more
than once would be deemed to have fallen from sanctity! Subsequently when the Brahmin departed for his home, the
prostitute, too, spent all her money in good deeds and retired to the holiest of holy lands at Vrindavan.

Good readers! Think for yourselves how the events unfolded in this case—the sole cause was the so-called
honor of the kulin dynasty. What wrongs the kulins of the Rarhi category commit under the influence of this idea
of kulin honor! They give away the girls, so dear to their hearts, to some gaunt and withered old man, on whose
death the girls encounter a most terrible widowhood: Who does not know how wretched this condition is? As
soon as they get hold of a kulin groom, the parents and other relatives, fully aware of what the girls plight would
be, sacrifice all of them—the daughter, the sister, the niece—to the same bull.
Alas! It was none other than Ballal Sen who started all this. Had he not planted in Bengal the notion of clanbased hierarchy; a veritable poison tree, this land would not have been polluted by the resulting ills-the fruits
borne by that tree.
*
Those born in a kulin dynasty but seven or more generations down the line, or those who, lacking foresight,
give away their daughters to lesser families, lose their former prestige and respectability. From heaven, they land
with a thud onto the earth and, instead of the dominance their forefathers enjoyed, they suffer its very opposite.
The forefathers married many women and abhorred them, whereas the descendant spends much and pays
obeisance to many for possessing just one woman. They treated their comely and virtuous wives with great scorn,
whereas he, let alone get such a wife, gratefully accepts any unsightly specimen; many remain unsuccessful, even
after hoarding lucre like honey bees all their lives, and finally breathe their last. Among the descendants some
purchase three- or four-year-old girls at a few hundred rupees and kick the bucket before the girls reach twelve or
thirteen. Some marry such children and bring home their mothers with them; not a bad arrangement—reaping
immediate benefit from the tree even if the fruit gives none. Some sell off all their assets, fixed and mobile, to
escape demon-hood in future lives. Four or five brothers may have a Pandava-like marriage and the girl may have
several unmarried elder brothers-in-law.\fn{ An allusion to Drapudi in the Mahabharata, who was married polyandrously to five
brothers, suggesting that among the Banshajas caste there was a dearth of women of the same status within the caste } Quite a few, in a
bid to propagate the dynasty, marry off their younger brothers and become bachelor brothers-in-law. Yet others
trade off their daughters against their son’s secure marriage.
Such marriages lead to untold misery—destruction of caste, loss of wealth, damage to esteem, and so on.
Lusting for money, fraudulent matchmakers arrange to marry these sons of Brahmins to low-caste girls whom
they pass off as Brahmin girls. The groom’s father does little scrutiny; his joy knows no bounds on seeing that the
girl is of age and inexpensive to boot. Later, when the deception is revealed, he finds himself in a sorry state.
Greedy for wealth, kulin wives sell their daughters to families of kulin descent, thereby tainting their husbands’
lineages. If, after marriage, the girl stays on at her father’s, her near kin often puts her through a second marriage,
keeping the family honor intact. Some set up a second marriage for want of money; others make a neat sum by
giving away the seven- or eight-year-old girl to a groom who is seventy or eighty. The fact that the girl may be
suffering from consumption or other illness is concealed and she exchanges hands for a few hundred rupees. In a
few months she dies, devastating the ones who took her in.
A few incidents of kulin descendants’ marriages come to my mind. I relate them here for the information of all
and sundry:
I heard from someone that, in the village of West Debanandapur, Tribeni, a groom had just taken his seat for, the
ceremonial acceptance of his bride when she spoke thus:
“Do not marry me to a Brahmin as I am of Sadgop stock.\fn{I.e., one of the fourteen caste-groups identified as
Nabasakh, who ranked beneath Brahmins, Baidyas and Kayasthas but nonetheless were higher than the so-called
untouchables} Those present were stunned at this and rewarded the matchmaker with a generous dose of thrashing.
*
A Brahmin in a certain village married his son to a girl of ignoble caste, but was unaware of this for a long time. One
day at the Brahmin’s home, the family inmates were preparing a sacred thread. The daughter-in-law replied,
“Why do you weave the yarn thus? What kind of cloth will it make? My father never weaves that way.”
At this, they asked her, “Are you a weaver’s daughter?” whereupon she fell silent. After a thorough investigation,
they found that she was indeed born of a weaver.
*
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A Brahmin and his paramour defrauded a city householder by introducing themselves as husband and wife, and
parading a barber’s daughter as their own. The gentleman and his family were ignorant of this for quite a time. At some
stage, she was down with a grievous illness, which caused someone in the house to remark,
“Good grief! What parents! It appears that they have sent her to exile. They have not once enquired about her,
though she is as ill as could be.” The instant she heard this, the daughter-in-law said,
“My parents? Those people? They are Brahmins whereas I am born of a barber.”
To the people around, these words seemed like delirious blubbering. Later, when the girl had recovered, thorough
enquiries revealed that she was indeed a barber’s daughter. Nevertheless, being a pricey buy she could not be turned
out; she stayed in the house like a maid and subsequently gave birth to a number of children. Behold! A mixed breed is
spawned. What name does one call it by?

Who does not know that child marriage is the root of immense harm? It is one of the prime reasons for our
wretched condition, the stepping-stone to our misfortune. O friends and well-wishers of our land! Before paying
heed to any other issue, please first do away with this extremely harmful practice and bring succor to the masses.
Ah me! The great anguish of child marriage is a matter of common knowledge. Who does not suffer its
consequences? Who, in the land of Bengal, is not incensed about it? Oh! Would it that child marriage did not
prevail here, how blissful would this land then be! Whether it be for pleasure of the eyes or whether it be for
living happily and comfortably after a good job done, the parents cast their children into terrible and permanent
danger by marrying them off when they are yet wholly immature.
For a while, such a marriage does look agreeable to the relatives, but is nevertheless completely shattering to
the wedded children since they have no say in the matter. Thus, when they grow up and are able to judge right and
wrong, they spend their lives in utter misery, enduring each other’s merits and demerits. Maybe the husband,
overcome by the ills of stupidity and alcohol, causes distress to both families; or maybe the girl falls below her
husband’s expectations. As a result, far from being mutually affable, each feels intensely hostile towards the other.
So it happens that in most homes marital discord makes its appearance.
Ah me! Would that one could have a spouse after one’s own heart—boundless good fortune would then result.
Pity! How unjust that the act of marriage is authorized only by the parents or some relative! How unfair that while
the looks and qualities of the couple get little importance, the real aim is to secure the finest groom or the allsquare wife and to link oneself maritally to a house of superior status, so as to boost one’s own social prestige.
They send matchmakers far and near in search of a suitable match. The matchmakers, greedy for money,
proceed to delude them through falsehood and trickery, which sometimes leads to disaster. By nature, matchmakers are very crafty and are capable of anything by dint of their cunning; they charm both parties effortlessly
and create havoc by adulterating the pure with the fake.
Alas! How regrettable that parents, ignoring their children’s views, yoke them in that lifelong captivity called
marriage, thinking only about their own prestige and glory; not the children’s good or harm in the long run. It
needs to be said that, even discounting marriage through mutual consent, parents and other close ones could take
special interest in personally meeting the boys or the girls, and judging their nature and appearance carefully; so
that they might be married to their equals, thereby putting an end to the dastardly practice of matchmaking. Our
good fortune would then know no bounds.
As mentioned before, there is little chance of accord on any issue unless the two are comparable in all respects.
Of a married couple, if one is noble and the other mean, the one would most probably look down upon the other.
If that be so, how would they unite in genuine warmth and true love and how, without that love, would they stay
together all their lives? And how would they bear the fearsome torment, locked for life in that terrible prison? In
case the husband is inferior to his wife, she suffers endlessly. If the wife is as ravishingly beautiful as a heavenly
maiden, but the husband ugly and disfigured, or addicted to intoxicants and prostitutes, untold bad luck awaits
her. If the husband is hideous and repulsive in looks, yet principled, intelligent and possessed of all virtues, he
emerges even comelier than Cupid, the highest icon of beauty.
On the other hand, if the husband is a cut above the wife in all respects, it is the wife who suffers the greater
distress; for looks are a woman’s strength and it is common knowledge that a plain visage does not make a wife
desirable to her husband. A man, even though unsightly, can attain the heights of excellence through learning and
knowledge, a feat that is impossible for a woman. Besides, so what if a woman is full of fine traits? She can never
be of a comparable status to a man.
In truth! How gratifying would it be, had none of these unfair customs prevailed in our land. It is impossible
for a man and a woman to find harmony unless they are closely matched—no other way can love take root. The
surprising thing, however, is that, although well aware of such untoward situations occurring in every home,
parents and the like never desist from this practice. They continue to marry their beloved, darling children to
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incompatible grooms and brides. Alas! What a matter of regret that parents put their children in wedlock without
prior disclosure of their appearance and character. At that time, the bride and the groom have no option but to
agree, but as they grow up and are able to sense right and wrong, both suffer much anguish. Some men proceed to
take a new wife, thereby plunging the previous one in a sea of lifelong misery. Some, who are imperturbable and
full of profound wisdom, make do with unattractive wives; indeed, some noble hearts are even observed to
express a special affection towards them. But the woman finds it humiliating and so, instead of being pleased, she
is hounded by remorse.
Thus, it is evident at every step that child marriage is the root of much evil. Unless child marriage is prevented,
our land will never have happiness and prosperity, marital harmony will never be established and girl children
will never escape the harrowing torment of widowhood; child marriage has emerged as one of the main reasons
for the backwardness of Bengalis. Some men, having married early become fathers even before they are sixteen
or seventeen and, with no education, are unable to earn; this makes them crave for ways and means of sustaining
their families. There are instances of twelve- or thirteen-year-old girls getting in the family way, thereby putting
themselves in grave danger. Some leave this world along with the newborn, casting a pall of deep gloom over the
families on both sides. Some escape this fate themselves but lose their beloved infants and, at such tender age, are
distraught by heart-rending and unbearable sorrow. Indeed! These girls would not be suffering such intense agony
had there been no child marriage. Even the women who are fortunate enough to avoid such ill fate do not find
unalloyed happiness. Maybe the new mother contracts post-natal maladies which cause extreme suffering; or else
the infant is very sick and emaciated, adding to the parents’ woes. Moreover, the mother, being immature herself
and thus incapable of raising a child, goes through immense hardship. So, there remains no doubt that it is sorely
necessary to put a stop to child marriage.
O friends, you who are social benefactors and purveyors of learning! Please put all your efforts to destroy this
tyranny of child marriage, which hinders everything good and places thorns on the path of learning. So long as
this practice prevails, how will you succeed in advancing the education of women? Girls are only nine or ten
when they marry and, before they reach eleven or twelve, are sent to their in-laws’, where they are engaged in
domestic chores; how then would they develop their learning and intelligence? At ten, they are still immature and
have little knowledge about any matter. How then, having received education only till that age, would they gain
all-round skills and true knowledge of the facets of education? Consequently; efforts at imparting education are
bound to fail unless the custom of child marriage is abandoned.
In ancient times, this harmful system of marriage was non-existent in our realm and the women of yore, not
deprived, as we are, of the riches of education, did not pass their earthly lives in useless pursuits: this is borne out
by ample evidence from our books or mythology and history. In present times too, therefore, great good would
result if people took pains to have their daughters educated on various topics and, with due consideration for their
appearance and merits, wedded them to their equals. The women, freed from their terrible predicament, would
then pass their days in complete happiness. However, our marriage habits can never be the same as those of other
countries; our country is warmer, so its inhabitants reach puberty earlier, and the age of marriage must be
correspondingly lower. For boys, the right age to marry is twenty and for girls, thirteen or fourteen. At this age,
having left childhood for youth, girls are competent to distinguish right from wrong and, having acquired some
learning and sundry domestic skills, can avoid excruciating misery at their in-laws’.
*
After marriage, women spend some days at their fathers’ and then leave for their in-laws' place; this is called
nabadhabagaman (advent of the newly wed) or dwiragaman (advent of the couple). During the stay at her
father’s, a girl wishes to pass her time with her dear ones and is upset if she has to leave them for some reason
even for a day. Would she then be willing to go to her in-laws’ for an extended or a lifelong sojourn? During this
time, she dreads hearing about the in-laws’ place; this thought continues to smolder day and night in the young
girl’s petal-soft heart and dims the attractive luster on her lotus-like countenance.
Pity! Instead of a joyous heart and a smiling face heightening the parents’ pleasure, it is just the reverse. Ah!
Seeing their beloved daughter's face clouded over, the parents become exceedingly anxious and start worrying
about her ability to adjust at her in-laws’ and to bear the intense pain of leaving her old home. Seeing her parents’
distress, the daughter, in turn, grows increasingly restive. Oh, how painful it is finally for the parents to force the
girl to go her in-laws’ and then continue to live in great wretchedness. The girl too, desolate at the separation from
her kin, spends her lowly existence incarcerated in the inner sanctum of the in-laws’ house, like one imprisoned
for the crime of theft.
Mercy! The girl is but a child, unlettered in every respect; so she is as bereft of knowledge as a wild animal.
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Just as animals are trapped from the jungle by guile and force and brought to a human neighborhood, where they
are tamed through various ploys, similar wiles are used to bring the girl to submission. Like an animal, the girl is
not subdued easily and behaves in the same way as a caged creature, which, forgoing food and sleep, continues to
brood over its old habitat and keeps looking around the cage for a way of escape. Head draped in a veil, she keeps
scanning the cage-like house and goes without food or sleep, pining constantly for her parental home and
counting her days to be back there.
During this time, she develops no affection for any of her in-laws, who are largely unfamiliar to her: after all,
can fondness for unknown people come easily? Far from her having any warm feelings for the in-laws, the
opposite is rather more likely. Just as a boy greatly resents his school and nurses a strong irritation for those who
sent him there, the girl likewise expresses annoyance towards the in-laws and their home, while people at her
parental home, being out of sight, grow dearer yet to her heart.
Thus, she treats even a minor visitor from her parents’ home as an intimate friend but is unable to convey such
genuine warmth towards her closest relatives-in-law. What more is there to tell? Even the husband—the most
beloved one—receives less affection from her than do the birds, animals and trees at her parental home.
During this period, the in-laws’ palatial residence appears to her as a rocky range, devoid of people but
abounding in fierce, marauding animals; articles of attire, ornaments and other exquisite physical embellishment
seem to hurt as intensely as an adder’s bite; the most delicious food tastes like foul venom; the alluring bed, as
delicately soft as a layer of floating cream, feels as painful as a thorny field; even her husband’s nectar-sweet
words scorch as unbearably as a lightning bolt.
On the other hand, she sees splendor in the ghastly hovel of her parental home and finds it far more appealing
than any heavenly mansion; discovers deep pleasure in the few accessories she had in her childhood; relishes the
meager, plebian fare at her father’s as if it were some ambrosial delicacy; sleeps on the bare floor as though on a
tender flower bed. How can the girl, pulled by such contradictory emotions during this time, settle down at her inlaws’ home?
Untold distress befalls those of the girls who, born to affluent fathers, are married into middle class households, or, born to middle class fathers, are married into commoner families. Having enjoyed the best of luxuries at
their parental homes, they land in deep trouble at their in-laws’, where they get to eat the plainest food and wear
the barest clothing, and must slog through the daily chores as befits a maid. Also, if perchance the chores get
disrupted in any way the family elders reward them with torrents of abuse. Ah! Who does not know how
unbearable it is when sorrow follows happiness.
*
While on child marriage I have mentioned that unless a woman acquires all-round excellence, she cannot gain
a place of esteem at her husband’s side. Established though the fact is, there seems to be no easy way for her to
reach such an elevated standing and, on that basis, ultimately to attain a state of empathic salvation, which would
ensure her a prosperous family life. This is because she receives no guidance at her parents’, nor is she made
aware of it at the in-laws’; how then does she achieve importance? What knowledge is she supposed to gain,
cooped up in the dark inner sanctum and staring at an assortment of pots, pans and bowls? Or mayhap like a plant,
she would imbibe natural virtues. Having received no advice, she remains ignorant in all matters and is incapable
of evaluating things that she sees or hears, believing impossible things as possible and ending up as a laughing
stock of all concerned.
Asked to cite examples of an idiot, one mentions asses and women; sundry jibes on their inborn stupidity and
ignorance are bandied about. A woman is supposedly the repository of all evil: her many traits are elaborated in
this context. A contradictory approach is taken on all issues; for example, 'Why is a woman known as abala?
Because like an animal, she cannot speak for herself and is dominated by us, as are animals. Thus, there is no
difference between a woman and an animal.
“Why pray, is a woman called barna? For her lop-sided thinking, of course.”
Alas! The unspeakable woe! Not only in the current age, but in ancient times too, women were viewed with
such enormous respect. Writers of past eras also have showered us with lavish praise; for example, “Two-fold in
eating, four-fold in cunning, six-fold in trading, eight-fold in mating, and so on.”
*
Oh, how sweet this word is,\fn{ Love} but regrettably, soft as it sounds, its practice is as hard. Nothing can
proceed without love and each expects it from others: a man from his friends and relatives, a wife from her
husband. Thus, each hopes to be loved by others, but none cares to practice it sincerely. If no act is possible
without love, can there be marital bliss in its absence?
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In our realm, a woman ties the conjugal knot at a very tender age, so she cannot be blamed on this point;
rather, it is the man who should bear the burden. Only if the husband displays his genuine affection for her and
educates her well on a variety of topics, will she, having come of age, be able to observe and recollect her
husband’s worthy ways and form a bond of unalloyed love. If this happens, she will succeed in undertaking the
voyage of married life with supreme contentment, the devotion to her husband being the sacred feet of refuge. If
not, would the unlettered woman, burning incessantly in the fire of her husband’s misdemeanor, be prepared to
walk that supreme path of devotion?
Nuptial love is about to disappear from our land. The vicious poison of conjugal discord has entered every
home. True love in a married couple is rarely observed; the partners are vocal about their likes and dislikes of
each other’s external trappings and embellishment, uncaring towards each other’s sentiments and unwilling to
voice their own desires. Pity, that when they must stay together for life as one soul and go about the same
business, how can true love emerge from a game of hide-and-seek? How indeed can women undertake the holy
rites of devotional attachment to their husbands?
O Lord above! How long till the ladies of Bengal rid themselves of highly despicable and malicious feelings?
How long till the soil of their minds is consecrated by the holy water of honesty? And till they are able to spend
their conjugal lives in utmost bliss, committed and dutiful to their husbands? And till the full moon of their fame
rises to brighten up the all corners of the firmament? O Lord of the destitute! Heed thou my mournful words!
Save thou the women from this unbearable agony and turn upon them thy glance of compassion.
*
Currently, women in every household have started receiving education; many of them are learning the native
language, while some have read small English books like New Spelling. Still, Heaven only knows how far they
will succeed in this and to what extent enhance the prosperity of the nation; for most, reading means settling down
somewhere quiet with a couple of fancy, entertaining books steeped in cloying verse and perusing these, just as a
Brahmin priest, innocent of Sanskrit semantics, mouths a religious text. Some find solace for their minds, as
fickle as the Goddess of Wealth, by delving into the estimable Battala literature that drips with eroticism.\fn{ An
area in Calcutta which in the early nineteenth century became the publication center of low-priced literature. Although many eminent
publications came out from Battala, its name began to be touted in a pejorative sense as the birthplace of lowbrow sensational literature }

Some cleanse their intellect by watching the glamour of theatrical shows; some, with a dash of English and a flash
of frills, bring disgrace to the marital casket of vermillion.\fn{The mark of vermillion worn by a married Hindu woman at the
parting of her hair indicates her married status and her chastity. Thus the casket of vermillion is the symbol of conjugal loyalty ad honor }
Thus, these ladies, feeling self-important and trying to look sedate, expect a degree of deference from the
populace. They shy away from authentic knowledge. Not that they are to blame though, since no one ever gave
them the right counsel. Through self-education most have picked up a smattering of knowledge, which suffices
them. It is not merely the lack of guidance that hinders their education—numerous other hassles too come in the
way. The woman who takes up education becomes an eyesore of the entire family and thereby suffers great
anguish. The elders constantly fret and fume in an effort to restrain her from this activity; female neighbors target
her with a variety of taunts and forbid their daughters from speaking with her. For such reasons as these, no
woman can readily set about educating herself.
We have not been able to fathom the underlying causes for such impediments; opinions vary widely on this
subject. Some say a woman who receives education is liable to be widowed, According to others, once she gets to
taste the joys of learning, she would eschew domestic work. Some noble souls declare that education would so
unsettle her mind that, heedless to her husband, she would try to gain independence, write inviting letters to some
man of her choice and make him her paramour. Yet others argue thus:
“Having gained the power of intelligence through education, women would start behaving like men, which
would devastate our honor and prestige.”
Ah me! Widowed on account of education? Can the might of knowledge kill a husband and deprive a woman
of the apple of her eye? In truth! The Lord only knows wherefrom this utterance came forth. Probably the tale
spread from the instance of Lilavati, daughter of Bhaskaracharya.\fn{ A mathematician, born perhaps c. 1150AD, said to be
the daughter of Bhaskaracharya, one of the most famous astronomers of ancient India } Be that as it may; what basis is there for
the notion that on being educated a woman would turn wanton and shun family duties? Is learning such a vile
thing that associating with it makes a woman fall into evil ways? And why should she neglect housework? Would
she, on being educated, turn less affectionate towards her husband, children and other kin? And in what way
would she be independent? Can we talk of freedom of the Bengali woman, seeing that she falls from honor the
moment she steps out of the courtyard?
715

*
Alas! A misleading turn of phrase indeed!\fn{ This section carried the sub-heading: The freedom of Bengali women:H} So
assert some exalted minds of Bengal. A woman who has education would not wish to stay confined in the inner
sanctum, but rather stray around everywhere at her will, like her counterparts in other lands; and, assuming the air
of European beauties, would set about conversing with men. Thus, having traveled extensively and seen a-plenty,
she would try to free herself of the shackles of submission. It is, therefore, in no way logical to educate women.
Ah! These noble folk, brimming with Hindu religious ardor—the logic they cite! What magnetic force resides in
learning that would draw a woman out into the world? Also, what evidence is there that women would crave for
freedom? Till now, women of no country have achieved freedom; why then would Bengali women seek it?
The disposition and ability the Lord has granted them amply demonstrate that the subordination of women is
the will of God; so the abalas\fn{Weak ones} can never transform themselves into sabala\fn{Strong ones} and
acquire freedom. If one could be liberated by being educated and traveling about as one wished, the women of
Europe would have inducted themselves long since into high positions in the government, thus enhancing the
glory of their nation. Women, therefore, will never have freedom. It does not befit a woman to be without a safe
haven. No one has any regard for a shelter-less woman; so, if there is no freedom, what chances remain that a
woman would roam about hither and thither at her will?\fn{ This essay was first printed in 1863:H}
However, many among the modern gentlemen of the new order argue that the nation will never prosper unless
our women, like those of other countries, are able to move around everywhere. True as this is, they alone know
how they propose to get the women out in the open. For, given that our women lose their honor and status and
face unanimous censure as soon as they cross the courtyard why would they readily agree to go out to, say, social
meetings? And pray; what accoutrement would they suggest for the women on such trips? The splendor of a
gathering would increase a hundred-fold if our women go there bedecked and bejeweled as they are used to; for
the advent of such women of heavenly magnificence would make the congregation appear exactly as the court of
Indra, the king of the Gods. So, while one can never allow women to step out dressed like a court dancer, it
should be fairly acceptable if they appear before the populace in an Englishwoman’s attire.
Yet, consider how middle class gentry and common householders would fare if women, so attired, turn into
pucca memsahibs.
If a system is to be put into practice, it needs to be applied to the common people or else its power is lost. Even
if one popularizes this system, how does one maintain a balance? Since everyone is keen to experience something
new, who would keep house and do the cooking and cleaning if both man and woman leave home to savour this
experience? One could reply that education would impart immense capability; by virtue of which everyone could
earn prodigious amounts of money, thus enabling them to accomplish any task. Ah! Were this to happen by the
grace of the Most Benevolent One, it would be a matter of great good; but would the common people attain such
capability? It does not seem possible, ever. And what if it does come about? Our people do not like living alone as
the Europeans do and so cannot act likewise. They have to live in association with a number of relatives and their
earnings do not match those of Europeans. Indeed, even the most powerful among them earn hardly a third of
what a European earns. Thus, their wives can never be as enlightened as those of Europeans. However, if it so
transpires that these women are equally at ease working with mud and cow dung as well as attending meetings, it
would be excellent for us too.
It is true that in ancient times the Hindu woman had a modicum of freedom and could go about everywhere at
will. If one opts for those mythological customs, one should go the whole hog; one cannot adopt some and ignore
others. However, wrongful practices, then prevalent, cannot be acceptable now. To preserve the family lineage,
some people arranged to have sons procreated through the help of others than the spouses concerned. A woman,
even though an object of gratification of four or five males, could be renowned as utterly sacred and among the
first to be revered.\fn{“Daily remembrance of the holy quintet—Ahalya, Draupadi, Kunti, Tara and Mandodari—destroys the deadliest
of sins” [this note is in the original text] the allusion is to Draupadi who was married to the five Pandava brothers } Yet, no one can act
thus now. It follows that nothing is gained by adhering to ancient precepts.
*
Ah me! No words can describe the intolerable anguish of widowhood.
Alas! In the past, unable to bear this deadly pain, women used to follow their departed husbands through the
harsh ritual of the sati\fn{Burning themselves alive on their husband’s funeral pyre:H} thereby escaping the torture; but this
custom no longer exists.\fn{The British outlawed the practice in 1829} As a result, widows these days, unable to rid
themselves of this terrible, heart-rending grief, continue to be consumed in its fiery incandescence. .
Ah! Happy indeed is the home where this vile poison of widowhood has not entered; but unfortunately
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widowhood has penetrated every household like wildfire and the flames of sorrow are incinerating many souls.
Pity! Some people, with their sixteen-year-old daughters-in-law engulfed by the fire, see nothing but an allpervasive void; others, watching the fire consume their darling daughters, beautiful beyond compare, suffer
incessantly in an abyss of misery. Alas! Peace lies at the end of all strife, but this turmoil knows no relief. Pity!
Who does not feel sorrowful at the sight of a widowed woman? In truth! The kin, that earlier used to be delighted
by her charming vivacity; is now sunk in a morass of infinite gloom on seeing her in the widow’s garb.
Alas! How regrettable that on being widowed, women renounce everything and adopt a life of extreme
austerity. They lose their former radiance and place of honor. No one cares for widows; just as a hallowed
flowerpot, when broken, is turned into an urn for ashes, what shame that a widowed woman too faces the same
predicament. Engaged in lowly housework, having one meal a day, they eke out their lives in a thoroughly piteous
state.
More! On occasion, some wretches even have to crave for the day-end meal and a rag of clothing. Which heart
is not moved by compassion as the suffering of Hindu widows comes to mind? Sooth! Even the toughest of hearts
fill with pity to see them, on a cruel Ekadashi day in summer, thirst-ravaged and restless as a bush-fowl craving
for rain.
Hail Hinduism! Thanks to you and also to the exalted one that created you, it is the widow who knows what
fruits this religion has borne. The worthies that preached thus: “A human being cannot be called so unless he is
compassionate, those without compassion are like animals in human shape”—alas! Why do they, now act
contrariwise? An ascetic life for the widow; deadly punishment for breach of discipline like drinking water on an
Ekadashi day and other such stringent decrees—did they introduce all these out of compassion for widows? Alas,
a harrowing tale to tell! Perchance some wretch, severely ill, breathes her last on an Ekadashi day; her relatives,
powerless to dispense holy water to her mouth for her well-being in the after-world, pour it into her ear instead.
Pity! What a heartless act! For one, there is the unquenchable thirst that fever brings, then the dry fast to boot. Oh!
God alone knows where lies the great sublimity of this religion.
O ye friends that ponder the good of the country! Do take the initiative and come to the rescue of these
women. O Good Lord, thou Timeless One! Be thou merciful and, through thy solace, deliver these hapless women
from the terrible maelstrom of worldly existence.
1838

237.172 Excerpt from Keshub Chunder Sen In England: Diary In England, Including The Voyage\fn{by Keshub
Chunder Sen (1838-1884)} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 19
Tuesday, 15th February, 1870
Leave home early in the morning after bidding farewell to family and relatives. A large number of friends
accompany us to the wharf at Garden Reach. A few minutes after 7 A.M. the steamer gently moves on from her
moorings, all friends of passengers who came to see them off having been cleared off in due time; waving
handkerchiefs and tearful eyes alone indicate in a most affecting manner the exchange of mutual sympathies and
tender farewell; and we get further and further down the river and are at last lost sight of by the numerous
concourse of friends standing on the wharf.
May the Lord have mercy on those whom I leave behind, and keep them ever in the path of faith and purity!
May He help me to fulfill the great mission with which He has entrusted me!
We have a most comfortable four-berth cabin; and our party being large and agreeable—we are six\fn{ Prosonno
Kumar Sen, Ananda Mohan Bose, Gopal Chandra Roy, Rakhal Das Roy, Krishna Dhan Ghosh and Keshub Chunder Sen } and all
Brahmos—we do not feel much inconvenience, and the pains of separation from home are in a great measure
alleviated. Unfortunately we cast anchor at about 2 P.M., as it is deemed unsafe to proceed further until the flood
tide is in. Early departure from Calcutta had raised hopes in me of getting out to sea in the course of the day; and
it is mortifying to find we are thus forced to stop within a few miles from the city. In the evening I carry on a long
and pleasant conversation with the Honorable Mr. Wyndham, one of our fellow passengers, and to whom I was
introduced the other day at Government House. We talk on a variety of subjects, chiefly the Irish land Question.
My fears about diet\fn{ A note reads: He was a vegetarian} have happily proved unfounded; the bill of fare exceeds
what even the most sanguine could anticipate. I am indeed rejoiced, to find on the dinner table potatoes boiled and
roast, brinjal, shak\fn{Pot herb} and vegetable curries, and besides a great variety of Indian fruits.
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Wednesday, 16th February
The color of the river gradually changes into greenish green, bluish and deep blue as we draw nearer to the sea.
We leave behind Saugar Light House, and then we gradually lose sight of land. We are now in the centre of a vast
circle whose circumference meets the horizon. The heavens above and the ocean below are all that the eye could
behold. The pilot leaves us at about 4 P.M , in a small jollyboat which carries him and Mr. Toogood to the pilot
brig. We send our first batch of letters to Calcutta by this opportunity.
The vessel in which we are begins to roll a little, and some of my friends feel uneasy. A little more rolling and
the symptoms will develop themselves into seasickness. But we need not be afraid as the sea is remarkably
smooth.
We are beginning to make acquaintances amongst our fellow passengers. Some of them are very agreeable. A
military officer apparently more kind than the rest, volunteers his services, and says he will be happy to do what
he can for us.
Thursday, 17th February
According to calculations our situation this noon is 18°40' N, Lat. and 85°48' E. Long. We have run 200 miles
since noon yesterday; there are 462 miles to Madras. Either the rolling of the vessel has abated or we have got
used to it. None feels uneasy today. Plenty of flying fish are playing about.
Among our fellow-passengers there is a fine maneater. He offers his best wishes to everybody that goes to visit
him by showing his beautiful set of teeth. Were he to dine with us in the saloon how cheerfully would he dine on
us!
Friday, 18th February
We have made a rather quick passage today having run 228 miles during the last 12 hours. We hope to reach
Madras tomorrow afternoon, as we have only 234 miles before us. At noon we are 15° 59' N. Lat. and 83° E.
Long. Many are speculating about the probable time of our arrival in Madras, and are going in for lotteries, two
rupees per head.
What would my countrymen say when they learn that we take five meals every day? Would they not think that
our only business here is to serve the stomach and study gastronomy? But we do not eat more than we used to do
at home; we only go to the table oftener, and the outward arrangements are grander. Civilization does not satisfy
our belly so much as it makes outward dhoom dham.\fn{Display} What do you think is that sound of the bugle for?
Shudder not, it is no signal for war, it does not signify that an enemy is near. No, far from it. It is a call to dinner.
You should prepare yourself to wage war with appetite, and kill that troublesome foe with the knife in one hand
and the fork in the other!
Saturday, 19th February
We begin to see land in the morning, and we reach Madras at about 9:15 A.M. Mr. Wyndham is the winner in
the lottery affair, and gets about As. 80. That is fortunate.
After making some purchases on board the steamer we proceed ashore in an “accommodation boat” which we
engage for As. 2. We go to Messrs. Parry & Co.’s Office where we find my old friend, Mr. Vencataswamy Naidoo.
He gives us a most cordial reception. After taking our tiffin there—bread and tea—we drive together in Mr.
Naidoo’s handsome carriage through some of the principal streets in the native part of the town. On our way we
search out the house of Mr. Doraswamy Naidoo, Brahmo Missionary in Madras, of whom I had not heard for a
long time. He comes up at once and is agreeably surprised to find us waiting for him in the carriage.
We spend about a quarter of an hour in his house, where the press and types and library of the Veda Somaj are
located, and we converse chiefly on the present state of that Somaj. I am sorry to learn that the Somaj has only a
nominal existence. It has no meetings, and none can say where the members are. Mr. Doraswamy is in fact the
Veda Somaj. He does not seem satisfied with his work and complains of the apathy of the people. Immediate steps
should be taken to strengthen our mission in this part of the country.
We proceed to see the People’s Park, originally Trevellyan’s Park, which has considerably improved since I
first saw it.\fn{In 1864} It is largely resorted to by the gentry and also people of the poorer classes every evening.
We see here a very fine lion and lioness with “children and grand children” forming a noble royal family among a
large collection of inferior animals.
After walking about a little and enjoying the Band, we drive down to the Strand, and thence proceed to Mr.
Vencataswamy’s house where we enjoy a most delicious native dinner on plantain leaf. Since I left home I never
had such an excellent dinner.
We then go to Patcheappah’s Hall to witness the performances of the Japanese Troupe. They display some very
wonderful tricks of legerdemain and athletic sports. The Ladder, the Jar and the Rope Dance are marvellous
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indeed.
At about midnight we reach our host’s beautiful garden house, which is some miles from the busiest part of the
town. It is a neat little villa built and furnished in the English style. We spend the night here.
Sunday, 20th February
Early in the morning we step into our host’s splendid carriage after taking a little tea, and drive up to the pier
accompanied by our friend Doraswamy. The sea is very calm. We reach the steamer in good time for breakfast.
Leave Madras at 9:15 A.M., and gradually lose sight of land again.
Towards evening the sea gets rough, there is a sudden rush of water into our cabin. Some of our companions
get somewhat seasick. We chant a few hymns on the forecastle in the evening. At this time the Brahma Mandir in
Calcutta is full; the name of the Most High is being chanted there by our assembled brethren. The same Lord is
near unto us.
Monday, 21st February
The sea continues rough. At noon our position is 18° 19' N. Lat., 81° 47' E. Long. We have run 273 miles;
Galle is 240 miles distant. There is a nice little menagerie on board the vessel, which affords fun to many of the
passengers especially when they have little else to do. We have a young tiger remarkably tame, a couple of
monkeys and some poultry.
Tuesday, 22nd February
Under the guidance of a pilot, we enter the Galle harbour a few minutes after 8 A.M. Amongst the crowd
hurrying about on the deck there is a telegraph peon who has a number of telegrams in hand. On inquiry I find
one of these is addressed to me, and contains the welcome news:
“All Right.”
We land at noon, and drive down to the Post Office where we post our letters. We have to pay six pence
postage for each letter. We then call over to the Telegraph Office and send our messages.
In order to give my friends some idea of the place, we pass through some of the streets, bordering on the sea,
and lined on both sides with wretched huts and native shops. We visit a small Buddhist temple. The central figure
is Buddha in his usual meditative posture, on the two sides are two smaller figures, but none could tell whom they
represent. I am struck with astonishment to see an image of Vishnu there. The walls of the temple are painted all
over, and contain representations of various mythological incidents of Buddhistic theology.
We then hasten back to the jetty, purchasing on our way a good number of pineapples and cocoanuts. As we go
back to the steamer in a small boat, for which we pay Rs. 2, we see the gentle undulations of the sea, and a large
number of steamers and ships of various flags lying in the harbor. We see the Orissa, the Deccan and the Jhalong
bound for Bombay, Calcutta and Australia respectively. Galle is the great meeting place for the P. & O. Mail
Steamers.
In the evening one of our stewards jumps overboard, and swims on to the Deccan, lying alongside of us, and
comes back with great adroitness. He is a first-rate swimmer. The night is very warm.
Wednesday, 23rd February
One by one the other steamers leave us, the passengers and officers waving their handkerchiefs as usual. At
about 11 A.M we resume our course.
We have hardly lost sight of Galle when the sea become awfully rough owing to a strong northwesterly breeze.
The vessel rolls about most wantonly, and is dashed up and down the waves. Now and then the sea rises up
roaring and splashing and makes a rush upon us in the forecastle and quarterdeck.
Prosonno is laid up, and all others are more or less affected. The list of passengers receives numerous
accessions; we muster now more than one hundred.
Thursday, 24th February
Fortunately the sea is calm again, and we feel better. The passengers are trying to get up a theatrical
performance, the preliminary meeting takes place in the saloon at 10 o’clock. Our position at noon today may be
thus stated: 7° 15' N. Lat. and 76° 72' E. Long. Galle is 249 miles behind, Minicox Isle is 192 miles ahead.
Friday, 25th February
We passed by Minicox Isle in the morning; we did not see it. We are told the P. & O. steamer the Colombo was
wrecked here some time ago on a foggy day. A large number of big fishes are seen running ahead of us, perhaps
frightened by the movements of our steamer. Up they throw themselves above the sea, and in a rapid curved
motion they again plunge into it; again they rise and again they dash forward, thus running a race with us for
some distance.
Among the assistant engineers of the Mooltan there is one of very liberal theological views; we are glad to
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make his acquaintance; he sympathizes heartily with our church and my mission particularly. He furnished us
with much valuable information on navigation and other subjects.
We have run 250 miles. Our position at noon is 8° 2' N. Lat, and 71° 59' E. Long.
Saturday, 26th February
Run 269 miles—rather fast. Our position: 8° 53' N. Lat. and 67° 32' E. Long.
In the saloon we meet the late Director of Public Instruction of Ceylon, and make his acquaintance. He has left
the service owing to misunderstanding with the authorities and is going home to “eat a few more dinners” in order
to set up as a barrister. He speaks very encouragingly of my mission; says it is very “bold” and assures me I shall
meet with great opposition. He advises me to join the Dialectical Society in London, whose object is free
discussion; and to see such men as Mill, Huxley and Mr. Morrison M,P. He seems to belong to Mr, Mill’s School,
and has too great respect for science to believe in orthodox Christianity.
Sunday, 27th February
In the morning the officers and crew, carpenters, engine-men, khalasees and all assemble on the deck, in their
uniform, for parade and drill. Their names are called out, and as the Captain and the first officer pass along the
line each makes a respectful bow. At the first signal they rush in small companies to different parts of the vessel
while some post themselves near the pumping machine from which pipes are laid on, the object of these
arrangements being of course to put out fire. The second signal being given they return and form new groups at
the “boat stations” the object being to take charge of the boats in case all efforts to extinguish the fire prove
ineffectual.
Divine Service is conducted by the Captain on the quarterdeck at 10:30 A.M. With the Captain’s permission
which he most readily and cheerfully accords, we hold service in the fore-saloon at 7:30 P.M. The purser makes
the needful arrangements for lights and accommodation. The congregation is pretty large, numbering about fifty.
My text is Psalm XL.
“The Lord is our refuge and strength and a very present help in trouble.”
We should never think of God as absent, but must realize His holy presence and hold Him before us as an everpresent help. As we place our entire confidence in the Captain of our vessel, so must we, in navigating the sea of
life, repose our firmest trust in the Great Captain, who will deliver us from all temptations and dangers.
How interesting is the sight of this small floating congregation! How encouraging is it to think that the name of
the Almighty One is chanted on the bosom of the Arabian Sea, and that in the midst of a small floating family,
composed of diverse races, we are enabled to sing the glory of our common Father, and echo back the solemn and
sacred chorus of satyam, which is being chanted at this moment by our Brahmo brethren in different parts of
India! How kind is the Lord unto us!
But oh! how forgetful we are of His mercies! May the True God be glorified in all lands and on the high seas!
Monday, 28th February
Among our fellow-passengers there is a company of gentlemen from Australia, who mostly sit in front of us at
the table. The great object of their life seems to be fun. They may best be compared to the yar logues of Bagbazar
in Calcutta, having hardly anything to do except to “eat and drink and be merry”. The other day they got terribly
irate because they were not supplied with grog, though they repeatedly called for it, till 9 P.M., which is grogging
time in our steamer. In the evening they generally gamble. Their usual and favorite business is pitching into each
other. They do not seem to mix much with the other passengers, but try to move in their element.
Tuesday, 1st March
This evening on the quarterdeck the stewards enact the farce entitled The Rifle and How to Use It. The
performance is indeed highly creditable. Some of the actors appear very intelligent. How different these stewards
are from the big-bellied lazy and impudent khansammahs of Bengal!
The farce is followed by negro songs which according to the language of the advertisement are sung by the
“Mooltan Colored Uproar Troupe”. These are very humorous and keep the audience in a state of wild fit of
amusement and laughter.
While enjoying the grand tamasha\fn{Fun} we almost forget that we are on board a ship! How great is the
power of steam! You build a home on the waves of the sea, scorn its hissing and howling, and there make yourself
merry!
Wednesday, 2nd March
At noon we pass Cape Guardafui; its range of wild, barren and dreary hills we see before us. One continent is
out of sight, and for the first time I behold this new continent—Africa. There is hardly a single trace of vegetation
in the rocky cape; nothing green to be seen; so far as the eye extends it is all dreary and sterile.
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Lo! a small boat is sailing up the cape I Whence does it come and whither is it bound? Who can say?
As we are proceeding north-west, we gradually lose sight of land again and steer across the gulf of Aden.
Thursday, 3rd March
Pursuant to notice there is another theatrical performance tonight, got up by some of our fellow-passengers. A
few songs, such as the “Bashful Man etc.” are sung, singly and in chorus, in the commencement, and then the
well-known farce of Going to Ball is introduced on the stage which, it is needless to say, is devoid of scenic
representations. At intervals, when the curtain falls, one of the stewards dressed as a poor old English woman
steps in and strolls about the seats of the audience, crying out, Lemonade, Soda Water, etc. A policeman follows
with a lantern tied to his back and drives off that troublesome intruder. This is a burlesque on the practice too
common in England of selling refreshments in the lower galleries of theatres which often calls forth the
interference of the police. The play is satisfactory and very amusing, but perhaps it is not so creditable as we
expected it to be.
Friday, 4th March
The Lighthouse at Aden, built on high rocks, is observable from a great distance. As we draw nearer the harbor
we see, at first dimly and then vividly, that gigantic steamer, the wonder of the age, the Great Eastern. She is at
present engaged in laying the Anglo-Indian telegraph cable, and will shortly leave Aden and enter the Red Sea to
complete her work. It is said she can accommodate more than 1,000 first class passengers!\fn{ An iron sailing
steamship, launched in 1858, could carry 4,000 passengers around the world without refuling, 692 feet long only surpassed in 1899; gross
tonnage of 18,915 only surpassed in 1901}

As soon as we reach Aden the post office peon brings batch of letters amongst which I am glad to find two
addressed to me. We engage a boat for Re. 1.8 and land at the stone wharf which is very neat and beautiful and
has a flight of stairs on each side.
After throwing our letters in the Post Office box we drive down into the interior of the city, which is about 5
miles from the “Point.” The cabman speaks Bengali, as he was born there and has left it recently. We proceed to
see the Reservoirs after passing through the “ups and downs” which constitute the roads of hill stations. The
reservoirs are simply the hollow places in the hills cut out by nature and beautifully plastered up by art, which are
made to hold all the rain water which falls on those hills and gradually accumulates there. Some of them are very
capacious and deep. There is a small garden on the hills, which is beautifully laid out with a variety of plants and
trees, and stands in refreshing contrast to the dreary scene around. It rains very seldom in this country: they say
they had no rains for the last 16 months, and hence all the reservoirs are empty. Some men, we see, are drawing
water from two or three deep wells with considerable difficulty. The water is a little tepid and brackish, and yet it
is considered very good water by the people. The sun is very hot, and we feel somewhat tired.
On our way back we halt near the bazar, and—is it not strange?—we purchase jilapi and gaja (Bengali
sweetmeats) and betel nuts!
Aden is an interesting small town. The neat range of small houses on the beach is a pretty sight indeed. The
people have somewhat the African cut of face and possess woolly curling hair; they seem to be a mixture of negro
and Arab. As there is very little else to see we return to the steamer in the afternoon. A number of poor half-naked
natives are swimming about alongside of our vessel. You throw a piece of silver, down they go immediately, some
with feet upward—and behold! one of them raises his head with the prize in his mouth held between his teeth! Is
not this very wonderful? I never saw anything like it in our country.
Saturday, 5th March
Early in the morning we see land through the port in our cabin, and we hasten to the deck to ascertain if it is
the isle of Perim. Yes it is. We are now passing through the straits of Babelmandeb. On the east lies Arabia, on the
west the isle of Perim with its lighthouse and fortifications, and further on beyond the larger channel of the straits,
through which sailing ships generally pass, the smaller but deeper being reserved for steamers, the distant coast of
Africa may be dimly seen. It is a grand scene—two vast continents stretch forth on two sides of us and a small
island divides the intervening straits into two channels.
Now we have entered the Red Sea of such intense Biblical interest and importance. The sea is getting rough
again. Huge waves on all sides sporting with our vessel.
Sunday, 6th March
As usual the crew go through their parade and drill at 10 A.M. Divine service at 10:30 A.M. The sea is rough
again. Some of the passengers seem anxious to hear from me an account of our Church, and Lady Durand has
already spoken to the Captain requesting permission for the use of the quarterdeck. He unhesitatingly gives his
consent, and we put up a notice announcing a lecture to be delivered by me at 7:30 P.M. We have a large
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gathering. In the course of the lecture, which lasts a little more than an hour, I give a short sketch of the history
and creed of the Brahmo Somaj, and exhort the congregation to give up sectarianism. This being Sunday, in how
many parts of the world is the Lord’s name being chanted! Let us join the chorus with our feeble voices.
Monday, 7th March
After dinner our fellow-passengers usually amuse themselves with a variety of games and sports. Besides cards
and chess there are two others which form the principal sources of attraction. The first of these is called ringing of
the board. A canvass board similar to the sketch in the margin\fn{ Which shows a rectangle divided into 18 equal boxes
arranged in three parallel columns} is placed a few yards off, and two or three gentlemen by turns fling certain hard
things like cakes in shape, and then count up the number of marks touched by the cakes. He who completes a
hundred first wins. In the other games a few beerays\fn{Loops} are thrown in the direction of tubs placed at either
end, and he who throws the greatest number into the tub comes off triumphant. We see a rocky island today.
Tuesday, 8th March
A splendid entertainment comes off this evening. It is “cock-fight.”
Think not we have trained cocks on board the ship, or that the cruelties almost inseparable from the game are
to be encouraged or promoted by us. No; the managers distinctly announce in sober seriousness that human
beings will become cocks and that they will fight without being cruel. What may this mean?
The mystery is solved. Two human birds appear on the field with hands tied, their legs bent with a rod tightly
fixed between, and they press against each other’s feet. He who is shoved upside down is the loser. The victors
then fight similarly with each other, till the laurel is fairly won by one individual. In the present case one of the
officers of the ship gains the day.
At last Mr. Clive, one of the Australian party, shabbily dressed in lady’s attire, stands up as the “Queen of
Beauty,” reads a few doggerel verses, and then presents the victor with a piece of broken plate! The whole thing is
so stupid and absurd that it cannot fail to be amusing in the superlative degree. Perhaps we were never in such fits
of good humor and laughter as on this occasion.
We pass the Dredalus lighthouse at night. It is so called because the ship bearing that name was long ago
wrecked on the spot.
Wednesday, 9th March
Mr. Archer, one of the Assistant engineers of our ship, a very liberal-minded man and a sincere friend of our
Church, shows us the machinery of the vessel and explains its scientific principles and processes as we follow
him through intricate passages, dark windings and fire rooms.
We enter the gulf of Suez today. In the evening we see the island Shadwan and note with melancholy interest
the place where the Carnatic was wrecked, and a number of unfortunate men lost their lives. Oh how painful was
their death! Poor souls, may the Lord have mercy on them. The heart is instinctively moved to pray that the
Merciful Father may shower His blessings on them.
Thursday, 10th March
Gradually the gulf becomes narrower and on both sides we see barren rocks and sand. Yonder little bit of
ground covered with palm trees lying just on the margin of the sea is sacred. There are two or three houses, and a
number of fresh-water wells known as Moses’ Wells. From here, rumor has it, the Israelites crossed the Red Sea
pursued by Pharaoh. It is, I suppose, a place of pilgrimage now.
As we enter the harbor we find ourselves surrounded by ships bearing the Turkish and various other flags. Here
is a fine troop ship, the troops disembark, and afford a pleasant sight as they pass on to the wharf, in a boat tugged
by a neat little steamer, with their band playing in a most lively manner. There are some boats with dredging
machines which are engaged in cutting and removing the stones at the bottom of the sea and thereby making it
deeper. The stones thus cut away are being used for extending the beautiful pavement of the wharf alongside
which vessels are moored.
Our ship draws near to this wharf at 4 P.M., and we close our voyage over the Eastern waters. A few miles off
stretches the great Suez Canal which is clearly perceptible from here. We learn from a notice just issued that the
special train starts at 6 P M., and we must get ready immediately. All our luggage we leave behind, of course duly
labeled, and we hasten to the train which lies only a few yards from our ship. We start after offering our warmest
thanks to Mr. Beasley, the excellent Captain of our ship and paying bukshish to the stewards.
The train is off. But oh it stops again; again it runs, again it stops for an hour or so. What does all this mean? It
is the Egyptian railway, and we should have expected a little mismanagement.
On reaching the city, which is about 2 or 3 miles only from the port, we call at the Post Office and post our
letters. After a long and unaccountable detention here we resume our journey and travel the whole night through
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wild and barren deserts, enjoying only two things on our way—sleeplessness and biting cold!
Friday, 11th March
Early in the morning the train arrives at the Nile Station. Here after a whole night’s unrest we find dreadful
“latrines” and a cup of tea for a shilling. The former I endure in Bengali style, the latter I enjoy and pay for in true
Anglo-Saxon style. We then cross the splendid railway bridge over the Nile and are agreeably surprised to find
how the landscape changes from that place downwards. The eyes wearied with unbroken, arid plains and deserts
are again refreshed with beautiful green luxuriant vegetation on both sides, which cannot fail to remind us of
similar scenes in our own country.
At about 9 A.M. we reach the station at Alexandria, from where we are carried in a bus, supplied by the P. & O.
Company to the Hotel d’Europe. The spacious airy and well-furnished rooms placed at our disposal strike us all
with agreeable amazement, and some even begin to feel uneasy amidst too much ease.
After a late breakfast at 12 A.M. we drive down to see the curiosities of this most ancient Egyptian city with
the help of a guide whom we engage for two shillings, The first thing we see is “Cleopatra's Needle,” said to be
80 feet high, and marked all over with hieroglyphics beyond the reach of our comprehension. Thence we proceed
to see “Pompey’s Pillar” which is said to measure 140 feet in height, and has a small hole at the foot. The relics of
a most ancient building are next shown to us, where we have to descend by a flight of steps. We see there marks
of obliterated painting on the walls, and a number of horizontal openings alongside each other where dead bodies
or mummies, it is said, are deposited.
Having seen the relics of the past we are led by our guide into the palace of the Pasha which is a splendid work
of modern art. The Pasha’s garden into which we are shown is not at all worthy of the owner of that place. The
town band is playing there; the instruments, I suppose, are all European, the air seems to be partly oriental and
partly occidental. In the garden we see Paris fashion and a few fine African lions.
Saturday, 12th March
We are growing impatient to leave the hotel and go on board the Marseilles steamer, for, besides the exorbitant
charges we have to meet—Rs. 6 daily per head or As. 36 daily for all—the hotel is not after all what I expected it
to be. It appears that only the immoveables in it are good, but the managers and waiters who are all moveable are
not so. I have special cause of complaint as I do not get good things to eat although I have repeatedly instructed
the waiter to give me good vegetable curries and the fellow as often with characteristic politeness readily said
“All right” without fully understanding his errand.
After scanty breakfast I go out shopping with two other friends, and purchase some photographs and other
things. On our return we are happy to learn that the Bombay mail has been signaled at Suez and we shall have to
embark this afternoon as the Bangalore starts tomorrow morning with the mails.
We pack up at once and proceed to the wharf in an omnibus sent for the purpose by the P. & O. Company. A
small steamboat commanded by a Turkish captain carries us to the Bangalore, after putting those of our fellow
passengers who are bound for Southampton on board the Messilia. Our steamer is a fine vessel, though very much
smaller than the Mooltan. We have got a small four-berth cabin, where all our luggage had been properly arranged
before our arrival. It is getting colder day by day.
At last we are on European waters—the Mediterranean Sea. Asia and Africa we leave behind, Europe is before
us.
Sunday, 13th March
We are every moment expecting the mails and passengers from Bombay. At last we hear it rumored that they
will not be in before 5 P.M., and the express train did not leave Suez last night in due time in consequence of its
being a Mahomedan holiday perhaps the Id. But our patience thus sorely tried is well-nigh exhausted when we are
assured that the steamer will not start before tomorrow morning, as the express train carrying the mails has been
overtaken by a sand-storm on the way, and it will take time to disinter the mail bags.
The passengers arrive at noon having been sent on by special train. A most unpleasant necessity thus detains us
in the harbor for one whole day. However we enjoy a very fine view of Alexandria from the sea. The ships in the
harbor mostly Turkish are decorated with flags, and the heavy roar of cannon is every now and then breaking the
silence of the sea, in honor of the Mahomedan festival which continues today. We are exceedingly anxious to
receive letters from home, which we are expecting every minute.
Monday, 14th March
At about 4 in the morning my sleep is disturbed by the uproar and clatter caused by the throwing in of cargo. I
go on deck and am glad to find that the mail is in and our ship is off. We have an Arab pilot on board.
At daybreak we clearly see two ships coming behind us but gradually diverting further and further from our
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line. The one, we are told, is the Messilia, bound for Southampton; the other is the Hungaria, going to Trieste. We
begin to realize the chill of the European climate, but it is far from disagreeable. I enjoy the cold breeze on deck.
Tuesday, 15th March
Exactly a month has elapsed since we left home: and we have not yet reached our destination. We are still
going on and on.
A dreadfully rough sea, a strong wind beating against it, and dark clouds in the sky above! The rolling and
pitching of the ship who can describe? Passenger after passenger goes to bed, and four of our companions are
prostrated. The others feel somewhat uneasy, but somehow they manage to keep themselves and their spirits up.
The more you lie down and give your enemy the advantage the worse you are. So we go on deck in the evening.
And what do we see? The scene is awful. The surges are mercilessly beating against the ship in all directions,
and pitching it up and down, forward and backward, this side and that side, making as it were a mere plaything of
it. Now the vessel is up, several feet high, thrown up by some wanton wave; but lo! it is down again, as if about to
plunge headlong into the deep chasm thus created, and bury itself and its troubles in the sea.
Oh, a most angry sea is yelling and howling around us, and is getting more and more desperate as it fails in its
attempts to seize the prey. You can hardly stand for five minutes together on the deck; either you tumble down, or
the sea is on your back. Every now and then the sea is rushing up on the deck, and gliding down the other side in
streams. Yet withal the sight is worth seeing.
We scramble up to the stern, and there, from a commanding position, we survey the dreadful frolics of
Neptune. Behold the awful majesty of the Almighty Lord who holdeth the waters of the sea in the hollow of His
hand. His dread power is visible here. Who can measure its height and depth, its length end breadth? He is great,
His greatness is appalling. Can puny worm-like man approach the Infinite?
The course of my reflections is suddenly turned. For lo! through dense masses of overhanging clouds that
queen of beauty, the moon, sweetly shines forth. Her smiles rendered doubly amiable by contrast, shed a flood of
serene light on us, and spread on the waters below, as if by magic wand, one vast sheet of waving silvery lace.
The kingdom of beauty is opened amidst a scene of confusion and chaos. Now nature shows us, instead of the
majesty and awful greatness of the Supreme Ruler, the benignant loving kindness of the Merciful Father. How
welcome is this unexpected revelation of our kind Father’s mercy above, when all is cheerless and dismal below.
So oft it happens in life. When misfortunes frowningly gather around us, and make us feel forlorn and helpless,
the Lord, in His mercy, suddenly appeareth before us, rebuketh our unbelieving hearts and comforteth us by
saying—I am with thee my son.
Wednesday, 16th March
The sea continues rough, and as a matter of course seasickness continues. Some of our friends are really in a
pitiable condition; they can hardly keep anything in their stomach. I also feel very uneasy though I had my
morning walk on deck. We all stay away from dinner except one who proves a pretty good sailor, and manages to
remove the disagreeable sensation of seasickness as often as it comes by constantly walking about. There is
hardly anything for us to do except to exchange our sobs and sighs and jeremiads with each other.
Thursday, 17th March
We are getting better as the sea is smooth. There is liveliness in every face, excepting those who are utterly
cast down; and the deck is full again. It must be said here that there are some first-rate sailors among our
European fellow passengers who are so buoyant as to be above sea-sickness—they are ever merry and jolly. How
refreshing is it after two days’ uneasiness to see the beautiful scenery which greets our eyes in the afternoon! The
great Continent of Europe, long-expected Europe, is before us. That is Italy which we now see—Cape Spartivento
jutting out into the sea like the pointed end of a boot. Yonder little monastery, perched on a rock lying on the very
margin of the sea, looks pretty indeed—and those verdant slopes extending far into the interior from its foot how
charming!
As we go further the beautiful town of Reggio rises to view. Far more beautiful is the city of Messina in Sicily
which lies on the other side. Now we are entering the straits of Messina, and on both sides there is scenery on
which the eye loves to expatiate. The neatly built houses, the church with its steeple, the railings on the beach, all
nicely arranged on the hills—the whole looks like a masterpiece of painting, everything is so elegantly delineated.
Such is the lovely town of Messina!
As we pass the telegraph station a signal is hoisted up with a view that a message will be sent on to Marseilles
announcing that our steamer is in sight. The channel becomes narrower and what do you see on the other side? A
number of small towns and hamlets lie scattered in irregular beauty on the coast of Italy, and mark, there is the
railway winding on through rocky elevations almost parallel to the course of the sea, with its inseparable
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companion, the telegraph wire. At the end of this succession of straggling towns and villages lies Scylla of classic
importance with its castle, said to be as old as the time of Nero.
Opposite to Scylla is Charybdis and between the two there is an awfully strong current which sometimes
causes whirlpools. In navigating the sea of life we have often to avoid the dangerous extremes of Scylla and
Charybdis, and safely steer between the two.
As soon as we make our exodus from the narrow straits we face the Lipari Isles, the biggest of which,
Stromboli, may be seen sending forth smoke, as it is a volcanic island. It seems to be a monster of the sea grandly
enjoying a pipe in the evening. We pass between this island and Panaria.
Friday, 18th March
Instead of passing through the straits of Bonifacio we turn round the island of Corsica leaving the little isle of
Elba on the right, as we should otherwise find a very rough sea. At least so we understand the captain thinks. The
passengers are getting more and more impatient to see Marseilles and bring their long voyage to a close.
Saturday, 19th March
The southern coast of France presents varied and pleasant scenes. Cities and villages, verdant meadows, old
castles, barracks, lighthouses, endless rocks stand forth before our view. We see the fine city of Toulon and the
island of Rion.
Those lights twinkling afar tell us that Marseilles is in sight. A signal rocket is let off from our ship; by way of
response another is seen immediately flying off from the distant shores. Gradually and slowly we veer round
under the guidance of a pilot and enter the harbor of Marseilles. The mailbags are off posthaste, as the express
train starts shortly.
We run into the Customs office where we find the baggages of all the passengers alphabetically arranged. The
officers make a nominal search; it is a farce, and the worst of it is that we are delayed beyond the train time. We
therefore drive down to the Hotel du Louvre in order to spend the night and next morning.
The brilliance of the city, especially the shops, dazzles me. It is the first European city we pass through; I
cannot help being struck with astonishment: everything is so unique, so peculiarly beautiful, so perfectly
bilaiti.\fn{Foreign} The hotel is a grand thing, being a six-storied richly furnished house with innumerable rooms
and attendants. Of course we conduct ourselves in an imperial style.
Sunday, 20th March
The hotel omnibus carries us to the railway station in the morning after breakfast. We start at 10:50 A.M., dine
in the evening in the refreshment rooms at the Lyons Station, and spend the whole night in the railway carriage.
On our way we heartily enjoy the delightful scenery on both sides. Southern France, from Marseilles to Paris, is
indeed a very beautiful country. The railway passes through romantic regions, hilly but fertile, and likewise
through several large French towns and hamlets mostly lighted with gas, such as Avignon, Orange, Monlelimar,
Liveron, Chalons, Dijon.
Monday, 21st March
Early in the morning at 5 A.M. we reach Paris. An omnibus takes us from the Chemin de fer de Paris a Lyon et
a la Mediterrane to the Nord or north railway station. We resume our journey after an interval of about two hours
during which time I take a hasty public bath. We take our breakfast—bread, potatoes and tea, at Amiens. Leaving
Boulogne behind, from where passengers by the tidal train cross over to Folkestone in England, we reach Calais
at about 1 P.M. Fortunately the English Channel is exceedingly calm and we cross it in a small but fast steam
ferry commanded by a French captain in two hours.
It being of foggy day we are disappointed in our expectations of enjoying a distant sea view of England.
However, as we draw near, Dover rises to view with its old castle. In a moment we are alongside the splendid
wharf; in another moment we are led into a railway carriage which carries us in two hours to Charing Cross
Station, London.
Welcome London! The Lord be glorified! Directly we reach the station, I am glad to see two Bengalis standing
on the platform, B—— and R——. Accompanied by the former we proceed in cabs to the lodgings of K
——\fn{Behari Lal Gupta, Romesh Chandra Dutta and Krishna Govind Gupta}, in Albert Street.
How great is my joy to find on my friend’s table a batch of letters from home! The joy of safe arrival is tenfold
aggravated by sweet news from home. We engage at once two rooms on the first and two on the second floor of
the house where our friend is staying.
Tuesday, 22nd March
Engage a cab after breakfast to pay visits. I first call at Miss Collet’s, St. John’s Road, and have a long talk
with her on a variety of subjects. Her mind is of en eminently historical or rather statistical type; she is ever
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gathering facts and eliciting information. Thence I proceed to Miss Cobbe’s, Brompton, a long way off. But as she
is not at home I go to Oueen’s Gate and pay my respects to Lord Lawrence. Both he and his kind-hearted lady
give me a warm welcome. After a lengthy and interesting conversation I return to Brompton and am glad to find
Miss Cobbe at home. She is, as I expected her to be, a most lively and earnest-minded person.
Wednesday, 23rd March
According to engagement Lord Lawrence calls at our place between 11 A.M. and 12 A.M. and spends a short
time by our humble fireside, He takes me to the India Office, but unfortunately I see neither the Duke of Argyll
nor Sir Robert Montgomery as both are said to be engaged.
Thursday, 24th March
In the evening I attend a small tea party at Miss Cobbe’s, where I have the pleasure to meet several ladies and
gentlemen interested in me and my work. Foremost among them is Miss Elizabeth Sharpe, whose charming
verses containing the immortal line—“To me salvation comes from th’ Eastern shore”—appeared in the Indian
Mirror and excited the deepest interest in our country. I am also introduced to Mr. Grant Duff,. Mrs. Manning,
Miss Manning, Miss Elliot and the excellent Secretary of the Unitarian Association, Rev. Mr. Spears. After the
party have dispersed Mr. Spears and Miss Cobbe make arrangements for the public meeting to be held to
welcome me under the auspices of the Unitarian Association, and also for better lodgings for me.
Friday, 25th March
This being mail day I post my letters home, in which I record my first impressions of this great city.
Saturday, 26th March
After breakfast we drive out in a cab with Rev. Spears in order to engage lodgings in a more central part of the
city than Regent Square where we are at present staying and which lies at an inconvenient distance from principal
institutions and places of importance. After some search we succeed in securing very comfortable rooms in
Norfolk Street. Strand, known as “Mrs. Sampson’s Private Hotel.” We then proceed to Hanover Square rooms
where we attend a public meeting of the Female Suffrage Society and hear Mr. Mill, Mr. Jacob Bright, Lord
Amberly; Mrs. Taylor, Chairman (beg your pardon—Chairwoman), Mrs. Fawcett, Miss Taylor and several other
ladies and gentlemen.
Instead of hearing their speeches, I should have said—we saw their speeches, for the distance at which we sat
made them almost inaudible. However I am delighted to see there are so many lady speakers—and some of them
spoke beautiful with no less rhetoric than fluency—and that they are so earnestly fighting to get admission into
Parliament. The movement is likely to succeed in this free country, but it will take some time.
This day, for the first time in my life, I see snow falling in beautiful flakes. It is a shower of snow; within a
short time everything becomes white—streets, housetops, trees and even the umbrella and dress of those who are
going about. I am so highly delighted with this wonderful natural phenomenon that I cannot resist the temptation
of going out into the verandah and receiving a good sprinkling of flakes on my overcoat.
Sunday, 27th March
We have a quiet service in Bengali, as usual, among ourselves, in the evening. The same holy name which is
chanted in chorus in India has been glorified by a small band in England. When will the two countries unite in the
worship of their common Father?
Monday, 28th March
Glad to receive letters from India this morning. Sir Harry Verney, perhaps on the recommendation of Lord
Lawrence, comes to pay me a visit, and after a brief conversation, in which he speaks highly of the late Lord
William Bentinck, Governor of India, arranges for my interview with Her Majesty the Queen of Holland who is
now on a visit here.
In the afternoon we remove to our new lodging in the Strand which is situated on the banks of the Thames and
commands a good view of the river. The rooms are far more commodious and decent than those we hitherto used.
Unfortunately, Lady Verney who was to have taken me with her to the Queen fails to make out our new residence
and returns disappointed. As soon as I learn this I hasten to Sir Harry’s house and thence proceed with him to the
Queen.
She seems very intelligent and affable, and asks me several questions about India and our church. On my way
back I call at Lord Lawrence’s and inform him of my new address. After dinner I stir out again and attend Mrs.
Crawshay’s “At Home.” Here I make many friends. Amongst others I should mention Rev. Mr. Conway, who tells
me that he is connected with two Theistic Chapels in London where he preaches pure Theism! I heartily rejoice to
hear this.
Tuesday, 29th March
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After breakfast I leave my residence accompanied by Lord Lawrence, who kindly calls for the purpose, to see
Lord Shaftesbury. Though far advanced in age His Lordship is full of earnestness; and though at the head of the
most orthodox and narrow-minded section of the Christian Church he offers me cordial sympathy and greatly
interests me by a long talk about the philanthropic movements in which he is engaged.
Lord Lawrence then takes me to the India Office and introduces the subject of the Education Cess\fn{ In Bengal.
the grant-in-aid system being inadequate to supply education to all children of school-going age, the problem of levying an education rate
on other sources, especially land, was being examined. Because of the existence of Permanent Settlement of land revenue in Bengal, it
seemed unfair and a breach of trust on the part of the Government to have an additional rate on land. Besides that, there was another reason
against it. About one-third of the children then attending the Pathsala belonged to the non-agriculturist classes. But British Adviser, Mr.
James Wilson, was of opinion that this did not exempt the landholder from liability to share the national expenditure. Finally the Duke of
Argyll’s dispatch of 12th May, 1870 ended the controversy, who declared that the rating should be considered as taxation separate and
distinct from the ordinary land revenue } proposed to be levied on the zemindars in Bengal, and a little quiet discussion

ensues.
We then walk together to the Elphinstone Club house where Lord Lawrence slips away and has a talk with one
of the officers of the Club to get me admitted into its membership as an honorary visitor. He then takes me to
Westminster Abbey where I see a few only of the countless tombs and monuments of England’s eminent men and
women. The House of Parliament being near, I take the opportunity to go and see it. The House is not sitting; in
one room Sir Rounder Palmer is arguing an appeal case before the Lord Chancellor. I am shown into both Houses,
which lie on opposite sides of the same building, the library, the Queen’s robing room and the Throne with two
seats on the two sides for the Prince and Princess of Wales. In the evening I attend Mrs. Manning’s “At Home,”
where I am delighted to meet Mr. Seely, the author of Ecce Homo.
Wednesday, 30th March
In the afternoon I call on Miss Catherine Winkworth, sister of Miss Susanna Winkworth. She is a remarkably
intelligent and well-informed lady and carries on a long conversation with me about Indian affairs principally. I
believe she is the author of Lyra Germanica.
Another “At Home” tonight—Lady Lyell’s. Her husband Sir Charles Lyell is the great scientific man of the
age. Invitations, I see, are getting very numerous, and it is very singular and striking that as while in India my
earliest correspondents were chiefly ladies so my earliest guests here are the fair sex. Is it because ladies are more
kind and hospitable towards strangers or are they more hearty in their sympathy with Theists?
Thursday, 31st March
Pursuant to engagement I dine with Lord and Lady Lawrence tonight. Amongst the party present I see Dr.
Guthrie, the celebrated Scotch divine, Sir Charles Trevelyan and the Duke of Argyll’s son. After dinner several
other ladies and gentlemen enter appearance. I see Mr. Maine, Sir Robert Montgomery, Mr. Seton-Karr who, as
usual with him, opens his conversation with a question in Bengali, and other retired Anglo-Indians.
Friday, 1st April
The Dean of Westminster invites me to lunch today. I am introduced to his excellent wife, Lady Augusta
Stanley, Prince Christian and Professor Max Mueller. It is a small quiet party, and though amongst strangers I get
a very hearty meal. Is it not passing strange that I am supplied with something very like paish\fn{Rice pudding} to
begin with. Mr. Max Mueller of course introduces Indian subjects, the Vedas especially, in the course of
conversation and discussion. The Dean also quite heartily takes part.
Saturday, 2nd April
Moulvie Syed Ahmed whom I met at Benares during my recent visit to that city pays me a visit to-day with his
son who has come to study for the Bar. I converse with him in Hindi. Is not that strange? According to
announcement in the papers the Indian mail ought to be in this evening. Hence we hasten in an omnibus towards
our former lodging in Albert Street, hoping our friend may have got some letters for us, addressed to his care. But
unfortunately I return disappointed.
Sunday, 3rd April
It was arranged before that I should go with Lord Lawrence to St. James’ Church today. Accordingly I call on
him and proceed together in his carriage. After the usual service Mr. Liddon preaches a sermon on the text:
“Ask and it shall be given you.”
He treats the subject in a philosophical manner and also exhaustively even at the risk of being a little tedious. It
is one of his Lenten lectures. It strikes me very much how an English congregation patiently hear a sermon about
an hour long, without murmur.
Monday, 4th April
An American missionary of the Unitarian Church, Mr. W. G. Eliot calls in the morning to make my
727

acquaintance. Among other things we talk about the feasibility of my going over to his country and returning
home across the Pacific.
Rev. Mr. Spears accompanies us to the British Museum today. There, after seeing the central library room,
which contains a large number of high bookshelves arranged in a circle, we pass on from department to
department and hurriedly glance over the various animal, mineral, and geological collections. The front of the
building is very much like that of the Sanskrit College in Calcutta.
On our way home we go into a photographer's shop and sit for a “group” of our whole party. In the evening I
attend the tea party at Rev. Mr. Martineau’s. There I am introduced to his whole family and to a good number of
his pupils.
Tuesday, 5th April
After breakfast we walk over to the Ludgate Hill Station and thence proceed by train to the Crystal Palace with
Mr. Spears and Mr. Taylor.
It would be impossible to give a full and satisfactory account of all that we see there; it “beggars description.”
The vastness of the “Palace.” with its towering glass vaults, strikes us at once with amazement. We are shown into
a large theatre where a band of first-rate musicians are playing. As we advance gradually into the interior of the
“Palace” we pass between rows of imitation busts and statues most beautifully executed, and amidst arcades of
variegated, lovely and odorous flowers. Shops of all kinds are too numerous to be counted, and present a tempting
sight.
We find ourselves now in the picture gallery, now in the world of sculpture; now in Egypt, now in India, now
in Greece; now in the cold regions, now in hot Indian climate where the plantain tree extends its large leaves.
There is a most magnificent gallery for orchestra which, with the space in front of it for the auditory, might
accommodate eight thousand persons. In one place we see the model of Shakespeare’s house.
This is as it should be; it shows that genius is truly respected in England. Here is a “Weighing chair”; I get
weighed and find myself too heavy—about 162 lbs. There is a “Hand-press” which prints 100 cards in a minute. I
get my cards printed here. How rapid, how cheap, how wonderful the printing. We purchase besides a few toys
and fancy things here and there
The tower attached to the palace is very high; a staircase leads us to the top, from where we enjoy a fine view
of the surrounding towns and villages. After knocking about for nearly five hours we feel quite fatigued; and yet
we are told we have not yet seen half of the palace.
On our way back we stop at an intermediate station and go over to the house of Mr. Spears for tea. We spend a
most delightful evening there, the ladies are so kind and hospitable. At my request they sing a few hymns which
are followed by two Bengali hymns chanted by us—Adhama tanayal\fn{by Krishnachandra Roy} and Gayo
tmare.\fn{by Satyendra Nath Tagore} It is a most lively and pleasant meeting.
Wednesday, 6th April
This is a national festival day in England. All London is out to see the annual University Boat Race. Cabs and
omnibuses, boats and small steamers are hurrying on. Ladies and gentlemen dressed in gay holiday attire with a
piece of either light or dark blue ribbon attached to it to indicate their sympathy with Cambridge or Oxford, are
running in great crowds. Everything shows that the boat race is an established and favorite national institution.
Anxious to study and enjoy it, I cast in my lot with the pressing throng, and with Mr. Keating as my guide
proceed by rail to where we secure a tolerably advantageous position on the deck of a small steamboat lying
within a stone’s throw from the winning post.
The mass of spectators lining both banks of the Thames—which is very narrow up here—and the endless
varieties of boats sporting and frolicking about constitute a splendid sight for a foreigner. Cambridge runs ahead
and gains the day amidst enthusiastic cheers. Two large steamers follow, one containing the umpire. On our way
back to the Railway Station I have to pass through an immense crowd whose by-no-means-gentle pressure wrings
out a most painful scream from a lady close by.
Thursday, 7th April
Sir Harry and Lady Verney call on me in the afternoon, They seem to take very great interest in me, and are
among my most active friends. I attend Mrs. Conway’s “At Home”, in the evening. Mr. Conway belongs to the
ultra-school of the Unitarians and has hardly any connection with the “Christian” Church. He is avowedly a
Theist. He shows me a portrait of Ram Mohun Roy, and a photograph of Theodore Parker’s study where he used
to write those great and valuable discourses and essays which will immortalize his name.
Friday, 8th April
I go to the House of Commons today and take my seat in the Visitors’ gallery, Sir Harry Verney having kindly
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secured permission for me. The Irish Land Bill is under discussion. Among the speakers who address the House
are Mr. Gladstone, Sir Roundell Palmer, Mr. Fortesque, Secretary for Ireland, Mr. Kavanagh and several others,
The sight of this important assembly does not command that respect which we would fain give it from a distance
and which we always associate with its name. The way in which business is done is not very solemn; some of the
Honorable members have hats on their heads, others not; they go away and come in abruptly while business is
being conducted, and are talking and whispering to each other constantly. Only a few make speeches and appear
to take any interest; the others do very little beyond giving their votes when required.
Perhaps I ought not to be too severe, for the Irish Land Bill is so uninteresting a subject that I should not
wonder if the Prime Minister and a few leading men of the Government and the Opposition excepted the whole
House were to sleep over it.
There is one thing very curious which I ought to notice—the total exclusion of ladies from the Visitors’ gallery.
They have a separate place for them on the opposite side which is hidden from the public view by a wooden
partition with small openings in it, and which is thus a parliamentary zenanah! Why this meaningless exclusion in
this land of female liberty?
Lord Lawrence, who came yesterday, calls this day also to arrange for a visit to the Duke of Argyll on Sunday
next.
Saturday, 9th April
From Westminster station I proceed by rail to South Kensington and breakfast with Mr. Grant Duff. I see Mr.
Geddes whom I met long ago at Krishnaghur. Mr. Cooke, late Deputy Secretary of the Bank of Bengal, pays me
an unexpected visit in the afternoon and expresses his great pleasure at seeing me here. I am also favored with a
visit from Sir Charles Trevelyan. I enjoy a long conversation with him, chiefly on the subject of the aristocracy in
England and the feudal system, which he says is still kept up by them in spite of the conflict of public opinion.
Sunday, 10th April
I preach a sermon in Mr. Martineau’s chapel, the usual service being conducted by him. I take the following
text, “In Him we live and move and have our being,” and explain God’s reality and omnipresence. The
congregation numbers about five hundred.
This is the first time I preach from a pulpit in an English chapel, and I naturally feel a little awkwardness and
as if I am not quite at home. In the afternoon I call on Lord Lawrence and proceed together in his carriage to the
Argyll Lodge to see the Duke. He receives me kindly and introduces me to the Duchess who has just recovered
from an illness; and then we talk on a variety of subjects relating to the Brahmo Somaj and India. His Grace
seems to be a lively, active and well-informed man.
Monday, 11th April
Mr. Knowles calls on me and invites me to the next meeting of the Metaphysical Society which, he says, has
for its chief object the discussion in a free and friendly style of all theological subjects. I also receive a visit from
General Low, who invites me to lunch.
Tuesday, 12th April
A host of big people call on me today. Mr. Hodgson Pratt introduces himself as a former president of the
Bethune Society; being possessed of competence he devotes himself entirely to the good of the working classes.
Then comes quite unexpectedly the leader of English thought, the greatest thinker of the age—Mr. John Stuart
Mill. He puts to me a variety of questions, mostly political, regarding India, such as the education cess,\fn{ Tax;
assessment} income tax, administration of justice, character of Anglo-Indians etc.
He is followed by Mr. Macleod Wyllie, late Under Secretary to the Foreign Department of the Government of
India and Sir Robert Montgomery, late Lieutenant Governor of the Punjab, who comes with his son. Sir Robert is
an excellent man and is quite of Lord Lawrence’s stamp of character.
As previously arranged I meet the Unitarian Committee at their office. After dinner Mr. Taylor accompanies us
to the Hanover Square Rooms, where in the Committee room I find Lord Lawrence, Dr. Mullens, Mr. Sharpe, the
President, Sir Harry Verney, Sir James Lawrence and others. We then take our seats on the platform amidst cheers.
Mr. Sharpe opens the meeting with a few words. Dean Stanley then, in a remarkably liberal speech, moves the
resolution of welcome which is seconded by Lord Lawrence, Mr. Martineau, Mr. Marks, a Jewish professor, and
Dr. Mullens. After their speeches are over I address the meeting for an hour and am followed by Lord Houghton
and Mr. Sanderson. The meeting is a great success inasmuch as it brings together on the same platform men of
different views, and excites their common interest in India.
Wednesday, 13th April
Mr. Ranken, who was long in India, comes and says that India cannot be truly happy and prosperous unless she
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throws off the foreign yoke of the British Government. He also says that he thinks with the author of the Bible in
India, which he has translated into English, that Christianity has been derived wholly from India! He asks my
opinion on these points! In the evening I dine with the Honorable Mr. Kinnaird.
Thursday, 14th April
I received a letter the other day from a lady, Mrs. Bevan, a perfect stranger to me, saying she had something
very important to communicate to me and that she would be glad to see me at lunch some day. With great
curiosity I drive down to see her. But how bitter and sad is my disappointment when I find that after giving me a
somewhat cold reception she begins to preach and catechizes me as to what my difficulties are in accepting Christ
in the orthodox way. It shows her warm and firm faith indeed, but to me it is anything but agreeable after the
trouble and expense incurred in coming all this distance. At last she feels she is not a good preacher and
recommends me to see her guru.\fn{Preceptor}
It is refreshing to see Miss Susanah Winkworth after this unprofitable interview. She is really a very superior
person, gentle and pious. We talk about our spiritual experiences. I must say that since my arrival here I have not
had such delightful spiritual conversation.
Friday, 15th April
Ritualism has always excited my interest and made me anxious to examine it carefully. I therefore gladly
accept the offer of a relation of one of my fellow-lodgers to take me to a ritualist chapel, as there is to be
extraordinary service owing to Good Friday.
I like the music though it is so foreign; the tender voice of the little boys is charming. The preaching is also
fervent, and I may say, enthusiastic. Mr. Mac seems to feel what he says, and his words touch the hearts of his
congregation. There is stillness and solemnity on all sides; and some are moved to tears by the Minister’s
touching appeals.
Saturday, 16th April
According to engagement I call on General Sir John Low and walk with him to an adjacent chapel to hear Mr.
Mullinaux. He is wonderfully fluent and a most rapid speaker. But being of extremely Low Church principles he
reiterates the usual dogmas and phrases of orthodox Christianity.
After service I meet Lord Lawrence and Sir Harry Verney at the gate of the chapel. I spend a short time with
Sir John Low and some of the ladies of his family, who are really very devout and fond of their Minister, in the
Onslow Square garden, and then we go to his house to take lunch with Mr. Mullinaux.
One thing strikes me very much—I mean the respect in which ministers are held by their congregation. This is
as it should be. In the evening I go in an omnibus to see Miss Collet.
Sunday, 17th April
This morning I preach in the Finsbury Chapel. It is much larger than Mr. Martineau’s and has a splendid
gallery. I speak of the riches of God’s love, my text being, “God is love; and he that dwelleth in love dwelleth in
God and God in him, I John 4:16. In the course of my sermon I show that providence is not only general but
special and I explain the excellent parable of the Prodigal Son as illustrating the manner in which divine love
operates for the salvation of sinners.
After service many amongst the congregation come forward to shake hands with me, and they do so with
warmth and earnestness. A large crowd follow me to the cab. Oh behalf of the congregation Mr. Conway the
Minister, and Mr. Hixon the treasurer quietly present me with a set of the Collected Works of W.J. Fox.
There is one distressing feature in the service as conducted in this chapel which I cannot pass over, I mean the
total absence of prayer; there is adoration, but not begging. This is theism minus its very life.
In the afternoon we go to hear Dean Stanley in the Abbey Church. As might be expected his sermon breathes a
very liberal spirit. Service being over we take tea at the Deanery; two amiable children, relations of the Dean,
greatly interest us by their kind attention.
The Dean then kindly shows us the different parts of the Abbey, giving full and elaborate explanations of their
history. He deserves our best thanks for the trouble he takes. He evinces great interest in me.
Monday, 18th April
In consequence of some misunderstanding with our landlady, a woman of bad temper, we remove this day to a
more quiet and healthy place, 4 Woburn Square. Several small gardens are adjacent to us besides the one just
facing our windows—Russel Square, Gordon Square, Euston Square, Torrington Square and Bedford Square.
The Lord Mayor’s Dinner comes off this evening at the Mansion House, known also as the Egyptian House.
The building is a splendid specimen of architecture and is very richly painted in an oriental style. Toasts are
proposed and received, there are formal speeches. the goblet is passed round, the toastmaster announces every
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speech and toast in an imperious tone, at intervals there is music, the liveried attendants look like illustrious
personages of a bygone period; the whole thing passes off in a most fashionable style. I of course respond to the
various toasts with a glass of lemonade, and instead of drinking the Lord Mayor’s health, I snuff it!
Tuesday, 19th April
Dinner at Mr. Goldingham’s. He was formerly in Madras and is a retired Anglo-Indian. I meet there Mr. Lake
who was in the Punjab and Sir Robert Montgomery, who asks me what my opinion is about the Wards’ Institu tion.
After dinner some of the gentlemen present drive me to a corner and gradually lead me into a regular theological
discussion, which is unpleasant being quite out of place.
But this is not all. One of them expounds a chapter of the Bible, preaches a sort of sermon and winds up by
offering a prayer, and all the while keeping his eye on me. Such things look well when they come on naturally.
But to ask a man to dinner, and then to seize him unawares and discharge your proselytizing shots on him shows
bad taste to say the least. Open and unreserved contest in proper time and place is desirable.
Wednesday, 20th April
Mr. Martineau being now our neighbor I pay him a visit in the evening and spend a short time with him. He is
a very pious and venerable man, though somewhat reserved.
Thursday, 21st April
Miss Sharpe and her sister come up to take me in their carriage to their house in Highbury Terrace. I am
introduced to their mother Mrs. Sharpe and her bed-ridden husband Mr. Sharpe and also to another Miss Sharpe.
They are a very pleasant family, and in their company I spend a most pleasant evening. They are related to Mr.
Samuel Sharpe, the president of the Unitarian Association, whom I also meet there.
After tea we assemble in the drawing room, and carry on a most lively and interesting religious conversation. I
enjoy it the more as I have not had such a treat since my arrival here.
How I hate large dinners—how I love these small friendly gatherings! But alas! few there are with whom I can
truly sympathize in religious opinion.
Friday, 22nd April
Agreeably to previous engagement we meet Mrs. and Miss Manning on the Crystal Palace railway platform,
and walk with them to their temporary country abode in Upper Norwood, St. Aubin’s Road. After lunch we
proceed to see the Crystal Palace; this being holiday time it is more largely crowded than it was when I first
visited it.
Leaving my friends there I drive down to Lower Norwood in a cab to see Mr. Cooke. He introduces me to his
daughter and wife and shows me the various apartments of his house. I am extremely delighted to see
photographs of my brother and other relations in his album. How very precious are such things to one in a distant
country!
In due time I return to the Mannings to take my dinner. In the evening a cup of tea closes our semi-rural
excursion, and we depart in haste to catch the train.
I must say I have spent the day pleasantly with the Mannings. Miss Manning seems to be wholly a Theist, and
she heartily approves of my project to have small friendly gatherings for prayer and religious conversation. She
says she has been always looking forward to a Theistic union.
Saturday, 23rd April
At the request of Lady Edwardes I proceed to Harrow, where she is staying in her country house, by the
London and N.W. Railway, escorted by Dr. Farquhar, formerly surgeon to the Governor-General of India.
The country I pass through is mostly plain and flat and verdant, and reminds me of the rich plains of Bengal.
Lady Edwardes is a very pious woman and seems to have learnt humility and faith from her bereavement, the
death of her excellent husband Sir Herbert Edwardes. After lunch she and Mrs. Kinnaird enter into conversation
verging on discussion with a view to elicit and if possible to remove those points on which we disagree. While
strolling up and down the beautiful park attached to her house Lady Edwardes asks me with peculiar interest and
touching solicitude what I think of Christ and the Gospel.
We then take a drive through the city; on our return we take tea and taking leave of our kind hostess, I, Mrs.
Kinnaird and Dr, Farquhar return to London in the evening. Harrow is a lively country place, and I enjoy it the
more as it affords a charming contrast to the dreary civilization of the great metropolis. Farmers’ houses, heaps of
hay, variegated cattle grazing in the fields, ragged country boys and girls playing in the streets, trees and plants
coming out in their vernal beauty—these are irresistible charms of nature which fill my heart with joy. I am told
that Sir Herbert, when living, had once remarked that should I come to England he would be most happy to see
me. This circumstance made Lady Edwardes’ invitation peculiarly interesting and acceptable to me.
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Sunday, 24th April
The text of my sermon this morning in the Unitarian Chapel at Hackney is, “Ask, and it shall be given you
etc.” Matthew VII:7-8. The chapel is rather small; it is crowded, and there are, I understand, about 500 persons
present. I endeavor to show that the above text represents a spiritual law as immutable as physical laws.
After service we proceed to Mr. Collier’s house, and thence after taking a little refreshment, to Mr. Hickson’s.
We spend the latter part of the day in the company of the Hicksons, a very interesting and happy English family,
lunching together, looking at the varieties of plants that grow in their hothouse, hearing and singing songs and
enjoying most lively chitchats. The day is well spent and will leave agreeable impressions on the mind.
Monday, 25th April
Miss Cobbe having returned to town with renewed health, I call on her in the evening. I am highly delighted
with the conversation we have about our spiritual experiences. I give a sketch of the history of my conversion and
point out the working of God’s providence, and as I narrate the incidents I see her eyes filled with tears, and her
whole countenance impressed with devotional sympathy. She tells me how she has been brought to the Lord in
the same wav, and how in different and remote places we have been moved by the same spirit. How wonderful
and mysterious are God’s ways of converting sinners! The East and the West must unite.
Tuesday, 26th April
Mr. Peebles, United States Consul in Asia Minor, calls on me with a friend of his who, it appears, is a
spiritualist. They are both very liberal-minded, and they most warmly sympathize with me in my desire and
efforts to promote theism. Mr. Peebles asks me to visit America where he will be going in next June. He is
enthusiastic about it.
I dine with Dean Stanley in the evening There I meet during and after dinner several of the most eminent
persons in the land—such as the Duke of Argyll, Mrs. Rothschild, Lord Lawrence, Sir Bartle Frere, Sir Charles
Trevelyan, and several leading clergymen and bishops in their clerical dress.
Wednesday, 27th April
I dine with the “philosophers” this evening at Grosvenor Hotel, and then attend their meeting. The object of the
Metaphysical Society is to discuss in a friendly spirit all questions of a metaphysical and theological character.
One of the members reads a paper on the “Verification of Beliefs,” which is followed by discussion. Those who
take part in the discussion, especially Mr. Martineau, seem to be well up in metaphysical matters; but the remarks
are in my humble opinion rather rambling and “not to the point.” I meet Sir A. Grant,
Thursday, 28th April
I engage a cab and drive about paying or rather returning visits. Sir Charles Trevelyan is not at home, neither
Sir Fervel Buxton—so I am disappointed. Happily Sir Robert Montgomery is found in the India Office, and he
evinces kind interest in me. I introduce the subject of the Native Marriage Bill, and ask him to put me in the way.
He promises to do so, but he himself has unfortunately no hand in the matter. It belongs to a different committee.
Mr. Pratt is not at home, but Mrs. Pratt, who accidentally meets me at the door, receives me cordially, and I
spend some time in conversation with her. In the evening we go by rail to Blackfriar’s Station and thence proceed
to Mr. Spears’ Spring Social Meeting in the Stamford Street Chapel. It is decorated, though scantily, with flowers
and evergreens, and everyone present seems lively. There are several speeches and music at intervals.
I make a few statements. regarding the history of my conversion to prayer and the direct action of God’s spirit
in my soul. My two native friends\fn{Prosonno Kumar Sen and Krishna Govind Gupta} are also obliged to make speeches,
such is the pressure put upon them. Their maiden speeches are received with cheers.
We return home immensely delighted with the proceedings of the Spring Meeting, and especially the fervor
end cordiality with which a large number of ladies and gentlemen, chiefly the former, come forward to shake
hands with me.
Friday, 29th April
I see a splendid collection of pictures this morning at the exhibition of Royal Academy of Arts in their new
house at Piccadilly. Some of the pictures are so beautifully natural. I am ashamed to think how little our
countrymen have done towards cultivating the noble art of painting.
The annual social meeting of the parents and guardians of Portland Schools under Mr. Martineau’s
superintendence takes place this evening. After tea he introduces me to the meeting, and at his request I say a few
words on the true character of education and the necessity of co-operation between parents and teachers in the
education of boys. They all look lively and seem very much to enjoy the thing; it is a pity that we have nothing
similar to this in our country. I spend the remainder of the evening at Mrs. Russel Martineau’s “At Home.”
Saturday, 30th April
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We attend an evening party at Mrs. Squire’s where we meet the Hicksons. The evening is most delightfully
spent in lively and interesting conversation, music and supper. In both these families there seems to be real
heartiness of interest and attachment for me, and very little formality, May God bless them!
Sunday, 1stMay
I preach this morning in one of the finest Unitarian Chapels in London. Rev. Mr. Ierson conducts service, and I
expound the following text in St. Luke, “Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy heart etc,” X:27-28. The
love of God must be intellectual (mind), practical (strength), devotional (soul) and emotional (heart): it ought to
embrace all the departments of life.
I lunch with Rev. Mr. Haweis, who is extremely “broad,” though belonging to the established church.
Professor Jowett and Sir Alexander Grant meet me there, and I have a few minutes’ interesting conversation with
the former. In the evening we go by rail to Westbourne Hall. My text is, “Of a truth I perceive that God is no
respecter of persons: but in every nation he that feareth him and worketh righteousness, is accepted with him”
Acts X:34-35. I preach the spirit of catholicity and denounce sectarianism. The attendance is rather small, and is
owing, I believe, to the sale of tickets which I in common with many of my friends think rather improper.
Monday, 2nd May
We attend a small tea party at Camberwell in the house of Mr. Taylor who has been doing so much to oblige
us. Mrs. Taylor and other ladies treat us to a few English songs, and we too sing some of our hymns.
Tuesday, 3rd May
Lord Lawrence calls for me at about 10:30 A.M., and we drive together in his carriage to Exeter Hall. The hall
is immensely crowded, numbering about 5,000 souls, and wears a most imposing aspect. The report of the
operations of the Church Missionary Society is read, in which there is an allusion to my speech in the Hanover
Square Rooms. The Bishop of Ripon addresses the meeting in a clear and powerful voice.
I am obliged to slip away before the meeting is over in order to lunch with Mr. Flower of the Royal College of
Surgeons. I have some interesting conversation on religion with Mrs. Flower. After lunch we all go to the next
house where the museum is located and see the various things collected there.
In the evening I attend Mrs. Evans Bell’s evening party, where among others I meet Mr. Goldstucker. He is a
funny old man, and looks very much like a bhattacharjee.\fn{Brahman priest} Will it be believed I return home at 2
A.M. in the morning? This is really intolerable.
Wednesday, 4th May
Sir Robert Montgomery introduces me to Sir Erskine Perry, the President of the political committee of the
Secretary of State’s Council, and I have a long conversation with him chiefly on the education cess question in his
rooms at the India Office. He reads to me portion of a letter addressed to him by Lord Mayo in which His
Lordship speaks of me in kind terms, and asks him to see me and consult me about the education question. I
gladly take the opportunity to explain my views fully, in which Sir Erskine concurs.
In the evening I dine with Mr. and Mrs. Smith. Around the table I see Lord Lawrence, Mr. Grant Duff and Mr.
Martineau.
Thursday, 5th May
I breakfast with Mr. Gladstone, the worthy Prime Minister, this morning. There are some illustrious personages
round the table or tables, for we divide in two companies, one is headed by Mr. Gladstone, the other by his wife. I
see Mr. Mortlan, the American minister, and the celebrated Mr. Dickens. Our host is a very genial and kindhearted man though his very appearance shows he has the tremendous weight of the whole Government on his
shoulders. I exchange only a few words with him.
Friday, 6th May
Accompanied by Miss Sharpe, her brother-in-law Mr. Courtauld and two other ladies I proceed by the morning
train to Haywards Heath to visit the Sussex County Lunatic Asylum. It is a splendid institution and occupies an
immense area. It was established in 1851 and now numbers 2,040 inmates, of whom 824 are males. How sad and
painful is it to look at these miserable specimens of humanity! All honor to those who are trying to do good to
them! One of the inmates presents us with his drawings, and we thank him for the same.
Saturday, 7th May
A grand musical entertainment takes place today in the Crystal Palace. We go there with Mr. Spears after
breakfast, and take our seats in the upper balcony which commands a full view of the scene below. Upwards of
sixteen thousand persons are present on the occasion—who can believe unless he sees with his own eyes this
fabulous congregation of heads! And what is the number of singers? Three thousand they say! You see how they
are all arranged on the splendid gallery. When three thousand voices unite in one harmonious chorus and
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gradually rise higher and higher with the aid of the grand organ playing in full vigor and two or three hundred
musical instruments, you can easily imagine what wonderful effect they must produce.
The pieces sung are mostly religious. On the whole, the treat is grand if not sweet; I admire it though I do not
enjoy it. Its scientific character is really astonishing.
On our way home we spend a few hours at Mr. Spears’ house in Camberwell.
Sunday, 8th May
The chapel where I preach this morning is situated on Rosslyn H ill and looks very pretty—having an air of
rural simplicity about it. Dr. Sadler, the estimable minister of the Chapel, conducts service and I preach a sermon.
on “Take no thought for your life etc.” Math. VI:25-35. After service I see Miss Carpenter in the vestry. I then
lunch with Dr. and Mrs. Sadler; and in the afternoon drive down with Miss Sharpe through the beautiful scenery
of Hampstead Heath to the house of her brother-in-law, Mr. Courtauld.
In the evening we go in a cab to Mr. Spurgeon’s Metropolitan Tabernacle in Newington on the other side of the
river. I have not seen anything surpassing in grandeur the spectacle I witness tonight in this Tabernacle. There are
upwards of six thousand persons in the congregation who unite their voices in singing the hymns and form a
telling chorus though unaccompanied by organ or harmonium. The preacher has a loud and powerful voice and
the whole congregation listen with rapt attention to his earnest and fiery utterances.
After service I am introduced to him and on my asking whether he could place his tabernacle—a tempting
place indeed!—at my disposal for a secular lecture he gives his kind consent.
Monday, 9th May
After spending a few minutes at Miss Carpenter’s I call on Sir Erskine Perry of the India House. As he has
only a short time to spare I briefly state the leading features of the Native Marriage Bill\fn{ The original “Brahmo
Marriage Bill” introduced to the Council in September 1868 by Sir Henry Maine fell through. After much difficulty and much change it
was introduced as the “Native Marriage Bill” and passed on the 19 th March 1872 and is known as Act III of 1872. Thereby bigamy and
polygamy were made impossible, infant marriage abolished (husband must be 18 and wife 14 years old), idolatry expunged, inter-marriage
recognized by legislature and widow-marriage sanctioned as a matter of course } and request his favorable consideration of the

measure. He says the papers on the subject have not yet reached him. At 6 P.M., I attend the Ragged School Union
meeting in Exeter Hall, presided over by Lord Shaftesbury. At his request I say a few words supporting the views
and objects of the Union.
Tuesday, 10th May
I attend the Congregational Union Dinner at the Cannon Street Hotel, where I find Dr. Mullens. After dinner he
makes a speech, and at the request of the chairman I also make an “off-hand” kind of speech.
In the evening I attend a meeting of the “Society” for promoting education in the East in the house of Mr.
Haldane. Lord Shaftesbury takes the chair. Among the speeches I am very much interested to hear one from the
well-known “Rob Roy.” As usual, I am obliged to make a speech on female education in India.
Wednesday, 11th May
I put on my new suit of dress and go to see the ceremony of the opening of the new building of the University
of London It is a small gallery where we assemble, and the length of time we have to wait tires our patience. At
last the magnates of the realm enter appearance one after another, among others the astute and shrewd looking
leader of the opposition and the noble Gladstone; and then after some interval the Queen, the Prince and Princess
of Wales and Princess Louise with a large retinue enter the hall, and stand on the dais.
Her Majesty—this is the first time I see her—is a plain-looking woman in plain dress, simple yet dignified.
She makes a graceful bow to the assembly. The Vice Chancellor reads the speech to the Queen, she hands over her
reply and in the most distinct manner declares the building to be “opened”. Thus ends the brief ceremony. and the
royal family disappears amid the usual cheers.
After a short time the Vice Chancellor re-enters the hall with several others; the Registrar, Dr. Carpenter reads
the University report, and degrees are conferred on the graduates with whom the Chancellor in every case
cordially shakes his hands. This is sadly wanting in similar ceremonies in our country. He then makes a speech on
the progress made by the London University, which is followed by a short speech by Mr. Low, Chancellor of the
Exchequer and member for the University.
Thursday, 12th May
I lunch with Lord and Lady Houghton today. In the evening our first theistic meeting takes place in our
lodgings. We have a pretty good number of our friends, foremost among them being Miss Sharpe, Miss Manning
and Mr. Shaen. Our object is to effect if possible a purely Theistic organization among those who stand outside
the various established and dissenting Churches in the country. We do not come to any practical conclusion.
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Friday, 13th May
Call on Miss Carpenter and proceed together to Mrs. Schwabe’s house where we lunch with Miss Winkworth,
Miss Sharpe, Mrs. Darbishire and others. At 8 P.M. I attend a meeting of the East India Association where Miss
Carpenter delivers a lecture on her work in India. I then make a few remarks at the request of the Chairman. From
there I proceed to Miss Preston’s “At Home,” where I meet a large number of our Unitarian friends.
Saturday, 14th May
Mr. Spears calls on us, and we go with him to visit the workhouse at Camberwell. The Doctor and the
governess show us over the various wards and the nice little Chapel upstairs. Thence we proceed to the Asylum
for the Blind. Unfortunately, the school is closed, this being Saturday. We are however shown into some of the
rooms where we see most wonderful things. Here are some blind men making baskets; there is one making
carpets and going through all the complications of warp and woof; here is a boy who reads to us at our request a
few passages from a religious book especially adapted to the blind; there is another who with astonishing
adroitness solves a few arithmetical questions we put to him. Is this not a miracle—giving eyes to the blind? May
God bless the friends of the blind!
I dine with the Honorable Mr. Wyndham, who introduces me to several members of Parliament. After dinner
we have conversation about the religious condition of India.
Sunday, 15th May
I preach this morning at the Artillery Hall, Stralford, in the East End of London, which is inhabited by the
poorest classes of the people. Amongst my congregation, I am told, are many working men; but not so many as I
wished to see. I take up the following text, “Whom have I in heaven but thee? and there is none upon earth that I
desire beside thee” Ps. LXXIII:25.
In the evening I preach to a crowded congregation in Beaumont Hall at Mile End. We have about 1500
persons. I discourse on God’s infinite love whose price we can duly understand when we contrast it with our
unworthiness. My text is, “When I consider thy heavens, the work of thy fingers, | the moon and the stars, which
thou hast ordained | What is man, that thou art mindful of him? | and the son of man, that thou visitest him? Ps.
VIII:3-4.
Monday, 16th May
I breakfast with Mr. Allon and several other dissenting ministers whom he has invited to meet me. After
breakfast we retire into the drawing room, and there, at my request and in answer to my questions, Dr. Mullens.
our host, and others present enlighten me on the constitution of the Presbyterian and Congregational churches and
the points on which they differ from the established church. The whole subject is deeply interesting to me.
The assembly breaks up and we then lunch in a quiet and homely manner. This evening our second meeting
takes place. There is interesting conversation, but without any definite conclusion.
Tuesday, 17th May
We set out with Mr. Taylor and proceed by the underground railway to Newgate Prison. After inspecting it for
a few minutes we walk over to the Times’ office which is very near. We are shown into the various departments,
and are struck with astonishment at the machinery at work, which, we are told, prints off 16,000 copies in an hour.
They do not use the types at all for printing, but the whole thing is stereotyped, the plates being molded in a few
minutes; by this means they could have as many pages of types as they wish and vastly expedite the work of
printing.
On our way back to the station we see the Carter Lane Mission School for poor children supported by the
Unitarians. The Peace Society’s annual meeting comes off in the evening at Finsbury Chapel. There are some
excellent and interesting speeches especially one from the representative of the French association which, though
mostly in French and therefore unintelligible to me, is earnest and effective. In supporting a resolution I make a
short speech. in the course of which I repeat the following Sanskrit texts:
Kshama bashikritir loke kshamaya kim nasadhyate.
Shanti kharga kare yasya kim karisyati durjanah.\fn{Forgiveness conquers men. What is there which forgiveness cannot achieve? What can the
wicked do to him who holds the sword of peace in his hand?}

Wednesday, 18th May
I call at the temple and visit Rev. Dr. Vaughan, Master of the Temple, and I lunch with him. The Dean of
Westminster is away and also Lady Augusta Stanley; disappointed I drive down from the Deanery to the
Athenaeum where I spend a short time in reading and conversing with Sir John Bowring and several other
735

members.
In the evening I call on Rev. Mr. Milman, and walk with him to Lord Lawrence’s to dine there. After dinner I
meet Mr. Taylor, Miss Milman, sister of the Bishop of Calcutta, and old Mr. Marshman.
Thursday, 19th May
I have not seen a more enthusiastic meeting in London since my arrival than that which I witness this evening
at St, James’s Hall, It is a meeting of the United Kingdom Alliance, and is eminently demonstrative. Cheers,
prolonged applause, waving of handkerchiefs and hats, all indicate the deep excitement and fervor of the meeting.
They all rise and with deafening cheers welcome me, and every word I say in my speech is received with rapt
attention and marked interest. When I talk of the sins of the British Government in this matter, they cry out,
“Shame!” “Shame!” I am glad to see there is such widespread and strong interest in Temperance.
Friday. 20th May
At 10 A.M. we attend the Prayer meeting of the Quakers. They have no clergymen, no regular ritual or mode of
worship. Prayers are offered by some and then discourses, with a quietness and solemnity very striking. Several
old ladies take part in the service. I lunch with Mr. Stephen, brother of Mr. Fitzjames Stephen. Among those who
sit at table are Mr. Milman, Mr. Leckie and Miss Thackeray.
I dine with Mrs. Schwafe. I see a large number of guests. After dinner a Swede plays on a harp. It is a
magnificent instrument.
Saturday, 21st May
We form a small excursion party and proceed by rail 10 Hampton Court. This splendid court was erected by
Cardinal Wolsey and has been used as residence by a succession of English Sovereigns. It has a large number of
splendid pictures.
We cross the Thames, which here is but a tiny canal, in a small boat. A beautiful park is attached to the court
with fountains playing. I enjoy the breeze, stretched a la Bengali on the ground under a shady tree, and read the
interesting messages received this day from home. For the first time in my life I see tapestry on the walls of the
court.\fn{Here the diary breaks off. A note reads: Unfortunately his diary from 22nd May to 17th September, 1870 could not be procured}
32.2 & 237.115 & 241.59 & 241.60 1. Excerpt from Rajani 2. Excerpt from Krishnakanta’s Will 3. Excerpt
from Kapalkundala 4. Excerpt from Anandamath\fn{by Bankim Chandra Chatterjee (1838-1894)} Nahati, North 24
Parganas District, West Bengal State, India (M) 13
1
… He did not disclose his business, nor could I ask him outright. So we discussed social reform and politics. I
found him an accomplished conversationalist. His mind was cultivated, his education complete, and his thought
far-reaching. There being a pause in the conversation, he began to turn over The Shakespeare Gallery on my table.
In the meanwhile, I had a good look at him. He was a most handsome man; fair, rather short but neither stout nor
lean; his eyes large, hair fine, curly and carefully arranged; he was not over-dressed but was perfectly neat; a man
with an exquisite conversational style and a beautiful voice. I could plainly see that he was a sophisticated person.
Amarnath did not come to business even after the plates of The Shakespeare Gallery had been gone over, and
began to discuss the pictures. His thesis was that it was an audacious conceit that tried to depict in a picture what
was expressed in language and through action; such attempts could never be successful, nor were these pictures
successful. He opened the picture of Desdemona and observed:
“You get her patience, sweetness and modesty, but where is her courage with the patience, and her pride of
constancy with the modesty?”
He pointed to the illustration of Juliet and said:
“You have here the figure of a beauty in the first flush of youth, but you miss youth’s irrepressible
restlessness.”
Amarnath continued in this vein. From Shakespeare’s heroines he came to Sakuntala, Sita, Kadamvari,
Vasavadatta, Rukmini, and Satyabhama, and he analyzed their characters. The discussion of ancient literature led
in its turn to ancient historiography, out of which there emerged some incomparable exposition of the classical
historians, Tacitus, Plutarch, Thucydides, and others.
From the philosophy of history of these writers Amarnath came down to Comte and his Iois des trois états,
which he endorsed. Comte brought in his interpreter Mill and then Huxley; Huxley brought in Owen and Darwin;
and Darwin Buchner and Schopenhauer. Amarnath poured the most entrancing scholarship into my ears, and I
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became too engrossed to remember our business …
2a
Krishnakanta Ray, a wealthy zemindar, lived in Haridragram. His landed property, the income from which
amounted to nearly two lakhs of rupees, had been acquired jointly by himself and his brother Ramkanta. The two
brothers lived together, earned money together, and were so deeply attached to one another that it never occurred
to one of them that he might be deceived by the other. The property had been bought in the name of the elder
brother, Krishnakanta.
When Ramkanta’s son was born, however, the father felt that for the sake of the child, whose name was
Govindalal, proper legal documents should be drawn up regarding the property which had stood so long in
Krishnakanta’s name alone. He was quite sure that Krishnakanta would never do him any wrong, but what
certainty had he that Krishnakanta’s sons might not adopt a different course after their father’s death? But he
could not broach the matter easily, and so he put it off from day to day until, one time while visiting his estates on
business, he suddenly died.
If Krishnakanta had wished to cheat his brother’s son, and to appropriate the whole property, he could easily
have done so now. But he had no such evil intention. He brought up Govindalal as his own son with his own
children, and resolved to leave him, by will, the half share of the property that had rightly belonged to Ramkanta.
Krishnakanta had two sons and a daughter of his own. Haralal was the elder son, Vinodlal the younger, and
Sailavati the daughter. In his will Krishnakanta bequeathed to Govindalal half of the property; to Haralal and
Vinodlal each, three-sixteenths; and to his wife and Sailavati each, one-sixteenth.
*
In time Haralal grew up, married, became the father of a son and at the same time a widower—for his wife
died in giving birth to the child. Haralal was a violent man, disobedient to his father and evil-tongued. A will
made by a Bengali seldom remains a secret, and so the provisions of Krishnakanta’s will came to Haralal’s
knowledge. His eyes red-rimmed in anger, he said to his father,
“What’s this? Govindalal gets half while I only get three-sixteenths!” Krishnakanta said,
“It’s quite right. I have given Govindalal the half that was his father’s share.”
“His father’s share? How much is it? Why should he get a share of my paternal property? Moreover, my
mother and my sister, who will be in my care—why should they get one-sixteenth? They are only entitled to
maintenance.” Somewhat angered, Krishnakanta said,
“My dear Haralal, the property is mine, not yours. I shall dispose of it as I like.”
“I won’t let you. You have lost your senses.” Krishnakanta said angrily,
“Haralal, if you were a boy, I would send for your schoolmaster and have you caned.”
“As a boy I singed my schoolmaster’s moustache. Now I shall burn your will.”
Krishnakanta said no more. He tore up the will, and had another drawn, in which he gave half to Govindalal,
five-sixteenths to Vinodlal, and one-sixteenth each to his wife, Sailavati, and Haralal. In anger Haralal left home
and went to Calcutta, whence he wrote to his father to this effect:
“The pandits here at Calcutta say that widow marriage is permitted in our sacred books. I have resolved to
marry a widow, and will only change my mind if you change your will, giving me half the property. You must
have a new will registered without delay.”
He hoped that his father, in alarm, would give him the larger share he wanted. But his hopes were destroyed by
the reply he received:
“I no longer recognize you as my son. You can marry whomever you like, and I shall leave my property to
whomever I like. If you marry a widow, I shall certainly change my will—and the change will not be to your
advantage.”\fn{A note reads: This is topical. The novel was written at a time hot with controversy between progressive and conservative
Hindus over the question of widow marriage. Although the progressives won and widow marriage was legalized, conservative opposition
in the form of social boycott continued as strong as ever. Rich men offered large dowries to get their widow daughters married, and the
offer was commonly seized by unscrupulous adventurers. Haralal could not have chosen a more effective way to blackmail his father }

Soon after this, Haralal sent word that he had married a widow. Krishnakanta again tore up his will, intending
to make a fresh one.
Brahmananda Ghosh, a meek, good-natured man, lived nearby. He was favored and supported by
Krishnakanta, whom he called Uncle. A good penman, it was he who wrote Krishnakanta’s wills and other
documents. Krishnakanta sent for Brahmananda and asked him to come after lunch to write a new will. Vinodlal,
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who was there at the time, asked,
“Father, why do you want to change the will again?”
“This time your brother will get a zero for his share.”
“That won’t be right. Even if he has given offence, he has a son who is innocent, and the boy too will get
nothing.”
“I will give the child one sixty-fourth.”
“That’s almost nothing.”
“My income is two lakhs of rupees. One sixty-fourth of that is over three thousand rupees. A man and his
family can live comfortably on that. Anyway, I won’t give more.”
Vinodlal argued a long time, but the old man did not change his mind.
b
After lunch Brahmananda was about to take a nap when Haralal appeared and sat at the head of the bed.
Surprised, Brahmananda said,
“Hello, is it you? When did you come home?” Hara:
“Haven’t been home yet.” Brahma:
“Have you come straight here? When did you return from Calcutta?” Hara:
“Two days ago. I was in hiding. A new will is to be made, isn’t that right?” Brama:
“So I hear.” Hara:
“This time a zero for my share?” Brama:
“That’s what your father said in anger. But he will change his mind.” Hara:
“It will be written this afternoon? And you will write it?” Brahma:
“What am I to do? I can’t refuse your father.” Hara:
“No one is blaming you. Now do you want to earn something?” Brahma:
“Earn what? Slaps and blows? Go ahead, then.” Hara:
“Stop fooling. I mean one thousand rupees.” Brahma:
“How? By marrying a widow?” Hara:
“Yes!” Brahma:
“I’m too old for it.” Hara:
“Then I will give you another job. And let’s get down to it at once. Here is a little something in advance.”
So saying, Haralal put a note for five hundred rupees into Brahmananda’s hand. After turning it over and over,
Brahmananda said,
“What shall I do with it?” Hara:
“Hoard it. Give ten rupees to Mati the milkmaid.” Brahma:
“I owe no milkman or milkmaid. But tell me what you want me to do.” Hara:
“Mend two pens—quill or reed—exactly alike.” Brahma:
“All right. Whatever you say.” Brahmananda mended two pen exactly alike and, trying them, saw that they
wrote exactly alike. Hara:
“Now put one of the pens away, but take it with you when you go to write the will, and use it to write the will
with. With the other pen we shall write something here. Have you got good ink?” Brahmananda took out his
inkpot and, writing a few letters, showed them to Haralal, who said,
“Good. Take this ink with you when you go to write the will.” Brahma:
“Are there no pen and ink in the house, that I must take these with me?” Hara:
“Don’t worry, I have a motive. Otherwise, why should I give you so much money?” Brahma:
“I should have known you had it all planned, even if you didn’t say so.” Hara:
“They may wonder why you have brought. your own pen and ink today. Put that right by finding fault with the
pen and ink in the steward’s office.” Brahma:
“I shall find fault with the steward himself, let alone his pen and ink.” Hara:
“That won’t be necessary. Now for the real job.” Haralal then gave Brahmananda two sheets of paper.
Brahmananda exclaimed,
“Why, this is Government paper!” Hara:
“No, it isn’t Government paper. It’s the paper used in attorney’s offices. I know that my father has his wills
written on this paper, that’s why I got it. Now write what I tell you with this pen and ink.”
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Brahmananda wrote a will according to Haralal’s dictation. The purport of it was that Krishnakanta Ray gave
three-fourths of his property to Haralal and three-sixteenths to Vinodlal, dividing the remaining one-sixteenth
equally between Govindalal, his wife, Sailavati, and Haralal’s son. When he finished the writing, Brahmananda
said,
“The will is written. But who signs it?”
“I do,” said Haralal, and he signed Krishnakanta’s name and the names of four witnesses.
“This is forgery!” Brahmananda exclaimed.
“No, this is the genuine will. The one which you will write later this afternoon is the forgery.”
“How?”
“When you go to write the will, take this one with you, hidden in your coat pocket. Write with this pen and ink
the will that my father dictates to you, and after it has been read out and signed, ask for it again in order to sign it
yourself. Turn your back to the others when you are signing it, and take that opportunity to exchange the wills.
Since the paper, pen, ink, and writer are the same, the two wills will look alike. Give my will to my father, and
bring me my father’s will.” After some thought Brahmananda said,
“I need hardly say that it’s a clever stroke.” Hara:
“Then what’s on your mind?” Brahma:
“I would like to do it, but I am afraid. Take back your money. I won’t be mixed up in a forgery.”
“Give me the money,” said Haralal, and held out his .hand.
Brahmananda returned the note. Haralal got up and was about to leave when Brahmananda called him back.
“What, going already?”
“No, I am not,” said Haralal. Brahma:
“You gave five hundred rupees. What more will you give?” Hara:
“Another five hundred when you bring me my father’s will.” Brahma:
“It’s a lot of money. The temptation is hard to resist.” Hara:
“Then you agree?” Brahma:
“What else can I do? But how shall I exchange the wills? They will certainly catch me.” Hara:
“Why should they? Here, I will make the change before your eyes. Catch me if you can.”
Whether or not Haralal was clever at other things, he was a clever trickster. He put the will in his pocket, and
taking a second sheet of paper, prepared to write on it. How, in the meanwhile, the paper went from his hand into
his pocket, and the will from his pocket into his hand, Brahmanand a could not see. But he praised Haralal’s skill.
“I will teach you,” Haralal said, and he showed Brahmananda how the trick was done. Brahmananda mastered
it after some practice. Then Haralal left, saying that he would be back in the evening with the rest of the money.
Brahmananda was seized with panic after Haralal’s departure. He realized that he had agreed to commit a
crime, and might have to spend the rest of his life in prison if he were caught in the act of exchanging the wills.
Then why should he do it? Because of the thousand rupees which were within his grasp and which he could never
let go while he lived.
Alas, the anguish that the prospect of a feast has brought to many a poor Brahman! He is suffering from
infectious fever and an enlarged spleen, but he has been invited to a feast where many dainties are to be served up
before him. What should he do? Should he eat them or not? I can swear that the holy Brahman will not be able to
solve that problem even if he ponders it for a thousand years. Unwillingly, he must put the dainties into his mouth.
This is exactly what happened to Brahmananda. He knew that the money offered by Haralal might land him in
prison, but his greed was as great as his fear of the consequence. Like the poor Brahman, he could not make a
rational decision, but his heart was set on the money.
2c
After the writing of the will, Brahmananda returned home at evening, and found Haralal waiting for him.
“What happened?” Haralal asked.
Brahmananda liked poetry. Forcing a smile, he said:
I stretched my hand the moon to catch,
The thorns of the babla my hand did scratch.\fn{A note reads: The original is doggerel and has been translated as such. The babla is a tree. To try to
catch the moon when it is resting on a tree, a river, or a lake commonly stands for trying to attain the unattainable }
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“You couldn’t do it?” Haralal asked.
“I felt nervous.”
“You couldn’t do it?”
“No, I couldn’t. Here, take back your forged will and your money.” And he gave Haralal the counterfeit will
and the note for five hundred rupees. Haralal’s eyes turned red and his lips trembled with anger and annoyance.
“Incompetent fool! Even a woman could have done it. I am going, but keep your mouth shut if you value your
life.” Brahmananda told him not to worry, for he would not breathe a word of the matter.
Haralal went to the kitchen where Brahmananda’s niece Rohini was cooking. In this house he could go
wherever he liked, as if he were one of the family.
Now I have a special need of this Rohini, and must therefore say something about her appearance and her
character—although descriptions of appearance are not much in demand these days, and it is risky under recent
laws to describe anyone’s character but one’s own. Suffice it to say, then, that Rohini was in the bloom of youth,
and overflowing with beauty like the harvest moon in early autumn. She had become a widow very young, but
had some habits improper to a widow; she put on black-bordered cloths instead of the prescribed white or gray,
she wore bracelets on her wrists, and she chewed betel, which gave her a forbidden pleasure and gave her lips a
forbidden tinge of inviting redness. On the other hand, she excelled in cookery, needlework, and other domestic
arts, and was without a rival in the village for dressing women’s hair and arraying brides. Having no one else to
depend upon, she lived with Brahmananda.
Rohini was briskly stirring the soupy dal with a wooden stirrer, and now and then darting bittersweet glances
at a cat which was sitting at some distance, its pads on the floor. She wanted to find out if animals were thrilled by
provocative flashes from the corners of a woman’s eyes, and the cat, taking these glances as an invitation to eat
the fried fish, was advancing slowly. Just then Harala! entered, his shoes creaking. The cat, frightened, abandoned
its desire for fried fish, and bolted away. Rohini put down the stirrer, washed her hands, and drawing her cloth
modestly over her head, stood up. Gently rubbing her fingernails against one another, she said,
“Why, Uncle.\fn{A note reads: In India, “uncle” is used as a term of affection, regardless of kinship} When did you come?”
“Yesterday. I want to have a word with you.” Rohini shivered slightly.
“Will you have supper here? Shall I put on some fine rice?”
“Put it on if you like. But that isn’t what I want to talk about. Do you remember something that happened a
long time ago?”
Rohini looked silently at the ground. Haralal continued,
“Do you remember the day when you were returning from a bath in the Ganges and you lagged behind and got
separated from your companions?” Holding four fingers of her left hand with her right hand and looking down,
Rohini said,
“I remember.” Hara:
“When you lost your way you found yourself in a field. Night came on. And some bad men followed you.”
Rohini:
“I remember.” Hara:
“Who rescued you?” Rohini:
“You. You were going somewhere on horseback—” Hara:
“To visit my sister-in-law.” Rohini:
“You rescued me and sent me home in a palanquin. How should I not remember? I can never repay that debt.”
Hara:
“You can repay it today. You can even put me in your debt for the rest of my life.” Rohini:
“Tell me how. I shall give my life to help you.” Hara:
“Whether you help me or not, don’t tell anyone.” Rohini:
“I won’t while I live.” Hara:
“Swear it.” Rohini swore. Haralal then told her about the genuine and the counterfeit wills.
“You must steal the genuine will and leave this counterfeit in its place. You go freely in and out of our house,
and you are intelligent. You can do it easily. Will you do this for me?” Rohini shuddered.
“Steal? I couldn’t, even if I were to be cut into pieces.” Hara:
“Women are worthless, mere masses of words! Is this why you said you would never be able to repay me?”
Rohni:
“Ask me to do anything else, even to lay down my life, and I will do it for you. But I can’t betray my
benefactors.”
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Unable to persuade her in any other way, Haralal offered her the two five-hundred-rupee notes.
“Here’s your reward in advance. You must do this for me.” Rohini did not take the money.
“I don’t care for money. I wouldn’t do this even if you offered me the whole of your father’s property. If it
were possible, I would have done it just for your asking.” Haralal sighed deeply.
“I thought you wished me well. But then, why should you? I am nothing to you. If my wife were living, I
wouldn’t have to ask twice. She would have done this job for me willingly.” Rohini laughed.
“Why do you laugh?” Haralal asked. Rohini:
“Hearing you speak of your wife reminds me of the report that you wish to marry a widow. Do you really
intend to do so?” Hara:
“I do. But where can I find a widow to my liking?” Rohini:
“Well, whether it is a widow or a married woman—I mean a widow or an unmarried girl—we would all be
delighted to see you married and settled.” Hara:
“You see, Rohini, I am told that widow marriage is allowed in the sacred books.” Rohini:
“So they say now.” Hara:
“You too can marry. Why don’t you?”
Rohini drew forward the cloth on her head and turned away. Haralal continued,
“You call me Uncle only because you know me in the village. But there is no blood relationship between us to
prevent our getting married.”
Rohini drew her cloth fully over her head, and sat down by the oven to stir the dal. Haralal turned to go,
disappointed. When he had reached the door, Rohini said,
“You may as well leave the paper. I will see what I can do.” Delighted, Haralal turned and put the forged will
and the notes on the table near Rohini.
“Not the notes. Only the will.” Rohini said. Leaving the will and taking back the notes, Haralal departed.
2d
With his back resting on a pillow Krishnakanta was sitting in bed at eight o’clock that evening, smoking his
hookah and nodding under the influence of that one perfect medicine of the world, that best of intoxicants—
opium. In that state of stupor he imagined that his will had suddenly become a deed of sale, and Haralal had
bought up his entire property for three rupees and thirteen-odd annas.\fn{The text reads: thirteen annas odd} Someone
then said that the will was not a deed of gift but a bond. Instantly it registered in his mind that this bond was
executed by the god Vishnu, son of Brahma, when he borrowed a box of opium from Siva. Vishnu, in fact, gave
Siva a mortgage on the universe, which Siva forgot to foreclose, being under the influence of gaja.\fn{A note reads:
A hemp, smoked like hashish. In popular mythology Siva is addicted to it } Just then Rohini came slowly into the room, and
said,
“Are you asleep, Grandfather?” Still dozing, Krishnakanta said,
“Is it you, Nandi?\fn{ Nandi is Siva’s attendant} Ask your master to foreclose at once.” Rohini understood that
Krishnakanta was under the influence of opium. She said, laughing,
“Grand- father, who is Nandi?” Without raising his head Krishnakanta said,
“Yes, you are right. He ate up the milkmen’s butter in Vrindavan, and hasn’t paid yet.”\fn{ The reference is to the
god Krishna, who grew up among the milkmen and milkmaids of Vrindavan. To steal and eat their butter was one of his pranks }
Rohini burst out laughing, which startled Krishnakanta. Raising his head and looking at her, he said,
“Who is it? Aswini, Bharani, Krittika, Rohini?”\fn{ Rohini in Hindu astronomy is the fourth of the twenty- seven
constellations known as the lunar mansions. Unable, under the influence of opium, to recall it directly, Krishnakanta arrives at it by
recounting the first (Aswini), second (Bharani), and third (Krittika) constellations. Rohini chimes in with the fifth (Mrigasira), sixth
(Ardra), seventh (Punarvasu), and eighth (Pushya). Krishnakanta responds with the ninth (Aslesha), tenth (Magha), and eleventh
(Purvaphalguni)} Rohini:

“Mrigasira, Ardra, Punarvasu, Pushya.” Krishna:
“Aslesa, Magha, Purvaphalguni.” Rohini:
“Grandfather, have I come to learn astronomy from you?” Krishna:
“Of course not. But what do you want? Some opium?” Rohini:
“How can I want what you cannot part with for dear life? I have come because my uncle sent me.” Krishna:
“Then it must be for some opium.” Rohini:
“No, Grandfather, no. I swear by my love for you that I don’t want opium. My uncle said you didn’t sign the
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win that was written today. Krishna:
“How’s that? I remember perfectly well I signed it.” Rohini:
“But Uncle said that so far as he could remember, you didn’t sign it. In any case, why remain in doubt? Why
not take it out and see?” Krishna:
“Very well, hold the lamp then.”
While Rohini held the lamp, Krishnakanta took a key from under the pillow and, opening a small box, took out
of it another, somewhat unusual-looking key. With it he opened a drawer and after some search, he took out the
will. Then he took his glasses out of their case, and tried to fix them on his nose, but was some time doing this
because he was nodding under the influence of opium. When the glasses were fixed at last, Krishnakanta looked
into the will, and he said with a laugh,
“Rohini, you think I am old and wandering, but look, here’s my signature.” Rohini:
“Dear, dear. You aren’t old. You insist on calling me your granddaughter, that’s all. Well, I must go now and
tell Uncle.” She left Krishnakanta’s bedroom.
Late that night Krishnakanta suddenly woke up, and saw that the lamp in his room, which was always kept
lighted the whole night, had been put out. At the same time a sound came to his ears as if someone had turned a
key. It also seemed that someone was moving about in the room. The person came to the head of his bed and put a
hand under the pillow. Krishnakanta was heavy with opium, neither asleep nor awake, incapable of apprehending
anything clearly. He was not quite sure there was no light in the room; he was so drowsy that his eyes would not
open even when he woke up.
When he finally managed to open them, he did indeed perceive the darkness, but he imagined that he was in
prison, having submitted a forged document in a lawsuit. The prison was very dark. A little later he heard a faint
sound as of a key turning—was it the key turning on the prison door? Startled, Krishnakanta felt about for the
tube of his hookah, but he could not find it, and he called out for his servant, as he always did when he wanted
something at night.
Krishnakanta did not sleep in the inner part of the house, nor in the outer part, but in a room between the two.
A servant named Hari guarded him. Not getting an answer to his call, Krishnakanta again began to doze. The
genuine will had been removed meanwhile, and the counterfeit put in its place.
e
Next morning Rohini had again sat down to cook when Haralal peeped in. Luckily, Brahmananda was not at
home, for he would have wondered why Haralal had come. Rohini did not look up as Haralal slowly went to her.
“Your pot won’t crack if you look up,” he said. She tilted her head with a smile.
“Have you done it?” he asked. Rohini fetched the stolen will and gave it to Haralal, who read it and saw it was
the true will. Beaming with joy, he asked,
“How did you get it?”
Rohini did not tell him the truth. She made up a story, and in order to substantiate it by showing him how the
will had dropped on an inkstand, she took the paper back from Haralal. When she had finished her story she
suddenly left the room with the will in her hand; and after a moment she returned without it. Haralal asked,
“Where have you left the will?” Rohini:
“I have put it in a safe place.” Hara:
“What for? I must go now.” Rohini:
“Must you? What’s the hurry?” Hara:
“I can’t stop.” Rohini:
“Go then.” Hara:
“And the will?” Rohini:
“Let me keep it.” Harea:
“How’s that? You won’t give it to me?” Rohini:
“It’s the same whether you keep it or I.” Hara:
“If you won’t give it to me, why did you steal it?” Rohini:
“I stole it for you and I will keep it for you. When you marry a widow I will give it to your wife. You will tear
it up then.” Haralal understood.
“It cannot be, Rohini. Whatever money you want I will give you.” Rohini:
“Even a lakh of rupees won’t do. You must give what you said you would.” Hara:
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“It cannot be. If I forge or steal, it’s for my own gain. But you … for whose benefit did you steal?” Rohini
turned pale and looked down. Haralal continued,
“Whatever else. I may be, I am Krishnakanta Ray’s son. I will never marry a thief.” Rohini stood up, threw
back the cloth on her head; she looked Haralal full in the face.
“I am a thief! You are a saint? Who told me to steal? Who tempted me? Who deceived a simple woman? You
are Krishnakanta Ray’s son, but you are a cheat and a liar—viler than the vilest of men. I am unworthy of you? Is
there a woman so wretched as to have a scoundrel like you? If you were a woman, I would give you the broom.
Since you are a man, get out—before I tell you what I really think of you.”
Haralal realized that he had got what he deserved. He departed with what was still left of his honor, and with a
sly smile on his lips. Rohini, too, realized that Haralal had got his deserts. But so had she—they both had.
Tightening her braid, which had come loose in her anger, she again sat down to cook. But her eyes were filling
with tears.
2f
Let the kokil, the bird of spring, call to its heart’s content. I do not mind. But I wish it would choose the right
time for calling. Having found pen and ink after a long search, and ideas after a longer search, I had just sat down
to write the story of Krishnakanta’s will when kuhoo! kuhoo! kuhoo! the bird called from the sky. I admit it has a
good voice, but that does not give it the right to call people from behind. However, to me, whose hair is gray and
pen active, the calling matters little.
But sometimes the bird sits on the broken wall of an office, and says kuhoo! kuhoo! just when the young clerk
is racking his brain over his accounts—with the result that he fails to balance them. And it calls when a beautiful
woman, sad at the absence of her lover, is taking some food and has put her hand on the pot of sweet kshir.
Kuhoo! kuhoo! she hears, and forgets to eat the kshir, or perhaps eats it with salt. However that may be, there
surely is some enchantment in the kokil’s voice. Otherwise, when it was calling from the bakul tree and Rohini
was going to fetch water with a pitcher on her hip … but first let me tell about Rohini going to fetch water.
Well, it was like this. Brahmananda Ghosh was poor and could not afford to keep a maidservant. Whether this
was an advantage or a disadvantage I cannot say, but the house which has no maid-servant has no deceit, false
news, quarrels, or dirt—the goddess called maidservant is the creator of these.
The house which has many maids, on the other hand, is a field on which epic battles are fought daily. Some
maids strut about, broom in hand, like Bhim with his club, while others are like King Duryodhan admonishing his
generals. Some sleep for six months like Kumbhakarna, and eat their masters out of house and home when they
wake up.\fn{Bhim and Duryodhan are rival warriors in the Mahabharata. Kumbhakarna is the brother of Ravan in the Ramayana}
Brahmananda was free from these afflictions, but it meant that Rohini had to carry water and wash dishes. She
used to fetch the water in the afternoon, when she had finished her other chores. The next day after the events
which have already been narrated, she was going, as she always did, to a large tank called Varuni, which belonged
to the zemindar and whose water was very good. She always went alone, unlike the other girls of the village, who
joined together, full of light laughter, in gay parties. Rohini was somewhat solemn in her ways, maybe because
she was a widow, though to look at her you would not have thought she was a widow; her lips were tinged red
with betel, she wore bracelets on her wrists and cloths with ribbon borders, and her plaited hair lay in beautiful
coils over her neck like a black snake. She carried a brass pitcher on her hip, and, as she walked, the pitcher
swayed gently and rhythmically like a swan swaying on soft ripples. Her feet fell on the ground slowly and softly,
like blossoms falling from a tree, and she swayed like a ship in full sail. So, lighting up the path as she walked,
the beautiful Rohini was going to fetch water when from the bough of a bakul tree the kokil, the bird of spring,
called kuhoo! kuhoo! kuhoo!
Rohini looked up. I can swear that if that little bird had seen her uplifted, tremulous glance, it would have been
immediately struck by it as by an arrow, and it would have plumped down, head over heels and feet drawn in. But
that was not decreed by fate, it was not a link in the eternal chain of cause and effect, it was not a merit which the
bird had earned in a previous birth. So the foolish bird again called kuhoo! kuhoo! kuhoo!
“Go away, black face,” Rohini exclaimed, and went on her way.
But she did not forget the kokil. It is our firm belief that the kokil had called at the wrong moment, that it had
done wrong in calling when a poor, young widow was going alone to fetch water. For the voice of the kokil brings
to the mind some very queer thoughts: that something has been lost for good, and the loss has turned our life into
a waste; that something is missing, someone is absent, something has not happened and will remain unrealized.
We then feel that we have lost a jewel somewhere, and must cry—that our life has been spent in vain, our cup of
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happiness has not been filled, and we have tasted nothing of the endless joy of this world.
Again kuhoo! kuhoo! kuhoo!
Rohini looked at the clear, blue, boundless sky; it was silent, and yet attuned to that call. She saw the young
mango blossoms, pale-gold, cool-scented, and bee-loud among layers of green leaves, and they too were attuned
to it. She saw in Govindalal’s flower garden by the tank myriads of flowers; in clusters on clusters, rows upon
rows, on every branch, and with every leaf; white or red, yellow or blue, large or small; some had the honeybee
on them, some the bumblebee. They were all in tune with the bird’s call, as was their scent, which was being
brought by the breeze.
Govindalal himself was standing in the shade in a flowery grove; his thick black hair fell in curls over his
shoulders, golden brown as the champak flower, and a flowering creeper swayed over his tall figure, beautiful as a
flowering tree. This also was attuned to the kokil’s call, which again came, now from an asok tree.
Rohini descended the steps of the tank and floated her pitcher on the water. Then she sat down and began to
cry.
Why she cried I do not know. How shall I discover what passes in a woman’s mind? But I much suspect that it
was the wicked kokil that made her cry.
g
The Varuni tank is giving me a lot of trouble; I cannot find the right words to describe it. It was very large, and
resembled a blue mirror framed by a border of grass. Beyond this frame there was another frame, that of the
garden, where trees and walls appeared to be endless. This was a gorgeous frame, enameled with flowers of many
hues, red, black, green, rose, white, and saffron, and studded with many fruits, as with gems. Here and there the
white summer-houses glittered like large diamonds in the rays of the setting sun. The sky overhead, too, was
framed by the garden, and was a blue mirror. The blue sky, the garden, the grass border, the flowers, fruits, trees,
and houses were all reflected in the blue water. Now and then that kokil called.
All this I can somewhat describe, but I cannot explain what connection there was between Rohini’s mind and
that sky, that tank, and that kokil’s voice. That is why I said that the Varuni tank was giving me a lot of trouble.
Like me, Govindalal, too, was in a difficulty. From the flowery arbor he saw Rohini weeping on the steps of
the tank. He concluded that she had had a row with some girl in the village, but we do not attach much importance
to his conclusion. Rohini continued to weep. What was passing through Rohini’s mind I cannot tell, but it might
have been something like this:
“For what fault was I destined to become a widow while still a child? Am I a greater sinner than other people
that I should be deprived of all joys of this world? For what fault am I, still young and beautiful, condemned to
pass my life tike a piece of dry wood? People who have all the happiness that life can give—for instance,
Govindalal’s wife—what virtues have they got that I have not got? What have they done to deserve so much
happiness, while I have none? I do not grudge others their happiness, but why should all paths be closed to me?
What shall I do with this miserable life of mine?”
Well, I told you Rohini was not a good woman. You see how jealous she is for nothing. She has many faults.
Do we feel like crying at the sight of her tears? No, we do not. But then it is better to commiserate than to judge.
The gods do not withhold rain from a thorny field.
So say a kind word for Rohini. See how she is still there on the steps of the tank, weeping with her hands on
her temples. The empty pitcher is on the water, dancing in the breeze.
The sun went down. Dark shadows fell on the blue water of the tank. As darkness set in, birds flew to the trees
and the cattle turned homewards. Then the moon rose, shedding a soft light on the darkness. Rohini was still
crying, her pitcher still floating on the water.
On his way home from the garden Govindalal saw that Rohini was still sitting on the steps of the tank. He felt
a little sad at the sight of this woman who had been there so long alone and crying. He reflected:
“Whether she is a good or a bad woman, she is still a humble creature of God. As I, too, am a humble creature
of God, she is my sister. If I can relieve her distress, why should I not do so?”
Slowly descending the steps he stood beside her. He was like a champak statue in the champak moonlight.
Rohini was startled. Govindalal said,
“Rohini, why have you been sitting here so long alone and crying?” Rohini stood up, but did not speak.
Govindalal continued,
“Won’t you tell me what’s troubling you? I may be able to help.”
Rohini could speak like a shrew to Haralal, but before Govindalal she was dumb. She stood like a sculptured
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figure enhancing the beauty of the steps. In the clear water of the tank Govindalal saw the reflection of that figure,
and he saw the reflection of the full moon and of the gold-flowering trees. Everything is beautiful, only cruelty is
ugly. Creation is kind, man is unkind. Govindalal read clearly the book of nature. Again he spoke to Rohini.
“If you are in any trouble, let me know. If you cannot speak of it yourself, let me know through one of the
ladies of our house.” Rohini spoke now.
“Some day I will tell you. Not today. Some day you must hear what I have to say.”
Govindalal agreed, and went his way. Rohini jumped into the water, and filled her pitcher. The pitcher made its
protest by saying bak-bak, gal-gal. I have noticed that empty vessels, whether earthen or human, make a lot of
noise in protest if one tries to fill them.
Leaving the water, Rohini neatly covered herself with her wet cloth, and slowly walked home. A dialogue then
took place between the pitcher, the water in the pitcher, and Rohini’s bracelet; and Rohini’s mind joined in it.
Rohini’s mind said,
“Stealing the will …” The water said (onomatopoetically),
“Chhalat.” Rohini’s mind said,
“Wasn’t right.” The bracelet said,
“Thin-thina. No indeed, it wasn’t.” Rohini’s mind said,
“What should I do now?” The pitcher said,
“Thanak-dhanak-dhan. You should tie me to your neck with a cord, and drown yourself.” …
3
… The moon had set. The entire universe was filled with darkness. The tantric yogi (kapalik) took
Kapalkundala to the place where he had set up his altar for worship. It was a wide stretch of the river-bed of the
Ganges. Ahead of it there was a bigger stretch of wetland.
The burning ghat stood on that bank. Between the two banks there is some water during the flow-tide, but
none during the ebb-tide. There was no water at the time. That part of the burning ghat which faces the Ganges is
at the highest altitude. If one were to take a plunge into the water at this point, one would be jumping from a
height to an unfathomable depth.
Further, because of the constant onslaught of the air-borne waves the river bank had worn away. Sometimes
loosened clods of earth would fall into the water.
There were no oil-lamps at the altar, only the embers of a fire kept aglow by pieces of logs. In that dim light
the burning ghat wore a weird look. Close by all arrangements had been made for ritual worship, yagna and
sacrifice. In the dark, the vast wave-ridden heart of the river lay in oblivion.
The wind of Chaitra blew unhindered in the direction of the heart of the Ganges. The rolling sound of water
arising from the clash of waves resounded in the sky. Sometimes there arose the shrill sounds of animals that feed
on carcasses.
The kapalik began the ritual worship according to tantric rites after making Nabakumar and Kapalkundala sit
on mattresses of dry kusha grass. In time, he instructed Nabakumar to have Kapalkundala bathe in the river.
Holding her by the hand, Nabakumar led her over the burning ghat for her bath.
Bones pierced their soles as they walked. At one fall of Nabakumar’s foot a water-filled urn broke into pieces.
A dead body lay inside it—nobody had cremated this wretched one. Their feet touched it. While Kapalkundala
went around the corpse, Nabakumar trampled upon it.
All around, carrion-eating animals roamed. At the approach of the two human beings, some of them raised
shrill cries, some came to attack them, others slunk away with squelching footsteps. The girl saw that
Nabakumar's hands were trembling, but she remained calm and unafraid. Site asked him,
“Are you afraid?” Nabakumar’s intoxication was slowly wearing out. In a dignified voice he answered,
“My dear girl, you think it’s fear; it is not that.” Kapalkundala's voice was poignant.
“Then, why are you shaking?”
Her tone was one becoming a woman. Such a tone was possible only when a woman melted in compassion at
others’ sufferings. Who could have known that at this fateful hour, after she had arrived at the burning ghat, such
a voice would emerge from Kapalkundala? Nabakumar replied,
“It is not fear; since I am unable to weep, I am shaking with anger.” Kapalkundala said,
“Why should you weep?”
*
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That same tone once again!
“Why should I weep? How would you understand, Mrinmoyee? You have never been intoxicated by beauty.”
Nabakumar’s voice almost choked with agony.
“You have never come to the burning ghat to tear away your own heart and throw it aside.” Wailing loudly,
Nabakumar threw himself at the feet of the maiden.
“Mrinmoyee, dear Kapalkundala, save me! I lie prone at your feet! Say once that you have never betrayed my
trust—say this once, and I will carry you in my heart to my house,” pleaded Nabakumar. Kapalkundala lifted
Nabakumar in her arms and softly muttered,
“You have never asked me!”
As they conversed thus they had almost come to the water’s brink. Kapalkundala was ahead with her back
turned to the river; only a foot behind her was the mighty stretch of water. The flow-tide had begun; the girl was
standing on the edge of a mound. She repeated,
“You never asked me.” Almost like one in a frenzy, Nabakumar cried out,
“I’ve lost my senses, I don’t know what to ask. Tell me Mrinmoyee … do tell me; keep me alive … let’s go
home.” Kapalkundala replied,
“I will answer your question. Today the girl you saw was Padmavati. I am not unfaithful. I said this only for
the sake of saying it. But I will not go home with you. I have come to make a sacrifice of my life at the feet of
Goddess Bhabani—and I will surely do it. You had better go home. I will die. Please do not lament me.”
“No, no, Mrinmoyee,” cried out Nabakumar, stretching his arms to embrace her.
But before his arms could reach her, a huge wave swept by the gusty wind of Chaitra engulfed the shore where
Kapalkundala stood. With a loud noise the mound of earth fell into the river’s current, breaking into pieces and
taking Kapalkundala with it. Nabakumar heard the sound of the river’s bank being ripped away and saw
Kapalkundala disappear.
In a flash, he jumped into the river. He was not quite incapable of swimming. He searched for Kapalkundala,
swimming around for quite some time. He did not find her, nor did he rise from the water. In the endless stream of
the Ganges, carried by the waves, rocked by the vernal wind, where did Kapalkundala and Nabakumar drift? …
4
… Silently in the moonlight the two crossed the open country. Mohendra was silent, sorrowful, full of pride,
but also a little curious.
Suddenly Bhavananda's whole aspect changed. No longer was he the ascetic, serious of aspect, calm of mood;
no l.onger the skilful fighter, the heroic figure of a man who had beheaded the captain with the sweep of a sword;
no longer had he that aspect with which even now he had proudly rebuked Mohendra. It was as if the sight of that
beauty of plain and forest, river and numerous streams, all the moonlit peaceful earth, had stirred his heart with a
great gladness; it was as if the ocean were laughing in the moonbeams.
Bhavananda became smiling, eloquent, courteous of speech. He grew very eager to talk and made many efforts
to open a conversation but Mohendra would not speak. Then, Bhavananda, having no other recourse, began to
sing to himself:
Mother, I bow to thee!
Rich with thy hurrying streams,
Bright with thy orchard gleams,
Cool with thy winds of delight,
Dark fields waving, mother of might,
Mother free!

The song astonished Mohendra, and he could understand nothing of it. Who might be this richly-watered,
richly-fruited Mother, cool with delightful winds and dark with the harvests?
“What Mother?” he asked. Bhavananda without any answer continued his song:
Glory of moonlight dreams
Over the beaches and lordly streams;
Clad in thy blossoming trees,
Mother, giver of ease,
Laughing low and sweet!
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Mother, I kiss thy feet
Speaker sweet and low!
Mother, to thee I bow.

Mohendra said, “That is the country, it is not the Mother.” Bhavananda replied,
“We recognize no other mother. ‘Mother and Motherland is more than heaven itself.’ We say the motherland is
our mother. We have neither mother nor father nor brother nor friend, wife nor son nor house nor home. We have
her alone, richly-watered, richly-fruited, cool with delightful winds, rich with harvests …” Then Mohendra
understood and said,
“Sing it again.” Bhavananda sang once more:
Mother, I bow to thee!
Rich with thy hurrying streams,
Bright with thy orchard gleams,
Cool with thy winds of delight,
Dark fields waving, mother of might,
Mother free!
*
Glory of moonlight dreams
Over thy beaches and lordly streams;
Clad in thy blossoming trees,
Mother, giver of ease,
Laughing low and sweet!
Mother, I kiss thy feet,
Speaker sweet and low!
Mother, to thee I bow.
*
Who hath said thou art weak in thy lands
When the swords flash out in seventy million hands
And seventy million voices roar
Thy dreadful name from shore to shore?
With many strengths who art mighty and stored,
To thee I call, Mother and Lord
*
Thou who savest, arise and save!
To her I cry who ever her foemen drave
Back from plain and sea
And shook herself free.
*
Thou art wisdom, thou art law,
Thou our heart, our soul, our breath
Thou the love divine, the awe
In our hearts that conquers death.
Thine the strength that nerves the arm,
Thine the beauty, thine the charm.
*
Every image made divine
In our temples is but thine.
Thou art Durga, Lady and Queen,
With her hands that strike and her swords of sheen,
Thou art Lakshmi lotus-throned,
And the Muse a hundred-toned.
*
Pure and perfect, without peer,
Mother, lend thine ear.
Rich with thy hurrying streams,
Bright with thy orchard gleams,
Dark of hue. O candid-fair
In thy soul, with jeweled hair
And thy glorious smile divine
Loveliest of all earthly lands,
Showering wealth from well-stored hands!

Mohendra saw the robber shedding tears as he sang. In wonder he asked,
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“Who are you?” Bhavananda replied,
“We are the Children.”
“What is meant by the Children?” asked Mohendra. “Whose Children are you?” Bhavananda replied,
“The Children of the Mother.”
“Good,” said Mohendra. “Do the Children worship their Mother with theft and looting? What kind of filial
piety is that?”
“We do not thieve and loot,” answered Bhavananda.
“Why, just now you plundered the carts.”
“Is that theft and looting? Whose money did we plunder?”
“Why, the ruler’s.”
“The ruler’s! What right has he to the money, that he should take it?”
“It is his royal share of the wealth of the country.”
“He who rules and does not protect his kingdom, is he a ruler at all?”
“I see you will be blown one day from the cannon’s mouth by the sepoys.”
“I have seen your rascal sepoys more than once; I dealt with some today too.”
“Oh, that was not a real experience of them; one day you will get it.”
“Suppose it is so, a man can die only once.”
“But what profit is there in going out of one’s way to die?”
“Mohendra Singha,” said Bhavananda, “I had a kind of idea that you were a man worth the name, but now I
see you are what all the rest of them are, merely the death of ghee and milk. Look you, the snake crawls on the
ground and is the lowest of living things, but put your foot on the snake’s neck and even he will rise with lifted
hood. Can nothing overthrow your patience, then? Look at all the countries you know. Magadh, Mithila, Kashi,
Canchi, Delhi, Cashmere; in what other country do men from starvation eat grass? Eat thorns? Eat the earth white
ants have gathered? Eat the creepers of the forest? Where else are men forced to eat dogs and jackals, yes, even
the bodies of the dead? Where else can men have no ease of heart because of fear for the money in their chests,
the household gods on the sacred seats, the young women in their homes, the unborn children in the women’s
wombs? Ay, here they rip open the womb and tear out the child. In every country the relation with the ruler is that
of protector and protected, but what protection do our Mussalman rulers give us? Our religion is destroyed, our
caste defiled, our honor polluted, our family honor shamed; and now our very lives are going the same way.
Unless we drive out these vice-besodden longbeards, the Hinduism of the Hindu is doomed.”
“How will you drive them out?” asked Mohendra.
“By blows.”
“You will drive them out single-handed? With one slap, I suppose.” The robber sang:
Who hath said thou art weak in thy lands,
When the swords flash out in seventy million hands
And seventy million voices roar
Thy dreadful name from shore to shore?

“But,” said Mohendra, “I see you are alone.”
“Why, just now you saw two hundred men.”
“Are they all Children?”
“They are all Children.”
“How many more are there of them?”
“Thousands like these, and by degrees there will be yet more!”
“Even if there were ten or twenty thousand, will you be able with that number to take the throne from the
Mussalman?”
“What army had the English at Plassey?”
“Can Englishmen and Bengalees be compared?”
“Why not? What does physical strength matter? Greater physical strength will not make the bullet fly farther.”
“Then,” asked Mohendra, “why is there such a difference between an Englishman and a Mussalman?”
“Take this first,” said Bhavananda, “an Englishman will not run away even from the certainty of death. … A
Mussalman, as soon as he perspires, roams in search of a glass of sherbet. Next take this, that the Englishman has
tenacity; if he takes up a thing he carries it through. ‘Don’t care’ is a Mussalman’s motto. He is giving his life for
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a hire, and yet the soldiers don’t get their pay. Then the last thing is courage. A cannon ball can fall only in one
place, not in ten; so there is no necessity for two hundred men to run from one cannon ball. But one cannon ball
will send a Mussalman with his whole clan running, while a whole clan of cannon balls will not put even a
solitary Englishman to flight.”
“Have you all these virtues?” asked Mohendra.
“No,” said Bhavananda, “but virtues don’t fall from the nearest tree. You have to practice them.”
“Do you practice them?”
“Do you not see we are Sannyasins? It is for this practice that we have made renunciation. When our work is
done, when our training is complete, we shall again become householders. We also have wives and daughters.”
“You have abandoned all these ties, but have you been able to overcome Maya?”\fn{ Maya: The Illusion—that the
world and all in it are merely illusionary:H}
“The Children are not allowed to speak falsely, and I will not make a lying boast to you. Who has the strength
to conquer Maya? When a man says, ‘I have conquered Maya,’ either he never had any feeling or he is making a
vain boast. We have not conquered Maya, we are only keeping our vow. Will you be one of the Children?”
“Until I get news of my wife and daughter, I cannot say anything.”
“Come then, you shall see your wife and child.”
The two went on their way; and Bhavananda began again to sing Bande Mataram. Mohendra had a good voice
and was a little proficient in singing and fond of it; therefore he joined in the song, and found that, as he sang, the
tears came into his eyes. Then Mohendra said,
“If I have not to abandon my wife and daughter then initiate me into this vow.”
“Whoever,” answered Bhavananda, “takes this vow, must abandon wife and child. If you take this vow, you
cannot be allowed to meet your wife and daughter. Suitable arrangements will be made for their protection, but
until the vow is crowned with success, to look upon their faces is forbidden.”
“I will not take your vow,” answered Mohendra. …
263.172 Transcription Of A Dialogue With Sir Lepel Griffin, British Resident (January 21, 1888)\fn{by Begum
Nawab Shahjehan (1838-1901)} Islamnagar, Bhopal District, Madhya Pradesh, India (F) 2\fn{ The meeting begins with the
following statement from the Resident: You seem to be annoyed with me.}
You are an officer of high rank; how can I be annoyed with you?\fn{ Since my departure to England, the government has
been repeatedly abused by the Press}

Have I been abusing the Government? You can question the editors, and inquire into the matter.\fn{ I do not want
to inquire. I hold proofs—the State papers}

You have proofs—well and good, and you have also authority to inflict punishment. But may I ask, who causes
articles to be written against me in the vernacular and English papers in India, and also in the newspapers in
England?\fn{The articles written against you do not give any dates, nor do they refer to any State paper. But the articles against the
Government are written at the instigation of your husband}
You had better bring an action against the editors, and they will furnish proofs.\fn{ I will not prosecute any editor, but
you may do it if you like}
As the Government has granted liberty to the Press, I have no right to prosecute any editor.\fn{ I have to speak to
you about another matter. Siddiq Hassan practices sorcery, and does the dirty work both of Hindus and Mussulmen }
Siddiq Hassan, a Whabee and a sorcerer! A Whabee can never be a sorcerer. You may make any inquiry you
like.\fn{The death of Bilqis was caused by the Black Art}
What could be gained by the death of Bilqis?\fn{ You call your husband a Whabee}
You call him so. But a Whabee does not practice sorcery.\fn{ A Sorcerer is an infidel, but the British Government does not
take cognizance of such matters. I have another important case. I believe you know that it is a serious offence to bribe the Political Agent or
the Resident}
I have never offered a bribe to any person.\fn{ I have proofs. [Reads a letter from Col. Wylie to the following effect:] “The
State vakil\fn{The official agent, or representative, of the Ruler:H } met me at the Sehore Garden, and told me that the Bhopal State would make
good the loss of pay which I had incurred on account of my transfer from Jhalwar.” }

The vakil is a fool. He might have said so of his own accord; I never told him to say anything of the
kind.\fn{The vakil sits outside. I shall record his statement after confronting him with Colonel Wylie. Siddiq Hassan, if not you, might
have instructed him}
No person ever goes near Siddiq Hassan.\fn{You don’t know. People come to him}
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I and Siddiq Hassan are now almost in prison. False reports are spread about him to ruin him. You may, if you
choose, banish him, and we will both leave this country.\fn{ I don’t say any such thing, but I shall report him to the
Government. I will expel him from Bhopal, but not you}
You may do so, but I will accompany him wherever he goes.\fn{ As you like, but I can’t say so. I know Siddiq Hassan is
sitting behind the screen and is overhearing us}
Come in and see.\fn{I don’t want to see. But why are you talking out loud? Your husband may overhear us}
Siddiq Hassan is not here.\fn{ You are a party to the bribery case. After Wylie flatly refused, you made friends with Mrs. Wylie
and presented a gold jewel}
Of course, I gave Mrs. Wylie a jewel as a present, and in token of friendship. It is not of much value. I send
presents also to Mrs. Ward—looking glass, &c.\fn{ Ward is in your service. You may give him lakhs\fn{Hundreds of thousands
of rupees:H} if you choose}
My mother, the Nawab Sikandar Begum, used to give such presents.\fn{ Those days are now gone by, and all is
changed. Government officers commit an offence if they accept bribes }
Of course, I know that, but I gave a present.\fn{ If Wylie accepts a present worth 300 rupees, you will give him three lakhs
hereafter}
I have not yet offered any bribe.\fn{ I know well that you remitted money to the Foreign Office, but the Officials there are not
open to bribes. He who offers bribes is robbed by his own servants}
You can inquire at the Post Office and find out the numbers of the notes sent.\fn{ I have found all out. Why will you
not settle the disputes with your daughter? She is on the right side. You had better pay her what is due, and pass an order to that effect }
I will not do so.\fn{Why? Why will you not agree?}
She is disobedient.\fn{She is not. She demands her right. I have seen no proofs of her disobedience. Be kind and become
reconciled to her}
Colonel Bannerman made the terms, but the settlement fell through.\fn{ What were the terms?}
I agreed to what Colonel Bannerman dictated, but my daughter would not agree. She apprehended that I would
take back Bilqis, but I had no such intention. I asked my daughter frequently to see me along with Bilqis.\fn{ It
would have been hard for your daughter to wean away Bilqis from you}
My heart has been already wounded. I will not come to terms.\fn{ Why are you not kind to your daughter? You are
sensible, but you are not just to your own child. The days of Sikandar Begum are over. The Sultan Jahan cannot stand the treatment which
you experienced at the hands of your mother. You must pay the money }

You are a Government officer. You may order Colonel Ward, and he will obey you, but I will never consent to
it.\fn{When will you send a reply to my Khurita?}
Within eight or ten days.\fn{The matter is so simple, two days will suffice}
I am not feeling well, I cannot therefore send a reply in two days.\fn{ This is no proper excuse. You must send a reply
sharp. You must sanction the payment of money}
I have already given you my reply. You may do anything you like, but I will never agree to it.\fn{ But you have
paid Yasin}
I carried out your orders.\fn{I never passed any order. I gave you advice}
I have got a copy of your final order.\fn{And in the same way you can pay your daughter}
You may do anything you like.\fn{Will you agree to it?}
No, I will not.\fn{Why? Your objections are not good. Everyone sympathizes with Sultan Jahan. The Viceroy will compel you to
pay it}
Your order will suffice. Why should you trouble the Viceroy to pass any order?\fn{ Why will you not agree to the
proposal?}
As you are not open to reason, you may do as you like\fn{ You are both sensible and intelligent, but you are almost in a
prison on account of the purdah}
I am not the only one in this position. Sultan Jahan is in the same predicament, and so are all Musulman
ladies.\fn{You are a Ruler. You are as intelligent as your mother, but she was strong and you are weak }
The question of purdah is of no importance. The administration is a different thing altogether. I quite concur
with you when you say that a change has come upon the present time. In those days my mother was advised by
the Agent to retire behind the purdah, whereas you are advising me to give it up.\fn{ You are a Ruler, and should not be
pent up behind the purdah}
Sultan Jahan, my heir apparent, will follow in my wake.\fn{ [After keeping quite quiet for a few minutes, the Resident said
in a very quiet tone:] I beg of you, with my clasped hands, to agree to the terms }
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I beg of you, with my clasped hands, to excuse me. I will not agree. You may pass any order you like.\fn{ [The
same question was repeated, and the same reply given. The Resident rose to depart.] You should think over the matter until the evening, and
then agree to what I say. [The Begum gave the same reply as before.] Here the interview stops; I don’t know who has supplied the enclosed
editorial comments, but I presume it was the secretary who took down the original exchange:H }
244.161 Excerpt from The Life Of Shriman-Maharaj Balananda Brahmachari\fn{by Shri Hamchandra
Bandyopadhyay (1838-1903)} near Pandua, Hoogly District, West Bengal State, India (M) 13
1
Balananda Brahmachari got his sacred thread at the age of nine. Immediately thereafter he left his home and
was on his toes constantly wandering around places.
When he became middle-aged he came into contact with a former Deputy Magistrate in the civil services,
(late) Ramcharan Basu. This was his first acquaintance with a denizen of Bengal.
Since Balanandaji forsook his family life, it has been impossible for others to know about his early life from
this mendicant monk. So his early life continues to remain shrouded in mystery. His extensive wanderings that
took him to a cross-section of India thus remain largely unknown, and Maharaj himself was unable by the
constraints of his monastic vows to make statements about his former life; and when he did make statements he
would not recall things and happenings in their chronological order. A recast of his reminiscings is the source of
our study of his early life.
*
Many more than hundred years ago he was born. None of his family members is alive. His contemporaries
have also departed. When the future Balanandaji was only nine years old, his mother was still alive. Many years
later when Balanandaji was living in the Ashrama at Tapovana, his mother met her\fn{ The text has: his} son there
and shortly thereafter breathed her last. This must have happened close to hundred years ago. The writer of this
biography was unable to meet her. Some older brothers had the good fortune to visit with her. None of them
however left any note of their meetings with his mother to enlighten us.
Absence of any reliable documents about his early life notwithstanding, the story of his early life would prove
the adage that child is the father of a man and that life as a child contains the essence of what he is going to be as
an adult.
The story of Balanandaji is not based upon rumors and unsubstantiated reports. It is based upon his own
words. None of this is based upon sheer imagination.
It was in Avantika—now Ujjain—that Maharaj was born. Situated on the Sipra in the state of Madhya Pradesh,
it is a historically famous city as well as hallowed place of pilgrimage whose railway station attracts many tourists
every year to this day. Like Baidyanathdham in Bihar the presiding deity of the famous temple here is Siva,
known as Mahakala, which is one of Hindu India’s twelve famous jyotir lingas. Like Prayag, Hardwar and Nasik,
it is also the site of the famous Kumbha Mela which takes place every twelve years. This is the famous capital
city where Maharaja Vikramaditya assembled his nine gems (navaratna) including the incomparable Kalidasa.
The year started by Vikramaditya is known either as Vikramavda or samvat. It is said that his throne was
constructed on thirty-two statuethes\fn{Small statues} and that is why it is known as batrish-simhasana or the
Throne on The Thirty-two. Earlier it was known for its observatory which used to issue the calendar for all India.
Even now people visit Avantika to see the part of the gate that Maharaj Vikramaditya built, the cave where his
brother Bhartrihari stayed and the remnants of the monastery of Sandimuni, who happened to be the teacher of Sri
Krishna.
*
In this city of Avantika the future Balananda was born to a very orthodox God-devoted sarasvata Brahmin
family. His father’s name was Banshilal. His father died when Maharaj was still a toddler. His mother was known
as Narmada-Bai. She\fn{The text has: his} would look after him. Nor was there any brother of his mother’s who
could look after him. Therefore young Balananda was raised by his maternal grandfather whom he called Nana.
Both these families (his father’s as well as his mother’s) had some property and some yajamans (people who
would depend upon them for spiritual-religious counseling and services and support them materially for those
services). So they conducted their livelihood in the same way as other people of their kind did. So one could
conclude that they did not have any difficulty making their ends meet.
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There being no other children in the family, his grandfather and her mother strongly wished him to be well
educated. And for this reason they also hired the services of a great pundit (scholar) who lived nearby. But
nothing came of it. The boy Balananda was extremely indifferent to studies; and, he used to be severely castigated
for this shortcoming.
Thus aggravated and wanting to escape from his student’s obligations often he would get away from home to
just while away time. It may also be mentioned that young Balananda was extremely adventuresome.
The city of Ujjain has undergone many changes since. Nonetheless, ruins of many ancient buildings still
abound in its vicinity and one such lay near his home. According to the norms of the time, many people associated
these with ghosts and goblins and most people were scared at the thought of entering these ravaged buildings. But
Maharaj would not be deterred by such fears and apprehensions and for long periods of time be in hiding there.
After long and thorough search would somebody go and get him out of there.
He had a particular knack for climbing the tallest trees. While trying to escape from the chores of study, he
would go up one such tree and would observe from his safe perch all those who were engaged in his search; and
when he was convinced that they were unable to find him he would begin to laugh and make loud prolonged
noises until he came down and surrendered himself.
Sometimes he would be gone from home two to three days some five or six miles away and would spend the
time totally exposed. If hunger struck him in these circumstances he would simply use tender leaves of tamarind
as his staple diet. During these getaways he would sometimes be accompanied by boys of his age or be wandering
all by himself.
About six miles from the city there was a whirlpool of water with swirling undercurrents which continues to
exist even to this day. Young Balananda would occasionally go there and drop some leaves or plants into the pool
to intensely watch how those leaves etc. also went round and round. Not far from the city there were a couple of
sites where lay ruined houses; most people feared going there even in daytime because they were deemed to be
associated with ghosts and goblins. But Maharaj had no such fear and would even rest there for the night
whenever he felt too fatigued to go on.
He was aware of a poisonous fruit which he heard was lethal when eaten. One day he was so fed up and
depressed after long hours of study that he decided to take his life. He ate a few of this fruit and lay in one of
these deserted places awaiting death. He did not know how he spent the night, but when it dawned, he saw light
all around and realized that he did not die.
He got out of this ghost-frequented place. A farmer had gone there in the wee hours of the morning; when he
chanced to run into him coming out of the ruins. He first thought of him as ghost incarnate and was scared to face
him. After watching him closely for some time he concluded that he was human and talked to him, got his
identity, heard his account of how he spent the night there and escorted him back to his home.
*
His entire boyhood was spent this way. One day his mother scolded him for his juvenile errantry to the effect
that since he would be neither a good family man nor educated would he then be a sadhu or mendicant? Maharaj,
reminiscing about this, said some years later that after listening to his mother he was reminded of his previous
life. He believed that even without working and getting any education he could still be a monk. After this he put
his upper garment to torch, and putting on his entire body the ashes from the burnt garment he appeared before his
mother and addressed her by saying,
“Ma, look, I have already become a monk.”
But his mother could not understand that this boy could show her\fn{The text has: him} the real appearance of a
monk. The mother simply began to laugh and gave him copious counseling as to how he could take care of the
family and be a man of some learning. But Maharaj’s boyish frivolity and indifference to study would not go
away.
He reached the age of nine and got his sacred thread in a ceremony. Three or four days after this ceremony he
left his family without telling anybody. At his sacred thread ceremony he got some jewelry—bangles, necklace,
and earrings. He took all of these when he left home. Such a little boy having so much precious jewelry on him
attracted the attention of one man who was either greedy or kind; and he made him aware of the dangers that
might befall him if he carried these during his journey. That very person took all his precious jewelry in his
possession.
But Maharaj continued his wandering. Many took pity on him because he was such a boy. In this part of India
nobody experiences difficulty living on begging. Maharaj experienced none. In this situation he, sometimes alone,
sometimes in the company of another, continued his journey toward the Narmada.
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*
At this point he met a sadhu, Dhyanananda by name. He, in the company of this sadhu, reached the Narmada
and began to walk around it. While doing so the two reached Gangonath, where Shrimad Brahrnananda Maharaj
had his monastery. It was there that they realized the bond that existed between the Master and Disciple from their
previous life.
Brahmanandaji took pity on him and initiated him as a disciple in his Order. It is Maharaj Balanandaji who
happened to be the first ever disciple of Brahmanandaji. It is here that he dedicated himself to mastering the
spiritual exercises.
*
After his initiation he hardly stayed more than seven or eight months in Gangonath. He set on his wanderings
around the Narmada. This smacked of his boyish frivolity since he did not seek guidance from his revered
gurudev. In course of these wanderings he came to Gaurishankar Maharaj. He stayed with him for seven years,
his main preoccupation being service to his Master.
Gaurishankar Maharaj did not have any monastery of his own, he used to wander around the Narmada. If he
thought of any place as convenient for his purposes he would stay there for a few days. Thus he would move from
place to place in the vicinity of the Narmada. When Balananda joined him, he (Gaurishankar Maharaj) was not
very far from Gangonath.
These two great men not only knew each other but there also seemed to be a tremendous bond of affection
between the two. Balanandaji once told us that, during his stay in the area around the Narmada, there were two
outstanding men. The great soul of Gangonath, the famous Maharaj Brahmananda was known to be a man of
hidden spiritual powers. The reason he is considered to be so was his proclivity to always have low profile.
On the other hand, Gaurishankar Maharaj was just the opposite—he exuded spiritual powers. Wherever he
would be, that place would have all the hallmarks of festivity and would draw myriad sadhus and ordinary family
members. With this great man always traveled many people.
During such wanderings he stayed in Gangonath for four months for the ritualistic Chaturmasya of the Hindu
calendar. And it is during this time also that our Balanandaji was at his personal service nursing him always.
So in this way our gurumaharaj, while engaged in the service of his Master, continued his wanderings around
the Narmada. During the seven years he stayed with him he learned a good many things of great import. In this
way, just as Brahmananda had been his Master Initiator, so did Gaurishankar Maharaj become his Master Teacher.
So both these great souls are our supreme gurus. For this reason we would have to discuss their lives from time to
time as we dwell on our own guru Balanandaji Maharaj.
2
It has been stated before that we do not have much scope for knowing about his boyhood. Indeed what is there
to know? One who had left his home at nine could not have much else to say except those that have already been
said above. His father had died long before he left home. In his father’s family there was no guardian other than
his mother. Nor was there anybody else other than his mother in his mother’s family. Both these were very small
Brahmin families; hence, every hope and prospect that they had centered around this maharaj of a little boy. Even
this scion forsook his home! One can imagine how deep was his mother’s grief at his departure.
Our Mother, the mother of Balanandaji, was known as Narmada Bai. Long after the boy left home, and was
well into his middle ages his mother had a reunion with him at Tapovan, near Baidyanathdham. This must have
happened close to a hundred years ago. In between these two incidents none knew anything about the other. Our
Mother, now old, had tried in many ways to monitor her son’s whereabouts. Since Ujjain where she lived attracted
many pilgrims from all over India, she had met many of them, hoping to get some news about him. She even went
on pilgrimages of her own to seek him out. But all her attempts came to naught.
This old lady named Narmada Bai was undoubtedly everything that her name suggested. How else could she
bear in her womb a great sage like our gurudev Balananda? Indeed she was totally religious, devoted as she was
to worship and meditation most of the time. She had such stamina that she could stay seated on the same asan
(seat) worshipping until 2-3 o’clock in the afternoon. She would eat only once a day three to four days a week.
The other days she would eke out a living on candies, vilwa leaves, and just plain water.
One could recall that they had some yajamans and other neighbors who wanted to help her out in every
possible way, particularly when, by this time, Maharaj’s grandfather also had passed away. However Mother
Narmada Bai would not beg anything from anybody ever. Anybody who came across her deemed her as some
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spiritual woman; they would proffer to help her out. So in a sense she experienced no material want except that
she was bereft of her son.
*
This is how her days passed until she felt that her end was near. Her only desire at that time was to breathe her
last in the presence of her son. She tried many ways of satisfying her wish until prayer was her only way out. And
the all-compassionate God would not deny her wish.
One day while she was engaged in worship of her deity, she had an apparition, a visitation of [a] Divinelooking being who told her that her son, after assuming the name of Balananda, was living in the Tapovan hills
near Baidyanathdham. She finally got information about the location of the place and was filled with joy.
Now that the Mother decided that she would meet with her son, she sold off all her property. The money that it
fetched her, supplemented by some more from other sources, helped set her out in the company of some other
pilgrims on this journey.
She reached Kashi after stopping by a number of other centers including Prayag. At this point her companions
left her, and she resumed her journey to Baidyanath all by herself. Upon her arrival, she went straight to the
Temple to offer her pujas; and after querying the pandas (the temple priests) about whether there was any sadhu
(monk) at Tapovan and how to get there, she learned that there was indeed one named Balananda and additionally
that the physician of the then Government hospital, named (late) Banikantha Bandyopadhyay, was his (the said
Balananda’s) disciple; hence as soon as she reached his (Banikantha’s) residence he would arrange for her
transportation to her son’s monastery.
Naturally Mother Narmada wanted to go to the doctor. The temple priest arranged for a young man to
accompany her to the residence of the doctor. Revered Mother did not introduce herself as the mother of the
sadhu; so, Banikantha Babu did not even suspect that she was his mother. He wanted her to go by an ox-driven
cart; but since she would not agree, he arranged for a man to accompany her on the 5-mile journey to Tapovan,
which she insisted she would do on foot the entire distance. And this lady of 80 years remarkably enough made it
to her destination.
*
At that time Tapovan did not have the buildings that it has now. Only the Temple of Taponath stood there along
with a little mendicant’s cottage (dhuni). To its north lay the monastery of Dayaghana Brahmachari. A room made
of tin [—a] shed was Maharaj’s habitat. When his mother arrived, he was in his room still. Upon reaching the
foothills, the Revered Mother chanced to meet Dayaghana Brahmachari himself and took him for her son. When
she learned that he was not, she began to call for him by boyhood name, Pitambar, and then Balananda heard it.
He was startled for he had not heard the beautiful sweet affection-filled voice of his mother in ages. He came
in a hurry, and recognized his mother as soon as he glanced at her. But Mother Narmada could not recognize him.
How could she? For when she last cast her eyes on him, he was only a bambino of nine years. Now he was a fully
grown man. At this point he had long matted mane; he was bearded, mustachiod; with fair handsome appearance
which seemed to glow; there was nothing juvenile about him.
The Mother tried to take dust from his feet; but instead it was he who fell on her feet and broke out crying. At
that point she regained the gem that was long missing from her and broke out crying herself. This is how Mother
had her reunion with her long lost son.
Gurudev then and there began to arrange for his mother’s stay. Tapovan did not have many men living in its
precincts then. At this time though Balanandaji’s brother-disciple Mauj Giri Swami used to be his guest. He also
did not realize then that it was Maharaj’s mother who had come. He himself recalled later that only when he saw
Maharaj giving his mother a bath and washing her clothes himself it was obvious that she was his own mother.
Maharaj also arranged for her meals. She used to always prepare her own meals herself. Thus our Revered Mother
started living at Tapovan.
*
Two things about this period seem to stand out. One, Mataji had a revelation at this time that her son might
experience something terrible. Indeed this came to pass. Immediately upon his\fn{ Text: her} mother’s arrival, he
became seriously ill, remained comatose for three days. His mother shunned all her physical needs to be
constantly by his bedside. Maharaj came around gradually, though. He would acknowledge later that without her
grace he would not have survived what looked like a certain calamity.
In their spare time there would be extensive dialogue between the two. Once Mataji suggested to her son that
since families on both his parents’ sides lacked any progeny other than him, and he had already lived as a
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brahmachari (celibate monk) for a long time, it is permissible for him to choose to return home to lead the life of
a married family man.
Maharaj responded by reminding her of her previous failed attempts to keep him confined, and asked
rhetorically, would she have better luck now? He unequivocally asserted that there could not be any change in his
chosen life of a celibate monk. Mataji surrendered by saying simply,
“In that case I would not stand in your way.” Anyway this whole thing attests to his mother’s testing his
resolve.
*
Mataji had vowed before that if she succeeded in seeing her son, she would put one and a quarter hundred
thousand vilwa leaves on the head of Mahadev (one of the Trinity in Hindu religion). Maharaj learned of this and
made arrangements accordingly. Mataji used to wake up and bathe very early; her puja and prayers would follow
suit immediately thereafter. Her every morning constitutional now included her putting vilwa leaves on her Deity.
This would sometimes last long hours—until 2 to 3 o’clock in the afternoon. Then she would prepare her own
meals, partake of them. This would mean that she would not be through before nightfall.
As this routine approached its end, Mataji showed signs of wear and tear. Son Balananda realized that her end
was imminent. He asked his mother if she would like to go to Kashi. Mataji’s reply was a firm “no, she did not
need to, for Tapovan was her Kashi.” Her firm resolve was to breathe her last in the presence of her son.
And this is what exactly happened. The entire month of Shravan was spent by Mataji offering vilwa leaves on
Mahadev. Immediately after she started having low grade fever. A few days of illness at Tapovan and she was
gone on the third day of New Moon of the month of Bhadra of the year 1298 (Bengali year).
Before her demise Maharaj had completed all the necessary formalities due his\fn{ Text: her} mother with all the
necessary ritualistic devotion. Mataji’s obsequies were ceremonially observed at Tapovan itself. This place came
to have a small temple at the direction of Maharaj himself. It bears a stone plaque with the engraving:
Goddess Mother
Narmada Bai
Is happily lying here in this Temple.

In remembrance of this sacred day Maharaj used to give annual bhandara (ceremonial feeding of those who
came to the monastery). This is why Tapovan is a place of pilgrimage for Maharaj and all his disciples and
devotees. More about Tapovan later.
*
Maharaj used to tell us over and over again that two things were beyond his competence. After leaving home at
the age of nine he had been on a mission of wandering; it was not expected that he would ever see his mother or
his Maker. But thanks to the grace of God and his own piety he found both. The first has been discussed. The
second will follow.
3
People are naturally curious about his age. They had even asked Maharaj himself about his age. Maharaj
would grin and answer simply:
“I have not kept record of it.” And would add in his inimitable accent in his native Hindi:
“Isko sathik hisab milega hamari mayika pas. Parantu ye mayito bahut roj chali gayi” (The accurate estimate
of this would be with my mother. But my mother has left us quite a few days ago.).
He would also make comments that “the sadhus have a tendency to claim to be older than they are while the
prostitutes pretend to be younger. So there is no need to know.”
Maharaj indeed left no definitive statement about his own age. But we could make some guesstimate from two
reports. When he was independently wandering around the Narmada, he was smack in the middle of his youth. It
was at that time that he had heard that the sepoys\fn{Native troops} in the British Indian Army were in revolt against
their British superiors. This Sepoy Mutiny took place in 1857 A.D. If therefore Gurudev was between 22 and 25 at
that time, then he should be 104 years or somewhat older.
There was another way to figure it out. When his mother, our revered mataji, came to Tapovan she was already
80 years of age according to common consensus. We might consider her a little younger, say 75 years of age. She
has been dead about 48 years. If one added 75 and 48 years (totaling 123 years) and subtracted from the total 19
at which age his mother gave birth to him, he would be 104 years old.
755

But to be on the safe side, one could say that he definitely was a centenarian. This much can be safely averred:
the body of this holy man was in the image of ancient India.
4
More than a century ago when Maharaj Balanandaji took to celibacy and went on a mission of wandering
around the Narmada there lived then two great souls from whom he received grace and blessings. Of these two
the first was his initiator guru Brahmanandaji Maharaj about whom more later. The second was Gaurishankar
Maharaj. The first great soul was not in the habit of revealing himself but the other tended to reveal himself.
Gaurishankar Maharaj did not have any fixed monastery. He used to constantly wander around the Narmada.
Otherwise he would stay in a place he liked a few days.
His fame as a spiritual being spread far and wide, and naturally wherever he went people flocked to him to be
near him, and the place would assume the looks of an ashrama or monastery where festivities seemed to go on
constantly. At the time of chaturmasya he stayed in Gangonath once. Our Balanandaji took care of his personal
needs as faithfully as he could during his stay there.
Although Gaurishankar Maharaj was not well known in Bengal, among people of the area around the Narmada
he was. Not far from this region in the area of Bilaspur in a little place known as Saraikhola there lived a naked
sannyasi known as Keshavananda {alias Dadaji). He happened to be Gaurishankarji’s disciple. In his nakedness
he moved around with all the characteristics of a loco. If somebody fed him he would partake of it. One of his
disciples introduced himself as Chandrashekharananda and came to Karnibad monastery.
At the time of his arrival he had introduced himself as one-time assistant editor of a Hindi journal, viz.,
Bangabasi (published by the Office of Bangabasi). Later he took to celibacy and became Dadaji Keshavananda’s
disciple. This young disciple used to wear a top gown (an alkhalla) only without an accompanying undergarment.
Since he came to know of Balanandaji as one of the oldest disciples of Gaurishankar Maharaj, he began to
revere him as his own guru as well. In his turn Balanandaji, thus held in high esteem, also instructed him to put on
a loin cloth, arguing that without attaining the status of a guru he should not behave like one. His own guru did
not have any consciousness of the outer world. But since he himself was in the habit of going around as a
common individual, frequenting homes of families and associating with them, he should take particular care
wearing a loin cloth in order to protect his modesty. Thus counseled the young man ceased remaining naked.
This young celibate gave two photos—one of Gaurishankar Maharaj and the other of his own guru,
Keshavanandaji, both of which Balanandaji had been dying to have for a long time. After receiving them
unsolicited he was beside himself with joy. These pictures which Maharaj had gotten enlarged are still hanging in
the inner verandah of the Temple of Siva in Ram Nivas.
Gaurishankar Maharaj came to know that Balanandaji was the disciple of Brahmanandaji and took him into his
protective custody and personal service. Gurumaharaj then was merely ten or eleven. This early induction of
Maharaj in the personal service of Gaurishankar Maharaj was undoubtedly a blessing. When he was thus engaged
in his personal service, he started his spiritual training and other scriptural studies. Maharaj stayed with
Gaurishankar Maharaj seven years.
Our gurudev could not ever recall whether he saw Dadaji Keshavananda in the company of Gaurishankar
Maharaj. It was his surmise that after he himself had left him, he, Keshavananda, must have become his disciple.
It has been heard from gurudev himself that at one time in his life Gaurishankarji lost his mental balance or
sanity. Under the spell of insanity his wrath used to fall mainly on Narmada Devi. He used to always threaten to
beat or do some other bodily harm to her. Naturally most people at that time stayed away from him or when near
him tried to keep him distracted.
At this time, he was even the cause of destruction of many of the deities on the banks of the Narmada. When
people got information of his advent anywhere they would be very alarmed. Once in this state of mind he came to
Amarkantak. The temple priests (pandas) thus alarmed lured him to another place. In daytime he spent his time
there, and just before nightfall Gaurishankarji returned with them. On his return to his appointed seat in
Amarkantak, he found in a little sack a bit of vibhuti (ashes from the sacrificial fire which is believed to be
extremely. potent) and pepper. When he had it, he believed that it was due to Narmada Devi’s grace that he did.
Indeed he used a bit of it and was completely cured of his insanity.
After this experience he used to give this vibhuti and pepper to anybody who was suffering from any kind of
ailment, mental or physical, and people receiving it also got relief from their misery. In the beginning he used to
himself give this; later he would have our Maharaj distribute it. Even later he had our own Maharaj get the
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authority to do it himself. Later the latter would also authorize others to do the same. When it was in short supply
he would mix it with fresh new portion.
That this had wonderful recuperative powers many people would attest to. One very prominent mukhtear
(lawyer), Suresh Chandra Sarkar, of Purulia, had been suffering from long-standing gastric pain. He had tried
every treatment and medicine, but none was of any avail. He was informed of Maharaj’s vibhuti\fn{Superhuman
powers} and begged of Maharaj to give him some which finally cured him. But vibhuti needs to be accompanied
by the giver’s mercy (kripa).
*
After gaining his normal state of mind, Gaurishankar used to be immersed in worship, prayers and meditation.
Maharaj after staying with him seven years accompanied him to Prayag. There he bade farewell by saying he
would go to Chitrakut and return after a few days.
After seeing the sights at Chitrakut he planned new travels elsewhere and did not go back to his Gurumaharaj.
After extensive wanderings lasting a few years he came back to his favorite place of wandering: around the
Narmada.. At this time he learned that his Gurudev had passed away.
5
The most revered supreme gurudev for all of us is he who gave us our understanding of spirituality and God
(Brahmadata) and therefore he is our father. This Guru was famous as Brahmananda Brahmachari. He in his turn
was the disciple of another guru—an extraordinary one at that—Sriman-Nityananda Maharaj.
Not much is known about this last-named maharaj. His existence is however indicated by the imprints of his
feet on an alabaster marble tablet, which attracts throngs of worshippers who put flowers on it even to this day.
This elderly Maharaj Brahmananda is not much known outside our circle in Bengal at large. But to a relatively
large number of senior people in Bombay, Gujarat, Kathiawad he was reputed to be a man of deep and immanent
spirituality. Barindranath Ghosh, the younger brother of Aurobindo Ghosh—later to achieve fame as Shri
Aurobindo who at the time was dewan or Prime Minister of the princely state of Baroda—had written of him with
some authority in his autobiography. Also, a monk of Deoghar known as Naradababa, alias Balananda
Brahmachari, had received initiation and mantra from him.
Because he had the same name as our supreme guru Balanandaji he came to be famous as Naradababa, the
name given to him by Balandandaji himself. Also, Vishnuswamitirtha, when he was starting out as a celibate
monk, was an initiated disciple of Brahmanandaji Maharaj.
Brahmanandaji had his ashram in Gangonath. After completing his extensive wanderings he settled in
Gangonath and stayed there for the last fifty or sixty years of his life. Gangonath is on the north bank of the
Narmada. It is located about one mile away downstream from Chandod Station on the branch railway line that
links it with Baroda. From Chandod side of the Narmada river one can get a glimpse of the Gangonath Temple.
Although it was part of the princely state of Baroda, the British rule extended right up to it. From Baroda it was
only forty-five miles away. The former gaikwad of Baroda and his consort and the then Queen mother were his
devotees or even disciples.
Gangonath’s main claim to fame rested on its famous resident, Brahmanandaji. From very ancient times it has
been the seat of the famous immaculate svayambhu linga, known as Gangonath. Nobody can recall how it was
known prior to this period. Most of its fame though could be traced to the time Brahmanandaji settled here. Ever
since this great soul attained perfection as a spiritual being and gotten identified with Gangonath, he made this
place one of the prettiest by constructing here the Temple of Gangonath, that of Goddess Saraswati, many hostels
(dharmashalas) for the sadhus and pilgrims, the stairs from the banks of the Narmada reaching to the Temple,
cowsheds and other projects. He used to have a seat near the small space with a verandah and a tin roof that lay in
front of Gangonathdev. He used to have in its front a small fire and a lamp that always kept burning.
The natural beauty of the place charmed everybody indeed. The temple is situated about two to three stories
high [on a] bluff alongside the river Narmada which flows just below. From the top, if one looks to the right, he
would see the high and wide Vindhyas. A variety of trees cover this area of the Narmada. Residential areas are not
anywhere near this site.
For those who wander around the Narmada this is the area of rest and rejuvenation. In this general area it was
customary for guests, pilgrims and travelers, not to mention cows and the sick, to receive meals, clothes,
treatment, nursing and other services. Generally, every month there would be two bhandaras (ceremonial
feeding), two or three yajnas (ritualistic sacrifices), like Rudrayajna and Vishnuyajna, every year. Whenever there
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would be a famine, Maharaj Brahmanandaji’s generous treasures would be opened for all. How on these busy and
hectic occasions he would be conducting these yajnas which could be sustained only with donations nobody
would know. For this reason he was widely believed to be the favourite son of Mother Annapuma.
*
At mealtime the khichuri (a very delicate mixture of rice and lentil) in the form of a rounded heap or lump
would be customarily served. It was his standing instruction to his disciples that this whole lump should be given
to anybody who came there. A funny story told by Guruji himself relates to this lump of khichuri.
Once this elderly guruji, accompanied by our own (Balanandaji), went to the capital of Baroda. The former
was always engaged in childish frolics of which he was unusually fond. While in this mood, he once asked
Sheojirao (the then gaikwad):
“Is it true that you have a gun made of silver?” The gaikwad responded:
“Yes, guruji.” Maharajji asked:
“What is the range of this gun?” The gaikwad replied:
“Approximately a mile.” Upon hearing this, Maharaj remarked:
“Apke top kuch nahin hai. Hamari gola char khuntmen das das kros tak ghumta hai.” (Your gun is nothing
much. Our shell (gola) goes in all direction tens of miles.)
The gaikwad was unable to fathom it. Maharaj explained:
“This is our round lump of khichuri (in Hindi: “Yeh hamari khichuriki gola.”). Then the Prince of Baroda
simply said:
“How can one compare the shells of a sadhu with ours?”
*
Indeed, when food grains were in short supply people from all over the area surrounding Gangonath used to
come to the ashram to receive his bhandara. Our Chachaji, Mallaraj Prithyananda (fellow-disciple of
Balanandaji) was Brahmanandaji’s disciple. Because he hailed from Kathmandu, Nepal’s capital, he was
nicknamed “Pahari” by our Supreme Gurudev. Also because the entire storage at Gangonath used to be under his
care most people called him “Kutharibaba”. A certain story about Bhandara can be credited to him.
One day the Bhandara was about done when all on a sudden there showed up a good many people. Since the
kitchen was almost empty of food, it was decided that the lump of khichuri should be made smaller so that
everybody could be fed. As Brahmanandaji came to notice it he blurted out:
“Pahari, you seem to hail from Bengal. (“Pahari, tom bangalka ladka malum hota hai.”) Why are you giving
so little food to everybody (kahe kam anna deta hai)? Give everybody his full share. You don’t have to worry.”
In spite of this kind of generous feeding, it was reported that the amount of stock never seemed to run out.
There were many such instances reported. This was undoubtedly due to his grace (vogavibhuti). There were many
instances of such acts of grace credited to him.
In the monastery itself there were about 100-150 head of cattle and many dogs besides. This great man used to
himself observe if they were eating or not. Chachaji once remarked, “since he didn’t have much education, he was
unable to learn anything”. This guru of gurus told him if he devotedly served the cows, he would reach his
desired goal, viz., ascend the heavens.
There was a rule in the ashram; at the end of bhandara on any day if anybody remained unfed there would be
one ring of the bell to give him a chance. Only when nobody showed up after this call, he would go to the small
fire where stood the bowl of khichuri reserved for him and would partake of it. When he finished doing that, it
would appear that the bhandara had been totally depleted.
*
Many people were eager to know of his age. The third generation of disciples, his grandsons so to say, were
also equally interested. He was unusually witty and humorous, and he would answer them:
“I am a young boy myself, if I am not twenty, you may assume I am two times twenty.” And we would burst
out laughing. That this elderly guruji was an ancient being, there was not a trace of doubt. If anybody asked him
any direct question about his age, he would not get any better answer.
But it has been learned that fifty, even sixty years before his death at Gangonath, he had been traveling to
Dwarka, Ujjain, Girnar, Omkarnath, Kurukshetra, Siddhapur, Abu, Prayag etc., and had even lived in these places
before settling down in Gangonath. That is why many people guesstimate that he must have been about 140 or
150 years old.
One time while he was still in the mood to talk, he had mentioned that when Nawab Sirajtiddoullah was still
ruling and the English were busy engaged in their commercial activities from Cossimbazar in Murshidabad and
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having to fight the Nawab for their continued business he was only a young man. At this time when a group of
sadhus from his denomination was proceeding toward Gangasagar they chanced to stay in the dharmasala built
by Jagat Seth who had already attained fame as a man of wealth. They had heard of the arrival of white men in
that locality. And they were curious to see the English themselves.
This happened about the time of the Battle of Plassey, i.e., 1757 and, if true, this firmly places him in the same
age bracket. At times, he would talk about Shivaji’s childhood, his father Sahuji, and Guru Ramdas, whose
disciple Shivaji happened to be. If this is true he would be more like 200 years old.
Some old men of Gangonath had averred that they had seen him over six generations and that in physical
appearance he had looked the same over all the entire period.
It has been known that six princes of Baroda had been anointed right in his presence. This again would point to
his advanced age.
Another interesting point in figuring out his age is that the trunk of the bata tree that he planted had grown to
such width or girth that four or five people must jointly try to embrace it. It can be added that the author of this
book could attest to it.
*
This old Maharaj was physically enormously powerful. He had a pair of long arms that reached up to his
knees. At the Gangonath monastery, there were two big copper jars (vessels), known as Ram and Lachman. The
writer of this volume had at one time seen one of them. Both these jars could at least hold one maund of water.
Until he reached his very advanced age, he used to carry both the jars in his two hands and used to climb the stairs
to the high temple wearing his wooden sandals (kharam). Until his middle age he used to go out on errands
begging for various kinds of alms and would not return until he had covered about sixteen to twenty miles. And
anything that he brought home would be used for piety.
The sack which carried his alms was usually referred to as the “sack for Annapurna-Mayee”. Maharaj would
smilingly give away anything anybody needed—rice, cloth, or even medicine—that this sack held.
Maharaj’s food habits were indeed peculiar. He would never partake of anything that was sour, salty or sweet.
As long as his teeth were intact he would have four rotis roasted or baked in dhuni fire and would take it with
lettuce vegetables with a bit of butter. He would take milk in measured quantities. When he lost his teeth he would
eat khichuri, prepared on the same fire.
This supreme gurudev and our gurudev adhered to the standards of celibacy, subsumed under “Ananda”, set by
Joshimath (otherwise known as Jyotirmath) and are known accordingly as—ananda.\fn{Bliss}
*
As is well known, Acharya Sankara after setting up four ashramas or mathas (monasteries) in four corners of
India and installing four of his disciples as heads of these ashramas, enjoined them to propagate the ideas inherent
in the philosophy of non-dualism (advaita tattva) as defined by himself. In that injunction, known as
Mathanmaya, the following rules are provided for:
1. At Dwarka in the West, the brahmacharis will identify themselves with the great ideas of Tattvamasi and the
monks (sannyasis) will be known as tirthas, or ashramas.
2. At Gobardhanmath (Puri) in the East, a brahmachari will receive the word, viz., prajnam brahma and will
be known as prakasha and its monks are going to be known as vana or aranya.
3. At Joshimath in the North, a brahmachari will adopt the words ayamatma brahma and will be known as
ananda as referred to before, and its monks will be known as giri, parvata or sagara.
4. Finally, at Sringerimath, near Setubandha in the South, a brahmachari will adopt the mantra, aham
brahmasmi, be known as chaitanya, and its monks will be known as saraswati, bharati and puri.
*
Once in the past, our Gurumaharaj-ji (Balanandaji) wanted to go beyond the celibacy of a brahmachari to
sannyasa. The supreme gurudev however prohibited his becoming a sannyasi (monk). He had advised him that in
this era of Kali it would be well nigh impossible to live up to the tenets prescribed for a full monk or sannyasi. He
was of the opinion that if one lived righteously, with purity, adopted saffron robe, or wore loin cloth, and lived on
alms while wandering, he was as good as a sannyasi (monk), and therefore it was not necessary to opt for
sannyasa.
If a brahmachari lived in the ashrama without any desire, then he is all right. If on the other hand, after
becoming a sannyasi and renouncing the marks of a Brahmin, including the sacred thread (upavita), he lived a life
of indiscipline, he would lose both yoga\fn{Union with God} and jnana\fn{The path of knowledge} and that would be a
disaster. Thus advised, our gurudev desisted from becoming a sannyasi.
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*
About Brahmanandaji’s high expectations of a sannyasi, Balanandaji used to speak a lot. At the time of
installing the Narmadeshwar Sivalinga at Kamibad, Brahmanandaji came there by way of Prayag. He had known
that a disciple of his had settled there after attaining paramahansa-hood. He intended to see him and therefore
went to him. The reason he was known as paramahansa\fn{A spiritually illumined soul living in the world, yet never
contaminated by it} was that he was entirely stitchless all the time and was in constant meditation. If he were not
spoon-fed he would remain famished.
When his Master Brahmanandaji appeared before him, he came back to his awakened state, rejoiced at seeing
him and after conversing with him for some time, went back to his meditation. Brahmanandaji was convinced of
his paramahansa-hood and left.
Our gurudev once exchanged notes with Brahmanandaji about this holy man. He wanted to know what level of
holiness his fellow disciple had attained. Brahmanandaji responded by merely saying:
“Even though he was quite advanced in his spiritual exercises, bhitarmen abhi kuchh kancha malum hua” (in
his heart of hearts he was yet a little green). This would give us some idea about Brahmanandaji’s own holiness.
*
This biographer was blessed enough to come to know of his greatness as a spiritual being. Once while he was
traveling second class from Jharia to Dhanbad he met a dandi swami. In course of their conversation about travels
he mentioned Gangonath. The author was a Bengali, and Gangonath was far away, close to Baroda. Surprised to
hear Gangonath mentioned, he asked how he came to know of it. When he learned that Brahmananda Maharaj
was his supreme guru, he was overcome with respect and reverence and touched his head by uttering “ namo
Narayanaya” even though his status as a dandi swami precluded him from doing so. Also, he remarked to the
effect that, even though in this part of India not many people might know of him, he was well known in his region
as a siddha purush (one who had attained the highest degree of spirituality).
The other incident had to do with the town of Hajipur in the district of Muzaffarpur. When the writer used to
go there for any business he usually stayed with the Kanwalli zamindars\fn{Landlords} in their guest house. While
staying there once, he came to learn that a person was staying inside the Temple dedicated to Siva.. Not only that;
his only source of nourishment was cow dung ashes and water. This made the author curious.
Conversation between the two was initially in Hindi, but later when that person became aware that he was a
Government official he began to speak English rather fluently. He introduced himself as a relative of Justice
Chandrabharkar and said he owned a rubber plantation in the Nilgiris. Later he was down with leprosy of which
he showed some marks on his body. He left home owing to unrest in the family occasioned by his sickness and
had been traveling ever since. In the course of this conversation the issue of Gangonath came up. And
immediately the gentleman touched his head and recited, “yogacharyojagati viditah brahmachari pradhanah”(in
other words, the greatest brahmachari is the one known as the Master of Yoga, by implication, siddha purusha).
And of course he was referring to the supreme gurudev Brahmanandaji who was known in Baroda as such.
Moreover he volunteered that he respected him like his own guru and it was his advice that led him to ingest cow
dung ashes twice a day to get almost cured of leprosy as he looked then.
Our gurudev (Balanandaji) had talked of his being with many great sadhus but as he recalled had never come
across a more simple, straightforward and compassionate sadhu like him (Brahmanandaji). His stories included
those that had to do with his hospitality, caring for the sick and his grace (yogavibhuti).
One time he and two of his brother disciples, Keshavananda and Nityananda, had fallen asleep some distance
away from the seat of their own guru. In the middle of the night a sadhu while wandering around the Narmada
began to scream—perhaps signaling his distress from his colic pain. Brahmanandaji, then relatively advanced in
years, told nobody, came to him alone and brought him up to his seat. After that, that very night he went to the
jungle to get an herb, juributi, and made a paste out of it and had the ailing sadhu ingest it. A little later the sadhu
felt better and signaled that he was extremely hungry. This elderly maharaj himself went to cook some lentil
(moong) on the dhani fire and fed him. After the poor sadhu felt well, the two began to converse in great
relaxation.
By this time it struck 3.00 a.m. Since this was the time for Brahmanandaji’s morning constitutional, he got out
to do his chores. At this our gurudev and others got awakened. After learning all the things that had happened
during the time they were asleep all of them felt acutely embarrassed. Why, they asked, didn’t Brahmanandaji
wake them up? Our supreme gurudev smiling replied:
“The kids had gone to sleep, why bother them when nothing much had happened?” (“ Ladkalog nid gaya, kahe
uthayenge, bahut kuchh vyapar to nahin hua”).
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*
Most people have the idea that those who attain maximum spirituality show off their spiritual prowess at the
drop of a hat. This is entirely wrong. These great men always want to keep a low profile. They seem to always
have contempt. for gimmicks or exhibitionism (buzruki). Despite this, sometimes they seem to inadvertently do
something that would reveal their spiritual prowess (vibhuti). Such examples of prowess on the part of our
supreme gurudev are legion and legendary.
Once we asked our Guru Balanandaji, who happened to be his very first disciple, if he had been privy to any
such act. In response, he related the following story.
When he was in Gangonath, the then Princess of Baroda, Yamuna Bai, had invited Brahmanandaji to come to
the capital and assigned a huge commodious brougham for him and Balanandaji, who was in the latter’s party, to
get there. Balanandaji put all the things that his maharaj needed into a sack and carried the latter on his shoulders.
The brougham was parked somewhat outside of Gangonath itself.
When they approached it a man was seen running behind them with a basket carrying vegetables. As soon as
he came to our maharaj’s view, our supreme gurudev stopped. When the man told him that he was carrying those
vegetables for him, he simply said, “All right, give that to me,” and so saying he put those things in his sack and
bade the man farewell. The Master gurudev and Balanandaji got into the brougham and left.
After some time a shepherd boy bowing to him began to run after the cart. Brahmanandaji had the cart stopped
and ordered its chauffeur to pick him up and had the boy seated by him and began to talk with him in jest. In no
time the cart reached the royal palace. Both the Prince and his consort came forward to receive him and saw that a
shepherd boy was sitting next to him. They felt intrigued and began to laugh at the jokes about the round lump of
khichuri (and the silver gun) to which reference has already been made.
Finally the sack of maharaj came to the attention of the Princess. Yamuna Bai remarked:
“Our luck today cannot be contained. Maharaj’s sack seems heavy and bulging. We are going to get a lot of his
prasad.” At this Maharaj responded:
“Your guess is correct. Today you are going to get a lot. What do you want?” It was not the season of grapes;
so she replied:
“We have not eaten grapes in a while, if we get grapes we would be very happy.” At this great man said:
“Let me see if I have any in my sack.” From the sack of vegetables he just casually and coolly picked a cluster
of grapes and told the princess:
“Today your luck is indeed overflowing. See how many grapes you are getting?”
The princess simply thought that the supreme gurudev had come prepared for any eventuality and of course
with grapes. But since Balanandaji knew better he was simply overwhelmed to see this act of his grace.
*
There have been many cases of his acts of Yogavibhuti. At times of bhandara, if there was any shortage of
grain, he would just cast his glance at the depleted stocks and, it is said, these would be an abundance of grains.
Once there was a shortage of ghee (clarified butter). As soon as his attention was drawn to it the depleted can of
ghee he put on the sacred fire by saying, “there is plenty of ghee now” and indeed it became full.
At this time this great soul accompanied by a few of his disciples took his seat near the bungalow of a
European official. The disciples took their seats a little distance away. This was the time of intense cold. The
official’s bungalow had a stable with a horse-driven “tom tom” or phaeton. The disciples took two of the planks
from it and burned them.
As soon as the official came to know of this, he in the presence of maharaj himself came to the verge of
flogging the disciples. Maharaj witnessed this and simply cast his glance at the European official, and lo and
behold, the hand of the official got stuck in the air. The latter tried two or three times to get going, but was aghast
that he could not do so.
Later when maharaj heard the story of the disciples’ burning the planks of the phaeton he made amends to the
official by scolding his disciples and even begging forgiveness. The official was satisfied and went back to his
work.
*
According to the Scriptures, the yogis seem to have eight vibhutis (graces), and they are: anima (power of
atom), laghima (lightness), mahima (greatness), ishitva (lordliness), vashitva (restraint), kamavasayita (freedom
from lust), vyapti (extension), and prakamya (abundance; sufficiency). Even the occidental holy men seem to
have cultivated mastery over hypnotism, mesmerism, thought-reading etc. Our supreme maharaj also seemed to
have attained capacity for thought-reading. One example would suffice.
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Chachaji maharaj whose other name was Prithyanandaji used to be in search of a guru (Master). He traveled
all over [the] northern provinces of India for almost twenty-four years; but all his efforts were in vain. At the end
he chanced to be in the vicinity of Kabul where he came to know of the whereabouts of a great soul, who, living
in a cave with two openings on two sides, was chary nevertheless of being seen in public. At times, though, he
would be stirred by the sincere importuning of some and would know their intention and let them know what
would happen to them.
Prithyanandaji, aware of this, came one evening to one of the openings to the cave after all the people had left.
As soon as the great soul heard his voice, he told that, although he had come to him seeking a guru, he would not
be his guru. For the brahmachari who lived at Gangonath on the Narmada was to be his guru.
Prithyanandaji, thus told, came from Karachi to Dwarka, and got the information that at Gangonath near
Chandod there indeed was a great brahmachari. He thus came to Gangonath and expressed his wishes to the
revered brahmachari. The latter first just laughed at it, saying that he had many disciples in his life. But none of
them stayed with him. Later, however, he said that since the Maharaj of Kabul had sent the individual to him he
would accept him, but on condition that he (Prithyananda) would take the vow to stay in the ashram. Thus
Prithyananda, later also known as Nepali or Pahari, became the last disciple of Brahmanandaji Maharaj.
*
The style of worship that Brahmanandaji followed was indeed unique. A story has it that at one time
Prithyanandaji was staying with Brahmanandaji at Gangonath. He was young in age and almost like the grandson
of the former. Barlanandaji assigned him the role of the assistant to our supreme gurudev for all of his personal
needs and chores.
Our supreme gurudev used to engage in all sorts of lighthearted fun and frolics with him. The senior maharaj
used to worship many a deity every day along with earthen sivalingas. It was Prithyanandaji who used to make all
the preparations for the puja along with molding the earthen sivalingas. Once, everything was ready for the puja
and Brahmanandaji looked at the entire arrangement and told his assistant:
“The sivalingas made by you have already been worshipped by Narada” (Tere sivalinga aj Narada ayke pujan
kiya). Not having grasped the meaning of the statement, they all went to the place where he (Brahmanandaji)
usually conducted the puja and observed that flowers and vilva leaves still lay there untouched. That any other
person would offer puja to the sivalinga, meant only for Brahmanandaji, was impossible. Brahmananda was not
kidding, it was simply that Narada had already conducted his puja of the sivalinga. Later he simply recited from
the scripture to the effect that “if anybody molded earthen sivalinga and failed to put vilva leaves on its head, then
it must be worshipped by somebody else”, and “Naradji, being aware of this had already finished, his puja of the
linga.” After this Purnananda molded fresh sivalingas and Brahmanandaji also completed his daily rituals.
*
It was through his grace that we had an opportunity to get his darshan. This happened in the year 1905 A.D.
The late Ramcharan Babu, who happened to be the first disciple of our gurudev, had predeceased his wife. And
Katyayani Dasi, now widowed, decided to spend a huge sum of money to commemorate his passing away by
building a Temple dedicated to Lord Siva at Ramnivas Ashrama.
Indeed, she proceeded to get the said deity inaugurated in that temple. The senior maharaj (Brahmanandaji)
listened to the importuning of his disciple Balanandaji and agreed to grace the occasion by his presence.
Purnanandaji went to Jaipur to make the necessary arrangements for the dispatch of various images for this
purpose, and came back escorting the old maharaj from Gangonath to Baidyanath. On this occasion he stayed a
few days at Ramnivas Ashrama and himself was involved in the initiation and inauguration of the sivalinga, since
named as Narmadeshwar.
He returned to Gangonath after visiting Baidyabati, Calcutta and Puri. While in Calcutta he had accepted the
hospitality of the great zamindar of Narajol, Midnapur, who had a house on Bowbazar Street. And many of our
brother-disciples managed to visit Karnibad and Calcutta to have his darshan, and the writer of this Life was one
of them. Even though it happened so many years ago, the memory of this boyish looking maharaj seemed quite
fresh in the minds of all who had visited him.
*
When he was in Karnibad, we, who were all grandsons to him, had enjoyed frolicking with him for he himself
signaled to us his willingness to be so engaged. During these sessions, some of us would blurt out,
“Maharaj is very old.” (Maharaj bahutbuddha.) Maharaj had an immediate riposte:
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“No, no, I am a young boy, I am only twenty years, may be forty years.” ( Nahin, Nahin, ham ladka hain,
hamari umr ek kuri na hoy to dhar leo do kuri.) Many, dying to know how old he was, never managed to know
his real age though.
Some would try to engage him in discussions of the Scriptures, but he would merely look baffled and say, “I
do not know anything,” (Hum kuchh nahin janta hain), and would refer to Balanandaji as ‘Bala’ and would say
simply,
“Ask him, he knows a great deal, for he was also much older than I am.” (Balako puchho, wo bahut janta, wo
hamse buddha hai.) And the assembled crowd would simply burst out roaring with laughter.
Many of those that accompanied this great soul to Baidyanath seemed to be addicted to siddhi (a narcotic). It
was therefore customary, even routine, for the ashram to prepare this concoction. And they would not even touch
it unless the first glass had been offered to maharaj himself. And, the latter himself, after receiving it, would
break out laughing and say:
“I am a mere boy, why would you make an addict of me?” (Hum ladka hun, humko neshakhor banayega?) And
everyone else would merely assure,
“No Maharaj, nothing like that is going to happen.” (Nahin Maharaj, kuchh nahin hoga.) And he would sip a
bit of it, and would hand the rest to Balanandaji. And the latter would with pleasure drink it. And then the senior
maharaj would issue the order,
“Let everybody drink it, you have made me drink, I am not about to let anybody off the hook ( sabko pilao,
humko pilaya, hum kisiko nahin chhorega) If anybody protested, he would have him pressured into complying
with it, and this would result in much mirth.
This senior maharaj was used to washing his own loin cloth himself. Once when Balanandaji, his own
disciple, was about to preempt him from doing his chores, the senior maharaj, behaving like a little boy,
attempted to snatch it away from the hands of the preemptor. When Balanandaji succeeded in stopping him, he
simply said, all the time laughing loudly,
“You’re young, you’ve it snatched away, take it today, but the next days, it would be a different story.” ( Jowar
ho, chhinai liya, aj leo, kalse nahin milega.)
On the occasion of the said inauguration of the Temple installing the Narmadeshwar, Karnibad witnessed the
appointed yajna festivities. During this time he would take a chandi depending upon time and its availability.
Despite his advanced age, he never knew the use of eye-glasses.. Balanandaji did not have use for them either. He
(Brahmanandaji) used to be surrounded by numerous disciples and devotees taking seats near him. One day so
surrounded he just took a piece of cut cucumber from the offerings, and in the manner of a little boy put it in his
mouth. We could not contain our laughter. Neither could he, simply saying at the same time:
“Why are you laughing? Simply ask Bala if he had not kept it for me.” ( Kahe hasta hain? Balako puccho
hamari waste wo rakh diya kinahin.)
*
If somebody would ask him, “How would we survive in these times, the Age of Kali?” he would smilingly
answer:
“The Age of Kali is really great, very easy route. You just repeat uttering the Names. You just continue to
donate.” (Kalikal bahut achchhi kal, bahut sugam pantha hai. Kalau namaiva kevalam, kalau danaiva kevalani.)
Someone asked one day:
“How is this British rule?” And he said immediately:
“This regime is very good for both the holy men and family men (Ye angrejiraj sadhu wa grahasth donoke
waste achchai hai.) and then he added,
“Let go the Hinduraj which is long past; at the time of Muslims, everybody used to stay worried all the time
about possible jeopardy to his pilgrim centers, religion and own personal dignity. But nobody has any fears during
the British rule. They don’t interfere with the practice of religions. Your freedom of religion is intact, and the old
apprehensions are gone.” …
1839
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“Nothing,” says a writer on the sepoy\fn{The Native rank-and-file of the Indian army:H } mutiny in the April
number\fn{No. 218, 1858} of the Edinburgh Review,
has been more remarkable than the fact that, throughout its whole progress it has faithfully retained the character of a
military revolt. It has involved the whole Native Bengal army; it has spread to the Northern contingents; it has reached
some Bombay regiments; it has touched the Nizam’s army; it has threatened the Madras army, but except in the newly
annexed State of Oude, it has not been taken up by the population. Now it is this circumstance which has saved India to
England. If, as at the Sicilian Vespers, the whole population of India, with its tens of millions, had at the first signal of
resistance risen against the English, our rule in India might, perhaps, by great exertions and large expenditure, have
been recovered, but we should only have recovered a population watching the next favorable opportunity for revolt and
have re-established an empire on sand. It was the general good will of the population which rendered the suppression of
the military mutiny both practicable and beneficial.

And the London Times, which is universally esteemed as the exponent and leader of popular opinion in
England, so early as July 1857, declared the same sentiment. It was the first English journal which spoke out upon
the military character of the revolt and attributed the salvation of the Indian Empire as a dependency of Great
Britain to the fidelity, aid, and advice of the people of the country during the insurrection.
“From all sides we are assured,” said the Times,
that the general population has exhibited rather good will than hostility towards us, and in many cases effectual
protection has been afforded to fugitives from Delhi (and other scenes of mutiny).

Nearly a year has elapsed since those words were written and they have been signally verified by the events
that have so quickly and crowdedly followed.
The time was certainly most troublous and tempting, and how admirable must be the moral courage of those,
who, while the mutiny of a whole army was becoming partially successful, and the vestiges of authority and order
were being swept away from most of the provinces of Northern India, did not only observe a peaceful neutrality
by standing unmoved amidst the tide of insurrectionary feeling which then over-flooded Hindoostan Proper, but
also, at the risk of their property, lives and family-safety, proved such ready and effectual instruments of salvation
to many utterly helpless European fugitives, and acted as protectors and conservators of order at so unruly and
perilous an occasion.
The struggle was a sore trial of the nation’s fidelity. It is difficult, if not impossible, to cite another instance in
the history of a country, governed by a nation, foreign in language, in birth, blood and creed, of so remarkable an
attachment and loyalty to its foreign rulers at such a crisis. This feature of the revolution which the Bengal
soldiery has so ruthlessly attempted to force upon India, at once stamps the character of the insurrection as purely
military.
The acts of active Native fidelity, performed under the greatest difficulties imaginable, so much so as in the
very scenes of the revolt, under the eyes of the insurgents, and with bloody threats from them within the hearing
of the actors, which it is intended to cite and embody in the following pages, will conclusively show that the
feeling of revolt and disloyalty was not shared in by the mass of the people, even though the movement was
headed by the House of Delhi and conducted by a body of soldiers whose bravery, discipline and skill had
established British dominion from the Hymalayas to the Cape Comorin, and made the name of the Honorable E. I.
Company respected and feared throughout the continent of Asia.
But these instances are only a few among a host of those which have found entrance into the columns of
contemporary journals, and which, the writer hopes, will one day be presented to the public as a supplement to the
history of this memorable event, and a monument to the memory of those who performed the duties of subject,
man and brother in the face of the most appalling dangers that surrounded them.\fn{ Here is his entire book. I have
standardized with American dating the citations at the end of the incidents of fidelity that he has copied out; and to the best of my ability,
where they did not already exist, I have supplied such definitions of Hindu words as were necessary. If this collection of his is not in some
way germane to the Protocol for World Peace, nothing is.:H}

Such a work would be most befitting the patriot or philanthropist who takes an interest in the cause of Indian
loyalty and humanity. If any of our readers has taken notes of the passing events of the mutiny, he will not be at a
loss to observe the finger of Providence working in the minds of the people, and to solve the important problem of
England’s salvation from this overwhelming deluge of Indian insurrection.
We need only add that the instances which we quote below are those that were recorded by men who have,
since the breaking out of the mutiny, displayed the most rancorous animosity to the people of this country and
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whose testimony therefore must be taken as a contribution to Truth which they could not refuse. There are no
doubt many instances which have not got into print, but the value of which nevertheless stands as high as that of
those noticed by publicists and news-writers.
We should also mention that the facts of the kind herein recorded, are so scattered and extend over so large an
area that we have scant opportunities to give them entire. We have not all the records before us for avail and we
must content ourselves with what we have got. It is however hoped that the Commission of Enquiry into the
causes of the mutiny, for the appointment of which instructions from the Court of Directors have already arrived,
will not fail, as they will have the best means and greatest opportunities for this important work, to record the
instances of Native fidelity and service that may come to their knowledge during the investigation, and when the
period arrives for them to give the history of the revolt, they will chronicle the deeds which have warded off the
dangers of a popular revolution from attending the military outbreak, and prevented the antagonism of the sepoys
from proving successful as a crusade of extermination against the Europeans in India.
*
Whether this mutiny was a pre-concerted plan and had a previous deep organization, is yet an open question.
The trial of the King of Delhi which was expected to clear the doubts, has left the problem as far from solution as
before.
But one thing is certain. It has taken the Government and the country equally by surprise. Whatever may the
prophets after the event contend as to the presaged moral certainty of the outbreak, none can deny that when the
storm came, nobody expected it, and both the European and Native populations were equally surprised to find
themselves in the midst of a bloody rebellion.
This unexpected burst paralyzed the efforts of the native population in the vicinity of the outbreak, who,
though willing to offer every aid in their power to the Europeans thus threatened and pursued, and anxious to
protect the old landmarks of order, were completely restrained in their wishes from the fear of the sepoys. We read
in the papers so many instances of villagers foregoing the (to them) most welcome duties of hospitality from an
absolute dread of the mutineers, but still secretly rendering all friendly aid possible, that we are tempted to ask
whether the history of any nation under such difficulties records such acts of pure benevolence and gratitude.
Thus we find in Chambers’ Historical Narrative of the Sepoy Revolt repeated instances of this description, in
which the villagers could do no lengthened acts of kindness from an overpowering fear of the insurgents. In a
story of escape of four European fugitives from Delhi, it is stated that
they crept on the whole day, obtaining a little food and water from the villagers, who were however too much afraid to
afford the fugitives the shelter of a roof.

In another,
kindness was accorded to them (the fugitives) for one whole day, after which the humane natives turned, lest the sepoys
should burn their village, if they heard of feringees having been harbored, declared they could no longer afford shelter.

Further, we perceive that the villagers, too much moved by the piteous condition of the same party, but
scarcely able to show kindness openly, invited them to an
out-house containing twenty cows, the only roof that the owner dared to offer them.

Another party, faint and hungered by a hot pursuit of a band of sepoys, were eagerly searching for refuge when
a few Hindoo Peasants, discovering them, told them where they could hide in a tope of trees, and brought them
chuphatees and milk,

unable by the ever-present dread of the sepoys, to receive them into their homes.
We could multiply such instances without number, but we shall not go to an unnecessary length; these are
sufficient to convince the reader of the terrible check under which the first success of the sepoys held the love of
hospitality, common to the people of this country.
It is true that among those who were distinguished for conspicuous acts of protection and fidelity, there were
some who joined the rebels when the sepoy cause was in the full tide of success, but we should remember that that
was the only alternative left to them. They were, as the noble Earl of Derby has well put it, seduced from their
allegiance by the pressure of temptation, or compelled by the force of circumstances.
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*
The mutiny commenced at Meerut, but Delhi was the focus and stronghold of the sepoy disaffection. The
following, which we quote from a letter published in the Times, written by an officer at Kurnal, describes the
providential escape which that officer effected from Delhi, through the aid of the people of the neighboring
villages.
Like every European who had the misfortune to dwell at that fatal time in the Imperial city, he was unprepared
for the struggle, but the love of life is too strong for man to conquer, and with his weak health he rushed forth to
sell his blood as dearly as possible. Finding himself unequal to the contest he changed his policy and feigned
death.
This device succeeded and he was left for dead. We shall now leave him to tell in his own words the story of
his salvation after this terrible episode in the history of his escape:
About one hour after I came to, and managed to stagger on about a mile without shoes, where I secreted myself in a
hut until daybreak, when I resumed my dreary journey, and, after traveling about twelve miles, the latter part of which
was in the broiling sun without anything on my head, arrived at Alleepore. I managed to beg a little water, some bread,
and a few old native clothes to cover my nakedness, but was refused shelter.
Again I went on and on through the ploughed fields, barefooted, fearing to keep the road, on account of the robbers,
and after being turned from mutinous villages, came to a village where the head man, much against the wishes of his
laborers, offered to secrete me. This offer accepted, and I remained with him for five days, although I saw the sirdars
\fn{Native officers of the Indian army:H } came there and wished to murder me; just seeing my helpless state and how ill I
was, they refrained from doing so and went away; and a second time I was forced to flee to the fields and hide myself,
as about 50 of the mutinous sepoys came and searched the village for Europeans, but after lying the whole day in the
sun my generous friend the zemindar came and sheltered me.” (Times, July 20, 1857)

This officer’s wife and child, with a knot of friends, were protected by a Ranee, Mungha Daree. A boy of 19,
writing from Meerut, makes mention of the following in an interesting story of his escape from Delhi:
It would be too long, my very dearest sister, to tell you of how for three days and nights we wandered in the jungles,
sometimes fed and sometimes robbed by the villagers, till at length, wearied and footsore, with shreds of cloths on our
backs we arrived at a village where they put us in a hut and fed us for four days, and moreover took a note from us into
Meerut, whence an escort of cavalry was sent out, and we were brought safely in here.” (Times, July 22, 1857)

The following just remarks and candid admissions of an experienced Anglo-Indian, deserve the particular
attention of those who entertain any doubts as to the purely military character of the revolt, and to the facts of
protection and aid offered by the people, mostly under personal risks and difficulties, the appalling nature of
which places their fidelity and the integrity of their intentions above suspicion.
Many from whatever motives have averred that there is no gratitude in this land, but the invariable good
conduct in hours of peril of native ryots,\fn{Farmers:H} Ooryah\fn{The name of one of the Indian castes:H } bearers, and
those villagers who owed the slightest benefit to the Shaib loges\fn{The white rulers living in their areas:H } rescued by
them as testified by the writer quoted below, and by others with the weight of national responsibility on their
heads, such as Mr. Russell the Times’s Special Correspondent and Mr. Layard, demonstratively proves to the
contrary.
With regard to the fidelity and attachment of the zemindars, Mr. Mangles, the late Chairman of the Court of
Directors, has well said that their universal good conduct forms a distinctive feature of this revolution. Indeed,
instances of their firmness and allegiance are so numerous that many well informed Indian thinkers whose minds
had hitherto strongly been set against them, have come to the opinion that the best safeguard of the British
Government against calamities of the kind which has so terribly convulsed it, lies in the extension of the farseeing and most statesmanlike land settlement system of Lord Cornwallis. The reader will find in these pages
ample instances of the active fidelity of this important class of British subjects, recorded not by contemporary
journals only but also by Government Secretaries and other officials of note.
*
But in spite of the authentic statements of these high authorities. there is a class of writers who maintain that
the Natives of India are not susceptible of kindness, and that the worst way of governing them is that through their
affections. Baron Macaulay, though not a little ungenerous to their national characteristics, does not still refuse to
record that the attachment of the sepoys to Clive, was almost child-like, and that there is not an instance in which
kindness, however scantily exhibited towards the Natives, was not appreciated with the utmost readiness, and
returned at the shortest opportunity with the greatest pleasure.
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But the best answer to these allegations is contained in a remark which we observe among other very
enlightened and truthful sentiments teeming in one of the best written articles on India, in the last number of the
Westminister Review, which we remember to have read for a long time since. Alluding to the treatment of the
Natives, the writer says,
Forsooth, Orientals are so accustomed to be ill-treated that they will despise and regret if you treat them well; just so
our grandfathers and great grandfathers used to speak of the Irish; it is the universal doctrine of the tyrant.

As to the future policy of England towards India—whether it should be one governing the country through the
affections of the people or ruling it on autocratic principles, it is irrelevant to the subject-matter before us. But we
may be allowed to observe that the wisdom of the British Parliament has decided upon a policy of governing,
India for its teeming millions, and through their good will and love, and no interested views of Indian rule,
prompted by a race-antagonism, and race-hatred, if not by other sinister motives, can now avail. The writer
alluded to above says:
With the exception of the goojurs, who are hereditary marauders, the zemindars have behaved well to us, which is a
great encouragement to good government, for there cannot be a doubt that it is mainly owing to the 30 years settlement
which has secured them against the unlimited exactions of the old revenue system. The uniform fidelity of the native
domestic servants, both male and, female, has also been very remarkable, and the instances have not been few in which
they have protected their masters and mistresses—at the hazard of their lives. The poor ayas\fn{Native nurses} have
repeatedly carried off the infants entrusted to them amid a shower of balls. These things prove that the people are not
insensible to just and kind treatment and indicate that there must have been something wrong in our management of the
sepoys, who in former days yielded to none in attachment to their English Officers. (Times, July 22, 1857)

The subjoined is an acknowledgment of the protection offered to the writer by the Rajah of Benares, on the
occasion of the outbreak in that Jerusalem of India:
We did not take the direct road to Chunar on account of the mutineers who took that direction, but we crossed
the river to Ramnuggur, a fort and palace belonging to the Rajah of Benares. There we bivouacked for the night.
The Rajah himself, who was obliged to fly from Benares during the night, was very kind to us, and gave us
provisions, &c. But, as he feared the responsibility of sheltering us, he sent us on with a guard of his sepoys to
Chunar. (Times, August 5, 1857)
Sadly torn as the affections of the British people have been by the painful events of the mutiny, their feelings
of indignation and revenge have been roused not against the mutineers only but against the whole Native
population. We regret this inasmuch as it is unjust, unreasonable, and incompatible with the mission of England in
India.
But the language has been especially virulent against the Brahmins, whose love of religious domination, it is
said, led them to invent those absurd rumors of Government interference with the faiths of the people, whjch have
occasioned these bloody horrors. What truth there is in this not implausible charge, the solution of the causes of
the revolt will disclose. But none can deny that if the Brahmins were more than reasonably zealous about their
religion, still the history of their conduct during the insurrection, marks some of the most remarkable instances of
humanity, hospitality, and, if we may use the expression, religiousness that have ever occurred.
It was not the love of power, love of sovereignty, love of revenge or of extermination which actuated the
Brahmin sepoys, but of God and of their peculiar mode of His worship, which they thought, however unreasonably, Government intended to destroy. But as a demonstration of the religious character of their movement they
have throughout conducted themselves with religious rigor and punctuality.
They did not murder, as far as we have read, their officers or stain their hands with the blood of innocent
women and children. On the contrary they earnestly entreated in many cases their officers to leave the regiment,
and often communicated to them the state of feeling prevailing among the corps. Some time they interposed their
authority for the protection of ladies and children, and not infrequently exhorted their brethren to desist from the
brutal acts of the sword and fire.
*
Everybody has read the opportune and eloquent speech which the lamented Sir Henry Lawrence addressed to
the wavering regiments stationed at Lucknow after the intelligence of the Delhi outbreak had arrived, which had
the wholesome effect of settling turbulent spirits, though for a time only. In it he mentioned the names of four
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men whose exemplary loyalty he earnestly recommended to their unfortunate brethren. The first three of them
were Brahmins and the good Chief thus spoke of them:
Now turn to these good and faithful soldiers—Subadar Sewak Tewaree, Havildar Heralall Doobey, and Sephai
Ramru Doobey of the 48th Native Infantry, who have set to you all a good example. The first three at once arrested the
bearer of a seditious letter and brought the whole circumstance to the notice of superior authority.

To the common temptation the unfortunate 1 st N. I.,\fn{Native Infantry:H} which was, at the date of the revolt,
stationed at Cawnpore, yielded on the 5 th June, 1857, and marched out of the lines at about three o’clock in the
morning, but
before doing so [says the writer of Chambers’ History of the Revolt in India], the sepoys, [most of whom were
Brahmins] showed a lingering affection fot the English officers of the regiment; these officers had, for some time, been
in the habit of sleeping in the quarter-guard of the regiment, to indicate their confidence in the men; and now the men
begged—nay forced them to go into the entrenchment as a means of personal safety.

When the disarmed 26th Regiment of Light Infantry mutinied at Mean Meer,
the Havildar, Major, and Pay Havildar, and some others [Brahmins] lost their lives in the vain attempt to maintain
order. (Mofussilite, August 11, 1857)
It is but too true, [says the Quarterly Review, April, 1858] that several faithful sepoys were bayoneted at their guns
in the Bailey Guard Battery [Havelock’s first relief of Lucknow] by the infuriated soldiers of the 78 th Highlanders who
confounded them with other Natives: none of them offered any resistance, and one (afterwards known to have been a
Brahmin) whose name should never be forgotten, waved his hand, and with the words, ‘It is all for the good cause;
welcome friend!’, expired.

And where they were not amongst the rebels they gladly received under their protection any number of
European fugitives that fell into their hands, and their conduct as peaceful villagers is throughout marked by that
spirit of hospitality and kindness which it is their religious obligation to exhibit to every human being.
*
An officer of the 38th Native Infantry gives this elaborate account of Brahmin fidelity and assistance by which
he, with several friends, passed unscathed through some of the severest struggles on record:
Some Brahmins discovered us as they came to work, one took us to the village and put us in a tope (clump of trees)
while he got us chuppaties (bread) and milk. On the way Mr. Marshall, the auctioneer and merchant, met us. He had
quitted the quarter-guard immediately after the Colonel and me, together with three others, but in the morning Mashrall
alone remained, and where the others are, alive or dead, we know not.
After giving us food our Brahmin friends took us over a ford of a branch of the Jumna, and concealed us in the long
jungle grass on the other side. While there another came to me and said a party of fugitives like ourselves were in the
grass at a little distance. I followed, and he led me some two miles, when I found a party of ladies and others concealed.
The first person I saw was Proctor, and in my joy at seeing him, whom I had believed shot at the main guard, I saw no
one else.
After the first joy of meeting him, I looked about and found Mrs. Forrest, her husband and three girls, Mrs. Fraser
(Engineers) Mr. Salkeld, Vibart and Wilson (Artillery). I sent to the Colonel and Marshall, and this made our party 13:
with guns and swords we thought ourselves a match for a chance straggling party of mutineers. The escape of this party
from the main guard was wonderful.
During the afternoon it was determined by Major Abbott at the Cashmere gate to send what ladies were there to
cantonments. There were no conveyances, and they were mounted on the carriages of the guns—who knows what spirit
possessed our men—they were suddenly dislodged, and a murderous fire commenced on all there assembled. There
was a rush up the ramparts into the main guard. Osborne was shot through the thigh; he said, “I am not going to be
murdered by these sepoys,” and led the way, throwing himself over the wall into the ditch below; others followed.
Mrs. Forest was shot through the shoulder, but over they went, one after another, dropping down what in ordinary
circumstances one would say endangered life and limb, yet they reached the ditch, scrambled up the scarp, and the
party I mention reached Sir T. Metcalf’s house. The servants gave them some beer and food, and led them to the river
bank shortly before the house was fired. They passed such a night as we did with one narrower escape. As they lay
concealed some men passed and saw a riband or a bottle, and saying, “Oh, they have been here,” evidently went on.
They came to the same ford, and while concealed heard me described by my eyeglass, sent for me, and thus we happily
met.
We could not stay in the grass, so that evening we started, the Brahmins conducting us to a ford over the Jumna. We
traveled some two or three miles upstream before reaching it. Our hearts failed, and no wonder, where ladies were
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concerned, as we looked at the broad, swift river. It was getting dark, too. Two natives went across. We watched them
anxiously wade a considerable portion of the river; then their heads alone appeared above water.
It was our only chance of life, and our brave ladies never flinched. It was so deep that where a tall man would wade
a short man would be drowned. I thought it was all over when, on reaching the deep water with Mrs. Forest on my left
arm, a native supporting her on the other side, we were shot down the river; however, by desperate efforts and
assistance by another native, we reached the bank in safety.
I swam back once more for another of our party, and so ultimately we all got safe over. It was a brave feat for our
ladies to do.
We passed another wretched night, suffering fearfully from cold, and crouching close to each other for warmth;
there was no noise but the chattering of our teeth.
Next morning we were discovered and led to a tope, where again the Brahmins temporarily proved our friends, but
they turned us out shortly afterwards with news that there were sowars\fn{Native Indian cavalry:H} behind and sowars in
front. (Times, July, 1857)

It appears that dangers pressed the party too closely to leave them time to breathe. But the Brahmins in this, as
in the foregoing instances, were their saviors.
We were taken to a large Brahmin village that night and concealed in a fakeer’s hut. We were there three days, and I
trust hereafter handsomely to reward our benefactors. While here we sent in a letter in French to Meerut asking for
assistance. It seemed not to come, and from Bhekia we were taken to Hurchundpore at the request of an old zemindar,
who had heard of our whereabouts, and treated us royally. (Ibid.)

Lieut. L. Tucker, late of the 15th Irregular Cavalry, after giving the details of his son’s escape from Sultanpore,
thus notices the services of the people of a neighboring village, whose timely assistance and devotedness saved
“Charlie” from imminent death:
Only fancy how dreadful it was for him to be wandering about in the heat of the day, not knowing where to go and
getting people to give him water to drink at wells, and at last drinking it out of little streams, he was so terribly thirsty.
At last, about four o’clock in the afternoon, he asked a man whom he saw for some water and also if he could protect
him, for he and his horse were both getting knocked up. The man said he would, and took him into his village and
afterwards to his master, who lived in a native fort, and who was the principal person in the place; and there Charlie
stayed until the party from here went to fetch him.
His escape was most providential, for he did not know the people about there. Soon after he had reached the native’s
house four others from Sultanpore arrived, but one of them knew the way to the person who took Charlie in. He must
be a most noble-hearted native, for what we took, it half ruined him. He is to have quantities of presents from Charlie,
St. George, Henry, and I believe from Government. (Times, August 17, 1857)

The attentive reader will be struck with the thrilling interest of the stories of almost miraculous escapes which
the fugitives from Delhi and other places effected in the face of but too certain death. But he will not fail to mark
the undercurrent of a generous feeling, not noisy but gentle, not ostentatious but sincere, springing from a noble
desire of rendering service when most needed, to the countrymen of their Most Gracious Sovereign; and also from
an abstract love of doing good for good’s sake, appearing in all offers of protection and aid made by the peaceably
disposed and humane villagers, conterminous to the scenes of rebellion. The following lines taken from a
narrative of the escape of Mr. S. H. Batson, Surgeon of the late 74 th Native Infantry, instinct\fn{ Filled} with so
many incidents of romance that an English writer has been led to pronounce it not unworthy of Defoe, pointedly
mark the affectionate simplicity and earnestness with which the villagers received fugitives under their protection:
I continued to run along the road towards Kumaul. I was again stopped by some ironsmiths who were employed in
the Delhi Magazine, when one of them said,
“Sahib, don’t fear, come with me to my village, and I will find you food, if you go on you will surely be murdered
by the Mahomedans, who have turned out from the villages to rob and kill the feringhees.”
I went with the ironsmiths to their house, and was most humanely and kindly treated, one giving me a dhoty,\fn{A
loincloth} another a cap, another some milk and native bread. I felt my life was safe, I was much excited and could
scarcely speak. They gave me a cot, on which I lay down, but could not sleep. I told these people I was a doctor and in
consequence met with much greater attention.
On the following morning the chowdrie\fn{Headman} of the place sent for me, when the whole village assembled to
see the “feringhee doctor” exhausted as I was. I had to answer a multitude of questions put by the people, but finding I
was perfectly acquainted with their religion, languages, and manners, they began to take infinite interest in my life and
said they would protect me.
While I was staying at this village I heard Dr. Wood of the 38 th Native Infantry was in a village some 5 or 6 miles
off, at one Summeypore, a man from this village came to me and said,
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“Dr. Wood sahib is in my village. He requires medicines, as you know all the native medicines, pray, tell me what
should be given.” I prescribed, but I know not whether the medicines reached him.
I also heard while at this village that Colonel Riply was lying wounded at the Ice-pit, near the parade ground. I
persuaded the villagers that he was a great personage, and that if they would take him food and water, they would be
handsomely requited by the Government for their humanity; they took him food several days.
A few days afterwards I was in the village of Badree, it was rumored that all the feringhees of Meerut, Umballah and
Calcutta, had been murdered, and that the King of Delhi had taken the Government, and that if any village concealed a
feringhee it would be death to the owner and general ruin. The proprietors of Badree village got alarmed at this
proclamation, and I was removed at night from the village to a small mango tope where I was left night and day. I was
visited at night by some one or other of the villagers, who brought me bread and water in a ghurrah.\fn{A container made
of coarse Indian muslin}
I am unable to describe my feelings during this trying time, I was all day in the sun, in the extreme heat, and alone at
night, when the jackals, &c., came prowling about and crying. It is only God and myself know what I have endured
after five days and nights in this tope of trees.
I was again taken back to the village and concealed in a bhoosa-house.\fn{Bhoosa means “bran”} I was shut in here
for twenty-four hours; the heat and suffocation I cannot find language to describe, I did not know which was the
greatest misery, the tope of trees in solitude, or the bhoosa-kotree.
A rumor now was set on foot that several sowars\fn{Irregular cavalry} had been deputed to hunt for the feringhees in
the different villages and it was considered prudent that I quit Badree under the escort of a fuqueer Joghee. This man
came and offered to convey me anywhere that I might please, but stated that it was not a safe moment for me to remain
where I was.
I then started for Bursooah, where I remained the night; this fuqueer and his friends dyed all my clothes, and gave
me necklaces of beads (oodrach) &c., to assume the garb of a fuqueer myself. After making all prepara- tions to pass as
a fuqueer, I commenced my pilgrimage with him, he took me to several villages and passed me off as a
Cashmere,\fn{Kashmiri:H} “Dadoo Puntoe Fuqueer Jogee.”
In all the villages that I passed I was cross questioned, but understanding their Jotish religion and oaths I met with
every kindness, some giving me pice,\fn{A small-value Indian coin:H} others food. The Hindoos all expressed the most
merciful feelings towards the feringhees, while the Mahomedans could not disguise their murderous feelings.
I was taken to a village to the house of a Sewak Doss. Sunt Fuqueer Kuberee, understanding his code of religion and
being able to recite several Kubberee kubbits, he received me in every kindness. I told him I was a Cashmere, but the
sage could not reconcile his mind that I was a Cashmere with the blue eyes. He said your language, gesture, clothes,
&c., are all complete, but your blue eyes betray you, you are surely a feringhee. I disclosed to him what I was,
nevertheless; as I had acquired the kubbera oaths, he continued to believe the same.
While I was sitting at this fuqueer’s place, a sepoy came saying he had letters he was taking to the Umballah force
that was at Rau. He did not discover that I was a feringhee, but I disclosed him that I was a Doctor sahib, would he take
my letter to the officer commanding the force. I gave him a letter soliciting assistance, which he most faithfully
conveyed, but after waiting a day in hopes of getting assistance, and none coming, I thought it prudent to proceed
towards Meerut;
The beggar who had conducted me thus far volunteered to take me on. Several people of this village accompanied
me till we got to Hurchundpore, where a Mr. Francis Cohen, a zemindar (originally a tussildar in the Government
employment) resides. This old gentleman received me in all kindness, and showed me the certificates under the
signature of Colonel Knyvett, Captain Salkeld, Lieutenant Holland, Mr. Marshal, Merchant of Delhi, and others setting
forth that they had received every kindness from Mr. Cohen, who had kindly sent them on to Meerut.
I then made arrangements to proceed to Meerut when a letter was brought from Kaykrah ,rillage to my address,
telling me that a hundred men of the Jheend Rajah’s force, commanded by Captain MacAndrews, was waiting at
Kaykrah to take me on to Rau, where the Head Quarters were. (Times, August 17, 1857)

A Lady writing from Agra, says that when the rising at Gwalior took place, the fidelity of their servants only
saved her husband, herself and family from falling into the hands of the rebels.
If the mutiny has applied a too severe test to the loyalty of the people, it has also subjected to no less hard a
trial the fidelity of domestic servants. And it is gratifying to observe that the issue has been honorable to both
parties. Had it not been for their unswerving attachment, we may confidently say, half the European residents
would, ere long, have been numbered with the dead. The aid which they offered, if not effectual for the purpose or
adequate to the need, was yet too important to be forgotten by those who received it. While the country was
strewed with corpses and raging with fire—while despair sat upon every brow and treachery the dread of the hour
—one kind word—one hint to help—was a world of aid and benefit, and the value of it could be appreciated only
by those who felt the anger of the season.
Apropos to this we may mention on the authority of the Times that when two companies of Col. Troup’s
regiment surrounded his house to shoot him, he was warned by his bearer, fled through a back door, jumped on
his horse and galloped off! An officer writing from Azimgurh thus describes how he and his party were treated by
the people of Goruckpore:
770

We were in Goruckpore on Sunday the 19 th, and took up thence the ladies of the station, consisting of the wives of
three Civilians and of a Captain commanding there. There fortunately, were only a few more than hundred in number,
but they formed part of the 17th Regiment who had been stationed here at Azimghur, and had plundered the treasury and
left the district. There was a distrust of these sepoys, who, had they not been overawed by some Irregular Cavalry and
some armed men belonging to a Rajah, would have mutinied also.
At Goruckpore, through the kindness of the people we were supplied with wearing apparel, sufficient to carry on for
a few days.
We left, as I said, on the evening of Sunday, with an immense cavalcade, composed of baggage, carriers, carriages,
sowars or Irregular Cavalry and a party of armed natives belonging to the Rajah. We traveled by torch light in dreadful
confusion, as we are escaping for our lives through districts where the population was hostile, and where Europeans
had been previously murdered. As yet however, we have got on extremely well, the escort of Irregular Cavalry,. whom
we feared more than an enemy from without, have hitherto behaved well and promise to do so. (Times, August 24,
1857)

The gallant brother of Gordon Cumming the Lion-hunter,\fn{ Roualeyn George Gordon-Cumming (1820-1866) a Scottish
gives the following lively account of his men’s fidelity.

traveler and sportsman}

The men say themselves they would not trust their own fathers now-a-days. I get on with them very well, though my
jemadar is a capital fellow, and Bappas is invaluable. Neither of them ever seems to tire, they are constantly moving
about among the men, armed with double rifles, swords and pistols.
When I was in the jungle, one or two of my party showed sign of warning, but the rest swore they would shoot
down any man who attempted that kind of humbug. I have raised the pay of all the police and sowars and have sent
fifteen men to Mhow today to get some muskets and ammunition which have been promised to me by Elliott. ( Times,
August 31, 1857)

This interesting little story of the offer of assistance by a party of bheels,\fn{Native tribesmen} is mixed up with a
strangeness and simplicity of manner, characteristic of the doings of savages on occasions when the inhospitable
feelings are called into play:
A bheel, who had observed what was going on, carried intelligence to the nearest town, a small place called Para, of
the invasion by the Umghura people. Firing at the insult, a party started from Para to drive them away. Just as the gray
of the morning appeared, we had the pleasure of being rescued by them, and thus did God raise up instruments for our
delivery when death seemed near at hand.
But had the villains not been such cowards nothing could have saved us, if they had attacked us in the night. This
fresh party carried us to Para, and were civil enough at first, and towards evening, for some reason or other, they began
to get very insolent and commenced plundering us. We saw our position had but little improved and we prepared again
to sell our lives as dearly as could be.
But just as things appeared to be getting desperate, a party arrived from Jabua, 10 miles away, sent by the chief to
our rescue, as soon as he had heard of our being at Para. They carried us to Jubua that same evening, and we reached
the town early in the morning, having rested for some hours on the road. The young Chief, who is a very pleasing
looking boy, of 16 or 17, received us very kindly. The managing authority, however, is an old lady, who is, I believe,
grandmother to the Chief, and by her directions everything that could be done for our safety or comfort was effected.
(Times, August 31, 1857)

Mr. J. P. Gubbins of Benares, thus brings forward prominently, through the medium of the Times, the
conspicuous acts of loyalty of Rajah Soorut Sing:
Rajah Soorut Singh, a Sikh Chieftain, who was living at Benares under a slight surveillance at the time of the
mutinies, and who was on intimate terms with my brother, used his exertions successfully to keep a company of his
countrymen steady, who were on guard at the Mint, where all the ladies and children were collected, and has since
proved himself so brave and true that the Europeans have subscribed £100, in order to present him with a handsome set
of firearms. (Times, August 31, 1857)

Here is an instance of protection proffered by the peasants of Gurabn, the interest of which is scarcely
surpassed by the records of chivalrous gallantry of the Middle Ages, or the adventures in Italian and Spanish
romances. Services rendered under ordinary circumstances, though valuable, cannot approach in importance to
those which are offered under difficulties like the one under notice.
Here was a young woman whose person was coveted by the Chief of the place. There was not a single
European to look after her, but the good peasants, inspired as it were by Providence, espoused her innocent cause
and at the risk of their lives and property, manfully stood in her behalf. If Mrs. Nun is still in the land of the
living, which we earnestly hope to be the case, she should, as becomes her gratitude and moral sense, come
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forward and name the persons who so heroically saved her life and honor. The call is imperative and we trust it
will be satisfied. The story is given by the officer to whose camp she was carried after three months of
concealment and friendly protection.
I was on the picket on the 31 st of July, and had come back from my first patrol when, on reaching one of my
videttes,\fn{Sentries} he told me that he had just passed a European woman with two children escorted by some natives
into my picket. I cantered on and overtook a country cart escorted by some villagers, one of whom carried a poor little
boy about four years old on his shoulder. In the cart I found a nice young looking woman with a little infant. The poor
creature seemed overjoyed to see a European face, and, in answer to my queries, told me that she was the wife of a Mr.
Nun, son of the riding master of the First Cavalry. Her husband was employed in the Customs Department, at a place
near Guzgaon. When the outbreak at Delhi took place he was in the district with Ford, of the Civil Service. Guzgaon
went with other stations, and this unhappy woman was left by herself, without a European near her.
The instant the people of the village nearest her house heard that parties of sepoys were coming in their direction,
they carried off Mrs. Nun, with her children, and concealed them in their village. Parties of horsemen arrived and
enquired for her, and on being told that she had gone off, plundered and burnt her house. To make a long story short,
these poor fellows at the risk of their lives, kept this unhappy family for three months, feeding and clothing them, and
hurrying them off to other villages whenever they heard of the approach of any parties of the mutineers.
I must tell you that the insurgents offered 100 rupees reward for Mrs. Nun, dead or alive, but nothing would tempt
these simple ryots to betray their trust; and, finally, having seized an opportunity, they brought them safely into camp.
The poor woman spoke most gratefully of their kindness and devotion, and the little boy seemed to have the greatest
affection for the gray-headed old man, on whose shoulder he was perched. (Times, October 2, 1857)

The friends of Mr. William Edwards of the Bengal Civil Service, whose name was returned in the list of
casualties, in contradicting the statement, thus notice his escape:
The list of casualties in your paper of this evening, copied from the Homeward Mail, contains the name William
Edwards, Bengal Civil Service. The family of that gentleman have received letters by this mail of the 9 th and 11th of
August, informing them of his safety, along with Mr. Probyn, of the Civil Service, and his family, under the protection
of a friendly zemindar, by whom they were kindly treated, when the strictest concealment was requisite. (Times,
October 2, 1857)

A Bengal Civilian, in reporting to the Times, the condition of the Behar Division of the Bengal Presidency, has
the following about Chupra and Cheybassa:
There has been no outrage and no plunder there because of the spirit and loyalty of [a] Mahomedan resident, well
known in those parts, and (hitherto) always doubted—a certain Cazy Ramzan Allee. He assumed the command on the
departure of the Europeans, kept everything quiet and loyal, and has since delivered over his charge, prisoners and all,
in perfect order to the returned Civilians. He and others similarly behaved will, you may be sure, be handsomely
rewarded. (Times)

The details of the services of this loyal Mohomedan are given in the correspondence which passed between
him and the Government of Bengal, extracts from which will be found farther on. This man, in the midst of his
unswerving fidelity was calumniated anonymously in the public papers, but his sense of duty was so strong that
he, regardless of the calumnies, went on in his useful career which has justly entitled him to the gratitude of the
Government.
Among the many valuable communications on the Indian Mutinies which the Times has published, there are
few which display such an acuteness and accuracy of observation, such marvelous correctness of fact, such
faithful details of the history of the revolt, and so dispassionate and thoughtful an analysis of the causes of the
rebellion—as the letter written by a military Officer from Umballa. In treating its readers with this masterly
production, the Times prefaces that it is written by a
gentleman whose acquirements, experience and position admirably qualify him for the work of observation and review.
Our readers, we are sure, will be deeply interested in the perusal of so lucid and comprehensive a memoir.

Indeed an Indian Journalist, occupying no mean position in the roll of journalistic fame, once suggested that if
the Government contemplated to give the world a history of the revolt, it should forthwith entertain the services of
the gentleman whose eminent abilities displayed in that letter deservedly point him out for the work. We therefore
need make no apology for the following from which the reader will perceive the exact nature of the rebellion and
the position of the people in reference thereto:
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In the evening of the day of the Delhi outbreak, the survivors in cantonments, finding themselves gradually deserted
by their men and without aid from Meerut, determined to fly. They had a number of carriages of different kinds, most
of them took the road to Kurnaul, some few that to Meerut, and they generally escaped in safety. Other stragglers from
various quarters had more difficult and perilous escapes, wandering fugitives from village, some were thus wandering
for several weeks before they reached European relatives, and they endured most cruel hardships of want and weather.
But generally the behavior of the villagers was kind; many sheltered and assisted—none actually attacked them. The
Brahmin villagers in particular—there are a good many agricultural Brahmin villages scattered about that part of the
country—showed them the greatest kindness, and gave them active protection. (Times, October 26, 1857)

The following is an extract from a letter from George Palmer, Esq., of the Bengal Civil Service:
I am living now in the house of the chief merchant of this town. It is lonely enough to have no English face to look
at, or talk to, especially in these times, but still I am very thankful that I am as well in health as I am, notwithstanding
hard work, exposure and sun. I am very fortunate, too, in having my old Punjaub servant and his brother with me.
Though at a distance from their own houses, and though Mossulmans, and though subjected to every kind of
temptation, they have served me most faithfully, and I trust them as my own kith and kin. If anything should happen to
me in these days, pray do not forget to do something for them. The eldest’s (my zemindar) name is Syad Ameer, son of
Sheik Rookeen-od-deene, of Kalmore, in the district of Gordaspore. (Times, November 9, 1857)

Here is an interesting account of the good feeling and readiness of villagers to assist European fugitives:
We are still in a state of uncertainty and anxiety, but our hopes have lately been much removed by the discovery of
one of the officers of his regiment (the 18 th) Lieutenant Gowan, the Adjutant, who was one of the missing, a servant of
his having found him concealed in some village. He sent a letter by him to Colonel ——, at Nynee Tal, giving an
account of his escape, and how he got separated from the rest of the party after the few well-disposed sepoys had saved
them on the day of the outbreak.
He had gone through a great deal, but expresses himself very thankful for the protection and kindness he had
received from some Hindus, by whom he was still secreted. He had heard that several Europeans were in concealment
in different villages, which native spies and others who are friendly to the English also confirm and say that a banker at
Bareily has secretly supplied them with money. (Ibid.)

This party of nearly thirty persons, consisting of men, women and children, were protected, fed, and sheltered
by a Rajah at Gopalpore. The character of the service may well be imagined when we mention that he not only
gave this protection, but with his men escorted the party to a place of security amidst brother Europeans:
We are now with a friendly Rajah at Gopalpore on the river, twenty-five miles from Goruckpore; he has promised to
send us to Dinapore, which is distant 120 miles. I believe we are now quite safe, though we have been in danger, and
suffered much discomfort and misery. Our party consists of Captain and Mrs. Reid, and 2 children; Captain and Messrs.
Orr and sister, and 5 children; and Messrs. Thurbum and 1 child; Captain and Mrs. Dawson and 4 children; Mr. and
Messrs. Bradford; Mr. and Mrs. Fitzgerald and child, and Mr. and Mrs. Hurst and child. (Ibid.)

A letter from Captain Orr, dated Gopalpore, near Gograh, June 24 th, mentions
that he and his family, with Miss Troup and the rest of his party who escaped from Fyzabad, had reached Gopalpore in
safety. and expected to be at Dinapore on the 29 th. They were to proceed under the protection of the Rajah of
Gopalpore, who has shown himself faithful to the British Government. … Mrs. Black, Mrs. Goldney, and Mrs. Strahan
were brought into Allahabad, by that noble fellow Ajeet Singh, who saw Lieutenant Grant and the party of 37
Europeans, who accompanied him from his camp near Fyzabad. (Ibid.)

A writer describing the mutiny of the 17 th Native Infantry at Azimghur, thus gives the story of the escape of the
party of Europeans who were then at that station:
We were at breakfast, when we were surrounded by about 400 men, armed and unarmed, and with great difficulty
we escaped with our lives, and for 14 long and weary days, were living in a cowshade, protected by the zemindars of a
large Hindu village: the people behaved to us with the utmost kindness, and gave us flour, dal, meat, &c. to exist upon.
(Englishman, July 2, 1857)

A Correspondent says:
I don’t know whether it will be news to you, that the undermentioned officers, ladies, &c., arrived at Dinapore on
the 29th June, from Fyzabad. Captain Dawson and wife, Captain Reid and wife, Captain Orr and wife, Captain
Thurburn and wife, with (15) fifteen children, some sergeants and their wives; they were nearly naked, starving and
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suffering from opthalmia.\fn{Inflamation of the eyes} They had been for some days under the protection of Rajah Maun
Singh, who had treated them well. (Englishman, July 6, 1857)

Of the services of Maun Singh, which were neither few nor small, we have spoken in detail in another place.
We would here simply remark that these did not extend to the protection and sheltering of European fugitives
only, an assumption of which has led some opponents of the Rajah to construe his position into a doubtful
neutrality: his conduct is throughout marked by a complete isolation from the rebels and this, above all, that he
cherished no sympathies for the cause of the insurgents.
The following is from a Correspondent in the Sagour and Nerbuddah Territories,\fn{ A region of British India,
located in central part of present-day Madhya Pradesh in central India } dated the 25th June:
I have just heard from a person who has arrived from Benares, that whilst en route from Rewah to Myheeree, he saw
a party of some twenty-five ladies and gentlemen, in a variety of costumes, from the elegant and simple night dress, to
the ordinary shooting jacket. On enquiry, I learnt that the Flying Brigade was from the direction of Nowgong and
Banda. They had evidently to cut and run for it, judging from their appearance: I understand that had it not been for the
kind assistance of the Rewah Rajah, they would have been in a fix. The Rajah, I believe, has placed a large party of
horse under Lieutenant Osborne, a cousin, I am informed, of Lieutenant Willoughby, the officer who so gallantly blew
up the Delhi Arsenal. (Englishman, July 6, 1857)

The writer of the following was one of the fugitives from Fyzabad. From his statement it appears that he and
his party were entirely indebted for their lives to the kind exertions of Rajah Kessenkissore Chand of Gopalpore
and his people:
After this we went on land, having met a fisherman, we found out that there was a well disposed native Rajah (Rajah
Kessenkissore Chand of Gopalpore) not far off; that he had there some Europeans under his protection. We made for
this man’s place, and next day he gave us 25 men, and we and the other Europeans started for Dinapore. These
Europeans had been attacked two days before by another Rajah, but were defended by Kissenkissore, and they told us
that if we had landed two days before, we should certainly have been murdered by the other Rajah’s people.
(Englishman, July 6, 1857)

A letter from Gorruckpore, 20th ultimo, says:
Colonel Lennox and family are safe; they have just left this, and many officers and ladies, with some of the nonCommissioned Officers, have proceeded in safety towards Dinapore, escorted by Maun Singh’s own men. The country
seems to be quiet. The Rajahs, almost all, are flocking in, with large bodies of men, to support Government, and we are
daily expecting Nepaul troops to pass through; a few may remain to restore order. (Englishman, July 7, 1857)

The following is from Ghazeepore, dated July 7:
Colonel and Mrs. Lennox have been here some days. I believe they are from Fyzabad. Mr. and Mrs. Bradford from
the same station came in yesterday, having gone through many hardships, and had narrow escapes; he is indebted to his
tussildar for having saved him and Mrs. B. (Englishman, July 7, 1857)

Again:
Report says the Rajah of Lalpoorah has sent five hundred men to protect the station, 50 men from the 65 th left this
some days ago for Azimghur. (Englishman, July 7, 1857)

The Bengal Army is gone, but its memory is associated with not a few names of proved loyalty and attachment
which stand in bold and agreeable relief to the heartless conduct of the misguided majority. Instances not few in
number are recorded of sepoys who, deaf to the persuasions and entreaties of their brethren and true to the calls of
duty and gratitude, became the most active agents in the salvation of many officers. These heroes distinguished
alike by moral courage and physical bravery will each and all, we trust, receive the full meed of approbation from
the future Chronicler of the revolt and from the distant posterity. And a grateful government which has already
rewarded the services of some of the faithful will not forget the numerous others who, though they have not so
prominently distinguished themselves, are yet entitled to every consideration which an unflinching conduct,
through so dreadful an ordeal as the Indian insurrection presented, richly deserves.
Mr. Russell, the Times’s Correspondent, in one of his celebrated letters from the Seat of War, very properly
remarks that the British Government has been
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waging war against Hindoos and Mussulmans by the aid and with the consent of Hindoos and Mussulmans, just as
Alexander was able to beat Porus by aid of his Indian allies, and no European or other State can rule in India without
the co-operation and assistance of a large proportion of the races which inhabit the vast peninsula.

Though the aid and fidelity of wealthy and influential zemindars, allied Princes and of the people in and near
the disturbed districts, and the quiet demeanor of the mass of the population, anxiously awaiting for the end of the
struggle, which vexatiously interfered with the smooth career of their peaceful lives, have materially helped our
rulers in overcoming this crisis, still the unswerving fidelity of particular men of every regiment was of no
ordinary service. Coupled with the fact that though by blood and position these faithful men are kinsmen and
companions of those who raised the standard of revolt, yet they have remained true to their salt, their allegiance
has been made doubly sure by acts which no hypocrisy would condescend to, and which no motives short of sense
of duty and gratitude could lead to.
They have been also especially valuable as they have served reliable guides in many instances from the
circumstance of their having attended the councils of mutiny, and having conversed with the feelings and motives
of their unfortunate brethren, without of course participating in their plots. The following is a prominent instance
of services of the kind under comment:
That there are some good and loyal men in every Regiment, I will admit, and the following little incident that has
just occurred, will prove, I think, that the 73rd has one man at least true to his salt.
Lieutenant Dandridge, who is the Adjutant of the Regiment, sent up one of the sepoys, an old Brahmin, in charge of
his wife and property. This man was invited by some of the Hindu Native officers, attached to our Sebundees, to dine
with them; which invitation was accepted, and the Brahmin of the 73 rd dined with them. In the course of the afterdinner conversation, some seditious talk was entered upon as I have heard to the following effect; that these native
officers wished some others would join them in exterminating the Europeans, that they were but few themselves, and
that the men of their corps would never join them, would rather assist the Europeans than otherwise.
After this dinner was ever, the Brahmin of the 73 rd went straight off to the Adjutant of the Depot and reported the
matter fully, and, yesterday these fellows were seized, a Court of Enquiry was immediately held, the result of which I
have not yet learned, further than they are all there kept close prisoners in three different places, two of them under an
European guard, and the third in the guard of his own lines. The old Brahmin should be rewarded. (Englishman, July 7)

Numerous instances have transpired of such good men and true assisting their European Officers under
difficulties before which ordinary humanity would most probably sink. Some of these the reader will meet with as
he will proceed. En passant we may mention here that when the mutiny at Fyzabad occurred, Captain Lennox and
others were enable through the fidelity of two friendly sepoys to effect their escape to the seat of a kind chieftain,
after a series of adventures the most serious and thrilling. A letter from Mozufferpore, Tirhoot, dated 4 th July, says:
The only officers who have bestirred themselves to any purpose, are the Magistrate and his assistant, the latter
gentleman being particularly energetic and public spirited. Nor I must omit to mention the praiseworthy conduct of our
second Principal, Sudder Ameen, who, at a great expense, entertained as guests, for several days, a large number of
planters assembled here for the protection of the Station; while those who had invited them for that purpose, held
themselves aloof, and exhibited their usual amount of illiberal pride, obtuseness of judgment and narrow-minded
parsimony. (Englishman, July 10, 1857)

We extract with pleasure the following two paragraphs from the Englishman; they betoken a zeal for service to
the British Government only surpassed by the effects achieved:
The Rajah of Keroula has issued a proclamation, warning his subjects, under penalty of death, not to join or assist
the rebels, but to fight with fidelity under European Officers, whenever they may be called upon to do so. ( Englishman,
July 15, 1857).

The reader will not overlook the importance of the service noted below, because the intelligence is conveyed in
two brief lines:
The Maharajah of Rewah\fn{ The position of the Rajah was peculiarly critical from almost the commencement of the mutiny,
but with a courage, resolution, and judgment not common among Oriental princes, nursed on the lap of luxury, he passed through the
crisis with honor to himself and advantage to the British Government } has supplied Lieutenant W. Osborne with a detachment
for the protection of Mirzapore. (Ibid.)

The following is from Secunderabad, dated 5th July:
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Shumshaool Oomrah is, I believe, his (the Nizam’s) chief adviser, and a right good one; he is well affected towards us,
he will take good care in company with Salaar Jung that the Nizam is not tainted with any evil counsels. The minister
most certainly deserves some substantial mark of regard from the British Government, for to him only we are indebted
for the hitherto quiet keeping of the city. Wherever disorder has been inclined to raise its head, the Arabs have been
slipped, and the instigators apprehended and punished. It is premature in these days of doubt and uncertainty to commit
oneself to say too much, but unless anything very unlooked for occurs, I think we may felicitate ourselves in having
passed the crisis. (Englishman, July 17, 1857)

We entirely concur with the writer of the above in the praise he accords to the English-educated Minister of the
Nizam. We have dwelt at length in another place on the distinguished talents, unflinching courage and sterling
statesmanship which he has displayed throughout the crisis in Hyderabad.
A letter from Meerut, dated the 20th June, says:
All the Sirsa Europeans, with the poor Captain Hillard, and another officer who placed blind confidence in the
savage natives, were obliged to flee from that place on the 30 th of last month, and reached Putteeallah on the 12 th
instant. They were kindly treated by the Maharajah, who immediately on their arrival procured clean clothes for them
all, they having had the one suit of clothes on from the day of their escape to that on which they arrived at Putteeallah.
Were it not for the noble way in which the Maharajah acted, they would never have been able to have made their
escape from the Sirsa district.
From Putteeallah two of the party made a run into Umballah, to consult the Commissioner of that place on certain
matters, and returned to Putteeallah again, from which place they were preparing to start, accompanied by their
companions in danger, and the Maharajah’s forces for Sirsa. (Mofussilite, quoted by the Englishman)

To this excellent ally of the British Government the success before Delhi throughout the memorable siege
which the Times characterizes as having broken the neck of the revolt, is in no small measure indebted. We have
reviewed his services more fully in a separate place.
The following is a curious piece of romance not rare in the events of this memorable insurrection:
The Juldah rajah, who was imprisoned at Hazareebaugh for 14 years, was liberated by the sepoys; he made his way
home, collected some 800 men and stopped the sepoys, who were making off with the Poorooliah treasure 108,000
rupees. It is not known if the sepoys made a fight for it, but it is asserted the Rajah holds the money for the
Government. (Englishman, August 11, 1857)

The following is from Govindpore, dated the 23rd August:
On the 29th instant a detachment of Seikhs, with an officer, halted at the Govindpore encamping ground. They are, I
am told by the officer in command, going to Gyah, and will remain there until further orders. The zemindar of
Punchkote is, in this critical period, helping the Government, and has sent about 70 sowars and some sepoys to put
down the disturbances at Manbhoom, where depredation is the order of the day.
The Rajah of Serakelah has saved the treasure of Singbhoom by his own men and has applied to the Bengal
Government for 2,000 rupees to raise and equip a Regiment to preserve peace on the Southwest Frontier. ( Englishman,
August 26, 1857)

A correspondent in the vicinity of Patna, says among other things,
that Shah Kobuooddeen has proposed to place a body of cavalry at the service of Government. (Englishman, August
29, 1857)

The following is anent\fn{ Concerning; about} the aid which the troops present at the Barrielly skirmish received
from the neighboring villagers:
We then went on till about 10 P.M., when half was called, some charpoys were got from a neighboring village, as well
as some food and water for the horses, we loosened their girths, which must have been a great relief to them, and
having got men to hold our horses,. we laid down to rest, with the intention of taking a nap for two or three hours; but
we had not been there an hour when it was determined to go on, so we mounted again. (Ibid.)

If military revolutions are ever famed for leveling all distinctions of rank and fortune and forestalling all the
sufferings of indigence and helplessness, the sepoy outbreak has formed no exception to the universal rule. If it
has occasioned a loss of life and blood unequalled in the annals of British India, it has entailed a loss of property
equally unprecedented. In an uncontrolled play of the impulses of a Pretorian body like the Bengal Army, the
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marauding and predatory habits of the Goojur and other tribes of professional plunderers were naturally called
into action, and the results, as was expected, have been quite distracting.
It was then that the collected scoundrelism of the jails, the feelings of which had been long pent up under an
effective prison discipline, found a licensed vent to spread destruction over the country. It converted the crusade
of the sepoys against Europeans and Christians into a crusade against the wealth and property of the land holders.
Thus every man, whether European or Native, under any circumstances calculated to awaken suspicion, was a
prey to its rapacity.
Hence during the most gloomy period of the crisis streams of fugitives, shorn of the last farthing and destitute
of every earthly possession poured forth into this city, to awaken the sympathy of the people. Fellow-feeling and
benevolence, without any loss of time, led the citizens to band together and to raise voluntary contributions
among themselves for the support and relief of the sufferers.
And the Natives with their wonted liberality joined the movement. Persons in all ranks and stations of life have
equally, each according to his own means, contributed in aid of the Relief Fund. An organized Committee has
been formed to employ the fund to its legitimate purposes, and it numbers four Native Gentlemen among its
members. In distributing the aid of the fund the European portion of the Committee has limited it to Christian
sufferers only, but the Native Members have, notwithstanding this invidious and unjust distinction, lent their
active and cordial co-operation to the working out of this benevolent scheme. Princely contributions have been
received from many Indian Princes and Chieftains, and altogether the amount of indigenous Indian aid forms a
quite respectable sum and not unworthy of the fame of Hindoostan. In some instances too the “princely
donations” of Indian potentates have been respectfully refused, and a moderate sum at the suggestion of British
Residents has been accepted. The following is a case in point:
We learn from the Madras papers, that the Rajah of Travancore has offered the sum of thirty thousand rupees to the
fund for the relief of the sufferers by the Mutinies. The resident accepted only 5,000 five thousand. ( Englishman,
September 5, 1857)

The services of this Rajah were considerable and they will be found fully described in our extracts from the
Parliamentary papers on the Indian Mutinies.
A letter from Singhbhoom, dated 2 nd instant, mentions that the Rajah of Serakelah kept all quiet and peaceable in
that quarter. All workmen had returned to their labor, and it was evident that the natives were now beginning to think
that the British would still reign supreme in India as heretofore. (Englishman, September 11, 1857)

A party from Cawnpore was thus protected and taken care of by a neighboring Rajah:
When he had gone about 6 miles, firing on both sides ceased, and soon after we were hailed by some natives on the
outside, who asked us to come on shore, and said that they would take us to their Rajah who was friendly to the
English. We gave ourselves up and were taken six miles in land to the Rajah who treated us very kindly, giving us
clothes and food. We stayed with him for about a month as he would not let us leave, saying that the roads are unsafe.
At last he sent us off on the 29 th July to the right bank of the river to a zemindar of a village who got us a hackery.\fn{A
two wheeled cart used in Asia} (Ibid.)

The following is taken from an account of the mutiny at Kolapore:
Government and the European Society of Kolapore have much reason to thank the sowars of the Southern Marhatta
Irregular horse for their bravery, gallantry and fidelity. One of the native officers of the horse has been promoted to the
highest grade of Commissioned Officer, and a trooper to the highest rank of non-Commissioned. Captain Kerr has been
thanked by the Kolapore authorities, and we trust that Government will not forget the deep debt they owe him. It is
satisfactory to know that the Rajah of Kolapore lent Colonel Maugham three guns to try and breach the walls of the
enemies’ position. They were two hundred years old and the shot only a third of the caliber, hence useless. Two
hundred rounds were fired, but all to no purpose. The Rajah and all the country are loyal. ( Bombay Telegraph and
Courier, quoted by the Englishman)

A letter dated Fort Agra, the 4th of September, says:
We have secured the co-operation of a loyal zemindar, who is at the head of a force of well disposed natives,
including 2,000 horse, and the writer adds that we may now safely calculate the chances of success of the rebels in this
quarter to be very small. (Englishman, September 19, 1858)
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The following is a marked instance of the promptness and alacrity with which Native in all parts of the country
have come forward to assist Government with men and money at this unparalleled crisis, both political and
financial:
Small notes from one rupee to five have been issued by the Superintendent; we however have been more fortunate.
No such expedient was found necessary here, for Lord William Hay has filled the treasury of Simla from the purses of
the Ranahs and Rajahs of the Hills, also from those of the bunneahs\fn{Grain dealers} and mohajuns\fn{Money-lenders}
of the bazaar. These have all been called upon to lend their superfluous cash to Government on interest. This demand
of course is not compulsory; still those who respond to the call willingly and liberally, will thus prove their friendship
to Government and may expect favor in times to come. The Bunneahs of the Nalaghur Bazar, have contributed 8,000
rupees. The Ranah of Bulson, the senior chieftain (the head of five generations now living) took the lead in forwarding
the assistance. The Rajah of Sirmoor and Kilmoor, almost all the minor chieftains, have likewise added to our public
purse, as was the case during the Kabul campaign. (Englishman, September 25, 1857)

We extract the following passages from the painfully interesting narrative of Lieutenant Jackson, 12 th
Regiment Native Infantry, regarding the escape of a Nowgong party after leaving Churrutpore:
On leaving Mabobah, as abovementioned, it had been our intention to have halted at a village named Muddunpore
(Chutterpore) but owing to the badness of the roads, and our being greatly incommoded with some ten or twelve carts
(mostly containing the families of the drummers, &c.) we only found ourselves at sunrise, on the morning of the 18 th at
the village of Joorah (Mahola), where we halted for the day. Shortly after our arrival, we were joined by Mr. Corn,
Collector at Mahobah, who brought with him one thousand rupees, which had been lent us by the Rajah of Chircurrah,
and with money the native officers and men with us were paid up in full for the month of May, 1857, in the course of
the day.
That night, the 20th, just at sunset, we arrived at a village on the road from Allahabad to Banda, which turned out to
be the only one which we had seen, which had not turned out against us directly we were seen. We were treated with
great kindness and on the morning of the 21 st, again set off, having two guides to show us the way to Kallinuggur,
where we had been advised to go to and thence to Nagode.
A little before sunset we most fortunately arrived amongst some other villagers, eight in number, who had
determined to stick by each other, and remain faithful to the Government. Had we not thus providentially fallen
amongst friends at this moment, we could not have held out much longer, as my horse was scarcely able to get along,
as we must have come that day, I should say, forty-five miles, and a great deal of the distance at a hard gallop.
We were treated most hospitably; the next day, the 22 nd, removed to a stronger and a larger village from whence I
dispatched a letter to the Ranee of Ajeegurh, requesting protection, which was immediately granted, and we arrived at
that place, a distance of about 10 or 12 miles, on the 23 rd, being guarded on our way by matchlock-men provided from
the village we had been stopping at.
At Ajeegura we remained till the morning of the 28 th June, as Mr. Kurschoff was unable to stand from fatigue, and
both ourselves and horses required rest. On the 28 th, we started for Nagode, the Ranee of Ajeegurh having lent us
elephants, and arrived there on the 29th June, 1857) (Englishman, September 28, 1857)

The following passages are taken from an account of the experiences of the second party that fled from
Nowgong, and which separated from the main body on their taking the Banda road, by G. Langdale, late clerk to
Captain P. G. Scott, 12th N. I. Station Staff and in charge Military treasure chest, Nowgong:
I had scarcely become resigned to my fate, when a man came to me as a Rajah’s messenger, with an invitation to go
to him. I was completely unprepared for such good fortune, and availed myself of it most hopefully. The Rajah of
Loogasic treated me very kindly; he asked numerous questions about the mutiny at Nowgong, and seemed very
solicitous for the safety of the officers. He enquired if any of them had been killed, but I had to state my inability to
satisfy any of his enquiries respecting the mutiny, through the circumstances under which I had been obliged to escape.
He ordered me some food and directed his servant to have me accommodated for the night in a house in the village,
particularly desiring no one to be allowed to molest me. He sent for me next morning to say that he was about to write
to Major Kirke at Chutturpose and intended sending a spy to Nowgong, to see if the mutineers had deserted the place.
On the night of the third day, we left Mohubba to go Killengur. Our first march was to the village of Jorai. Here we
met Mr. Karne, the Assistant Magistrate of Hamcerpore, who brought us 1,000 rupees, which had been lent by the
Rajah of Chirkanee.
The report about the villagers of Kubrai intending to assault us was evidently intended to drive us away, but I cannot
explain by whom it was raised; probably the sepoys tired of their work, prompted it. At all events I was told they
advised the officers to leave.
Some device must have been at the bottom, for the report turned out quiet false. We remained at that village for
twelve or thirteen days, being supplied with food by the natives, but as the supply was very scanty, we used to get diet
prepared for ourselves by the bhuttoriwa, or man in charge at the serai\fn{Inn} where we put up.
After being turned out of Rubrai we bent our course in the direction of Mitown, on the way to Banda, we reached
that village at six in the evening and were treated by the villagers with exceeding compassion, they met us on entering
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the village, led us into it, asking the usual questions and provided food and charpoys (Native beds). We asked the
zemindar to allow us to remain four or five days, they hospitably answered,
“Stay as long as you like.”
The zemindars extended their kindness even to making us up a suit of clothes each, and presenting blankets to every
one of us; the very bunneas (grain dealers) who are proverbially a hard-hearted race, supplied us with grain and flour
by turns, some of the people gave tobacco gratuitously also. Our small party being quite unanimous about the
inadvisability of proceeding to Banda, owing to the accounts we heard of the murder of Europeans there, I wrote to
Major Ellis, Political Assistant of Bundlecund, soliciting assistance to enable us to reach Nagode. The zemindars gave a
messenger one rupee to convey this letter, and he returned in ten days, with a note for me from Captain Scott, and a
native letter to the zemindars from Mr. Ellis, promising them a future reward for their care of us.
We left Motown after a stay of nearly a month, on the 12 th August, with a guard of fifty men for our protection to
Nagode. Reaching Gowrecher, a distance of fifteen miles, we were pressed to pass some time there by Rajah Dhur, the
jagadac of that place. His invitation was so cordial, that we could not doubt his good-will by a refusal, and his
subsequent liberality induced us to stay there for seventeen days, during which he sent to Banda for tailors to make us
some clothes, and cloth to make them of; he also sent for plates, tumblers, basins, &c. for our use. The man dispatched
was unsuccessful, through a quarrel that had arisen between the Nawab of Banda and Dawa Saheb, the kamdar of the
Ranee of Ajeeghur, a neighboring territory.
The only thing the servant brought from Banda was shoes, which were too large for us and had to be returned. The
Rajah munificently instructed his people to provide us with every thing we desired, irrespective of any reference to
him. We left him with many expressions or our gratitude on the 28 th August, 1857. He provided the females in our
Company with his palkees, and mounted us on an elephant. (Englishman, October 2, 1857)

From a letter received from Chuprah we have the following intelligence, dated 30 th September. It will be seen
that though the Rajahs were, as the Correspondent writes, unequal to Mahomed Hossein in strength, they were not
wanting in zeal or devotion. We must look more to intentions than to effects, and it is sufficient for our purpose
that good feeling for the British Government predominated among the greater and best part of the population, and
that that feeling was not infrequently put to active demonstration, though under considerable difficulties and
sometimes to positive disadvantage:
Today I believe the Nogowlee Rajah marches to join his forces with the Gopalpore Rajah, when, with about 10,000
men, they go to attack Mahomed Hussien in Gorruckpore; but with their undisciplined troops I fear they will not have
much chance against the Oude people, especially if they have any irregular Cavalry with them, which reports of spies
say some 40 or 50,000; and if these Rajahs get licked, they will be worse off than before, as Mahomed Hussien will
then send out troops to attack their houses and we shall have the rebels close enough to us. The Tumkoi Raja had a visit
from Puddrora Tossildar. He was ready with the Baboos to attack him, but as he had only 40 peons with him and was
civil, they let him alone.
Young Nicholson writes that the Bansee Rajah had been severely reprimanded by Mahomed Hussein for having
assisted the Saheb logues\fn{Refugees?} to get away, and a hurkura\fn{Messenger} of the Bansee Rajah came to
Nicholson, and told him the Rajah had written to him of his danger, that he had better leave the district for a while, but
that this letter had been intercepted by Mahomed Hussien; this Mahomed Hussien also wrote to the Tumkoi man to
know why he allowed a saheb to remain in his elaka? The Rajah replied the saheb was doing no harm and was merely
a ghrihust, collecting in his crops. Altogether the Tumkoi man has taken every care of Nicholson and Bubnclwlee.
(Englishman, October 6, 1857)

A writer from Jubbulpore says:
I forget now if I told you in my last that Dumah had been made to the care of the Punnah Rajah, who is faithful to
our Government and has ample resources for proving a most worthy ally. (Ibid.)

The following is from the narrative of the escape of an officer, dated Erinpoorah, 29 th August:
A few sepoys also covered me with their pieces. I called out,
“What, are you all against me?”
Then some troopers rose up, and got round my horse, and I took refuge in the Wurdu Major’s house, and
immediately sent off the two sergeants, who with their wives and five children, were foolishly attempting an escape on
foot. Three resildars, about forty troopers, now swore to protect or fall with me and could have at this moment ridden
off, but could not leave the wretched women and children, about whom no one seemed to care.
On the third day as I have said they marched, the cavalry riding round me. I had the satisfaction of seeing the
women, sergeants and children safely in the hands of a vakeel of the Rajah.
From Abboo the people have been most kind, sending me clothes, tobacco, and so on.
The name of the resildar who saved me is Abbas Ali, and I hope he may escape. I have written to the General
Commanding and Political Agent in Marwarra, to try and save this brave man. He is in danger, and is almost a prisoner,
but having a strong party in the cavalry, they can’t do him any harm, without injuring their own cause. (Ibid.)
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The following is an extract from a letter from Rewah, dated 27 th September:
As I wrote you, an incipient rebellion took place when the force was moving to attack the first lot of mutineers. An
express was sent to the Rajah to come, telling him that by his following our Agent’s advice, it might be nipped in the
bud. The officers were withdrawn from the force, that they might not be mixed up with internal dissensions, unless
their services were applied for by the Rajah.
Out came the Rajah and notwithstanding great opposition from his bad advisers, and we soon had things square. The
Rajah then went to Jahajee, re-collected the force, inspected it, saw it march down the ghats and then returned to
Rewah. (Englishman, September 14, 1857)

The following is from Bubnoulee, 50 miles west of Gorruckpore, dated 7 th October:
The Rajahs of Gopalpore, Sudasee, Bunsee, Mujhoulee, and Tumkhoome constitute a punchait. They are ready and
willing to drive out the Chuckledar, but require British bayonets to lead the way, and inspire confidence.
I am, you will observe, nigh the scene of action, being only 50 miles west of Gorruckpore, but as yet I have not
quitted my post for a day, and have been enabled to keep my own, owing, in no small degree, to the good feeling
existing, between the factory zemindars and the staunch and loyal behavior of Kunj Bahadur, the Rajah of Sumphoo,
who deserves every praise for the measures he has hitherto taken, to preserve order in his elaka. (Englishman, October
15, 1857)

The following is from a narrative of an escape from Delhi:
About midnight the Rajah of Bullubghur came down and told us 50 sowars were after us, and advised us to change
our clothes with our servants and get on to his fort as soon as we could, and he would try to protect us, whilst he went
down and made all quiet. He sent a sowar out to meet us near the fort, and, after waiting some time he returned, and we
galloped into the fort, and were concealed; immediately after, down came some 50 sowars at a hard gallop, who were
told we had gone on; they then dashed on, and we after a nap were sent on to a village, about six miles, in bullock carts
used by women escorted by the Rajah’s brother-in-law, where we remained five days in a small room at the top of the
house, with only one small window and door.
We started at night on camels, sent by the Rajah of Bullubghur under charge of a faithful man. We went down by the
side of the Muttra road, passing around all the villages, until we came to the village of Euran, when our camel-driver
drove to the front and took us into the village, which we found blockaded by a cart and were obliged to turn back; four
got out safe, but he with Mr. Ben, remained behind.
I got up and staggered off, very weak from loss of blood; I this time took another road and came on a party of armed
men who conversed together, when they made signs for me to be off, and he offered to take me to a well to get water
and was very kind in trying to pick a clear path for my shoeless feet and help me along.
Two villagers then came up and told me that two sahib logues were gone to the next village, they gave me some
water at a threshing station and showed me into the village when I found Messrs. Spencer and Cummings unhurt; the
former kindly washed my wounds. They had offered the head man 500 rupees each to take them to Agra. After a long
parley he refused to take them, but took their guns and 300 rupees.
We then received a note from Mr. Michell to follow the messenger and join him at a friendly village, two miles off,
where he remained till evening, when our guide said it would be better to go on six miles farther to a large village able
to protect us, and they did for eight or nine days, though threatened by Marattahs with an attack.
P.S. Michell obtained from the Rajah of Bullubghur all the horses except one and the loan of two hundred rupees,
before we left Hadul, which was a great assistance. (Mofussilite, September 19, 1857, quoted by the Englishman)

It is impossible to over-estimate this service, but this Rajah being suspected of subsequent misconduct, was
most brutally hanged. The State trials consequent to the Indian mutiny have few parallels in history for
vindictiveness and hasty judgment. An European Correspondent of the Eglishman compares the Punjab officials
to the Dantons and Robspierres of the memorable French Revolution, and says that the cruelties committed by
them on pretence of the revolt, do not fall short of the horrors of the ignobly famous Black Hole of Serajooddowlah.\fn{Details of which are given later:H}
But whatever may be the character of the Punjab Officials, they do not surpass the North West Officials in this
respect. The single instance of the Rajah of Bullubghur sufficiently distinguishes their disposition and doings. If
others have the glory of recommending the policy of repression and coercion, they cannot match the story of
those who stamped their peculiar genius upon its execution. Assurances have been repeatedly put forth that the
protection of a single European would counter-balance all subsequent sins of omission and commission, but in the
face of these assurances and in the presence of stubborn facts of aid and protection offered by the Rajah of
Bullubghur, he was not deemed by the North West Officials worthy of pardon or of a punishment lighter than that
of beheading.
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The future historian will not fail to see that his blood rests on the head of his judges. And we can scarcely
conceive what posterity will think of the policy practiced at such an emergency towards people who, whatever
their subsequent conduct, will be known in history as saviors of Europeans. This serves to only embitter their
affections, and deepen the difference of race.
*
The following is from Bhagulpore, dated 18th instant:
Lieutenant Rennie was saved by two havildars, who brought him into Bhagulpore in a native marriage dooly which
they hired, one man having forty rupees about his person. Poor Rennie was so overpowered from fatigue and hunger,
that he could scarcely crawl; he had wonderful escapes, as the shots were flying in all directions.
Mr. Gregor Grant was two days without food; on the third day he got to a village where they gave him some parched
gram, ookrah moree and milk. He was very thankful for that. Shortly after he had been there, he heard that his
kidmutghar\fn{Servant} was hiding in the village; he sent for him, and they got a dooly, as poor G. was unable to walk
having a large bit of flesh taken off the sole of his foot. He had only his night clothes, no shoes, or socks, in fact what
he had on was only left to him. He lost his fine horse and elephant, his clothes &c., were burnt, but all those things
were nothing compared to his life being saved.
He traveled in a covered dooly as his kidmutghar’s wife, and came by a circuitous route; at the villages they heard
the headquarters also mutinied, and killed some officers, so he says; he was in a dreadful state of mind, fearing he
would be killed if caught, but he got into the station all safe, through the interposition of a kind Providence.
(Englishman, October 23, 1857)

Here is an instance of right feeling for a right object:
The residents of Bhauguipore have subscribed eight hundred rupees to Havijdars Daria Singh and Thakoor Dhobey
of the 32nd Native Infantry for saving the life of their Officer, Lieutenant Rennie, when the detachment of the Regiment
at Deoghur broke out into mutiny. (Englishman, November 4, 1857)

Extract from a letter from Mr. J. W. Sherer, dated Cawnppre, 3 rd November, supplied by Government:
The Gwalior contingent, to the best of my information, have not advanced beyond Jaloun. The main body of the
defeated (in the Futtehpore affair) passed through the Ghatunpore Purgunnah today, but through the firmness of
Beharry Singh and others, to whom I have made over the Purgunnah, they were not permitted to commit outrages, and
indeed whenever they straggled in small bodies, were themselves attacked. (Englishman, November 10, 1857)

The following is the petition of the Rajah of Wunurputty, volunteering his service and men in aid of the British
Government, for the suppression of the mutiny:
May it please your Lordship:
I the undersigned Rajah of Wunurputty, beg most respectfully to approach your Lordship with this humble address,
earnestly hoping that it may meet with your favorable consideration.
With the deepest anxiety and horror have I heard and read of the barbarous and atrocious deeds of the mutineers of
the Bengal Presidency; and their cold-blooded and deliberate proceedings are of such a nature as to stamp them with
infamy and brutality unknown in the histories of the most savage and uncivilized nations. Hence my sympathies
towards the British have been roused, and my wrath against the rebels has been kindled; so that if the offer herein made
is accepted, I am resolved to revenge the atrocities committed on the subjects of the Crown of England with an
unsparing hand.
I beg to assure your Lordship in Council of my loyalty, affection and attachment to the British Government, to
whose kind and paternal protection I owe my life, my liberty, my safety and my all, and it would be disloyal in me not
to tender my services at this painful crisis to aid in quelling the disturbances and in destroying and dispelling the
mutineers. On a former occasion I proposed to go to the Crimea with a force to join the allied armies against the
Russians, but the proposal was declined by Lord Dalhousie, on the score that the force was ample, and that my services
were then not required. Permit me to refer your Lordship in Council to the Governor-General’s letter No. 122, dated
Ootacamund, 21st April, 1856.
With all due submission I take the liberty to intimate to your Lordship in Council, that I am resolved and prepared to
start and join the English Army before Delhi, where the mutiny is concentrated, and to bring with me two complete
Regiments of Infantry, one of Cavalry, and one Company of Artillery, which shall form a brigade under my command. I
am well aware that my presence will unquestionably inspire the men with valor and confidence not easily to be shaken
or intimidated. The body I intend raising shall consist chiefly of Hindoos of my country, Seiks, Beloochees, &c. If your
Lordship in Council should be pleased to acquiesce in the proposal now offered, I beg that the necessary instructions
may be forthwith issued to the British Authorities, to afford me all the facilities I need towards the achievement of my
design, and that preparations be made for the embarkation of my troops with the least practicable delay.
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Ii may not be irrelevant here to inform your Lordship, that the country of Wunurputty and its dependencies in the
Hyderabad, Deccan, were held by ancestral and hereditary right and succession for nearly six centuries and that since
the treaty between His Highness the Nizam’s Government and that of the British, the country has been more firmly
established and greater security has been extended to life, property and freedom throughout my country. It is a source
of unbounded joy and gratification to learn that the friendship, alliance and good feeling existing between the English
and H.H.\fn{His Highness} the Nizam have been unshaken and undisturbed, and the series of years that has revolved
tends incontestably to prove that the object of the treaty has been realized, matured and confirmed H.H. the present
Nizam, H.E.\fn{His Excellency} Salar Jung Bahadur, the dewan than whom the State has never had a more equitable and
able Minister, and all the leading noblemen of Hyderabad Deccan, are well affected towards the British Rule in India,
and are deeply interested in their welfare, success and prosperity. They view with disgust and abhorrence the conduct
and proceedings of the rebels, and can in no manner justify them from whatever cause they may have originated. I can
speak from experience, that when required, the Hyderabad Deccan, is ready to put forth its colossal power in action
against the insurgents and to crush the very name of mutiny.
In concluding this address I beg to assure your Lordship in Council, that we Hindoos and all the British Subjects in
the Hyderabad Deccan, are deeply indebted to Colonel Davidson, British Resident, for the security of our lives,
property and persons, owing solely and chiefly to his unwearied exertions and to the timely and suitable preparations he
has made to meet any outbreak or rising, and we repose the utmost confidence in his judgment and prudence, and in all
the plans and measures he has been pleased to adopt at this dreadful and critical juncture. (Englishman, 20th November,
1857)\fn{Writing at the behest of the Governor General, his secretary, G. F. Edmonstone, Esq., sent the following letter in reply:}
Sir,
I have received and laid before the Right Honorable the Governor General in Council, your letter to the address of
His Lordship, dated the 12th ultimo, praying to be allowed to render the British Government some Military aid in
quelling the present insurrection in its dominions.
In reply I am directed to acquaint you that His Lordship in Council feels assured that your Highness’s troops would,
if called into the field, do excellent service. But the retaking of Delhi, and the arrangements that have been made for
punishing the mutineers in all directions, renders it unnecessary for the Government to accept the aid of your troops.
The Governor General in Council desires me, however, to express to you the thanks of the Government for your offers,
and its approbation of your feelings of loyalty, and attachment to it. (Englishman, December 15, 1857)

In reading the above correspondence we feel a thrill of pleasure matched only by the importance of the subject.
Here is a Native Prince, with an ancestry of six centuries antiquity, and master of a principality in the heart of
Central India Proper, volunteering his services with an earnestness, the very expression of which was a source of
comfort, not to say strength, to the British Government when many other Native potentates were in a doubtful
neutrality. We scarcely remember having read an Oriental composition breathing such enlightened feelings and
sentiments as the volunteering letter of the Rajah Wunurputty.
Government must have had good reasons for declining the offer. One of the reasons which Mr. Secretary
Edmonstone assigns, is the circumstance of the recapture of Delhi, but the important reason which influenced the
mind of the Governor General was perhaps the rumor of an uneasy feeling about the tranquility of Hydrabad.
Be it what it may, the good and earnest feeling of the Rajah was decidedly a great thing. We believe that
similar letters have also been addressed to Government by other princes with the same object. We may say that
Imperial Rome was not more lamented and sympathized with by her dependant princes at the hour of her decline
and fall than has Great Britain been during the sepoy revolution. If the termination of this struggle had been
different from what it is, we think the British nation would have had this pride that their fate, like that of the
glorious Romans, was universally lamented by Asiatic princes and people alike.
*
The following is a brief account of the services rendered by the Rajah of Benares:
And it seems as unnecessary for me to give proofs of the Rajah’s undoubted loyalty, for which he received a letter of
thanks from the Governor General. What few troops and armed men he has, have all along from the beginning of the
disturbances, been at the service of the authorities; numbers of whom have been, and I believe still are, employed at the
kotwallee, the thannahs and other places. He has done his best to prevent the mutineers from passing through his
districts. His elephants, camels, horses, boats &c., have been at the entire disposal of Government, he has given
supplies—his two large houses, called the New Mint, have been occupied since May by British troops and others, for
which he neither has received nor intends to receive any remuneration. And he has lately lent another large house, rentfree for Government purposes, formerly occupied by the late Major Stewart, Agent to the Governor General.
I think now, Sir, that you and your readers will agree with me, that, while others talk a great deal of loyalty, His
Highness the Rajah of Benares as given proofs of it; and that all attempts to impugn his loyalty are futile and absurd.
P.S. It may be well to add that in August the Rajah received a proclamation from Kower Singh, stating that the King
of Delhi had arrived at Agra or Allahabad with a large army, and that the Rajah of Benares had joined him. The very
next day after the receipt of this paper, the Rajah published another, entirely contradicting it and calling upon all people
to adhere to their allegiance to the English Government. (Englishman, November 25, 1858)
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Here is a noteworthy instance of fidelity, exhibited under the most trying circumstances:
A trooper, named Sunker Singh, who has been invalided and was a private servant of mine, came running to me
from the cavalry lines and said that the sepoys of the 29th Native Infantry had mutinied and were firing on their officers.
On my telling him that it was my intention to gallop to the Fort, he begged that I would not do so, as I would be killed
by some of the men who occupied the only road (in the station) to the Fort, but he said that he would again ride to the
lines and see what was going on.
That he did, and on his return told me that the sepoys were murdering the officers of their respective regiments, all
of whom had been in the lines, until the moment of the mutiny. He remarked, as they were killing all the officers, I had
better conceal myself somewhere and on my suggesting my garden, he accompanied me there, and I was followed by
all the women and children belonging to the servants of my establishment, and joined by my native doctor and his
family and some servants belonging to officers whose premises adjoined mine.
We remained in the Garden until the guns of Captain Hungerford battery opened upon the mutineers with grape and
canister. At the report of the second gun, the whole body of mutineers took to flight across the race course at the back
or to the westward of the Dak Bungalow. When this occurred, Sunker Singh and some of my servants came to me in the
garden and told me all that the mutineers had run away to Indore, and that I might return to the bungalow and sleep
there with safety.
I immediately proceeded with the rest of the people in the garden towards the bungalow, where I was stopped by
one of my servants saying that he saw some troopers at my doorway; on this I again retreated to the garden and had
been there about fifteen minutes when one of my servants came from the bungalow, saying that they were eight
troopers there and that they wanted some valuable native swords, knives and daggers which I had been collecting for
many years: the whole of these they took, and two suits of chain armor with headpiece and gauntlets complete, and a
second time they sent to me in the garden to say that they wanted some money: they took 800 Rs. cash, broke open
boxes containing my full dress and undress uniform, and several silver caps and other large and valuable pieces of
silver plate, presents from friends, some on account of professional services rendered; and others, souvenirs of
friendship.
The troopers deprived me of these, and six valuable horses, two pairs of bullocks, cows, goats and a four wheeledwagon to carry the spoil: they threatened some of the syces and cajoled the rest, making them believe that I was dead:
four of my sweepers carried 7 of my dogs and were with the rest of the servants who decamped, very active in robbing
me.
After my servant had made his second visit to me in the garden I concluded that the troopers must know that I was
close at hand, as their wishes were so immediately complied with, and considering myself not safe I left this place of
concealment, followed by all the people that were with me. The native doctor and his family went to the hospital and
[the] rest scattered themselves in different directions.
I came suddenly on two mounted troopers after leaving the garden, and hid myself in a drain and remained there the
whole night. At day-dawn I again got into my garden, and lay down in the hedge nearest to my Bungalow; here I saw
troopers in uniform riding about, and 4 syces and grass-cutters on their tattoos going on the Indore road until about
seven o’clock A.M. I also saw the two regimental standards carried off by two men of the 3 rd troop on gray horses.
My mallee and chokeydar became acquainted with my place of concealment and assisted me materially; and the
wife of one of my syces, who also became aware of my being alive, went towards the Fort for assistance and fell in
with the party of officers and the men of the artillery who had come out to seek for the bodies of the missing officers.
They did not expect to find me alive, but on discovering me they carried me with the bodies of the three murdered
officers to the Fort.
It was most gratifying to me to perceive the general satisfaction that my safe return produced. The European
Artillerymen received me at the gate of the Fort with an unanimous “Hurrah,” influenced by some little kindness I had
shown the Company at Cawnpore in 1853.
As my bungalow was so far from the Fort and no one to protect it, I was robbed of everything by the villagers and
the people in the bazaar. I have not recovered a single suit of cloths; every article of dress has been carried off, and
every article of use either destroyed or taken away. I was dependant on my friends in the Fort for a change of linen for
the first month of my residence in the Fort. (Englishman, November 21, 1857)

The Revd. Mr. Long kindly gave us the two following instances which occurred to him while on a
conversation with us on this subject:
A young lad, employed on the telegraph line in Benares, on the day of the Mutiny, was not aware of the state of
things till he heard the noise of sepoys rushing into compound and calling out for the saheb; on this syce seized him,
thrust him under a heap of dung in the stable and told the mutineers the saheb was gone away.
An ayah of a Futtyghur Civilian allowed herself to be cut to pieces rather than give up the Civilian’s baby when
demanded by the mutineers.

The following touching passages are from the narrative of an eye witness of the mutiny at Allahabad:
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In the morning I got to the Bargalow, and found most of my people absent and the horse and buggy also, but a
Rajpoot peon and two chokeydars were present, who helped to hide me in a fowl house. I was now getting weak from
hunger, and I think delirious or mad, I don’t know which, and during the Thursday afternoon, hearing some footsteps
among the men of the bungalow, I ran out and saw one old Mussulman; I ran up to him, got hold of him, and breaking
off one of my shirt-studs, gave it to him, and told him to go to the village close by and tell my syce, naming him, that
his master wanted his horse, and promised the other two, and come besides, if he did so. I thought that if my syce heard
that I was alive he would devise some plan to help me.
But after the man had gone, I dreaded that he would perhaps play me false, and bring some of his cursed
countrymen to punish me, so I went out at dark and crept along the hedges till I got into the stables of a neighboring
bungalow, and stopped there, awake nearly the whole night, expecting a relief, but it came not and about daylight I fell
asleep.
I fancy it was about 7 o’clock on Friday morning, when I was awoke by some noise, and looking up, found three
men standing over me with lattees. I now gave up all for lost. I was so weak I could hardly raise myself on my elbow as
I lay on the ground. I looked at them, and then told them, if they had come to kill me, to do so at once, and make an end
of it.
But it seems my syce had either seen the man the day before or heard him talking in the village, and dropped some
hints to these men who thought all servants of sahebs were all professional dacoits. Directly they mentioned the syce’s
name, I forgot hunger, fear, and all, and begged them to give me some food and a disguise to go into the Fort; offering
them one hundred rupees each. They agreed to this course, brought me some food (which tasted deliciously) and a lot
of dirty old blankets which I was obliged to wrap all round me, and cover my head, to conceal my white skin, as well as
white clothes; and then, with a basket on my head, to help the disguise, I trudged away on Friday night to their village.
(Ibid.)

The following is from a letter from Simlah:
Though no lover of the Moslem, I cannot refrain from making known the promotion of our kotwal, Wuzeer Khan, to
the kotwalship of his native city, Delhi.
He is a man well known to the residents and visitor of the last 10 years, for his urbanity of nature and civility,
without obsequiousness, to the European community. He has had a meritorious rise from that of chuprassee to his
present position, and for his good conduct has, on more than one occasion, deservedly received marks of approbation
from several of his superiors, in the shape of handsome presents. His tact was eminently displayed during our panic, his
promotion, though a loss to Simlah, is still gratifying to those who wish him well. (Englishman, December 1, 1857)

The subjoined is a copy of a statement, made by the munsif of the suburbs of Bareilly, relative to the massacre
of Mr. Robert, Judge of Bareilly, Dr. Hay, and Deputy Collector Orr. It is a brief narrative of the outbreak of
which it treats. The perusal of it will excite in the reader a painful interest, but we think it is impossible to
suppress the sense of gratitude and admiration invoked by the heroic and devoted exertion of the munsif:
I was sitting in my house, getting myself shaved when Mr. Robertson came to me, and in a state of much
excitement, told me that the Native Infantry Regiments were in open mutiny. That Major General Sibbald and several
other officers were murdered, that the sepoys were setting fire to the officer’s bungalows and destroying the public
buildings, that [they] had liberated the prisoners, and that they were ransacking the treasury. That he had heard the
Native Infantry Regiments would march out of the Sudder Stations so soon as they had taken all the treasure. That as
the Irregular Cavalry was loyal, he thought peace and order would be soon restored through their assistance.
In the meantime he asked to be allowed to remain in my house. I complied with his wishes, remarking at the same
time that I was not aware of the mutiny, and candidly informed him that I had not sufficient men in my service to
protect him, but that he was welcome to remain in my house as long as he liked.
I had scarcely done speaking to this gentleman, when the two latter officers also came to me, and being curious to
ascertain the nature of their errand, I asked Deputy Collector Orr what he wanted. I was told in reply that he had
ordered his buggy to return certain visits, that his kidmutgar came and told him that the sepoys were in open mutiny,
and had murdered some of their officers; that they were taking the guns to knock down the jail and liberate the
prisoners, that they would pass by the house, and for him to leave the house immediately.
And he forthwith got into his buggy, and drove off to the Major General’s bungalow; that on his way he was
informed that the Major General was killed, that he went then to the house of the Commissioner, and found that he had
fled: that he then went off to the residence of the Collector, and found he had also fled with the Joint Magistrate to
Nynee Tal for refuge; that he next resolved to see Mr. Robertson, the Judge, of Barielly; that on his way he met Dr. Hay
whom he took up into [the] buggy and both proceeded to the residence of Mr. Robertson. Finding that the mutineers
had proceeded him he turned his buggy and put the horse in gallop; that the horse being frightened by the report of
firearms, became ungovernable and knocked against a tree and was much hurt; and that his buggy broke down.
He heard that Mr. Robertson was in my house and so he wanted to see him. Shortly after this interview with the
Judge Mr. Robertson desired me to send for the kotwal of the city. I thought it an imprudent request, because it would
lead to the discovery of their place of concealment. I remonstrated with him; but he repeated his orders; finding that he
would not benefit by my advice, agreeably to his wishes I went up to my gateway, and seeing a Burkundaz of the
Kutwallee standing there, I told him to call the kotwal; in reply he told me that the kotwal had concealed himself; that
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Newab Khan and Bahadur Khan had come in person to the kuttowallee, and demanded the three gentlemen whom I had
concealed in my house; that if I refused to comply with the Chief’s request, he would put me to death and knock down
my houses.
I told the Burkundaz that I had concealed nobody; and he returned to the kotwalee. On returning to the gentleman, I
informed them of the messages brought to me by the Burkundaz of the kotwalee from the chief. They seemed to be
much alarmed, and asked me to remove them into some other house. I could not do so, as all the city was up.
Messrs. Hay and Orr resolved to go away, but the Judge Mr. Robertson, made up his mind to remain in my house at
all hazards. To the two former gentlemen I folded my hands and begged of them not to expose themselves in the middle
of the day in the streets of the city: they succumbed to my entreaty and made up their minds to stop in my house.
As they appeared to be much frightened, I asked them to take refuge in my zenana, among the female members of
my family; that they declined to do, stating that the zenana afforded them no greater security. However I concealed the
Judge in a small room, giving him a small knife to protect himself in case his place of concealment should be
discovered, and locked up the door. Messrs. Hay and Orr I concealed in another room, giving each of them a sword and
pistol. I then locked up the gate and went off to the roof thereof.
The budmashes now surrounded my house, and called upon me to deliver up the refugees into their custody. I swore
to them by everything that was sacred, that there were no Europeans concealed in my house. I was menaced and very
offensive language was used towards me; they set to work with hatchets to break open the gate; but were foiled in their
endeavors to do so. By means of a ladder they jumped into my brother’s apartments; my brother resides in the same
house with me. On seeing how they had effected an ingress, I came down from the roof to the gateway, and was
unfortunately made a prisoner. By the same ladder they jumped into my house, and now commenced the bloody deeds;
by a blow from a club I had a finger broken, and my toes bruised, the doors were burst open, the gentlemen dragged
from their roofs, and were most barbarously murdered by the Newab’s emissaries.
The guard placed over me now released me and I saw the fiends carrying away the ladies of the deceased officers. I
then went to the kuttowallee and asked them to bury the bodies. I was refused them by the Newab, who was greatly
vexed with me, and made use of the most opprobrious terms which human ingenuity could devise.
I then turned home, and found it was no longer a home for me. My property plundered, the female inmates of the
house had fled for their lives, that my hardships are better conceived than described, and I trust to a generous
Government to give me redress.
In trying to save the life of my employer, I have lost my all and my losses are irreparable. The following residents of
Barielly will bear testimony to the truthfulness of my statement, viz., the principal sudder Ameen of Barielly, Messrs.
Brojonauth, Gooroodyal Khettree, the Sub-Assistant Surgeon of Barielly, and munshee Nittanundo; besides several
other Hindu citizens whose names it would be too tedious to mention, are eye-witnesses to the fact. (Englishman,
December 2, 1857)

We should observe that the above statement has other merits than as a story of the personal sufferings of the
narrator. The munsif was a Government servant, and his influence as such gave him considerable influence within
his jurisdiction. The circumstances in which he was placed were also exceedingly tempting, and if he had
displayed the least wavering or infirmity of mind, all would have been over with British interests in that part of
the country, and the rebels would have obtained in him a large accession of strength.
But his moral courage swayed the chances that surrounded him. He not only presented a bold front to the
insinuations and threats of the mutineers, but placed himself in the thick of the struggle by undertaking the
protection of his European superiors and friends. He opened to them the zenana of his house, fed them, afforded
them every shelter, and kept them informed of all the passing events. Though his exertions subsequently proved
ineffectual, he spared nothing that could be of any use to them at the moment. To quote his own words: he lost his
all for their safety; we hope with him, that a generous Government will give him redress.
The following extract is from a letter, dated Noakhally, the 25 th November:
Intelligence of the mutiny was received in this station on the night of the 20 th idem, and as the intended route of the
mutineers was not then known here, our Magistrate, Mr. F. B. Simson, ere break of day, had nearly two thousand
stalwart and brave men, armed to the teeth, ready for action, in case the mutineers paid us a visit; most of our men was
supplied by the Bhulloah Rajahs, and the rest constituted the Jail and Treasury guards, the local battalion and the brave
portion of the inhabitants of the stations—the few timorous ones having run away into the villages.
Our little fortress was the Bhulloah Zemindary Cutchery; a pucca building, encircled by strong brick walls; placed
at the disposal of the Magistrate by Baboo Jossodacoomar Pyne, local Naib of Rajahs Pertaup Chunder and Issur
Chunder Singh. (Englishman, December 3, 1857)

These Rajahs have their estates over all the Bengal Presidency, whether in the Upper or Lower Provinces, and
have suffered in consequence of the mutinies perhaps more than any other Calcutta zemindars. But wherever
within their estates any disturbance took place, prompt aid was offered to the authorities there by their agents and
servants. Government has more than once formally acknowledged their assistance, and we have lately read in the
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papers of one of their Naibs having been rewarded by Government for conspicuous exertions when the
Government officers failed to mend matters.
The Saugur rebels, with the mutineers [of the] 52 nd B. N. I.,\fn{Bengal Native Infantry} lately attacked and looted
Dumoah, releasing the prisoners from the jail. A nephew of the Punna Rajah, with 12 guns and eight thousand men,
some of them supplied by the Rewah Rajah, have advanced to take Saugur, but the Rajah of Saugur had fled to a Hill
Fort, in the jungles, named Soorae, with four guns, so the natives say. (Ibid.}

This sort of service is not rare in the history of Native exertions for the sustenance of British Supremacy,
Natives by scores voluntarily undertook to defend and keep places in the name of the Company Bahadoor though
there were no representatives of the Government in the vicinity to give the necessary orders. We think this the
more meritorious as the acts were entirely voluntary.
The following intelligence is extracted from a letter from Tipperah, expressive of the feeling that prevailed in
that district on the receipt of an express from Chittagong, announcing the mutiny of the sepoys there. It appears
the Express reached Tipperah on the night of Friday, the 20 th instant, and created a general panic. The ladies and
most of the gentlemen left station without loss of time for Dacca, and the natives with their families to the villages
on the opposite shores of the Goomtee River. The only gentlemen who continued in the district were Messrs.
Metcalfe, Judge; Sandford, Assistant to the Magistrate and Collector; Barbar, uncovenanted Deputy Collector;
Martinelly, head clerk of the Judge’s Court; Bruce, accountant to the Judge’s Court. They were led to stay behind,
it was generally understood, from a hope that in case of any disturbance, they would be assisted by the
Maharajah’s forces. There were also good grounds for this hope as the Rajahs’ men were kept in preparation for
the purpose.
On the morning of November the 30 th, the Maharajah of Tipperah sent in a report, I presume to the judge, to the
effect that the mutineers who had entered his Hill Territory, were at Odoypore, and intended attacking Augurtollah, the
seat of the Rajah. Should the mutineers put their intentions into execution, the Rajah’s forces, joined by his Hill
subjects, will, there is no doubt, soundly drub them. (Englishman, December 9, 1857)

It appears that when the mutiny at Chittagong first broke out, the only fighting people that could be had, were
those supplied by the Mooktagachee zemindars. A Correspondent says:
He (Mr. Lance, the Magistrate) was just at day before the panic began in the mofussil, heard of it the same night and
immediately arrived at the station to encourage the people. But with only some lattyals provided with some firearms
from the Mooktagachee zemandars. (Englishman, December 14, 1857)

A Correspondent of the Mofussilite at Nagode, Central India, says:
A sepoy of the 37th at Benares, took a letter from the havildar of the 34th to the Rewah Rajah, offering the support of
2,000 men if he would rise against the English. The Rajah on the contrary seized the sepoy and sent him into Nagode
where he is now under confinement. (Phoenix, May 11, 1857)

These extracts are from a Government Message:
The Putteewallah Rajah, and the Jheend Rajah, have sent troops and some guns to Kumaul, there to join the 75 th and
9th Lancers who were expected in Kurnaul yesterday. (Phoenix, May 18, 1857)
*
The Gwalior troops are marching there to assist the British troops. (Ibid.)

The following relates about the measures adopted by the people of Meerut for the restoration of order on the
breaking out of the insurrection:
A troop of cavalry, with a proclamation, were to go out on the 12 th yesterday, and another Contingent Rissalah, and
strong body of Police, the first raised on the spot and the second strengthened with extra men, were to be sent out with
volunteer (Canal) Officers and others to sweep the country round and check depredation. An old Afghan, named Jan
Fishan Khan, was raising men, aided by the Deputy Collector and Principal Sudder Ameen, and would soon give a
good account of straggling scoundrels. (Phoenix, May 19, 1857)

The following is the intelligence received this day (date of the extract) in Calcutta. It is of a very cheering
nature:
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Three officers (names unknown) belonging to the Delhi Regiments, have been brought into Meerut by a Syud who
had protected them. Thirteen Europeans who had escaped from Delhi, had been protected by the zemindars of a village
near Bagput, and a troop of cavalry have been sent from Meerut to bring them in.
The Syuds and Jats in the neighborbood of Meerut have declared themselves on the British side. (Phoenix, May 20,
1857)
Intelligence from Rohilcund is to the effect that the troops there are quiet, and that the Nawab of Raropore has
written to the Magistrate, offering, his horsemen for the service of the State. (Phoenix, May 21, 1857)

The following is from one of the telegraphic messages, supplied by Government:
The Bhurtpore and Gwalior Rajahs are all sending their troops. Fifteen hundred horse and foot, with six guns, under
Captain Munree, Bombay Engineers, Captain Nixon, 25 th Bombay Native Infantry. Assistant Governor General’s Agent
in Rajpootanah, and Mr. Young, Assistant Revenue Surveyor, have advanced from Bhurtpore. All the chiefs and Rajahs
around Delhi and in Rajpootanu, are showing their fidelity, and will doubtless be rewarded. (Ibid.)
The apprehension of danger from the immense number of prisoners that made their escape from Meerut are reported
to be groundless, as the majority of those released jailbirds are said to be most anxious to return into custody, and only
waiting to do so as soon as arrangements can be made for their reception. Some of the prisoners have actually returned,
while many men have left their name and address with the Jailor and the Police, so that they may be :informed at once
when the Jail is ready for them. [Ibid.]

A better behaved set of prisoners it is impossible to conceive. Here is a story about the Jhind Rajah:
It is said that the King of Delhi sent some of the insurgents Native Cavalry to the Rajah of Jind, asking his
assistance against the English. The Rajah of Jhind happened to be out shooting or parading his regiment, and
immediately he found out on what errand the cavalry had come, he turned round to his men and ordered them to cut
down every man of them. [Phoenix, May 20, 1857]

*
The Rajah of Putteewallah, it is mentioned, has forwarded to the Commissioner all seditious letters that were sent to
him. (Phoenix, May 20, 1857)

The above paragraphs disclose facts which are the best demonstration of the feeling of fidelity which actuated
the authors of those proceedings. These princes are the representatives or heads of confederacies which were once
the bitterest and strongest enemies of British Government. But with the position inverted, their feelings have
assumed a character perfectly unexpected by the most sanguine minded. If however the friendship and good will
of the Native Princes be historically interesting, the little romance of the Jail-birds will not fail to adorn a good
many tales and to point their piquant morals.
The following is taken from a private letter, written by a lady, residing at Simlah, dated the 20 th May:
We are housed here in a comfortable little hut and are quite safe. We receive every kindness from the Rhana. Our
party of refugees, besides ourselves, consists of eight ladies, five children and one gentleman. (Phoenix, June 9, 1857)

The Bombay Telegraph and Courier gives the latest intelligence from Surat, which we subjoin:
The Maharajah has written to the Governor General, placing the 3,000 horse of Baroda Brigade and all his resources
at our disposal, and he offers to head them. (Phoenix, June 12, 1857)

A Correspondent of the Phoenix writing from Benares, under date the 10th June 1857, says that he, with some
of his friends, were indebted for their safety to a friendly zemindar on the occurrence of the mutiny there.
The following intelligence was received from Government last evening ;The Rajah of Rewah has placed two guns and two hundred sowars at the disposal of the Government for
employment against the mutineers between Mirzapore and Rewah. (Phoenix, June 17, 1857)

The following was issued as a Gazettee Extraordinary:
The following report by Lieutenant DeKantzow, of the 9 th Regiment N. I., on the good conduct of some of the
native officers and sepoys of the Corps at the recent outbreak at Mynpooree, and the order issued thereon by the
Honorable Lieutenant Governor, North Western Provinces, are published for general information.
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Mynpooree, 26th May, 1857
Sir,
In compliance with the injunctions contained is His Honor the Lieutenant Governor’s letter of
the 23rd, and in that of Captain Greathead, A. D. C.\fn{ Aide-De-Camp} to His Honor, dated the 24 th
instant, I have the honor herewith to give the following account of those men of the late detachment
of the 9th Regiment N. I.,\fn{Native Infantry} at this station, whose conduct I approve of during the
late mutiny, and to whom I venture to think, reward and promotion should, according to their
respective merits, be granted; I also append a list of those unconnected with mutiny, who were sick
in hospital, or otherwise absent at the time the revolt took place.
1. Sheikh Kadir Buksh (Kote Havildar of the 6 th Company and Senior Havildar of the
Regiment), was present throughout the whole affair, but refused to join the mutineers. I heard him
refuse to join three distinct times, and he was in consequence obliged to leave for a village for
safety. He joined me after the mutineers left, and has been with me ever since.
2. Ousan Sing (Kote Havildar, Light Company) a most worthy and faithful man, protected me at
the Magazine and was the very last man to return to cantonment. He behaved nobly throughout,
and I strongly recommend him to notice; his exertions in repressing the mutineers, and endeavors
to save the Magazine, endangered his life; and I therefore, though much against his inclinations,
ordered him to leave for safety.
3. Noor Khan, Sepoy 6th Company, a most meritorious man, saved my life at the Magazine, kept
off the mutineers from attacking me when endeavoring to save the Treasury Room gate from being
broken down: he behaved very gallantly during the whole affair, and gave me every assistance, I
trust his services will meet with the notice they deserve.
4. Ajoodiah Doobey, Sepoy 6th Company, I recommend this man as a faithful Sepoy and one who
did his best to prevent bloodshed and the releasing of the Jail prisoners.
5. Bullie Singh, Sepoy 3rd Company; one of those who remained with me during the whole
affair, afforded me good service, and is a faithful and good man.
6. Mukkhun Singh, Sepoy 6th Company; was on duty at the Post Office during the mutiny, but
subsequently joined me, and has remained with me ever since.
7. Khoosial Singh Sepoy, 6th Company; sick in hospital, when the mutiny took place.
8. Khurrum Khan, Sepoy 6th Company ditto.
9. Chadey, Sepoy 6th Company, was with the mutineers, but refused to join them and has
remained with me ever since.
10. Chandey Chobey, Sepoy, 6th Company, ditto.
*
With reference to the foregoing report and to the authority conferred by the General Order of the Right Honorable
the Governor General, No. 698 of the 19 th instant, the Lieutenant Governor, North Western Provinces, was pleased to
make the following promotions in the Native Army:
Seikh Kadir Buksh, Pay Havildar of the 5th Company, and Senior Havildar of the 9th Regiment,
to be a Subadar in the army.
Orisan Singh, Pay Havildar of the Light Company, to be a Subadar in the Army.
Noor Khan, Sepoy of the 6th Company, is promoted to the rank of Havildar in the Army, and
further is admitted to the order of merit. The promotion is given for gallantry, and the decoration
for saving his Officer’s life.
Ajoodia Dobey, Sepoy 6th Company; Bulie Singh, Sepoy 3rd Company, to be Havildars.
Chadie, Sepoy 6th Company; Chandry Chobey, Sepoy 6th Company, to be Naicks.
By order of the Honorable the Lieutenant Governor of the North Western Provinces.
(Mofussilite, June 2, 1857; Phoenix, June 28, 1857)

Conspicuous as the above acts of loyalty were, rewards of them were equally prompt. But this only enhances
the importance of the services. If other Officers and Europeans had come forth with the accounts of their
deliverance and of Native fidelity as they saw it, we think the most skeptical would not then hesitate to attribute in
some measure the safety of British India to the fidelity and exertions of the indigenous Indians.
The following from Meerut and Roorkee, dated 25th May, had reached the Mofussilite:
The Nawab of Sirdhana caught a spy from Delhi yesterday morning. He received intimation on Saturday evening
that such a person had come with several letters to different Mahomedan people in the city, calling on them to be
prepared to join the Delhi insurgents on their arrival here, which would be very soon; the Nawab was all night
searching for this man, and only succeeded in finding him in the morning after he had delivered all the letters but one,
which, together with the spy, were immediately brought before the Military Authorities. (Phoenix, June20, 1857)

A Benares Correspondent says, under date the 20th June:
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News has come that Lieutenant Tucker is in hiding somewhere in Oude. A party of native volunteers (composed of
rich Natives only) have gone out to find him and bring him in. (Phoenix, June 24, 1857)

The following was received from Government:
At Hyderabad and Saugur, all was quiet on the 18 th. At the former place on the 20 th, a large number of Mahomedans
had assembled at a mosque, and were dispersed by the Minister Salaar Jungh and his Arabs. Both he and the Nizam are
staunch to the British Government. (Phoenix, June 27, 1857)
A writer describing. the mutiny of Juanpore, says that the Europeans were protected by a Lalla of that place who
took them to his own house and kept them in safety till the arrival of an escort. The party consisted of Messrs. Fane,
Paske Tuttle, Brynon, Unsworth, Reuther, Bradford and Julius Caesar,\fn{ So the text:H} and Mrs. Paske, Mrs. Reuther
and children, Mrs. Caesar and Miss Robinson. (Phoenix, July 3, 1857)

The following reports and orders were published for general information in the Government Gazette of the
North Western Provinces, under date the June 12, 1857:
Lieutenant H. Swinhoe, In charge of the late Detachment, 30 th Regiment, N. I., to C. B. Thornhill, Esq., Officiating
Secretary to Government, N. W. P:
Sir,
I have the honor to report for the information of His Honor the Lieutenant Governor, North Western Provinces, that
the 7th Company, 30th Regiment Native Infantry, under my command, mutinied on the morning of the 3 rd instant.
2. It was reported by the Jemadar to me the 2nd instant, that some of the Sepoys exhibited signs of discontent. I
immediately went to the Sepoys, on guard, and asked them the cause of their discontent; they said that they had not
received their pay for two months and were consequently unable to procure food.
3. I then went to the palace and petitioned the Rajah of Jeypore for the sum necessary for the payment of the
Detachment under my command for April. This request was graciously granted me, and the amount was distributed
among the Sepoys.
4. I experienced great difficulty and even risk of life on entering the City Gates for the pay of the Company, on the
afternoon of the 2nd instant, as orders had been issued by the Maharajah for the non-admittance of strangers. I applied
for the pay of the Company at 5 P.M., and it was forwarded to the men at 9 o’clock that same evening.
5. As I was unable to obtain the pay of the Company until night I apprehended that were I to leave the Palace, I
should not again obtain admittance during the night, should necessity require my so doing. I therefore determined to
delay visiting the men till the following morning.
6. Early in the morning of the 3 rd instant, Lieutenant H. Hawkins, 30 th Regiment Native Infantry, who was passing
through Jeypore on his way to Nusseerabad, met the Jemadar of the 7 th Company with a few sepoys conversing with the
native officer: he learnt that out of his guard, three Havildars, two Niacks, and 38 Sepoys had deserted him during the
night. Lieutenant Hawkins urged upon those that were present to remain faithful to their posts. They asserted that they
were willing to do so, and expressed their utter unwillingness to join the mutineers. The above report was made to me
personally by Lieutenant Hawkins on his gaining admittance into the Palace.
7. It was subsequently reported to me that 38 Sepoys had deserted with their arms and had proceeded towards
Ajmere to join the insurgents, who, it was rumored, were then within 12 miles of Jeypore.
8. I am happy to state the Jemadar is still present, and has with him one Havildar, 1 Drummer and 18 Sepoys; he has
also protected the stores and ammunition belonging to the Company, which were deposited in the Kote, from being
carried away by the mutineers.
9. I have received every possible assistance and support from the Maharajah of Jeypore in procuring the books and
papers belonging to the office at the Residency.
10. The conduct of the Jemadar Khoda Buksh Khan and the Sepoys who have remained by me, I would wish to
bring to the notice and favorable consideration of Government, to whom I venture to hope reward and promotion may
be granted.
11. I have forwarded a copy of the above report to Colonel Campbell, commanding the late 30 th Regiment Native
Infantry, but as I am not confident of any communication reaching my Commanding Officer, I have thought it
advisable to forward an account of those men of the late detachment 30 th Native Infantry, who in no way took a part in
the late mutiny.

This Jemadar was promoted to the rank of Subadar.
From A. O. Hume, Esq., Offg. Magistrate, Etawa and others, to C. B. Thornhill, Esq., Offg. Secretary to Government,
N. W. P.
Sir,
As we find that the faithful and well-behaved men of the 9 th Regiment N. I. at Mynpooree, have at once been
reported for promotion to Government, we think it only fair to those of our Troops that remained true to us, under very
trying circumstances, to do the same for them. We had intended to delay our report in regard to this matter till, peace
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was entirely restored, but to do so now, after the prompt acknowledgement of the services of the Mynpooree men,
would be an injustice to ours.
2nd One Jemadar, two Havildars, one Naick, one Fifer, and 30 Sepoys stuck by us from first to last. Of these the
Jemadar Sheodeen Singh Rajpoot was throughout conspicuous for his fidelity; when at the first many of the men,
making paltry excuses of one kind and another, refused to march, and endeavored to dissuade him from accompanying
us, he said at once that, if he went alone, he would go, that he would never prove false to the oath he had sworn; that
they might kill him if they pleased, but go he would. This he said aloud in the presence of his officers, and manfully he
bided by what he said. There are other good men amongst those who accompanied us no doubt; but it is very
questionable if more than half would have dared to remain true to us, but for the example set them by Sheodeen Sing:
—when we were in the greatest difficulties and before we had received intelligence of reinforcement from Gwalior;
when, in fact, we had ceased to hope for any, and when the Natives totally disbelieved in the possibility of any coming
(for Mr. Harvey had written on the 17 th, that such were being sent, and we had announced it, and notwithstanding for
six days further nothing had been heard of them)—this Jemadar remained staunch and true, never presuming on our
supposed weakness and steadily promising of his own accord that come what might, he should remain faithful to his
salt. We cannot praise this honorable Native Officer too much and we sincerely trust that he may receive some very
marked reward.
3rd Hunnooman Singh and Nund Loll Tiwaree, Havildars, and Hunker Singh, Naick, are all deserving of great
praise, being the only three out of eleven Non-Commissioned Officers of whose fidelity there could be no doubt. The
men that remain with them withstood great temptation, and preferred the performance of their duty, under arduous
circumstances and at a time when they really had no prospect of a reward, to the certainty of a share in the plunder of
the Treasury.
4th The Duffadar\fn{A sergeant or corporal of irregular cavalry }of the detachment of the 7 th Irregulars is another
deserving man. It is really difficult to say which of the two men, Sheodeen Sing Jemadar, or Meer Hossein Ali
Duffadar, behaved best throughout the whole affair. We cannot but feel that, with reference to the temper of the troops
and the inhabitants of the district, that it was mainly the determined staunchness of these two men that preserved us
from further injury. We propose to nominate him Rissaldar of the new crops here, on a salary of Rs. 100, to commence
with; but he is deserving of something more. Of the 16 men under his command Roshung Singh, Innayut Hossein,
Nuthee Khan, Makhun Sing, are particularly deserving of honorable mention and promotion, though several of the rest
also did fairly, and all openly at least remained true.
5th There are a few more with regard to whom we may hereafter have to report favorably, but of whose good conduct
we cannot be certain without an enquiry into which, from circumstances already reported by the Magistrate, it is at
present impossible to enter. (Etawah, June 4, 1857)
*
With reference to the foregoing report, and to the authority conferred by the General Order of the Right Honorable
the Governor General, No. 698, of the 19 th May, 1857, the Lieutenant Governor, North-Western Provinces, is pleased to
make the following promotions:
9th Regiment Native Infantry, Jemadar Sheodeen Singh, 4th Company, 9th Regiment N. I., to be a Subadar in the
Army, and his name to be forwarded to the Supreme Government for the first vacancy for the honorable grade of
Bahadoor. Havildar Hunnooman Singh, 1st Company, and Havildar Nund Lall Tiwaree, 1st Company, to be Subadars in
the army.
8th Irregular Cavalry, Duffadar Meer Hossein Ally, 3rd Troop, to be Rissaldar; and Sowar Makhun Singh, 4th Troop
to be Kote Duffadar; Sowar Roshum Singh, 4th Troop, to be Kote Ditto; Sowar Innayut Hossein, 3rd Troop, to be Kote
Ditto; Sowar Nuthee Khan, 3rd Troop, to be Kote Ditto; in the Irregular Cavalry.
By Order of the Honorable the Lieutenant Governor, North Western Provinces. (Ibid.)

The following is an extract of a letter from one of the sufferers in the neighborhood of Azimghur, received via
Ghageepore:
On the night of the 3 rd ultimo, the 17th N. I., in conjunction with the sepoys that had arrived from Gorruckpore,
mutinied, killed one of the Officers and wounded the Quarter Master Sergeant, released the prisoners from the Jail,
helped themselves to all the treasure in the Collectorate, and then marched off with their booty towards Oudh,
plundering and committing the greatest atrocities beyond any description.
Whilst about sitting to breakfast at 11 A.M. of the following day, we had to run for our lives, leaving everything
untouched on the table, and in the hurry of the moment left behind three little bundles containing a few suits of clothes,
&c., which had been kept in readiness in case of an emergency, as our servants had told us that the rebels were within
sight, approaching our bungalow. Mrs.—— and Miss —— were supported on either side by our servants who dragged
them to a village close by to prevent their falling into the hands of these wretches, where we found refuge in the house
of one of our kidmutgars. Here we saw our property being carried off in all directions; after an hour or two, we were
taken into another house which we were told would be more secure, but I suspect it was to prevent our seeing what was
going on. Here we were locked into a wretched small place with two dirty charpoys and a gurrah of water.
For three days and two nights we were in this miserable plight, with nothing but chuppaties to eat of which we took
very little. They looted our bungalow even to the very doors and hinges, and then set fire to it. They likewise burnt the
factory and all that they could carry was taken away; the treasure chest containing 2,000 Rs. in cash was brought to a
tope of trees close by our place of concealment, they endeavoring to break it open in which they failed.
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On the morning of the 3 rd day after our flight, it was rumored that we were to be murdered, but a kind Hindu by
whose aid and protection we set off to another village, saved us.
On the following morning by his advice we went to a Rajpoot village, three miles further, where we were informed
2,000 Rajpoots would protect us from Mahomedan enemies. Here for 14 days we were pent up in a cowshed, living on
such miserable food as was given us by our protectors, till the arrival of some elephants, twenty-two sowars and some
matchlock-men, sent to our rescue by the Commissioner from Benares. (Phoenix, July 13, 1857)

Here is a noteworthy instance of loyal service. The Rajah of Joypore has not only the credit of saving
European lives, but of preserving order and tranquility in the absence of all emblems of authority.
Camp Sonah, District Goorgaon, June 7th
Mr. Edward Hall, Mrs. Hall, Mrs. Barry, and her three children have been released from a most painful residence
amongst the Mewattees by the force of His Highness, the Rajah of Joypore, commanded by Newab Fyz Ali Khan,
accompanied by the Resident at the Joypore Court, Captain Eden in his political capacity. This force, consisting of
Artillery, Cavalry and Infantry, is in every way well conducted and reflects credit on the state to which it belongs.
In our rout yesterday from Jowrassee, we had a brush with the Mewattees, who showed an intention of impeding our
march: they surrounded us on all sides, and it was found necessary to fire upon them; our men acted steadily and drove
them back into the hills on our right. Our loss being two men and two horses wounded, that of the Mewattees is
supposed to be about thirty men killed, it is to be hoped this example will do much good in chastising the marauding
spirit in this district; the presence of the Maharajah’s force has undoubtedly saved this town from pillage. (Ibid.)

The following news reached Benares on the 10th instant:
All well at Gorruckpore, the Rajah of Gopalpore has assisted Mr. Pepper in destroying the bazaar of Muhadabar,
where some of the refugees from Fyzabad were murdered. (Phoenix, July 22,1857)

For the following items of intelligence from the Madras Presidency, we are indebted to the Examiner:
Our Correspondent at Mhow writes, on the 17 th instant that all was safe there on that date, that Holkar was as
staunch as ever and doing all he can to assist the authorities, but that he is in great danger himself as the few troops who
have remained with him hitherto are not to be depended upon, especially since the return of some of the mutineers who
are greatly incensed with him for his conduct in the outbreak.
Intelligence had reached Mhow that that Bhopal Contingent which accompanied Colonel Durand and others to
Sehore had mutinied and attempted a massacre of the survivors, who have been obliged to fly in all directions. Two
officers and two ladies were taken prisoners by the Rajah of Jarah and were ordered to be put to death, but by the
interference of Holkar were released, not without considerable trouble on his part and brought safe into Mhow about 9
o’clock on the night of the 16 th instant; this circumstance places beyond doubt the fact that there has been a mutiny at
Sehore, though our correspondent has not heard fuller particulars. (Phoenix, August 12, 1857)

The following is an account of the exodus from Gorruckpore:
The station and all its property, &c., having been made over to the protection of the Rajah of Gopalpore, who has
hitherto proved friendly to the English, the party crossed the Rabte and encamped for two or three days on its further
bank, after which they moved forward towards Azimgurh. (Phoenix, August 27, 1857)

The following intelligence was received from Government:
A party of the Dinapore rebels were reported to be proceeding westward (having passed south of Mirzapore) and
Colonel Hinde, with the troops of the Rajah of Rewah, is supposed to be pursuing them. (Phoenix, August 27, 1857)

“Our eccentric friend at Oolagunge,” as the Phoenix has it, writes as follows, on Sunday, the 30th ultimo:
There was a strong talk, it is true, that the Rajah of Doomrao had been killed by Koar Singh, whom he tried to
apprehend and place in Government hands. This is not the case, for I have since learned from, but why give up names?
that the Rajah is still in the land of the living. He has retired to the interior of his district, to escape being captured by
the rebels, who were of course, his enemies, for he was ready to assist Government, when his means failed him entirely.
(Phoenix, September 4, 1857)

Many are the conflicting opinions about the fidelity of the Rajah of Doomrao, but we are disposed to believe
from all that has been written regarding this Rajah that he remained true to his allegiance, and that if he ever
wavered in his conduct, it was more apparent than real. The communications of Patna and Behar “newswriters”
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are so notoriously prejudiced and one-sided that they cannot command faith, and even they are not unanimous
about [the] bearing of the Rajah during the outbreak.
Mr. Williams the Commissioner of Meerut, has reported that the Hindoos of Bijnour had attacked and beaten the
Newab of Nujeelabad and had petitioned for the return of the Civil Officers to their posts, adding that they were
holding and would hold their country for the sirkar\fn{The East India Company} against all comers. (Phoenix, September
15, 1857)

We wish that all such facts had been reported to Government, or if reported had been communicated to the
public to allay the fever of excitement which was brought on by inflammatory exaggerations and interested
inventions of the non-official class. While we are prepared to give every praise to British patriotism, energy,
endurance, skill and bravery, which have done so much to wrest British India from the iron grasp of the sepoys,
we still cannot blink the fact that all the resources of Great Britain, not to say of British India, would have availed
little to crush the danger, had not the mass of the people rendered the most active and unflinching aid to the cause
of order, and, where no assistance was offered, had not they remained singularly passive and to all appearances
antagonistic to the revolt, and, what is equally important, did not the Native Princes and Potentates continue
unflinchingly faithful in their alliance and firm in their attachment.\fn{ The following incidental is appended here as a
footnote, but I have inserted it as a report in its own right:H }
In the last number of the Quarterly Review, there is an article on India, the authorship of which is generally
attributed to the Neieveh Layard,\fn{Sir Austin Henry Layard (1817-1894)} the following passages occur:
It is principally to the fidelity and prudence of native princes and native statesmen that we owe the tranquility of a
great part of Central and of Southern India, as it is to the courage and faithfulness of two Sikh Chiefs, the Rajahs of
Puttialla and of Jheend, that we owe the opportune aid of our first Sikh levies. Salar Tung, the Minister of the Nizam of
the Dekhan, acting under the able guidance of Colonel Davidson, the Resident at the Court of Hyderabad, restrained, at
the imminent risk of his own life, a fanatical Mahommedan population eager for Christian blood. The steady devotion
of Scindia and Holkar left the Mahrattas without a leader of skill or influence, and has hitherto rendered harmless that
formidable race.
No one acquainted with the course of recent events will be inclined to doubt that we owe the maintenance of our
rule in India to the fidelity of certain of the native princes such as the Nizam of the Dekhan, Scindia, Holkar, and the
Rajah of Puttialla. Had either of them openly declared against us, no Englishman would probably have remained in the
Peninsula. The Nizam would have carried with him the wavering populations of Southern and Central India, in either
Scindia or Holkar the formidable Mahrattas would have found an hereditary chief of great influence, of youthful
activity, and of no inconsiderable military abilities; the hostility of the Puttialla Rajah would have left us without those
Sikh allies, by whose aid alone we have been able to subdue the rebellion in the north.
These four princes, the Rajpoot chiefs who have remained for the most part neutral or indifferent spectators of the
struggle, and one or two petty Rajahs are the only native rulers to whom we have left any shadow of their former
independence, or over whom the doom of annexation is not actually pending. We do not include Nepal, which is
scarcely an Indian state, although the result of a wise policy and friendly relations with a native power have, in this
instance, been remarkably illustrated.

Though the conduct of the British Government towards the Native States has been of late not very friendly or
complaisant, and though against their independence and sovereignty successive Governors General, excepting at
some rare intervals, have been intently engaged, still the chiefs, with true instinct and faith, have firmly remained
by the English even when the chances were clearly and indubitably against the British. It is notorious that these
princes have been, from the day of their connection with the British Government, subjected to a surveillance
unknown in their history, which always barred the development of their genius and policy, and the reins of which
were relaxed only when particular Residents were open to pecuniary inducements or distinguished by a
disposition which the higher civilization of Europe and enlightened international law ought to foster.
They have had, however, the magnanimity to pass by the best opportunity that ever offered to avenge their
grievances. They could have now easily retaliated their injuries and insults, practically demonstrated the morale of
the annexation policy, which unfolded its terrible magnitude with the secession of every year and plucked the
roots of their respective dynasties wider and wider: but no, their religious teachings and political convictions have
directed them to a quite different course, contrary to the expectations of all political reasoners, but perfectly in
keeping with the principles of Asiatic friendship.
But the conduct of the Native allies were not simply neutral; were it such alone, it would have been a tower of
strength to the British Government. It was marked by as signal acts of assistance and protection as the emergency
of the times required. “The Rajahs or Native Princes of the country,” says the Times,
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have shown a signal attachment to the British Government, and have supported promptly with their followers while the
great land-holders, themselves equivalent to the territorial lords, have without exception, been firm in their allegiance.

Indeed if we take but a summary glance at the events of the last fifteen months, we shall find that there was
scarcely a place saved or a victory won without some assistance in men, money or in provisions, of some
neighboring or distant Native potentate or some princely landowner.
In the glory of the world-renowned triumph before Delhi which is said to have “broken the neck of the
rebellion” the contingents of the Rajahs of Puttiallah and of Jheend had no mean share. Their fidelity, gallantry,
and devotedness have been noticed in the highest terms of applause, both by Sir Archdale Wilson and by the
Governor General in Council. The services of Jan Jishan Khan and Sirdar Meer Khan Shaib on that important
occasion, were also of a character which justly elicited the admiration of Lord Canning.
The promptness and unswerving good-will of the Maharajah of Gwalior saved Agra in the most critical period
of the crisis. The friendship of this Prince has been subsequently tried by the hardest test known, and he has, as
our readers are aware, wonderfully well stood the fiery ordeal.
The Rajah of Rewah, though not subjected to equal difficulties, has given numerous proofs of fidelity and
attachment under circumstances each of which was calculated to deter a less determined and firm spirit.
Both the Nizam and the Holkar have continued admirably steady in attachment and have framed their policy
with a tact and wisdom equal to the importance of the time.
The services of the Minister of the Ghoorkhas, whom an officer serving with the besieging army in Delhi, calls
“the truest and bravest soldiers in the British army” are so well known that any elaborable delineation of them
would be a work of super-rogation.
But it is not only as friends, supporting the British with aid and influence, that the Native allies will be
mentioned by the future historian. Their own domestic administration, in this universal crisis, will be a lasting
monument of their administrative skill, genius and wisdom. Our readers are aware that the effects of the sepoy
revolution were felt in all the corners of India. The Native States experienced this shock the greatest. These
contained the elements of rebellion and disorder in a condition ready to burst. Both the people and the contingents
belonging to some of the principal Native States, from whatever cause we shall not wait to consider, were not well
disposed to the British Government. Their sympathies with the Rebel cause were also forestalled by the ties of
blood, birth, and religion with the sepoys.
Mr. George Campbell calls the sepoy revolt a Hindustani movement and the best illustration of this theory is
met with in the state of feeling among the contingent troops of the Native Princess. Hence Hyderabad was during
all the anxious period of the crisis a burning volcano, ready to throw up its liquid lava at the least commotion.
More than once it approached to convulsion, but the superior mind, energy, tact, and courage of Salar Jung, who
has been justly characterized as the type of the educated natives, seconded by the friendly wishes of the Nizam
and the Hyderabad Court generally, got over the crisis and restored the wonted calm.
In Chamber’s Chronicle of the Indian Revolt we find the following connected narrative of the position of
affairs in the Nizam’s territory:
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† The Throne and Throne Room of the Nizam of Hyderabad in Chowmahalla Palace †
The three Presidencies were all anxiously watching the state of feeling in the large and important country of
Hyderabad, the dominions of the Nizam; for that country borders on Nagpore on the north-east, while on the south-east
and on the west it is conterminous with districts belonging to Madras and to Bombay respectively. Its two largest cities,
Hyderabad, in the south-east portion, and Aurungabad in the north-west, contained many English families belonging to
Military and Civil Servants of the Company; or at least the families were at stations far not from those cities.
By the turns of various treaties between the Nizam and the Company, the latter had the right of maintaining a large
Military cantonment at Secunderabad a few miles north of Hyderabad city. This cantonment was three miles in length,
and was well provided [with] officer’s bungalows and mess houses, European barracks, sepoy lines, Horse Artillery
lines, Foot Artillery barracks, Native bazaars, parade ground, hospitals, arsenal, and all the other requisites for a large
Military Station. The Cavalry lines are two miles north of the cantonment at Bowenpilly. The Military Station for the
troops belonging to the Nizam and independent Sovereign was at Bolarum, somewhat further away from Hyderabad,
but still within easy reach of Secunderabad.
At the time of the Mutiny the British Resident at Hyderabad was placed in a position of some difficulty: at length
there was collected a large force at Secunderabad. It comprised scarcely any British troops; and therefore, if trouble
arose, he could only look to defense from natives by natives. The capital of the Deccan, or the Nizam’s territory,
comprised within itself many elements of insecurity. The government and a large portion of the inhabitants were
Mahomedans, the rabble of the city was numerous and ruthless; the Nizam’s own [army] was formed on the same
model as the contingents which had so generally mutinied in Hindustan; the Company’s own forces, as just mentioned,
were almost entirely native; and the city and province were at all times thronged with predatory bands of Rohillas,
Afghans, Ables, and other mercenaries, in the pay of the nobles and other Jagheerdars of the Hyderabad Court.
It is almost certain that if the Nizam had turned against us, Southern India would have been in a blaze of
insurrection; but he was faithful and his chief minister, Salaar Jung, steadily supported him in all measures calculated to
put down disturbance.
The news of the rebel triumph at Delhi was set in tumultuous [terms], [calculated to incite] the turbulent
Mossulmans of Hyderabad; and it has been all observed that a single moment of indecision, a single act of impolicy, a
single false step, or a single admission of weakness, might have turned Hyderabad into a Lucknow, and made a second
Oude of Deccan. The Nizam, his Prime Minister and the British Resident, brought all sagacity and firmness to bear on
the duties of their respective offices, and thus the Deccan and Southern India were saved.
What might have been the case under other circumstances was foreshadowed by the events of the 17 th July. On the
preceding day, intelligence was received at the Residency, which stands clear of the city, but at the distance of some
few miles from the British cantonment at Secunderabad, [that] the mob in the city was much excited, and that a scheme
was on foot to press the Nizam to attack the Residency. Notice was sent from the Residency to Salaar Jung, and
preparations were made. Early in the evening on the 17 th, a Rohilla rabble stole forth from the city, and made for the
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Residency. An express was at once sent off to cantonments for aid; and in the meantime the guard [was turned out],
with three guns; and when Cavalry and Horse Artillery arrived at Secunderabad, the Rohillas received a total
discomfiture. This was almost the only approach to a mutiny that occurred in the portion of the Deccan near the
Carnatic frontier.
Aurungabad on the Bombay sides of the Nizam’s dominions, was, in regard to mutinies, less important than
Hyderabad, because more easily accessible for European troops; but more important insofar as the sepoy Regiments of
Malowah and Rajpootanah were nearer at hand to be affected by evil temptation. The city is about seventy miles distant
from Ahmednuggur, and a hundred and seventy from Bombay. Uneasiness prevailed here so early as June. The 1 st
Cavalry and the 2nd Infantry of the Corps, called the Hyderabad Contingent, were stationed at Aurungabad, and of these
the former shewed signs of disaffection: Captain Abbot commanding the Regiment, found on the morning of the 13 th,
that his men were murmuring and threatening, as if unwilling to act against mutineers elsewhere; indeed they had
sworn to murder their officers if any attempt were made to employ them in that way.
Fortunately the Rassaldars—each being a Native Captain of a troop of Cavalry, and there being therefore as many
Rassaldars in a Regiment as there were troops or Companies, remained faithful; and Captain Abbot with Lieutenant
Dowker were enabled to discuss with these officers the state of the regiment. The Rassaldars assured the Captain that
many of the troops had begun to talk loudly about the King of Delhi as their rightful ruler. The Resident at the Court of
the Nizam, through the Military Secretary Major Briggs, advised Captain Abbot—seeing that no aid could be expected
from any other quarter—to speak in as conciliatory a tone as possible to the men, and to promise them that they should
not be required to act against the insurgents at Delhi, provided they would be obedient to other orders. Quiet was in this
way restored, but it being a dangerous precedent thus to allow troops to decide where and against whom they would
choose to fight.
Major General Woodburn, who had been placed in command of a moveable column from Bombay, marched through
Ahmednuggur to Arungabad. This column consisted of the 28 th Bombay Native Infantry, the 14 th Dragoon, Captain
Woolcombe’s battery, and a pontoon train. When Woodburn arrived, he found that the ladies [had] all left the
Arungabad Station, that the officers were being barricaded in the Messroom, and that all the Nizam’s troops exhibited
unfavorable symptoms.
The first Native Cavalry when confronted with Woodburn’s troops, behaved in a very daring way; and about a
hundred of them made off, owing to the unwillingness of the general to open fire upon them, although Abbot and
Woolcombe saw the importance of so doing.
In the country North of Bombay and between it and Malwah many slight events occurred, sufficient to show that the
native troops were in an agitated state as if oscillating between the opposite principles of fidelity and treachery. It was
worthy of note, however, that the troops thus affected were, in very few instances those belonging to the Company’s
Bombay Army; they were generally contingent corps, or Mahrattas or Rajputs, or men imbued with the same ideas as
the Hindustanis and Oudians. Towards the close of July, a few troopers of the Gugerat irregular horse endeavored to
incite their companions to mutiny; they failed and then decamped; but were pursued and captured, and then hung in
presence of their own Regiment. (Chambers’ Chronicle of the Indian Revolt)

But the whole history of the Hyderabad crisis has been given in a well-written article in the Friend of India,
from which we quote the following passages:
All who were in India in May, June, and July of 1857, recollect the intense anxiety with which our position at
Hyderabad was viewed and watched. It was by far the most influential Native State in India, and there the Mahomedan
element was known to be most powerfully predominant. The means of striking a deadly blow at our power, were not
only present, but more united than elsewhere in India.
It was not only that the population of Hyderabad, estimated at 300,000, might at any moment rise, but that the
movement might be aided by Arabs, Rohillas, Pathans and other mercenaries, whose power had been known long
before the rebellion, and who had always been closely watched by our own Government. The jealousy of our existence
in India which was felt by those tribes had often been openly manifested, and at any time was barely concealed. Would
they resist such an opportunity as the rebellion in the North of India offered? Would the Hyderabad Contingent be safe?
Might it not join, as other Contingents were joining, the general sedition? And if it did, was it not from its superior
organization and power in Cavalry (the best in India), specially to be dreaded? If Hydetabad went, would not the
Deccan, the Southern Mahratta country, and the Madras Presidency go too?
That any disaffection, however slight, would have added immense complication to the general affairs of the period
was but too evident. We had no European troops with which the Deccan could be reinforced: there were but two weak
battalions of European infantry in the Madras Presidency: and if disorganization had followed the events of May, or
mutiny had broken out at Hyderabad, it is evident that it might have extended to the people of the Bombay and Madras
Presidencies, and possibly, in a great measure, to the armies of both. Not a mail then arrived from England, in which
there were not the most fearful anticipations of evil from Hyderabad: and who can say that they were light or
unfounded? We, who weekly recorded the simple fact that Hyderabad was as yet safe, did so, we own, with deep
misgivings, which we dared hardly to have expressed openly.
In addition to the city, there were four large districts representing a population of upwards of three millions of
people, which had been lately ceded to British management. The cession had been an unpalatable measure to the late
Nizam, and it was an additional cause of dread therefore, as to whether the people would even continue to obey their
few and sparely scattered officers, and whether disturbances might not arise in them to distract attention, and impede
that concentration of power which was needed elsewhere.
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*
Let us therefore review how these elements of profound danger were controlled: and how they were not only
controlled, but changed in character; and eventually became, under the able guidance of one man, elements of positive
strength to the British cause in India.
The Punjab, a British province, administered by an English Officer of vigorous character, became, as we have a!
ready shown, an active and powerful means of strength.
Hyderabad could not be so entirely turned to account. It was a native state and its physical resources were not
available: but its partially active exertion, its entire tranquility, and direct moral influence in our favor, constituted
together an element of strength, which is entitled to its full meed of recognition and acknowledgment, and may stand
fairly in its own degree, beside the more brilliant, though scarcely more vital aid derived from the Punjab.
The conduct of this Court was the hinge on which the whole of the events South of the Nerbudda turned; and we
may say, now that the danger is past, that had a jihad or holy war been proclaimed by the people, or by the head of the
State—had the young sovereign been deluded by the priests of his faith, or been dazzled by the prospect of enlarging
his power for an hour—nothing could have averted that outbreak from Hyderabad, eastwards, westwards and to the
south, the prospect and effect of which we have already contemplated.
At an early period after the outbreak of the 10 th May, and when it was apparent that a powerful rebellion was
organized in Hindoostan; when Delhi had once more assumed importance as well from the position of the King as from
temporary strength; when for a time, murder was successful to a degree hardly anticipated by the most sanguine of the
Delhi party; when troops, treasure, and material of war were abundantly provided—it was clear that the Deccan largely
sympathized with the movement. At Poona and Bombay, at Belgaum and Kolapoor, at Bangalore and Kurnool, as well
as at Hyderabad, intrigue and sedition were actively busy; and the consequences of any contemporary success,
anywhere within this area, would have been most momentous.
It is true, that owing to the fearless bearing, the sagacity, and the precautions of Lord Elphin stone, the intrigues of
the Bombay presidency were crushed as they appeared; but his exertions, able and remarkable as they were, would
have availed little, had the Hyderabad durbar\fn{Court} been avowedly hostile. We may briefly notice the chief local
native authorities at Hyderabad on whose conduct events in a great degree hinged.
*
Just as the rebellion commenced, the present Nizam Afzul-oo-Doolah ascended the Musnud. Hitherto, like all
princes of his race, he had lived in the zenana. He was utterly unversed in public affairs of any kind, and was known to
be susceptible to the advice of intriguing fakeers, precisely the classes from which the most dangerous counsel was to
be apprehended. Europeans were personally unknown to him except by repute, which was perhaps unfavorable. His
personal character was unknown, because untried, and his feelings and those qualities or impressions which his
advisers could turn to loyal account, had to be ascertained, or were to be developed by circumstances. Here therefore
was no solid ground for action, or for supposing that he would withstand the temptations of the period, beyond an
hereditary conviction that in alliance with Europeans lay the safety of his dominion.
Fortunately there were others on whom dependence could be placed. The Nizam’s maternal grand-uncle Shumshool-Oomra, an aged man, possessed influence with his nephew. His counsels now were to preserve good faith and
amity with the British Government. They were exerted with the happiest effect, not only on the Nizam himself, but on
the most bigoted and fanatical party in Hyderabad, of which, from religious motives, Shumsh-ool-Oomra was the
ostensible and acknowledged head.
It was fortunate too, that from a friendship of many years’ duration, he had a high personal esteem and respect for
the Resident, Colonel Davidson; and this, by the Resident’s tact, was admirably turned to account.
Notwithstanding that, disaffected persons thronged to his palace by day and night, and used threats, entreaties, and
even imprecations to induce him to turn against the English cause—notwithstanding that, members of his own family
were avowedly bitterly opposed to him in this crisis—he never swerved: his answer to all was,
You know not what you are proposing: after an experience of more than fifty years, I tell you that there is no
person in India that can resist the British power, nor does the Almighty render aid to those who massacre
women and children. Formerly, the men of Hindoostan waged war only with men.”

The Minister of the State was Salar Jung, a young man, well educated, whose sympathies by education, and we may
perhaps add, interests also, were on the side of the British. For this position he was hated, nay execrated by the
revolutionary and fanatical party. His assassination was meditated as an enemy to the State and to the Mussulman faith.
Subtle intrigues were laid against his power, and in local affairs he was opposed by Shumsh-ool-Oomra and his sons.
But in his line of conduct from first to last there was no wavering or tottering.
The jihad or holy war against infidels, was an object scarcely concealed by highly influential parties in the capital,
and on several occasions was proclaimed by the rabble. At any time an impulse difficult to control, it was rendered
doubly so by reports of the discomfiture, ruin, and massacre of the English in Hindoostan which were proclaimed with
insulting exultation. Thus sorely pressed, the Minister never flinched from his duty, or wavered in his truth. He held the
Arabs with him, or a large section of them. With them he guarded the city, prevented tumultuous assemblies, and
controlled the populace.
Finding that open violence would not succeed, the disaffected conspired in secret, and the result was the outbreak
and attack on the Residency of the 17 th July, which if successful would have involved the destruction of the Minister as
well as of the Resident.
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† Sir Salar Jung I (1829-1883) Minister of State of Hyderabad (from 1853) †
It was thus by the firm conduct of two individuals of the Hyderabad nobility, that an outbreak of an universal
character was averted. Had they been treacherous, or lukewarm in their course of conduct—had both, in their several
degrees of influence, not acted so as to show the Nizam unmistakably his true policy, had not both possessed
commanding influence with the Arabs and other mercenaries—we cannot doubt that the attack of the 17 th July would
have only been the prelude to scenes like those of Cawnpore and Lucknow.
It boots not now to enquire whether the Native regular troops at Hyderabad were then staunch or not. The
impression was that disaffection very strongly pervaded the whole of the subsidiary force, and only required a leader,
or temporary success anywhere to break into open violence. There is no doubt they were actively canvassed and
tempered with by emissaries of sedition. On one occasion of a non-official visit to Shumsh-ool-Oomra by the Resident,
men of the escort openly shouted to, and harangued the most dangerous and fanatic portion of the city populace then
assembled at Shumsh-ool-Oomra’s house. Emissaries from the city were busy in the Cantonments, and for a long time
it seemed doubtful whether the troops would resist the corrupting influence so freely, and so constantly exercised. Can
it be said, or hoped, they would have done so, had the Nizam and his nobles, the mercenaries and the Moulvies with
their rabble, risen en masse, and raised the jihad and the country with it?
We fear not. That an impression, false or true, prevailed that the troops were not staunch; that the Resident’s escort
would fraternize with an actual movement, there seems little reason to doubt. Had this not been the case so small a
force would never had attacked the Residency.
The result undeceived the conspirators. The detachment on duty at the Residency under the command of Major
Briggs was staunch, the local arrangements by that officer were excellent, and the attacking party of Rohillas, led by
Toora Baz Khan, the most notorious ruffian of the Deccan, was repulsed by grape. Expecting assistance it was
staggered by the cool reception it met with, and there was no further attempt at violence.
But apprehension did not cease here, on the contrary, it was most probable as times wore on that this was only the
prelude to a further and better organized attempt. Reports of successful atrocities in other places were frequent, nor had
we as yet assumed any attitude, or begun any operations, suited to the emergency, or calculated to stem the tide of
opinion against us. It was argued and with apparent truth, that the Nizam’s Government might have prevented the
attack had it chosen to do so; that the Minister and the Nizam could not, even if they desired it, control their own
people and that the disaffected party in the city were stronger and bolder than before. Toora Baz Khan was apprehended
and tried, but a decree of death could not be obtained against him, because he had undertaken a jihad against infidels,
and he was not executed. All these were additional subjects for anxiety and apprehension.
*
The firm attitude of the Resident gave the Minister new heart. He brought up his own troops into the city in large
numbers, and took up positions to overawe and crush any seditious disposition or attempt during the Mohurrum. These
troops were faithful because confidently directed, and if there had been hope, or intention of insurrection, the
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opportunity was allowed to slip. The local arrangements in the Cantonment were admirable—and the dreaded
Mohurnrin passed off even more quietly than usual.
Thus reviewing the whole course of local events from May till the fall of Delhi, we consider that the prevention of
seditious outbreak at Hyderabad by the patient fortitude, political sagacity, and calm resolution of the Resident, Colonel
Davidson, ranks as high in the scale of eminent and useful service in the time of trial, as those more outwardly brilliant
and apparently more noticeable actions in the field which fell to the lot of other officers.
It will not do, now that, as we trust, all danger is past, to lessen the obligations attached to those services, by saying
there was but trifling excitement at any time. Nor would we be thought indifferent to the claims of those who so nobly
and so disinterestedly seconded the efforts of the Resident. The Nizam, the Minister Salar Tung, and Shumsh-oolOorma: each in their several degrees deserve the grateful acknowledgment of their services, which we trust will be
specially conveyed to them by the Queen herself. If there be any mode more cordial, more effective than another,
personal decoration, or in the Minister’s case guarantee of power, estates and office, for which we have many
precedents, we shall gladly see it bestowed. In any case official silence, or cold indifference would be inexcusable.
(Friend of India)

We are, however, not in a position to affirm the extent to which the courage, prudence and tact of the Political
Resident contributed to the preservation of order and the quieting of the turbulent elements in Hyderabad. If we
are to weigh in the scale the mass of proofs and reflections which almost the whole Madras Press has produced
against Col. Davidson, with the glowing passages of the Friend of India, we should naturally qualify our opinion
of the Resident. He may have displayed extraordinary courage, abilities, self-control and promptitude of thought
and action, but where opinions are so conflicting and where there are no sufficient data before us, we cannot
express a different judgment from what we have done. It is however, exceedingly gratifying to observe that with
regard to the noble feeling of the Nizam, the statesmanlike conduct of the Minister, and the friendly advices and
exertions of Shumsb-ool-Oomrah and other Courtiers, there is but one opinion, viz., that they have by their
energy, decision, promptitude—and friendliness—conducted Central India safe through a too imminent crisis
which would have terminated with the dismemberment and desolation of [the] whole [of] Hindoostan.
With regard to Gwallior and Indore, the Chronicler gives the following narrative:
Still further northward lies the country which, under the various names of Scindias’ territory, Holkars’ territory,
Malwah, and Bhopaul, has already been described as the chief seat of the Mahratta power, and which corresponds
pretty nearly with the region marked out by the Company’s Officials as Central India.
We have seen in former pages that Scindia, chief of the Mahratta State of which Gwallior is the capital, offered the
aid of his Contingent army to Mr. Colvin, in May; that Lieutenant Cockburn, with half a cavalry regiment of his
Contingent, rendered good service in the region around Agra, until the troopers deserted him; that the fidelity of
Scindia to the British alone prevented his troops generally from joining the rebels (for they belonged to the same
Hindustani and Oudian families, though serving a Mahratta prince in a Mahratta State); that after certain detachments
had mutinied at Neemuch and elsewhere, the main body rose in revolt at Gwallior on the 14 th of June, murdered some
of the English officers, drove away the rest with their families, and formally threw off all allegiance to the Company;
that Maharajah Scindia, under circumstances of great difficulty and peril, managed to keep peace at Gwallior, retaining
and feeding the troops at that place, and yet discountenancing the mutinous tendencies against the British.
If he had not acted with much tact and judgment, the Gwallior Contingent would have marched to Agra in a body,
and greatly imperiled the British Rajah. Not only did he keep those troublesome troops near him during the remaining
half of June but also during July and August. Scindia’s special army, entirely under his own control, were chiefly
Marhattas who had little sympathy with the soldiers of the Contingent; but they were too few in number to put down
the latter, and therefore he was forced to temporize—partly by persuasions and promises, partly by threats.
Major Macpherson, the British Political Agent, and Brigadier Ramsey, the Military Commandant, ceased to have
influence at Gwallior; it was Scindias’ good faith alone that stood the British in stead.
*
Holkars’ Marhatta territory with Indore for its chief city, we have in like manner seen to be troubled with a mutinous
spirit in the Contingent troops, partly owing to temptation from other quarters. We have briefly shown in the chapters
lately cited, that on the 28 th of May, the 15th and 30th Bengal Native Infantry revolted at Nusseerabad; that on the 2 nd
June, influenced by this pernicious example, the 72 nd Bengal Native Infantry, the 7th Regiment of Gwallior Contingent
Infantry, and the main body of the 1 st Bengal Native Cavalry, mutinied at Neemuch, that on the 1 st of July, a portion of
Holkars Contingent rose against the British at Indor, without his wish or privity,\fn{ Knowledge} and that he could not
get even his own special troops to act against those of the Contingent; that on the evening of the same day, the 23 rd
Bengal Native Cavalry mutinied at Mhow; and that numerous British officers arid families were thrown into great
misery by these several occurrences.
It now remains to be stated that during July and August, Holkar adopted nearly the same course as Scindia: he
remained faithful to the British, and endeavored to quell the mutinous spirit among his troops. Holkar, possessed,
however, less influence than his brother-chieftain; most of the mutineers from Indore and Mhow marched to Gwallior,
and were only prevented by the shrewdness of Scindia, from extending their march to Agra.
Among the troops in Rajpootanah were the Deesa Field Brigade, commanded towards the close of August by
Brigadier Creagh, who had under his control the troops at Deesa, those at the Sanitarum on Mount Abboo, and those at
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Erinpoorah and other places in the neighborhood. These places were thrown into confusion during the; last two weeks
of the month by the mutiny of the Jhodepore legion, consisting partly of Cavalry and partly of Infantry.
Such of these men as were stationed at Erinpoora about 550 in number, rose in mutiny on the 22 nd. They suddenly
threw off their allegiance; seized the guns; made prisoners of Lieutenant Conolly and the European Sergeants;
plundered the bazaar and some of the native villages; burned all the officers’ bungalows and destroyed or appropriated
all that they found therein; lived in tents on the parade ground for three days and then marched off in the direction of
Nusserabad.
The Cavalry, although forming part of the same legion, and sharing in the movement, protected the Europeans from
the Infantry. Among the latter, it was only the Hindustanee portion which revolted, there were some Bheels in the
legion who remained faithful.
On the preceding day, 21 st, about 100 men of the legion had mutinied at Mount Abboo, but as there was a
detachment of H. M. 83rd,\fn{His Majesty’s; i.e., regular troops} there the mutineers did nothing but hastily escape. A
native chieftain, the Rae of Sihori, was prompt to render any aid he could to Captain Hall at Mount Abboo.
Another portion of the Jhodepore legion was at Jhodepore itself, where the mutiny placed in great peril Captain
Monck Mason, British resident at that native State. By his energy he provided an asylum for many ladies and children
who had been driven from other stations, but he himself fell by the swords of a body of mutinous troopers, under
circumstances of mingled cowardice and brutality.
The state of this part of India during July and August may be summed up in a few words. By the revolt of the
Contingents of Scindia, Holkar and Bhopaul, and of the Jhodepore legion, English residents were driven from station to
station in much peril and suffering, and English influence became for a time, almost a nullity; but the native chieftains
for the most, remained faithful, even though their troops revolted; and there were hopes of ultimate success from the
arrival of relieving columns belonging to the Bombay Army.
Of that army a fragment of regiments occasionally displayed mutinous symptoms but not to such a degree as to
leaven the whole mass. What the Officers felt through the treachery of the troops, and what their families suffered
during all these strange events, need not again to be described. Both phases of the revolt have received many
illustrations in former pages; but this chapter may fittingly close with two short extracts from letters relating to the
mutinies at the stations of Mhow and Indore.
*
An Artillery Officer commenting on the ingratitude of the sepoys towards Commanders who had always used them
well, said:
I must not forget to mention that Colonel Platt was like a father to the men; and that when he had
opportunity of leaving them and joining a European Corps last summer, the men petitioned him to stay. He had
been upwards of thirty years with them, and when the mutiny took place he had so much confidence in them
that he rode up to their lines before we could get out.
When we found him next morning, both cheeks were blown off, his back completely riddled with balls, one
through each thigh, his chin smashed into his mouth, and three saber cuts between the cheek-bone and temple,
also a cut across the shoulder and the back of the neck.

The following few words are from the letters of a lady who was among those that escaped death by flight from
Indore:
I have already given you an account of our three days and three nights of wandering, with little rest and not
much food; no clothes to change, burning sun, and deluges of rain. But I, perhaps, could bear these things better
than others, and suffered less. We found kind friends here, and I am in Messrs. Clothes, every thing we had
being gone. The destructive wretches, after we left Indore, commenced doing all the damage they could—
cutting up carpets with their tulwars, smashing chandeliers, marble tables, slabs, chairs &c., they even cut out
the cloth and lining of our carriages, hacking off the wood-work. The Residency is uninhabitable and almost all
have lost everything. I might have saved a few things in the hour and a half that elapsed between the outbreak
and our retreat; but I had so relied on some of our defenders, and left so secure of holding on, that flight never
for a moment occurred to me. (Chambers’ Chronicle of the Indian Revolt)

But subsequent events show that the rebellious spirit of the contingent troops were too powerful for all that the
Scindia could devise to allay it. His Highness was obliged to quit his capital, and the wretched Nana succeeded,
happily for a time only, to seat his brother on the Guddee. British arms have afterwards regained the kingdom, but
the event marks the friendly disposition of the Maharajah, with a force bordering romance. The following article
from the Friend of India which is a well-written commentary on the friendship of Scindia, gives a succinct history
of the preparations for restoration made by His Highness’s faithful subjects and the British Government, pretty
well indicating the feeling with which this important event was viewed by them.
Gwallior. The storm in Central India so long expected has burst at last, and we have for the moment lost a State as
powerful as Oude. Serious however as is the occurrence there are considerations which seem to be forgotten, and when
if they do not remove at least diminish the danger of the event. The facts, omitted from the bulletins, and not very
carefully collated in the papers, are still sufficiently distinct.
Sir Hugh Rose who had been instructed to attack Culpee from the Gwallior side found himself compelled to attack
from the direction of his march. The main body of the rebels therefore, when all hope had ceased, fled towards
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Gwallior, outmarching our troops at the rate of about twenty-five miles a day. Their leader, Tanna Topee, moved even
more rapidly, and appears almost unattended to have arrived in Gwallior by the 16 th May. There he drew round him the
discontented, announced the pretensions of the Nana to the Peishwahship, and succeeded in organizing a formidable
intrigue.
How he escaped the vigilance of the durbar it is not difficult to guess. Scindia’s fidelity, so often questioned has, it
is true, at last been proved by his misfortune. Whatever his desire he certainly did not wish for deposition, or to contest
his hereditary sovereignty with a Marhatta parvenu. He must, however, have been deceived, and we should regard with
extreme suspicion any stories of compulsion put upon such of his officers as remain.
On the 30th the rebels, about 5,000 strong, were reported in full march upon the capital, and Scindia, sending off an
urgent requisition for Europeans, moved at the head of his own forces to the attack. He had with him apparently two
regiments of Infantry, twelve hundred Cavalry, his Paigar or personal guard, and some guns. The force was sufficient
for victory, but almost in the commencement of the action the intrigues of Tantia Topee became apparent. The left
division threw down their arms and fled. The right followed their example, the guns were surrendered, and the battle
was left to the Bodyguard alone.
As in the almost similar circumstances at Indore, the Guard never wavered, they charged three times, and if as
reported they left six hundred of their number dead upon the field, their courage was only surpassed by their fidelity.
The odds however, were too great. They were outflanked, cut up, and scattered, and the Maharajah was at last
compelled to fly. With only 50 followers he fled towards Agra, which he reached on the 3 rd instant, escorted by a troop
of British horse.
The rebels then marched on Gwallior which was surrendered without a stroke, and proceeded to organize a
Government on the spot. The Nana was proclaimed Maharajah, and acknowledged at a general parade. The green flag
has been unfurled—an odd ensign for the Hindoo usurper of a Mahratta State—the treasury plundered, Rao Ram, a
disgraced official, appointed Premier, and the bankers and more respectable inhabitants placed under a reign of tenor.
Efforts were also made to strengthen the fort. This place though naturally strong, being built on the top of an
isolated rock is partially in ruins. The walls are crumbling down while the enormous extent of the works renders their
defense at all points almost impossible. It is not, moreover, like Dowlutabad, absolutely impregnable when defended by
brave men, the ascent being still practicable for elephants. All round, the plain affords every facility for the operations
of Cavalry, and if the rebels venture to stand a siege, escape will be almost impossible. They must die there or evacuate
the fort before the arrival of the British now hard upon their heels.
Eight hundred of the 3 rd Europeans, 300 of Meade’s horse and four guns have been dispatched from Agra, while the
Culpee force is in full march in the same direction. By the 4 th it was at Indoorkee, waiting for the first Brigade which
had been detained at Jaloun, and on the junction of the three detachments, the force will comprise nearly three
European Regiments, the 14th Dragoons, a strong body of Hyderabad and Irregular Cavalry, some European sappers, a
siege train, and three troops of Horse Artillery. Sir Hugh Rose, who was lying sick at Cawnpore, has recovered his
strength, and his arrival doubles the strength of the besiegers. Effective resistance to such a force would appear to be
almost impossible. The enemy will be shelled out of their fort, and cut to pieces by the Cavalry without a hope of
retreat.
Even, however, should they succeed in making good their defenses for a time, the evil, serious as it is, is not without
compensation. The instinct of the scoundrels now swarming in Bundelcund, Etawah, and the districts nearer Agra, is to
converge to any centre which promises a momentary immunity. If the contest last they will swarm out of our territories,
leaving us a free base of action, and those means of reorganization so cruelly required. It is not the concentration but
the dispersion of our enemies which is dangerous, and their accumulation in Gwallior where they can be attacked from
four sides at once would be a movement rather favorable than embarrassing.
It is the more advantageous because in Gwallior we have the allies so greatly missed in our own provinces. Scindia,
though taken by surprise, is not yet powerless. A strong party are still decidedly in his favor, and his Mabratta sirdars
are said to be arming in his behalf. The villagers in Gwallior bring in supplies with a readiness not exhibited in Oude,
and on their assistance depends the accurate and minute formation our quartermasters so perpetually fail to collect. The
extortions already practiced, the excessive cruelty displayed by Tantia Topee throughout Bundelcund, and the constant
sense of insecurity must ultimately alienate the population. With their assistance, passive though it may be, the force
now advancing ought in the very worst case to reinstate Scindia in two months. (Friend of India)

On receiving this gloomy intelligence the public mind in Great Britain was also much affected. England
bemoaned the deposition of perhaps her greatest and truest Indian ally with a feeling which was honorable to
both. We take the following from the Times, which without exaggeration speaks out the national mind with regard
to this sad occurrence:
When the mutinies broke out Scindia and Holkar, whose territories are conterminous and closely adjacent to the
disturbed districts, remained faithful to our cause, and the former, who was by far the more powerful of the two,
displayed considerable judgment as well as loyalty in the policy he pursued. In virtue of the arrangements subsisting
between himself and the British Government, he maintained from the revenues of his principality a compact and welldisciplined force of more than 5,000 men as a “Contingent” available in aid of the Bengal Army. This force now so
notorious under the name of the Gwallior Contingent, was organized and officered exactly like our own sepoy
Regiments and proved true to its model in all respects by joining in the mutiny at a very early period. At that time when
the safety of British India for the moment trembled in the balance, the proceedings of the Gwallior Contingent were of
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the utmost consequence, for the march of so strong and well equipped a body upon Delhi, Agra, or Lucknow, might
have given a disastrous impulse to the course of affairs.
Scindia’s measures were taken with great ability. Like other native princes in his position, he retained in his pay, and
under his independent control, a certain military force over and above the contingent due to the Bengal establishment
and this force he played off against the mutineers. In strength and organization it was decidedly inferior to the
Contingent, but he augmented it as effectually as the crisis admitted, and as the traitors were vacillating and irresolute,
he succeeded for some time in paralyzing their movements, though he never hazarded an engagement with them.
In the end the mutinous Contingent marched away and took post, as our readers know, at Calpee, but the moment of
peril was now past, and the formidable Gwallior force never gave us any trouble, except in the attack made upon
General Windham at Cawnpore. The sequel however, of these proceedings, as now announced, is not a little
extraordinary.
*
It is by no means probable that this fortunate piece of audacity will yield the rebels any material advantage, but the
event may well be regarded as bringing definitely under notice the merits of a Prince whose loyalty has now caused his
actual expulsion from his capital. We can well afford to recompense with a liberal hand such examples of fidelity. If
these mutinies have given us any lesson at all, they have taught us that Native Princes, instead of being our natural
enemies in India, are likely to be our best supporters, nor is their support any the less desirable because it may be based
on motives of self-interest.
*
Holkar, also, like Scindia, though in a less conspicuous degree, has been our steady ally, and the Rajah of Puttiallah
rendered us services of such critical importance that it would be hard to exaggerate them. Delhi, the scene of our life
and death grapple, stands midway between Puttiallah and Gwallior, and while Scindia was neutralizing the treason of
the Contingent, the Puttiallah chief, on the other side, was contributing his utmost to the sustenance and reinforcement
Sir Archdale Wilson’s army.
It is to this Rajah, and to others in the same district, that we are indebted for our supplies during the siege, and for
the facilities of communication which enabled the requisite succors to come down from the Punjab. To remunerate
these chieftains with becoming munificence, would be an act not only of justice but of prudence, for they have shown
themselves able not only to appreciate British rule, but to support it sagaciously and courageously in times of peril.
(Times, July 21, 1858)

It is gratifying to state that the restoration of the Scindia was as prompt as the political and moral effects staked
in it were weights. The Governor-General’s notification announcing the event, is a worthy of record of the
achievement:
The Right Honorable the Governor-General has the highest gratification in announcing that the Town and Fort of
Gwallior were conquered by Major-General Sir Hugh Rose, on the 19 th instant, after a general action, in which the
rebels, who had usurped the authority of Maharajah Scindia, were totally defeated. On the 20 th June, the Maharajah
Scindia, attended by the Governor General’s Agent for Central India, and Sir Hugh Rose, and escorted by British
troops, was restored to the palace of his ancestors, and was welcomed by his subjects with every mark of loyalty and
attachment.
It was on the 1 st June that the rebels, aided by the treachery of some of Maharajah Scindia’s troops, seized the capital
of His Highness’ kingdom, and hoped to establish a new Government under a Pretender in His Highness’ territory.
Eighteen days had not elapsed before they were compelled to evacuate the Town and Fort of Gwallior and to relinquish
the authority which they had endeavored to usurp. The promptitude and success with which the strength of the British
Government has been put forth for the restoration of its faithful ally to the capital of his territory, and the continued
presence of British troops at Gwallior to support His Highness in the re-establishment of his administration, offer to all
a convincing proof that the British Government has the will and the power to befriend those who, like Maharajah
Scindia, do not shrink from their obligation or hesitate to avow their loyalty. The Right Honorable the Governor
General, in order to mark his appreciation of the Maharajah Scindia’s friendship, and his gratification at the reestablishment of His Highness’ authority in his ancestral dominions, is pleased to direct that a Royal Salute shall be
fired at every principal Station in India.

The following relates about the services rendered by the Nawab of Kurnaul:
Mr. LeBas, the Judge of Delhi, after undergoing the greatest peril, escaped from that city to Kumaul. Soon after his
arrival during the interval that preceded the advance of our troops from Umballah via Kumaul, and just as the defection
became known when we had no military force near Kumaul, and all men watched anxiously the conduct of each local
chief, the Nawab of Kumaul came to Mr. LeBas and addressed him to the following effect:
Sir, I have spent a sleepless night in meditating on the state of affairs. I have decided to throw in my lot with
yours. My sword, my purse, and my followers at your disposal.
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So well did he act up to the engagement thus made, that after the fall of Delhi, a testimonial was put into his hand by
Mr. LeBas, equally honorable to both. As a mark of regard, the Judge gave the Nawab his favorite horse, and a letter of
thanks for his public services.
Amongst other marks of devotion to our cause, the Nawab had raised a troop of one hundred horse, armed and
equipped on the model of the Punjaub mounted Police Corps. I can speak for their efficiency, as some of these men
escorted me, under a Native Officer, connected with the Nawab, from Kumaul to Benares.
I consider the conduct of this Mahomedan nobleman to deserve special commendation, and I trust that he has
received suitable reward. Other Mahomedan talookdars no doubt professed loyalty, and in some instances, did good
service, but few so entirely identified themselves with the cause which in May, 1857, was generally considered by the
people the losing one. Many who have received great credit for loyalty, were mere watchers of the event—as polite to
the mutineers as to us, or, as the natives expressed it, keeping their feet in both stirrups. My old friend at Kumaul was
an honorable exception. (Raiks’ Revolt of the North West Provinces)

We have already alluded to the services of the Maharajah of Puttiallah, and we quote the following from the
Lahore Chronicle, giving a very gratifying account of the fidelity of His Highness which was of a more
distinguished character than the reader would be prepared to credit:
The services of the Chiefs of the Cis-Sutlej States, which were noticed in our columns the other day, deserve at our
hands something more than passing acknowledgment, and when we have had to record time after time, acts of perfidy
and black villainy on the part of too many whom gratitude or interest should have bound to our cause, it is a pleasing
task to turn from such scenes to the contemplation of the fidelity and zealous friendship displayed by the Chiefs of the
Sikh nation at the present time.
The steady alliance and hearty co-operation of the Maharajah of Puttiallah is not now recorded for the first time. It is
a matter of history how faithfully his ancestors have adhered to the treaty drawn up between Sir C. Metcalfe and the
reigning chief of the time. This fidelity, though sorely tried, has never been shaken. Lord Dalhousie has recorded in his
letters to Sir Charles Napier his opinion of the staunchness of our ally which was shown in the most unmistakable
manner, and from the commencement of the present rebellion, his acts have been such as we might from his
antecedents have confidently expected.
Immediately on the news of the Delhi massacre reaching the Commissioner of Umballah, he at once sent for the
Rajah of Puttiallallah with whom he held consultation which resulted in the united forces of Puttiallah and Jheend
being pushed forward almost to the gates of Delhi, thus saving the country between Umballah and the rebel city from
falling a prey to anarchy and plunder. His soldiers have been called upon to render service in Saharunpore. They have
aided in recovering the lost territory of Hissar and Sirssa, whilst throughout the length and breadth of the Cis-Sutlej
States properly so called, his horsemen and foot soldiers are to be seen in every direction.
Whilst aiding us with men, he has not been backward in supplying the real sinews of war and we hear that he has
placed several lakhs of rupees at the disposal of our Govemment. We have heard too of his princely liberality to the
unfortunate fugitives who were rescued mainly through his exertion, from the murderous clutches of the Hissar villains.
He fed and clothed and entirely equipped them and gave a general order throughout his dominions that they were to be
treated with utmost respect and kindness.
Such facts as these deserve prominent notice and require some recognition at the hand of the British public who will
only require to understand the position he holds with regard to us, fully to appreciate the services rendered. That
strenuous endeavors were made to corrupt the fidelity of the Maharajah of Puttiallah, we have good authority for
believing, and at the outset he had grave doubts of the fealty of some of his own soldiers. But that he himself never
entertained one iota of hostility we have equal good authority for asserting, and the remarkable alacrity which he
displayed in our cause, speaks sufficiently for itself and requires no further comment.
The importance to the British rule of the fidelity of this prince cannot be overrated. Had he proved untrue, the whole
of the country between the Jumna and Sutlej would have risen en masse, and if the European force at Amballah had not
been annihilated, it would at best have only been able to fight its way back to the Punjab. And if the Sikhs in the CisSutlej had turned against us, who dare say what the result would have been. Suffice it to point out that the road to Delhi
would have been closed to our reinforcements, and if this were all, the evil would then have been considered small to
what might be expected.
But we rejoice to record the fidelity of our ally and would desire prominently to bring forward such instances as this
of friendly co-operation, in the hope that they may receive some suitable acknowledgment. It is not our desire or
province at present to urge on the Government the consideration of the reward which is to be given for faithful service
rendered. This may be safely deferred till Delhi is taken, but we trust that the British public and our gracious Queen
will not be slow to recognize the aid rendered to Englishmen in the hour of need. There are other things dear to men of
high feeling, besides lands and money, and we will venture to affirm that an honorary title and the thanks of the British
Parliament could not be more suitably bestowed, or more gratefully appreciated by any than the Maharajahs of
Puttiallah and Jheend.
In putting forth prominently the services of the Maharajah of Puttiallah we only do justice to our ally. He is at the
head of the Sikh Confederacy, is confessedly the most powerful of the Chiefs, and his force now employed in our
service cannot number less than 10,000, numerically equal to the contingent furnished by Sardinia in the Crimean war;
but infinitely surpassing that force in the moral influence which its presence amongst our rank bring to bear.
But though the Rajah of Jheend has furnished fewer men because his resources are smaller, yet his services are not
less important. With a small but well trained band he personally took the field at the Commencement of the campaign
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and has gallantly mixed in the thick of the fight and endured with his men the burning heat and the drenching rain. The
record of these facts will be quite sufficient to secure their own reward. (Lahore Chronicle, August 12)

For comments on these displays both politically and morally important, we shall avail ourselves of the brilliant
pen of the Times. That great journal thus speaks of the conduct of the Native Princes, after having received
intelligence of the forwardness with which they came to the aid of the British Government:
The most comprehensive, however, of the inferences suggested by the last dispatches relates to the conduct of the
Native Princes of India. The general reader may hardly be aware, perhaps, of the extent to which States of this
character are still preserved under the supremacy of the British Government. We are usually supposed to have pursued
the policy of annexation with some degree of rigor, but, although the dominions under our immediate control have
certainly been augmented by escheats and confiscations bringing large territorial acquisitions to the Supreme
Government, the number of chiefs still enjoying a qualified independence, and secured in the undisturbed possession of
very considerable domains, is quite large enough to prove the general tolerance or confidence of our rule. In the NorthWestern Provinces alone, and in the districts directly adjacent, the Princes, established in Governments of greater or
less importance, with armies of more or less significance at their command, were numerous enough to at once turn the
scale against us at the commencement of the insurrection.
It must be remembered that when the traitorous sepoys, after breaking out into overt mutiny at Meerut, raised the
standard of military rebellion at Delhi, our force in those parts, disproportioned in itself to the strength of the enemy,
was still further weakened by its almost complete isolation. The troops forming the only British army in the field
against the insurgents had been drawn from Umballah and Simla, and were joined by the Meerut division as they
marched by way of Kurnaul to Delhi. But for these necessary operations there was at that time hardly any sufficient or
practicable base. Neither Umballah nor Meerut could answer our demands in this respect; for, though the latter place
represented a considerable military station, it offered few resources, and, in fact, the great North- Western arsenal of the
Government was Delhi itself—the very city we were besieging.
At the moment it was not known that the Punjab would be secured to our cause, and moreover, its authorities and its
garrisons were mainly at the remotest extremity of the province, on the Afghan frontier. The Punjab itself, too, is by no
means conterminous with our North-Western Provinces, where the rebellion was evidently localized. Between these
districts and the Sutty, which forms the eastern frontier of the Punjab, a system of small States. was interposed, known
in Indian nomenclature as the Cis-Sutlej States, and governed by Native Princes of Sikh extraction. It is obvious that on
the loyalty and friendship of these chieftains our communications with the Punjab would depend.
To the North, again, were the Hill Rajahs, each with his quota of power, to be exercised for our benefit or
disadvantage, while in the more immediate vicinity of Delhi, and throughout Rohilcund and the Doab, a considerable
body of Hindoo and Mahomedan Princes disposed of more or fewer resources in their respective domains.
*
It is not a little interesting to observe the almost uniform fidelity with which these chiefs preserved their allegiance
to the British Government. Had it not been, in fact, for their signal and active sympathies we could never have
established or maintained our position in the face of the mutineers at Delhi. That we should eventually have
reconquered the territory is true enough, but except for the aid of Native Princes at that critical moment we must, in all
probability, have lost Upper India for the time. The communications with Calcutta, it should be recollected, were then
interrupted, and, indeed, Calcutta had no succors to dispatch. Reinforcements from the Punjab could only arrive after
some suspense, and then through the co-operation of these Native States, so that the force before Delhi depended
virtually for its resources on the Nawabs and Rajahs of the country.
That in some instances these chiefs should turn against us in our adversity was of course to be anticipated; but, as a
rule, and in the great majority of cases, their behavior left nothing to be desired. The Rajahs of the Cis-Sutlej States
threw themselves at once into our cause, lent us the aid of their retainers for forage and escort duties, kept open our
communications with the Punjab, brought provisions in abundance to the camp, effectually protected our rear. The
Rajah of Jueend not only added his handful of troops to ours, but actually marched at the head of his own men. The
fidelity and good offices of the Rajah of Putteallah are deservedly eulogized, as our readers will observe this evening,
in a communication on the best authority, and intelligence we have ourselves received, enables us to confirm this
testimony to his extraordinary services. He has relieved us of an infinity of duties, and discharged them with marvelous
success. His country intervenes directly between Delhi and the Punjab, and its resources, very considerable in extent,
have been placed unreservedly at our disposal. “In fact,” says one of our correspondents, writing from the spot,
whatever we have not got, or don’t know how to get, we ask him for, and he must somehow or other supply the
deficiency.

Even money has been advanced to us largely by these Cis-Sutlej chiefs, though if the truth is to be confessed, our
previous dealings with them in such matters were not characterized by very great generosity.
If we extend our view to territories somewhat more removed from the principle scene of action we find the same
prevalence of sympathy and the same rarity of disaffection. In Rajpootana the Native Princes are certainly giving no
countenance to the insurgents, and, to all appearance, are faithful to the British Government. The Mahratta Princes,
Scindia and Holkar, have pronounced for us, and are to be credited, perhaps, with the tranquility still announced from
Central India. In Bundelcund, also, we have received the aid of the native Lords, while from Cashmere our ally the late
Gholab Singh, whose policy is maintained by his successor promised us some 31,000 troops and £750,000.

803

In direct contrast with these features of loyalty and good service we ought to place the general treachery of the
“Contingents,” or forces raised from the resources of these native chiefs, but organized and officered by ourselves.
These troops have, in most cases, mutinied and joined the insurrection against us, while their immediate masters remain
faithful. Wherever, in fact, we created battalions like sepoy battalions, they behaved in the same manner; wherever the
native chief appealed to his own private retainers, they followed him to our side. They might not present specimens of
high military excellence, but their services to us as auxiliaries have been invaluable. It was a “Contingent” force which
has just given the most recent example of mutiny in the little Mahomedan principality of Bhopaul. (Times)

With reference to the good feeling and eminent services of the Native Princes and their people, the local
journals have maintained a discreditable silence which could only be attributed to that morbid jealousy which has
been fanned by the so-called antagonism of race. There have however been exceptions which, we are sorry to say,
are very few. In the following article on the subject which we quote from the Bombay Telegraph and Courier, the
reader will find that while the writer cordially records the good offices of the great landholders, also notices with
the same readiness but not the less regret the reward which many unfortunates among them have received from
the spirit of vengeance which mostly ruled at the time the actions of the officials invested with the power of trying
the State offenders.
When the storm of rebellion burst at Meerut and Delhi last year, and when regiment after regiment threw off their
allegiance, men turned with anxiety and trembling to discern what part the Native Princes of India would take in the
terrible struggle about to ensue. Amongst our allies, tributaries, and independent States, we had at the commencement
of the revolt:
The Raja of Mysore
3,000,000
The Nizam
10,000,000
The Guickwar
2,000,000
Bhopal
5,000
Kotah
6,500
Boondee
2,500
Tranvancore
6,000
Cochin
2,000
The Rajpootana Princes, viz., Joudpore, Jeypore, Oodepoore, Bikaneer, Jeysulmeer, and numerous other principalities,
Holkar, Kattiawar Guzerat, and Mahratta Princes and chiefs, etc., etc.
15,000,000
Scandia’s Dominions
4,000,000
Total:
34,022,00
Our situation was therefore one of extreme peril. The Nizam was doubtful; we had annexed Oude, and his
dominions had been again and again threatened. The Guickwar had been frequently slighted, if not insulted. The
Rajpootana princes had many wrongs to redress, and in fact, almost every Rajah and Chief, controlling a population of
thirty-four millions and a quarter, had grievances for which they had been in vain seeking redress for the last fifty
years. Their petitions had been spurned, their memorials “burked,” and their agents, when they presumed to call at
Leadenhall Street,\fn{London, home of the East India House (below), from which much of British India was governed prior to the
assumption of direct rule by the Crown in 1858, and the dissolution of the “Honorable” East India Company:W/H} snubbed.

† East India House, c.1800 †
It was, therefore, but little wonder that with the Moghul Empire proclaimed at Delhi, Oude in arms, and 80,000
sepoys in open revolt, we should turn with apprehension and anxiety, to watch the part the Rajas, we have mentioned,
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would take in the impending conflict. Had they ranged themselves against us, they would have driven us into the sea;
but, strange to say, the leading Kings of Hindoostan remained faithful to the last.
Out of the whole population of thirty-four millions and a quarter, we do not think more than fifty thousand joined
the ranks of the insurgents, and these were headed by chiefs of small note. The Ranee of Jhansi, Tantia Topee and other
petty princes of Central India were incited to rebellion, principally through ignorance and a desire to support the
pretensions of Dhundoo Punt, commonly called the Nanna Saheb. Their petty disaffection however is more than a
thousand times counterbalanced by the services rendered by the PuttiaIla Raja, at the siege of Delhi, and of Salar Jung,
the dewan of the Nizam at Hyderabad. Even princes who were in London, when they heard of the crisis, forgot their
grievances and hurried out to the scenne of danger for the purpose of placing their services at the disposal of the Indian
Executive; amongst the foremost of whom was the Nawab of Surat and the Amir of Khyrpore.
Chiefs came forward with offers of assistance who had been most unjustly subjected to the operation of the East
India Company’s regulations in their own capitals. As an example we may mention the name of the Thacor of
Bhownuggur, who offered to equip and place at the service of Government 500 Horse and 500 Foot—a Contingent
which would have been of great service to us now in Guzerat. The offer was, however, declined, and this decision of
Government acted as a damper upon others, who were compelled to remain passive spectators instead of actors in the
struggle. That there were some chieftains who only waited to see which way the balance went to throw themselves
against us cannot be doubted; but after a careful examination we are of opinion that the Princes of India were upon the
whole favorably disposed towards us, and that if Lord Canning had hoisted the English standard and marched in person
through Oude on his way to Delhi, proclaiming that all who were not for us were against us, almost every Raja in the
land would have joined him and the rebellion would have been crushed in a day.
He however, lost the golden moment, and the princes of India, isolated and without unanimity of action, could do
nothing but remain passive. Their own people in many instances rebelled, and some were absolutely drawn into the
vortex of revolt against their own inclination. Others again fortified their castles, manned their ramparts and gathered
together their retainers; so that in the event of the mutineers paying them a visit, and in the absence of British troops,
they might be prepared to receive them.
But even this measure of necessary and commendable precaution has been the means of placing in great peril some
chiefs of unswerving loyalty and undoubted fidelity. Advantage has been taken of these preparations of designing men;
and chiefs who never dreamed of treason have been denounced as conspirator against the State. Their very loyalty has
been made the pitfall of their ruin, and unless government exercise great judgment and dis cernment, the most fatal
mistakes may be committed. As it was in Ireland in 1798, so will it be in India in 1858, unless great caution is used.
The Spy and the Informer will tread upon the necks of the nobles of the land, and honest men will fall victims to the
machinations of knaves and scoundrels. There are native gentlemen now pining in prison, who have been denounced to
government by personal enemies as being guilty of treason against the State, and who are as innocent of any thing of
the kind as Sir Colin Campbell or Sir James Outram. They have been made the victims of foul conspiracies, and
although the charges upon which they are arraigned would not stand for a moment before either a judge or jury, yet
they have had to swelter in a crowded prison, during all these hot months, and even now see no immediate prospect of
a trial.
There is no doubt that the times are emergent, that we have passed through great perils, and that the hands of the
Executive should be vested with great powers, but at the same time the subject, let him be prince or peasant, should
have stern and impartial justice. We have no wish to offer any adverse criticism upon the measures of Government. In
this Presidency the acts of the administration have been admirable in the extreme. We merely wish to put Lord
Elphinstone and those around him upon their guard. Evil-mined men are taking advantage of the times to satiate old
feuds, and we are sure there is not an Englishman in these parts who would not regret, were even one innocent man to
perish or fall a victim to the machinations of the Spy and the Informer.
*
Several men of note have lately been tried by a military commission, but this is not we think the best tribunal which
might reconstituted. Upon men taken red-handed like the King of Delhi and Raja of Shorapoor, military men are the
best qualified to sit in judgment; but where the case is complicated, where perjury has to be dealt with and a multitude
of native witnesses examined, men accustomed to analyze evidences ought to form the Court.
It is in our power now to determine whether we shall rule India for a day or for centuries.\fn{ In the event, it turned out
to be 90 years:H} A nice discrimination and a noble clemency towards all who are worthy of it, will do more towards
consolidating our sovereignty in the East than a million of bayonets.
A great distinction should be made between a mutinous soldiery and a rebellious people. While we would visit every
village with punishment that refused a shelter to our wandering countrymen, and their helpless wives and children, we
would spare those inhabited by misguided men against whom no other crime could be urged, save disloyalty and
disobedience. The eyes not only of India but of the whole of Asia are upon us, and by the line of conduct which we
now pursue, will it be determined whether our rule is to be loved or detested.
Justice forbids us to be cruel, and while we are stern we can also be humane. In the immediate vicinity of Lord
Canning, Sir John Lawrence or Lord Elphinstone, the sternest justice will be administered—but in remote districts
unless the strictest vigilance is exercised, to reward the innocent and punish the guilty will be a work of very great
difficulty.
*
It is quite beyond the power of man to judge of the intent, and until he is gifted with omniscient powers, he ought to
be careful how he deals with others upon mere suspicion. It is at all times difficult to condemn upon circumstantial
evidence, and at present time to do so would be both an injustice and a crime. We would hold all men guiltless, who
had not committed some overt act, and against whom the strongest and most incontrovertible proof of treason could not
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be obtained. Such is the course which the enlightened statesmen of England would recommend, and such is the line of
conduct which will no doubt be eventually followed in India.
Even the most prejudiced are beginning to perceive that the hour of blind vengeance is passed. A hundred lives have
been destroyed for every one that was taken by the murderers at Cawnpore and Delhi; the dark day of retribution is
over; the fallen have been avenged; the Eternal is satisfied, and his Rainbow of Mercy is set in the sky. ( Bombay
Telegraph and Courier, May 31, 1858)

The following is from the narrative of escape of a Delhi fugitive:
You will be surprised to learn that Mr. and Mrs. Hollguette have been miraculously saved in Delhi, together with Mr.
A.’s family. Mr. A.’s girl died of cholera. The Roman Catholic Padre and Mr. Pereira, late Printer of the Delhi Gazette,
are also in existence there. Mr. Hollguette in his note, dated the 20 th instant, states that he and his wife with other
Christians, 14 in number, were dragged to the Kotwalee, where they were kept in durance for some days, after which
some good Samaritan of a Hindoo sheltered them; and they had to beg for their daily food from the Hindoos; they are
now living with the Padre, but are in very distressed circumstances. (The Phoenix, November 18, 1857)

The following is a gratifying picture of Native feeling in Agra on the reception of the intelligence of the Fall of
Delhi. The houses of the Native inhabitants were richly illuminated and the rejoicing went as merrily as a
marriage bell. We are of opinion (despite the writer we quote) that these public demonstrations are significant of
great facts, the moral effects of which will not have failed to be duly judged by those, who ever reflected on the
destinies of the Empire in those days when Delhi, the stronghold of the sepoys, remained unwrested, and
Hindustan Proper was a wide sea of disaffection and treason.
Yesterday the Agra native community, anxious to testify their loyalty towards the English Government, resolved to
illuminate the city and indulge in other festivities in honor of the fall of Delhi. Mounting a diminutive Tat I wended my
way to the gala scene and soon mingling amongst the sable mob, became one of the most interested and amused of the
numerous spectators that had assembled. The mild Hindoo was there in his Sunday best and evidently enjoyed the
scene; and no wonder, considering several months have elapsed since they have been permitted to congregate in such
large numbers so close to the vicinity of the Fort.
Many followers of the Prophet likewise attended, but it was very evident by their sullen demeanour, &c., that the
illuminations were none of their getting up. Had the Agra European population suffered the fate of their poor
countrymen at Cawnpore we should have had every Mussulman in the city illuminating his house, emulating in fact the
zeal of the London trade people and citizens during the great peace rejoicings.
The Agra sight seers conducted themselves in a very orderly manner; no row whatever took place, and no doubt
when the country people hear of the tamasha they will follow the example of their Agra brethren. Doubtless many of
your readers consider these native tokens of loyalty as all humbug, and as far as sincerity is concerned I’m of their
opinion; but no matter what are the motives that induce the natives to express their joy at our successes, still the effect
upon the low classes is good and all in our favor.
A Sikh guru many years resident in this city appeared very anxious that the affair should go off well; he gave a large
nautch\fn{An entertainment featuring songs and professional dancers:H } in the evening, and throughout the whole
proceedings a smile of triumph played upon his countenance. (Delhi Gazette quoted by the Phoenix, November 23,
1857)

Here is a brief record of the success which attended the efforts of a Native Chief in fighting on behalf of
British Government with a party of mutineers:
The Keraolee Rajah’s troops have attacked a party of the Indore mutineers, who attempted to cross the Chumbul into
his territory. Some were cut up, some drowned, in trying to swim across the Chumbul, and some were apprehended and
are now in custody. (The Phoenix, November 25, 1857)

The following is taken from the depositions of Quarter Master Sergeant Bradshaw, of the late United Malawa
Contingent, giving an account of his sufferings on the outbreak at Mehidpoor. He says:
After leaving Oujein by great difficulty, arrived at Indore on the 10 th, where His Highness the Maharajah showed
him (Bradshaw) the greatest kindness and provided him with clothes, shoes, food and plenty of wine and did his best to
make him as comfortable as he could—his behavior is beyond praise. He arrived at Mhow at half eleven A.M. on the
11th, accompanied by one subadar and thirty-five men of all ranks belonging to the Contingent. They behaved most
gallantly and admirably well; they are Hindoos, and their conduct in such times is beyond all praise. ( Poona Observer
quoted by The Phoenix, Nov. 30, 1857)

This narrative is full of the incidents common during those days of fights and dangers. But if it gives a painful
account of the sufferings to which Mr. Brown was exposed, it also pointedly marks the good will and friendship
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of the non-military Natives, especially the Hindus, towards the Europeans, and the gratitude of servants and
others towards those who benefited them, which have been so remarkably illustrated in the foregoing pages:
On Monday May 11 th, 1857, all the Christian Compositors were present at the Press in consequence of a message
having been received about 6 A.M. from the Electric Telegraph Office, to the effect that the mutineers of Meerut were
coming on to Delhi, and might be expected in about two hours; this was printed and circulated in the station by the
usual office chuprasies. The clerks and natives also had apparently fled to the office for protection. People were in
great alarm on account of the news. About 8 or 9 o’clock the mutineers did arrive, but it was not till midday that the
Bazaar people and the rabble of the town entered the Delhi Gazette Press.
We still believed that there was more safety in the “Press” than elsewhere. We could not resist them when they came
in, as with the exception of the usual guard of nujeebs, four in number, we had not any arms, and the assailants had a
very large party of Goojurs with them, who, as well as themselves, were armed. Some of us had, before they got into
the places, caused our heads to be shaved and put on portions of native dress that the native Compositors lent us; some
of us hid in the tykhannas (apartments under ground used for their coolness in the hot weather.)
The rabble commenced with clubs and iron-bound lattees to break everything they could lay their hands. In
demolishing, as far as they could, the iron presses, and breaking everything they could, each man took as much type of
all kindd as he could. They pulled out the chokats of the windows and doors, and after doing as much harm as they
could, set fire to the cases, the library, the house, and destroyed everything. The roof ( pucka) of the house subsequently
fell in.
They did not seem at all inclined to hurt the natives of the establishment, who generally said if they had been armed
they would have defended the property. I heard that some of the Christian Compositors were killed. But I and three
others escaped by the gate of the tykhanna into the river, and wandered to the north until we arrived at Sir Theophilus’
garden, and hid ourselves in some ruined out-houses belonging to the estate; here we remained for two or three hours,
and then returned to the river, close to the office, hiding ourselves as well as we could in it, and the sandbank, until
night, when we got under the dhobie’s large gumlahs which are used to boil the clothes in.
On Tuesday morning we woke early and saw the houses, occupied by the Christians, in flames on every side; they
were blazing in every direction, and as the noise was great; we had no alternative but to remain, hungry as we were, for
we had not had a mouthful to eat since we escaped, under the gumlah. In the course of the day we saw the native bookkeeper and some of the natives on the walls of the city on which the Press is built; we dared not speak to them for fear
of attracting notice from the sepoys on the walls elsewhere. Thus passed Tuesday the 12 th May. We were very fortunate
that the dhobie’s did not come to work; we suppose there was none for them.
On Wednesday, we could scarcely sustain ourselves, the pangs of hunger were so strong, and to appease them we
constantly drank water. It was necessary to do something, so we left the gumlah and getting into the river passed up
towards Cantonments with the view of swimming to the opposite bank. I had 10 rupees to my three companions,
amongst whom was Mr. Pereira, the printer. I gave a rupee each, and tying up the remaining seven rupees twisted them
between my toes; we accomplished our desire and crossed the river, but no sooner had we landed than we were
attacked by a party of Goojurs. They stripped us of our clothes, and threw us each a small piece of cloth. In their fright
my companions had dropped their rupees into the river.
Again we crossed the: river, returned to our gumlahs and thought ourselves fortunate, even starving as we were, to
save our lives; but at dusk I mustered courage to get into the tykhanna and, passing into the house and through the
compound, went away to my house not very far from the Press. The others did not accompany me. I knocked at my
door; this aroused some natives who hailed me and asked, “who was there.” I replied, “Gholam Navees,” but as soon as
they heard my voice, they cried out “Ferringhee uya.”
I then ran away into the main road, and about 40 Mussulmans soon surrounded me. I recognized two men among
them who were relations of the Compositors and friends of mine and said,
“Have you been so long my neighbors and would now kill me?”
They carried me to the thanna of the Cashmere gate, and gave me up to the daroga; he was friendly to me and got
rid of the crowd, by telling them that I should be sent to the King who would judge me. He put me into an inward
room, and when all was quiet, about half an hour afterwards, he sent two men with me and told them to convey me to
some distance so that I might have a chance of escape.
I accompanied, them in far about half a mile, when we met a Hindoo sepoy coming towards us; these two men
pointed out that I was a ferringee and the sepoy brought up his musket to my chest and was searching for a percussion
cap in his cummerbund when I cried out in Bengali and said I was a petty merchant from Calcutta lately arrived in
Delhi. I gave an oath on the cow and on Kali and was not harmed; they had left me and the Mussuln1ans said that as
the sepoy had not killed me they would not.
I then went on towards the Magazine and met with one of the Mussulman apprentices of the Press; and as I was
almost dead with hunger, and having all this time supported myself with water, I cried bitterly to him and asked him to
save me for the night. He took me to a mosque and told the cazee that the King had ordered me to be converted to
Islamism at once and that no one was to harm me.
The cazee bathed me and made repeat the kulma and the apprentice brought me bread and wine, a pajama and
koortee. Not the least attempt was made to circumcise me; had that been the case, I could not have resisted for my
weakness. I was named Shaik Abdula. The apprentice slept by me in the mosque, and early in the morning he returned
home to prepare breakfast for himself, promising to send me some.
In the meantime lots of people came into the mosque, asking
“Where is this Christian who has been converted?” Others said,
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“Kill him; he has only become Mahomedan to save his life.” The cazee replied,
“To kill him will be no gain to us, he is now of us.” Others said,
“Still it is better to kill him, for if the feringees come, he will betray us.”
I managed to pass out of the mosque in the crowd as soon as I could, and in the street met our jemadar pressman.
We recognized each other, and he, though a Mussulman, did not betray me, but advised me to go off to Calcutta, for,
said he,
“I cannot protect you and intend getting to Calcutta as soon as I can.” He was a native of Calcutta.
Again I returned to the gumlahs and found my companions, still there walking about. This was on Thursday
morning and we agreed to separate same distance from one another, so as not to be so distinctly seen, and got at last
over the bridge of boats out to the Meerut road.
I arrived first at some walled place the name of which I do not know, and waited a long time for my companions,
but they did not arrive. I thought they had been arrested, perhaps murdered, so I went on towards Gazeedeenuggur. I
was again stripped of everything I had by the Goojurs and arrived at Gazeedeenuggur at six in the evening stark naked.
I went to the jemadar and represented myself as a Mussulman who had been plundered of every piece I had, besides
my clothes; he gave me bread and dholi and allowed me to sleep there.
The next morning I went on to Boolundshuhur where I met James Bambert Jones, an Eurasian, and the head Clerk
of the Magistrate’s office. He had some relations at Delhi, who had been massacred; he asked me many questions to
convince himself that my story was true; when he found it to be so, he gave me to eat and went to the Magistrate tell
him. The magistrate, he said, did not believe my story, but the Clerk he found it to be so; he gave me to eat and went to
the Magistrate to\fn{At this point, it appears that a line of typeset has somehow dropped out of the texta:H } still protected me
and, giving me two annas pice and a piece of cloth, set me on my road. He did not give me more for fear of my
attracting notice and of being robbed.
I begged my way to Agra, as the people would not admit me in the serais—they would not admit any strangers. On
the 8th day or thereabouts I got to Agra, and was almost immediately employed by Mr. Longden, the Superintendent of
the Orphan Press.\fn{He did not go to the Delhi Gazette Branch, being a Calcutta man and quite unacquainted with its position or
the people belonging to it; but he knew some of the “hands” at Secundra} When Mr. Longden went into the Fort, the
Compositors, &c., remained there armed to protect the Establishment at Secundra, so we did not go, we were a great
many and thought ourselves quite secure.
When the battle took place, and the Establishment was destroyed, I got refuge in an old mosque and my servant fed
me for three days, after which I left Secundra, disguised as a Mahomedan. I feared to go to the Fort as a Christian for
fear of the Mussulmans, nor into the Fort in a Mahomedan dress, lest the European sentries should shoot me!
I got out of Agra on the 11 th July and reached Cawnpore in safety, still in a native dress; on the 18 th a soldier of the
th
64 Queen’s when marching to Bithoor, captured me, believing me to be a sepoy, and took me to an officer, with whom
I spoke and read English. He was soon convinced that I was a Christian and advised me to report myself to General
Havelock. I did so in the evening when we arrived at Nuwabgunge, and after enquiring about the roads for, he
dismissed, giving me two rupees and telling me to remain in Camp.
I went and lived with the European soldiers who were very kind to me. I accompanied the Camp in the battle of
Mungulwarra, Oonow and Bussoorgunge, and afterwards returned to Cawnpore and Bithoor. Subsequently I came on
to Allahabad with the sick and wounded, under the charge of Apothecary Price, and subsequently to Benares where I
am employed by the Lieutenant Governor and where I found out my old employer, yourself. (Friend of India quoted by
the Phoenix, December 5, 1857)

The “escape” of Mr. Cavanaugh has a tinge of romance befitting the days of knight-errantry which Walter
Scott has immortalized in his memorable pages. The public, with a deserving generosity, has awarded the full
meed of its approbation on this unrivalled piece of personal heroism, and the Government, with a worthy
liberality, has rewarded Mr. Cavanaugh’s gallant and conspicuous services.
But there was a rival in the field—a collaborateur in the race—one who underwent with the Christian hero the
same sufferings and bore with the same glorious patience the stupendous difficulties which surrounded their
perilous journey, and who displayed a greater moral courage inasmuch as he acted against his instinct and allied
himself with a representative of foreign blood and a follower of an “infidel” creed—and unto this man we ask his
dues fully and without stint to be rendered.
Kunonjolal and Cavanaugh are twins in this respect, and they deserve equal rewards and equal treatment. An
iota less of this to one will be held tantamount to an insult to the other. We believe Kunonjolal has been rewarded
for his services but we have reasons to think not fully and adequately. There can be no doubt that without
Kunonjolal, without his unflinching courage, his fertility of resources to protect his co-partner, his unshaken
fidelity, and his strong intelligence, the heroism of Cavanaugh would have remained a dream in the author’s mind.
Inasmuch therefore as the public and Government value Cavanaugh’s services, they should consider and weigh
Kunonjolal’s contribution to them. We trust the heathen hero will be distinguished by a Government which looks
with an equal eye upon the merits and services of a black man and white in the same degree as has the Christian
hero been:
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Narrative of my escape from the British entrenchment at Lucknow to the Camp of Sir Colin Campbell, near Bunnee,
for the purpose of acting as his guide in his advance for the relief of the besieged garrison.
While passing through the entrenchment of Lucknow about 10 o’clock A.M., on the 9 th instant, I learn that a spy had
come in from Cawnpore, and that he was going back in the night as far as Alum Bagh, with dispatches to his
Excellency Sir Colin Campbell; the Commander-in-Chief, who, it was said, was approaching Lucknow with five or six
thousand men. I sought out the spy, whose name is —— and who was in the Court of the Deputy Commissioner of
Dariabad before the outbreak in Oude. He had taken letters from the entrenchment before but I had never seen him till
now.
I found him intelligent, and imparted to him my desire: to venture in disguise to Alum Bagh in his company. He
hesitated a great deal at acting as my guide, but made no attempt to exaggerate the dangers of the road. He merely
urged that there was more chance of detection by our going together, and proposed that we should take different roads
and meet outside of the city; to which I objected. I left him to transact some business, my mind dwelling all the time on
the means of accomplishing my object.
I had some days previously witnessed the preparation of plans, which were being made by direction of Sir James
Outram, to assist the Commander-in-Chief in his march into Lucknow for the relief of the besieged, and it then
occurred to me that someone, with the requisite local knowledge, ought to attempt to reach His Excellency’s camp
beyond or at Alum Bagh. The news o£ Sir Colin Campbell’s advance revived the ideas and I made up my mind to go
myself at 2 o’clock after finishing the business I was engaged upon.
I mentioned to Colonel R. Napier, Chief of Sir James Outram’s staff, that I was willing to proceed through the
enemy to Alum Bagh if the General thought my doing so would be of service to the Commander-in-Chief. He was
surprised at the offer, and seemed to regard the enterprise as fraught with too much danger to be assented to, but he did
me the favor of communicating the offer to Sir James Outram, because he considered that my zeal deserved to be
brought to his notice.
Sir James did not encourage me to undertake the journey, declaring that he thought it so dangerous that he would not
himself have asked any officer to attempt it. I however spoke so confidently of success, and treated the dangers so
lightly that he at last yielded—and did me the honor of adding that if I succeeded in reaching the Commander-in-Chief
my knowledge would be a great help to him.
I secretly arranged for a disguise so that my departure might not be known to my wife, as she was not well enough
to bear the prospect of an eternal separation. When I left home about 7 o’clock in the evening, she thought I was gone
on duty for the night to the mines, for I was working as an Assistant Field Engineer by order of Sir James Outram.
*
By 7 o’clock my disguise was completed, and when I entered the room of Colonel Napier, no one in it recognised
me. I was dressed as a budmash, or as an Irregular soldier of the city, with sword and shield, native-made shoes, tight
trowsers, and yellow silk koortah over a tight-fitting white muslin skirt, a yellow colored chintz sheet thrown round my
shoulders, a cream colored turban, and a white waistband or a cumurbund. My face down to the shoulders and my
hands to the wrists were colored with lamp-black, the cork used being dipped in oil to cause the color to adhere a little.
I could get nothing better. I had little confidence in the disguise of my features, and I trusted more to the darkness of the
night; but Sir James Outram and his staff seemed satisfied, and after being provided with a small double-barreled
pistol, and a pair of broad pajamahs over the tight drawers, I proceeded with Kunonjee Lall to the right bank of the
river Goompty; running north of our entrenchment, accompanied by Captain Hardinge of the Irregular Cavalry.
Here we undressed and quietly forded the river, which was only about 4 feet deep and about a hundred yards wide at
this point. My courage failed me while in the water and if my guide had been within reach, I should perhaps have
pulled him back and abandoned the enterprise. But he waded quickly through the stream, and reaching the opposite
bank, went crouching up a ditch for three hundred yards to a grove of low trees on the edge of a pond where we
stopped to dress. While we were here a man came down to the pond to wash, and went away again without observing
us.
My confidence now returned to me, and with my tulwar resting on my shoulder, we advanced into the huts in front
where I accosted a matchlockman, who answered to my remark, that the night was cold,
“It is very cold, in fact, it is a cold night.”
I passed him, adding that it would be colder by-and-bye.
After going six or seven hundred yards further we reached the Iron Bridge over the Goompty, where we were
stopped and called over by a native officer, who was seated in an upper-storied house and seemed to me in command of
a cavalry picquet whose horses were near the place saddled. My guide advanced to the light and I stayed a little back in
the shade. After being told that we had come from Mundeon, (our old cantonment and then in the possession of the
enemy,) and that we were going into the city to our homes, he let us proceed.
We continued on along the left bank of the river to the Stone Bridge, which is about eight or nine hundred yards
from the Iron Bridge, passing unnoticed through a number of sepoys and matchlockmen, some of whom were escorting
persons of rank in palankees preceded by torches.
Re-crossing the Goompty by this Stone Bridge we went by a sentry unobserved who was closely questioning a
dirtily dressed native, and into the chauk, or principal street of Lucknow, which was not illuminated as much as it used
to be previous to the siege, nor was it so crowded. I jostled against several armed men in the street without being
spoken to, and only met one guard of seven sepoys who were amusing themselves with some women of pleasure.
When issuing from the city into the country, we were challenged by a choukeedar or watchman, who, without
stopping us, merely asked who we were. The part of the city traversed that night by me, seemed to have been deserted
by at least a third of its inhabitants.
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I was in great spirits when we reached the green fields, into which I had not been for five months. Everything
around us smelt sweet, and a carrot I took from the roadside was the most delicious I had ever tasted. I gave vent to my
feelings in a conversation with Kunoonjee Lall, who joined in my admiration of the province of Oudh, and lamentation
that it was now in the hands of wretches whose misgovernment and rapacity was ruining it.
*
A further walk of a few miles was accomplished in high spirits, but there was trouble before us. We had taken the
wrong road and were now quite out of our way in the Dilkooshah Park, which was occupied by the enemy. I went
within twenty yards of two guns to see what strength they were, and returned to the guide, who was in great alarm and
begged I would not distrust him because of the mistake, as it was caused by his anxiety to take me away from the
picquets of the enemy. I bade him not to be frightened of me for I was not annoyed, as such accidents were not
infrequent even when there was no danger to be avoided.
It was now about midnight. We endeavored to persuade a cultivator who was watching his crop to show us the way
for a short distance, but he urged old age and lameness, and another whom I peremptorily told to come with us, ran off
screaming and alarmed the whole village. We next walked quickly away into the Canal, running under the Char Bagh in
which I fell several times owing to my shoes being wet and slippery and my feet sore. The shoes were hard and tight
and had rubbed the skin off my toes and cut into the flesh above the heels.
In two hours more we were again on the right direction, two women in a village we passed having kindly helped us
to find it; about 2 o’clock we reached an advanced picquet of sepoys who told us the way after asking where we had
come from and whither we going. I thought it safer to go up to the picquet than to try to pass them unobserved.
Kunoonjee Lall now begged I would not press him to take me into Alum Bagh as he did not know the way in, and
the enemy were strongly posted around the place. I was tired and in pain from the shoes, and would therefore have
preferred going into Alum Bagh, but as the guide feared attempting it. I desired him to go on to the camp of the
Commander-in-Chief which he said was near Bunnee (a village 18 miles from Lucknow) upon the Cawnpore road. The
moon had risen by this time, and we could see well ahead.
By 3 o’clock we arrived at a grove of mangoe trees, situated on a plain in which a man was singing at the top of his
voice. I thought he was a villager, but he got alarmed on hearing us approach and astonished us too by calling out a
guard of twenty-five sepoys, all of whom asked questions. Kunoonjee Lall here lost heart for the first time, and threw
away the letter entrusted to him for Sir Colin Campbell. I kept mine safe in my turban. We satisfied the guard that we
were poor men, traveling to Umroula, a village two miles this side of the Chief’s Camp to inform a friend of the death
of his brother by a shot from the British entrenchment at Lucknow, and they told us the road.
They appeared to be greatly relieved on discovering that it was not their terrible foe, who was only a few miles in
advance of them. We went in the direction indicated by them and after walking for half an hour we got into a jheel or
swamp, which are numerous and large in Oudh. We had to wade through it for two hours up to our waists in water, and
through weeds, for before we found out that we were in a jheel, we had gone too far to recede. I was nearly exhausted
on getting out of the water, having made great exertions to force our way through the weeds and to prevent the color
being washed off my face. It was nearly gone from my hands.
I now rested for fifteen minutes, despite of the remonstrances of the guide, and went forward passing between two
picquets of the enemy who had no sentries thrown out. It was near four o’clock in the morning, when I stopped at the
corner of a tope or grove of trees to sleep for an hour, which Kunoonjee Lall entreated I would not do, but I thought he
overrated the danger, and lying down I told him to see if there was anyone in the grove who would tell him where we
then were.
We had not gone far when I heard the English challenge “who comes there” with a native accent. We had reached a
British Cavalry outpost; my eyes filled with joyful tears and I shook the Sikh officer in charge of the picquet heartily by
the hand. The old soldier was as pleased as myself, when he heard whence I had come, and he was good enough to send
two of his men to conduct me to the Camp of the advance guard. An officer of Her Majesty’s 9 th Lancers who was
visiting his picquets, met me on the way, and took me to his tent where I got dry stockings, and trowsers, and what I
much needed: a glass of brandy, a liquor I had not tasted for two months.
I thanked God for having safely conducted me through this dangerous enterprise, and Kunoonjee Lall for the
courage and intelligence with which he had conducted himself during this trying night. When we were questioned he
let me speak as little as possible. He always had a ready answer, and I feel that I am indebted to him in a great measure
more than to myself for my escape. It will give me great satisfaction to hear that he has been suitably rewarded.
*
In undertaking this enterprise I was actuated by a sense of duty, believing that I could be of use to His Excellency
the Commander-in-Chief, when approaching for its relief, the besieged garrison which had heroically resisted the attack
of thirty times its own number for nearly five months, with its weak and irregular entrenchment; and secondly because
I was anxious to perform some service which would ensure to me the honor of wearing our Most Gracious Majesty’s
Cross.
My reception by Sir Colin Campbell and his Staff was cordial and kind to the utmost degree, and if I never have
more than the remembrance of their condescension and of the heart-felt congratulations of Sir James Outram and of all
the officers of his garrison on my safe return to them I shall not repine, though to be sure having the Victoria Cross
would make me a prouder and happier man. (The Phoenix, December 18, 1857)

A letter from Nynee Tal, dated the 26th of October, gives us the following:
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The Nawab of Rampore has behaved very well indeed during these troublous times; he is the only man that has
given us any assistance from the plains. The Gurhwal Rajah, like all Paharies, has aided us to his very utmost. When
we were last threatened by the 5,000 rebels, from Bareilly, all the Paharies as far as Palee flocked in. Thousands
volunteered and came without pay, and actually brought their own grub, and went wherever they were ordered without
a grumble. All the headmen of Gurhwal and Kalee Kumaan offered to come to our aid.

These assurances of loyalty have not been few during the mutinies. That there existed an imperative need for
them few will now deny, though the crisis has past. When the general character of the rebellion first came to
notice, the public mind in Calcutta and in the neighborhood was seized with such a fever of panic that the most
self-possessed Europeans, evincing a great confidence in Natives, suspected the latter every hour of treacherous
intentions. The excitement was so violent that during the night many used to leave their homes and sleep with
their family and friends on board the ships and sloops.
The leaders of Native Society therefore wisely resolved to record publicly their feelings and views of the
conduct of the mutinous soldiery, and to acquaint Government with the same. The first meeting for this purpose
was held in the hall of the Hindu Metropolitan College, which was attended by the highest members of the Native
Community. The British Indian Association, on the part of the Natives generally, published resolutions expressive
of their abhorrence of the conduct and acts of the mutineers, and also of their allegiance to Government. Then
followed a train of loyal assurances, more or less fervid, and all directed to the promotion of the noble object of
removing every impression that the revolt was sympathized with by the Natives of Bengal.
All the addresses with the replies of Government thereto, have been published in the Blue Books on the
Mutinies, some of which we have selected for these pages. Those addresses have an historical importance. They
were the signs of the times and the manifestations of the feelings which predominated among the Native
Community at the time in regard to the British Government. Through them the future historian will perceive the
then temper of the Native mind, both Hindu and Mahomedan.
Clamors are still rife that those assurances were hollow and had no intrinsic merit, but we may be allowed to
say that they are mere “clamors.” Our readers will remember with what rancor and insolence was the conduct of
Government impeached for drawing a line of distinction between the rebels and the vast body of the people, and
for following a discriminating policy. The reigning Ministry with an advanced intelligence justly dreaded the
consequences of a popular outbreak, and the advisers of Lord Canning possessing a sufficient knowledge of the
Native character, recommended a policy which would not irritate the bulk of the population.
The Calcutta Europeans could not, however, see the justice of this policy, and they accused Government of
weakness, want of judgment and courage, and of distrust of English character and resources. The time was thus
ripe for an active demonstration on the part of the Natives of the feelings which worked in them, and they did not
mistake it. Their loyal addresses defuled the character of the revolt and gave effect to the policy of the
Government.
Then it was that the military aspect of the outbreak became distinct, and the relative position of the State and
the people became settled. There have been European residents here, as we have said above, who question the
motives of such movements. But the acts and services recorded in these pages, will remain standing proofs of the
integrity of the intentions of the movers of these projects. That they fulfilled some purpose may be perceived by
calling to mind that translations of these addresses in Hindi, Urdu and Bengali were extensively circulated among
the population to reassure confidence where it was weakened, to dissipate error where it might gain ground, and
to defeat the machinations of the evil-disposed, where they could take effect.
The historian, we believe, will not miss the real character of these proceedings of our countrymen, and we are
morally certain that they will be valued by posterity as the true picture of the popular mind during the crisis.
1
To the Secretary to the Government of India, Calcutta, May 1, 1857.
Sir,
As Chairman of a Public Meeting of the Native community convened this day, pursuant to a requisition published in
the Daily Journals, I have the honor to forward to you a copy of the Resolutions passed on the occasion, for the
information of the Governor-General in Council.
1. That the Meeting has, with deep concern and sorrow, learnt of the disaffection manifested by a portion of the
native army, and of the atrocities committed by them in some parts of the country, and that it views their mutinous
conduct with extreme disgust and horror.
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2. That this Meeting contemplates, with the highest and most sincere satisfaction, that the sepoy disaffection has met
with no sympathy or encouragement from the civil population of any part of this vast Empire, nor has it been shared in
by the major portion of the native soldiery; but that the same feelings of loyalty and attachment to the British rule,
which they have hitherto been inspired with, still continue to animate them with unabated fidelity.
3. That this Meeting contemplates, with the deepest concern, the lamentable delusion which some of the sepoy
regiments appear to be laboring under, and that it desires to record its firm and sincere conviction that the malicious
reports which have given rise to such a delusion are not founded upon truth.
4. That this Meeting is of opinion that, should occasion require, it would be the duty of the native portion of Her
Majesty’s subjects to render the Government every aid in their power, for the preservation of civil order and tranquility.
5. That, with a view to give an extensive circulation to the proceedings of this Meeting, it be resolved that
translations of the same into the vernacular dialects of the country, be printed and distributed amongst the native
population.
6. Resolved that a copy of the Resolutions adopted at this Meeting be forwarded, under the signature of its
Chairman, to the Governor General in Council.
Radhacant, Rajah Bahadoor
*
The Secretary to the Government of India to Rajah Radhacant Bahadoor, Fort William, May 26, 1857
Sir,
1. I have the honor, by direction of the Governor-General in Council to acknowledge the receipt of the letter which,
as Chairman of a Public Meeting of the native community, you yesterday addressed me, forwarding a copy of the
Resolutions passed at the meeting.
2. These Resolutions his Lordship has perused with unmixed satisfaction, and he highly appreciates the loyalty and
good sense of the native community of Calcutta, which have led them, at the present juncture to assemble together for
the purpose of expressing their abhorrence of the mutinous conduct of some of the native regiments of the Bengal
Army; their confidence in the fidelity and attachment of the Native Army in general, and of the people of India, to the
British Government; their utter disbelief in the falsely alleged intention of the Government to tamper with the religion
of its Hindu and Mussulman subjects; and their sense of the obligation imposed on the native public to support the
Government in the preservation of order and tranquility.
3. For this manly declaration of their sentiments, the Governor-General in Council returns his sincere thanks to the
native community, and he reiterates the assurance so often given, and so steadfastly fulfilled, that the policy of the
British Government in India has been, and ever will be, to preserve a position of strict neutrality in matters of faith, to
respect all scruples of caste, and to leave its subjects of every creed and class to the free and uninterrupted enjoyment
of their religious opinions and observances.
4. The most decisive steps have been taken for the suppression of the revolt, and for the due punishment of guilty
men, who have swerved from their allegiance, and disgraced human nature by acts of the most brutal cruelty.
The Governor-General in Council entirely approves of the intention to print the Resolutions in the vernacular
dialects of the country, and circulate them among the native population.
Cecil Beadon

2
From the Honorary Secretary of the British India Association to the Secretary to the Government of India, May 23,
1857
Sir,
I have the honor to request the favor of your laying the accompanying address of the Committee of the British
Indian Association before His Lordship the Governor General of India.
Issurchuncer Singh, Honorary Secretary
--To the Governor General of India.
My Lord,
We, the Presidents, Vice-Presidents, and Committee of the British Indian Association, beg leave to approach your
Lordship with the accompanying copy of resolutions which we felt it our duty to record, on hearing of the deplorable
events which have lately occurred at Meerut and Delhi. We have also resolved to circulate these resolutions among our
countrymen in the interior, and to make known their purport generally by means of their translations. Were we
permitted to add anything to these resolutions it would be an expression of our admiration for, and confidence in, your
Lordship’s conduct of affairs at this crisis.
The Committee of the British Indian Association have heard of the disastrous events which have lately occurred at
Meerut and Delhi with deep concern and sorrow.
The Committee view with disgust and horror the disgraceful and mutinous conduct of the native soldiery at those
stations, and the excesses committed by them, and confidently trust to find that they have met with no sympathy,
countenance, or support from the bulk of the civil population of that part of the country, or from any reputable or
influential classes among them.
The Committee of the Association record, without hesitation, their conviction of the utter groundlessness of the
reports that have led a hitherto faithful body of the soldiers of the State to the commission of the gravest crimes of
which military men or civil subjects can be guilty, and the Committee deem it incumbent on them, on the present
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occasion, to express their deep abhorrence of the practices and purposes of those who have spread these false and
mischievous reports.
The Committee earnestly hope for the restoration of peace and good order, which they doubt not will be soon reestablished by the vigorous measures which the government have adopted in this exigency.
The Committee trust and believe that the loyalty of their fellow-subjects in India to the Government under which
they live, and their confidence in its power and good intentions are unimpaired by the lamentable events which have
occurred in the detestable efforts which have been made to alienate the minds of the sepoys and the people of the
country from their duty and allegiance to the beneficent rule under which they are placed.
Radhacaunt Rajah Bahadoor, Rajah Kally Krishna Bahadoor, V.P. Pertab Chunder Singh, and others.
*
The Secretary to the Government of India to Rajah Rahacaunt and others, Fort William, May 25, 1857
Gentlemen,
1. Your Address and the Resolutions passed by the Committee on the 22 nd instant, which were communicated to me
in your Honorary Secretary’s letter of the 23 rd, having been laid before the Governor-General in Council, I am directed
to inform you, that his Lordship in Council has received this expression of the sentiments of an influential and
intelligent body of Hindu gentlemen, as to the recent conduct of some of the native regiments, and the motives of those
who instigated it, with the highest gratification.
2. The Governor-General in Council is well assured that the rash and criminal acts of which these misguided men
have been guilty meet with no sympathy or countenance from the people at large, and that they are viewed with special
abhorrence by those who can appreciate the character of the British Government, and who rightly understand the
principles by which that Government is guided in the use of its vast power and resources; a signal proof of this has
been afforded by the Maharajah Scindia and other chiefs, who, unsolicited, have given prompt and powerful support to
the Government, and by the zemindars of the disturbed districts, who have protected British officers from violence, and
exerted themselves loyally to check disorders.
3. For a hundred years under British rule, everyone has been left at full liberty to worship God according the dictates
of his own conscience, and to do such things as his religion enjoins, and to abstain from those which it forbids. The
experience of a century has been lost upon those who can now believe the gross and wicked falsehood that the
Government intends or desires to pursue a contrary course; a course by which it could gain no advantage, and which
could not fail to excite the indignation and hatred of its subjects.
4. The Committee of the British Indian Association have declared their attachment to the British Government, and
their confidence in its power and good intentions; and they propose, that the Resolutions they have passed, shall be
circulated among their fellow-countrymen in the interior. His Lordship in Council has no doubt that these proceedings
are well calculated to restore confidence where it has been shaken, and to lead to the best results.
5. The forces at command of the Government are enough to put down all opposition. They have now been brought
to bear on the men of the mutinous regiments who are assembled at Delhi; and the Governor-General in Council
confidently expects, that in a few days, the mutiny will be entirely suppressed, tranquility again established, and
condign punishment inflicted upon those who have disturbed the public peace, and aggravated rebellion, by crimes of
the most horrible atrocity.
Cecil Beadon

3
Memorial to F. R. Cockerell, Esq., Magistrate of Hooghly, June 17, 1857
Sir,
We, the undersigned zemindars, talookdars, and inhabitants of Ooterpara, Bhudderkally, Koterung, Konenug-gur,
and other adjacent villages, have heard with deep sorrow the melancholy effects of the sepoy mutiny. We have to thank
Government for the strong and adequate measures adopted to put down that mutiny. The disarming of the sepoys of the
Presidency division has tended greatly to allay the fears of the populace. But though disarmed, still they continue
disaffected, and the fear of being visited by the deserved punishment of their crimes has made numbers of them desert
their posts.
These, as well as the men of the 19 th and 34th Regiments of Native Infantry, will not, for manifest reasons, go to their
homes at present; and private individuals will not entrust their lives and property to men who have proved unfaithful to
their best masters they could have served, and have been audacious enough to rise against the authority of Government.
The consequence will be that, out of necessity, they would be obliged to commit plunder and robbery, and other crimes,
to support themselves.
With the utmost respect to yourself, as the head of the local police, we beg to observe that the police of the whole
district, could it be collected together in one place, would be useless to cope with even a straggling party of fifty
disbanded sepoys; but it is well known that this force is scattered over an area of 800 square miles. The vicinity of
Barrackpore and Calcutta, and the total inadequacy of the police force in thannah Bydabatty, where there are a single
darogah and a few miserable burkundauzes to guard about 100 square miles of country, cannot but increase the alarm
of the inhabitants of this part of the district. Even the thannah police, incapable as it is, is ten miles distant from this
place and we have neither a military nor municipal force to apply to in case of a sudden attack, of which the probability
is increasing every day, from the daily increasing number of disarmed and disbanded sepoys roaming in the country,
uncontrolled and in despair, joined with those who had come down from the Upper Provinces, as their relations and
comrades of regimental vacancies.
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To these attacks we can only oppose the nugdees and durwans in the employment of the zemindars and other
wealthy men; unfortunately, however, most of these are either relations or intimate acquaintances of the Barrack-pore
sepoys, who would not, we are certain, hesitate to fraternize on a dangerous crisis. It is not good policy to discharge
these nugdees at present, nor can we, in the present disturbed state of the country, collect a large pike force to cope, not
only with the sepoys, but with our own nugdees also; on whose good conduct we had hitherto relied for safety, but
which the recent circumstances have proved to be confidence reposed upon undeserving and treacherous men.
We would, therefore, pray that you will be good enough to bring these circumstances to the notice of Government,
that prompt measures which may appear proper and adequate in the wisdom of Government, may be taken for the
safety of our lives and properties from the present imminent danger which threatens us.
But if we are permitted to suggest, we would propose
1stly, that for immediate safety, a company of European Infantry be stationed at Serampore, from which patrolling
parties of twenty-five men each may be sent to southward and northward to watch over the con duct of the disbanded
and deserted sepoys, who have crossed over to this side of the river, and to prevent further crossings;
2ndly, that a local militia or police battalion of 500 men may be raised in this district as well as in Burdwan,
composed of Agoories, Gowalas, Bagdees, and Domes, &c., under the control of an European officer, and a few drill
sergeants, together with two educated native officers, taken from respectable ranks. Those among us who own
zemindaries, hereby tender our services in procuring serviceable men for the purpose of being enlisted, but the mere
procuring of men will do little good unless those men receive a sort of military organization, and be kept under proper
discipline.
We are quite confident that by the prompt and decisive measures pursued by Government, the sepoy mutiny will be
very shortly put down in the Upper Provinces; yet it must be recollected, that with the mere putting down of the mutiny,
a major portion of the sepoy army will be annihilated, a circumstance which will embolden all the budmashes and bad
characters of the country, who have been hitherto kept down by the fear of the native troops stationed in different
districts. These being joined by the disbanded men and others who will come down from the Upper Provinces in the
hope of plunder, will entail upon Government, at least for some years, the necessity of maintaining a local militia or
police battalion in several parts of the country. The course recommended will, it is hoped, as an experiment, be found to
be of considerable service hereafter.
Joykissen Mookerjee and forty-seven others
*
The Secretary to the Government of Bengal to the Magistrate of Hooghly, Fort William, June 22, 1857
Sir,
1. I am directed to acknowledge the receipt of your letter of the 20 th instant, giving cover to a memorial from certain
inhabitants of Ooterpara and other adjacent villages, wherein they express much apprehension, in consequence of the
desertions from the ranks of the disarmed sepoys at Barrackpore, and recommending the entertainment of an additional
police force, consisting of 600 men, of the Agooree and Gowala classes, for the maintenance of order in your district in
the event of any disturbance arising.
2. In reply, I am desired to observe that, under Act 17 of 1857, you are employed to arrest the deserters, the number
of whom, however, appears to be greatly exaggerated by public apprehension.
3. Under the circumstances represented by you, the Lieutenant-Governor authorizes, as an experimental measure,
the organization of a central police force at the sudder station of Hooghly, consisting of people of the classes described
in your letter; and should the experiment prove successful, His Honor will be prepared to authorize its extension to
other parts of the district.
A. R. Young

Meeting and addresses of this description were also held in, and presented, from other parts of the country.
Resolutions were passed to the same effect and documents of the same character were addressed to the Governor
General in Council or to the provincial representatives of Government as circumstances required. The following is
a list of the parties who made these loyal demonstrations: Inhabitants of Bally Dewangunge, of Bancoorah, of
Noakhally, of Sylhet; Zemindars and other inhabitants in the Zillah of Rajshaye; Inhabitants of the Town and
zillah Barasat, of Santipore, of Bhowanypore; The Mohamedan Community of Calcutta; The Mohamedan
Association of Calcutta.
Some of the Native regiments also presented loyal addresses, and with a few exceptions, remained true to their
works.
1
To the Right Honorable Charles John Viscount Canning, Governor-General of India, &c., &c.
My Lord,
We, the undersigned rajahs, zemindars, talookdars, Merchants, and other Natives of the province of Bengal, take
the earliest opportunity, on the retaking of Delhi, to offer your Lordship in Council our warmest congratulations on the
signal success which has attended the British arms, under circumstances unparalleled in the annals of British India.
The establishment of British supremacy was considered to have been completely effected a century ago, when Clive
led a few ill-trained battalions against the preponderating and well equipped force which represented the Mogul power
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on the plains of Plassey. But whether the inadequacy of the means or the magnitude of that achievement, were more
deserving of admiration, has not yet been determined by history.
No difference of opinion, however, can exist, as to the recapture of Delhi, the details of which have recently been
published for general information. Though no one capable of forming a judgment on the subject ever doubted for a
moment of the speedy reduction of Delhi, yet some little misgiving might have been felt by those who knew how well
furnished was the place with the munitions of war, and occupied by what an immense number of men, whose fiendish
animosity was excited to the utmost by that resolution, discipline, and acquaintance with the art of war, which they had
acquired by long training in the ranks from which they had basely revolted. But there can be no question of the
admiration with which the world will learn by what a handful of men the arduous work has been achieved—in a brief
period—with the limited resources, a most unlooked for exigency afforded, and amid discouragements arising from the
unhealthiness of the season, that were all but overwhelming. Such a result under such circumstances never could have
been hoped for, but from the well-grounded confidence of brave hearts, heroically devoted to the service of their
country, and sustained by a sense of hereditary and indomitable prowess.
Happily remote from the scene of the outrages, which have darkened the aspect of the land, and tarnished that
reputation for fidelity for which the native soldiery were once pre-eminent, we have derived sincere consolation from
the reflection that in Bengal Proper\fn{The Bengal Presidency by 1857 had spread from its original confines in undivided Bengal
into Orissa and Bihar, and thence northwest and northeast, following in the train of successive territorial annexations through what is
now Assam and the States associated with it, much of Chhattisgarh and Madhya Pradesh, Jharkhand, Uttar Pradesh, and Punjab
Province and North-West-Frontier Province (now part of Pakistan)—a vast area the political administration of which was handed to
Calcutta until the new capital was erected at New Delhi (originally between 1911 and 1931). And these were only those areas under
direct British occupation; almost as much land in addition to this was in theory the property of Native States, ruled by Native Princes,
but indirectly controlled through British Residents (as they were called) whose decisions in foreign and economic policy was ultimate
law and authority over those to whom they were attached as “advisors”. It was an area approximately one third the size of the
continental United States:H} there has been no disturbance, not even a symptom of disaffection; but that, on the contrary,

the people have maintained that loyalty and devotion to the British Government, which led their ancestors to hail, and
as far as they could to facilitate, the rising ascendancy of that power.
Under the fostering influence of that Government, the population of the country has increased, its agriculture has
extended, security has been given to life and property, and the value of land, both at the Presidency and in the interior,
has been very considerably enhanced.
Such, indeed, has been the confidence of the people throughout Bengal in the security of the British rule, that these
benefits have gone on progressively, even during the height of the disturbances and alarms that have prevailed in the
North Western Provinces.
Sensible of the benefits they have enjoyed under British administration, the people could not but cordially
sympathize with the embarrassing position in which their Rulers had suddenly been, placed, and sincerely long for the
speedy and entire re-establishment of British supremacy in the disturbed districts. So entirely have they identified their
interests with those of their Rulers, that the natives of Bengal, men, women, and children, have in every part of the
scene of the mutinies, been exposed to the same rancor, and treated with the same cruelty, which the mutineers and
their misguided countrymen have displayed towards the British within their reach.
While we review with exultation the benefits our countrymen at large have derived from their connection with and
steadfast adherence to the British power, and while we congratulate your Lordship in Council on the success of the
British arms against the mutinous soldiery, and on the happy prospect before us of the early restoration of tranquility,
we cannot fail to advert, and with no less satisfaction, to the administrative abilities which have conspicuously marked
this part of your Lordship’s career, and which have indeed been fully equal to the crisis. No sooner had the disloyalty of
the sepoys been distinctly exhibited, than your Lordship took measures, with equal foresight and energy, to obtain
reinforcements of British troops, as well from the neighboring Presidencies and dependencies of the British Crown, as
from the expedition then known to be on its way to a wholly different sphere of operations, and to hasten them to the
disturbed districts.
Such measures at once assured the public of the speedy restoration of tranquility throughout these territories. But not
satisfied with these prospective advantages, your Lordship made such prompt use of the means that were within your
immediate reach at the moment, as to ensure the reduction of the stronghold and rallying point of the mutineers, long
ere the arrival of any considerable portion of the succors which Her Majesty’s Government were prepared to send out
to India, for the restoration of this Empire to its former condition.
In your anxiety to dispel those clouds which have troubled the political horizon, your Lordship has not been
inattentive to measures which would have appeared as of subordinate importance to minds of less perspicacity,
foresight, and comprehension. It has been a prominent object with your Lordship both effectually to crush the
disaffected and rebellious, and to protect and reassure the loyal and obedient. Accordingly, the extensive powers of
legislation vested in your hands have been employed to punish crimes of every form and magnitude against the State
with promptitude and rigor; to check vigorously the progress of sedition and disloyalty; and to give a guarantee to the
people at large that those powers would be wielded with justice and discrimination, so as to guard as far as possible
against faithful and innocent subjects being confounded with the disseminators of sedition and the perpetrators of open
mutiny or secret treachery.
Permit us to hope that your Lordship in Council will receive our heartfelt congratulations on the eminent success
which has crowned the British arms, and the warmest expression of our confidence from the opportune display of those
signal talents which have distinguished your administration in times of unexampled difficulty, and have largely
contributed to the safety of the British Empire in these regions and the reassurance of the peaceful and loyal.
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Maharajah Mahatab Chund Bahadoor of Burdwan; Rajah Radhakanta Bahadoor; Rajah Kalikrisna Bahadoor, and
others, inhabitants of Bengal, upwards of Two Thousand Five Hundred.
*
Cecil Beadon, Esq., Secretary to the Government of India, to Maharajah Mahatab Chund Bahadoor of Burdwan, Rajah
Radhakanta Bahadoor, Rajah Kalikrishna Bahadoor and others, December 17, 1857
Gentlemen,
I am directed by the Right Honorable the Governor-General in Council to thank you for your address of
congratulation upon the success of the British Arms in the North Western Provinces.
The honor which you give to the brave men who recaptured Delhi, is richly deserved. The Governor-General in
Council agrees with you in believing that when the difficulties and discouragement by which Major General Wilson
and his troops were beset, shall be fully known, their achievement will call forth the admiration of the world.
It is a pleasure to the Governor-General in Council to be able to confirm the praise for unbroken loyalty, which you
have claimed for the province of Bengal Proper. Excepting places where the inhabitants have suffered violence from a
mutinous soldiery beyond the reach of English troops, there has been no disturbance in that province; the wealthiest,
the most richly cultivated, and the most thickly peopled, of India, and yet the one which for many years past has had
least share of protection from European troops.
The Governor-General in Council receives with great satisfaction the expression of your confidence in the
Government. No man living have a deeper stake in its measures and its policy than yourselves. If peace, order, and
security are valuable to any, they are so to those who, like the foremost amongst you, hold high rank, large hereditary
possessions, accumulated wealth, and respected social positions. You do rightly regard your interests, as bound up with
those of your rulers, and you may be certain that your rulers will do nothing to sever them. Justice, policy, and the duty
of England to India forbid it.
In conclusion, the Governor General in Council desires me to thank you for the spirit of attachment and loyalty to
the British Government, which has dictated your address.
Cecil Beadon

2
To the Right Honorable Charles John Viscount Canning, Governor-General of India in Council
My Lord,
We, the undersigned Rajahs, Zemindars, Talookdars, Merchants, Tradesmen, Agriculturists and other natives of the
provinces of Bengal, Behar and Orissa, beg leave to approach your Lordship in Council with this address expressive of
our deep sense of gratitude for the several measures of security adopted by your Lordship in Council since disturbances
have broken out in the Upper and Central Provinces of British India, and of our admiration for the wisdom, justice and
foresight which characterize those measures.
The difficulties which beset the government of an empire so peculiarly constituted as that of British India, must,
under any circumstances, be great and calculated to task the most practiced statesmanship. But at a time like this, when
the most momentous crisis that can occur in the history of a country is passing over ours, the successful conduct of
affairs ought to entitle those entrusted with the public safety to the most unbounded praise, and to inspire the utmost
confidence in their measures.
We, the undersigned, on our part and on the part of our countrymen generally, beg leave most respectfully to affirm
that such praise is emphatically due to the administration of which your Lordship is the head, and such confidence is
most worthily reposed by your countrymen in its justice, capacity and wisdom.
Such an expression of opinion as we intend this address to be, might, under ordinary circumstances, be liable to be
considered as uncalled for, and even, perhaps, presumptuous. But under existing circumstances we feel it a duty to our
countrymen to adopt the course we have done. It has become notorious throughout this land that your Lordship’s
administration has been assailed by faction, and assailed because your Lordship in Council has refused compliance
with capricious demands, and to treat the loyal portion of the Indian population as rebels—because your Lordship has
directed that punishment for offences against the State should be dealt out with discrimination, because your Lordship,
having regard for the future, has not pursued a policy of universal irritation and unreasoning violence, and finally
because your Lordship has confined coercion and punishment within necessary and politic limits.
Whatever may be the motives that influenced those who have joined in these proceeding, we entertain no
apprehensions whatever of their representations having the effect which they desire to produce. We have observed with
pain, but without misgiving, the incessant, though happily harmless, endeavors made by them to thwart the action of
authority, to impeach its views and to embarrass its councils. But now that, My Lord, they have ventured to carry their
misstatements to the foot of the Throne, it is time—and justice to ourselves and to our countrymen’s demands—that a
national protest against these most unjustifiable proceedings should be thus placed upon record.
We beg permission to subscribe ourselves, My Lord, your Lordship’s most obedient and faithful servants,
Maharajah Shreesh Chunder Roy, and more than 5,000 natives of the Provinces of Bengal, Behar and Orissa
*
From Cecil Beadon, Esq., to Maharajah Sreesh Chunder Bahadoor of Nuddeah, Rajah Pertaub Chunder Singh
Bahadoor, Rajah Prasononath Roy Bahadoor, Baboo Joykissen Mookerjee, and others, December 17, 1857
Gentlemen,
The Right Honorable the Governor-General in Council directs me to thank you for the address, which he has
received at your hands.
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The Governor-General in Council sees amongst the numerous signatures to that address the names of men of ancient
lineage, of vast possessions, and of great wealth; of men of cultivated intelligence, who have been fore-most in
measures of beneficence in the encouragement of education, and in works of material public improvement; men whose
influence with their fellow-countrymen is deservedly great, and whose interest in the peace and well being of India, it
would be difficult to exaggerate.
No person will hold cheaply the opinions of such a body, and the possession of its confidence and good will would
be a source of strength to any Government.
Therefore the Governor-General in Council desires me, in thanking you for your address, to add emphatically that
he receives it with much satisfaction.
The motives which have induced the presentation of the address are stated by you. Upon these the GovernorGeneral in Council desires me to say a few words.
In times of heat and violence, when the hearts of individuals have been torn, and the feelings of classes inflamed,
the judgment which men pass upon each other and upon events around them are seldom dispassionate; especially their
judgments upon those whose high and solemn duty it is, whilst repressing crime and averting danger, to guide the
measures of the State in the straight path of justice.
In such times there lies upon every loyal man the obligation so to govern his acts and words so as to prevent or allay
irritation; not to excite or heighten it. The Governor-General in Council calls upon you, each in your sphere, to be
mindful of this duty.
The Governor-General in Council wishes you to rest assured that the Government of India will not forget, that
England will not forget, that if, unhappily, the mutineers and rebels of India are to be reckoned by thousands, the
peaceful and loyal subjects of the Queen in India are numbered by millions. You may be sure that by no act of the
Government, by no general proscriptions or sweeping condemnations of race or creed, shall these last men be classed
with the first.
The course of the Government of India has been, and will continue to be simple and clear: to strike down resistance
without mercy; but when resistance ends to allow deliberate justice to resume its sway; justice stern and inflexible, but
patient and discriminating.
Cecil Beadon

We take the following remarks from the Times on the foregoing addresses as expressive of English opinion in
respect to them:
The gentry, the landowners and the capitalists of Bengal and the neighboring provinces have not been insensible to
the prudent impartiality of Lord Canning’s language and conduct. In two well-written addresses they have thanked him
for his resistance to the clamor against the natives and congratulated him on the success of the English arms at Delhi.
More than 2,000 memorialists remind Government of the fact, often stated in our own correspondence that
the natives of Bengal, men, women, and children, have, in every part of the scene of the mutinies, been exposed
to the same rancor and treated with the same cruelty which the mutineers and their misguided countrymen have
displayed towards the British within their reach.

They recognized as equal merits the determination to crush the disaffected and rebellious, and the resolution to
protect and reassure the loyal and obedient. Every civil and military official, every soldier, almost every Englishman,
may claim to share the credit of the vigor which has been displayed. The honor of steadily discriminating between the
rebels and the peaceful community is assigned, by the common voice of bitter enemies and of ardent friends,
principally to the Governor General.
Another memorial bearing 5,000 signatures, more directly refers to the demands put forth in the well known
Calcutta petition. “It has become notorious,” it is said,
throughout this land that your Lordship’s Administration has been assailed by faction, and assailed because your
Lordship in Council has refused compliance with capricious demands, and to treat the loyal portion of the
Indian population as rebels—because your Lordship has directed that punishment for offences against the state
should be dealt out with discrimination; because your Lordship, having regard for the future, has not pursued a
policy of universal irritation and unreasoning violence; and finally, because your Lordship has confined
coercion and punishment within necessary and politic limits.

The importance of such declarations by no means depends on the justice of the reasoning or the accuracy of the
statements which they contain. The Calcutta Opposition will probably complain that the wishes and opinions of
suspected aliens should be placed in competition with their own; but the Government of India, after all, ought to
remember that its subjects are principally Indians. Rajahs and Zemindars, Talookdars and Merchants may possibly be
perfidious and are certainly heterodox; but it would be inconvenient if their influence over their countrymen was
employed to embarrass the Government. According to one familiar test of respectability the memorialists may well be
thought entitled to courtesy and consideration. Their collective wealth would probably buy up Lombard Street; the
extent of their landed estates might in some instances be admired even by an English Duke.
One of the gentlemen who sign the address represents the ancient Hindoo dynasty, which reigned in Southern
Bengal before the Mahomedan conquest. The Maharajah of Burdwan pays land revenue to the amount of more than
half a million sterling a year. A Rajah with an unpronounceable name at one time subscribed £5,000 to the Native

817

Hospital. Another has founded between 40 and 50 schools. Shamachurn Mullick’s loyalty may perhaps be partially
explained by the statement that he is the largest holder of Government promissory notes in Bengal; but every serious
politician will admit that the wealthy leaders of a highly civilized society are worth conciliating, especially when they
simply demand justice and protection to which they are entitled.
It may be said that the Brahmin sepoys were as smooth and plausible as the members of their caste at Calcutta; but
the question is not whether the Bengalese should be armed and drilled. The Government is not responsible for their
existence or social position, and it is placed there for the very purpose of securing to them peace and justice. Five years
since there was a premature clamor for the advancement of natives to high offices in the administration. The opposite
demand, that their interests and feelings should be sacrificed to the claims of a superior race, will be even more
transitory.
The experiment in which Lord Canning has refused his co-operation was tried long since in Central and Southern
America. Two ancient, though inferior, forms of civilization were rudely trampled out by the conquerors of Mexico and
of Peru. The Spaniards put themselves in the place not, of the Government, but of the nation, and exercised their power
ostensibly as well as really for the exclusive benefit of the dominant race; but from that time to the present day they
have degenerated towards the level of the subject population which they had at first degraded.
The English Government of India has undertaken the nobler task of wielding the scepter of Akbar and of Babur for
the benefit of the native population as well as of their conquerors. The interests of England are best promoted by the
prosperity of her Imperial dependency, and by the gradual elevation of the Indian races to a higher standard of
civilization. The Governor General has understood this true policy of his country; and, if he has occasionally seemed to
incline too much to a system of conciliation, it must be remembered that his error was on the side of prudence and that
he had not only to suppress the mutiny but in doing so not to render our future tenure of India impossible. (Times,
February 4)

We republish the above addresses of confidence in the Administration, and the remarks of the Times thereon
without comment. The doings of the “Calcutta Malcontents” in the way of enhancing the difficulties and helping
the continuance of the struggle by irritating race-prejudices and fostering race hatreds are notorious, and the
remarkably good temper, calm courage, grasping mind and unerring instinct displayed by Lord Canning and his
Council in resisting what M. Montalembert in his celebrated Debate on India calls the “hateful promptings and
sanguinary incitements” of the independent British community here, have become equally famous to call for
especial remark.
But we may be permitted to observe that while the character of our countrymen was being most fouly
calumniated, and the bitterest aspersions were being made on them as members of society—that while a series of
legislative measures was passed, untying to a very serious extent the joint of social tranquility and happiness,
which have been justly characterized by a remarkable writer in a remarkable article in the last number of the
Calcutta Review as “unequalled since that of Draco, for every line is written in blood, and all protection to life,
liberty and property was removed”—that while hundreds of their fellow-countrymen were perishing violently,
without enquiry and with no formality of justice, and blood was most recklessly being shed, which to quote the
same feeling writer, “which the waters of the Ganges will not wash and the memory of which years will not
efface”—that in the midst of this “revolutionary storm,” calculated to uproot the deep-seated affections of the
most cool-tempered people, the leaders of our society—conscious of their position from the mistaken hostility of
the sepoys and of the good will of the higher class of the European community here, and of the earnestness and
anxiety of the Supreme Government to see justice done and the usual tone of the state machinery restored—
publicly, and with perfect cheerfulness, offered their good wishes to the success and prosperity of the British
cause, expressing their highest confidence in the Administration; and this at the time when its acts were
calumniated and impeached.
What effects these demonstrations have achieved are signally marked by the increasing intelligence displayed
by the British public in appreciating Lord Canning’s policy and measures. Bigoted and hostile contemporaries
may impugn the motives and trifle with the aim of these loyalists, but the future historian of the revolt will, we
confidently hope, do them justice.
We will conclude this part of our labors with one more instance. Here is a testimony to the conduct of the
general body of Bengali Uncovenanted Servants in the North West accorded by a worthy eye-witness—we mean
the writer in the Calcutta Review quoted above.
Be it recorded (says the Reviewer) to the honor of the Natives of Bengal Proper who have monopolized the English
offices in the North Western provinces, that timid and pusillanimous as they notoriously are, not one instance of their
having failed in loyalty is on record.

The public has of late heard much of the “Fighting Munsiff”, the Reviewer thus speaks of:
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In one remarkable instance the native Civil Judge—a Bengal baboo by capacity and valor—brought himself so
conspicuously forward, as to be known as “the fighting munsiff.” He not only held his own defiantly, but he planned
attacks, he burnt villages, he wrote English dispatches thanking his subordinates, and displayed a capacity for rule and
a fertility of resource very remarkable for one of his nation.
We gather from the Hindu Patriot that this native gentleman is Baboo Pearymohun Banerjee of the Woterparah
Banerjeas. He was educated at first in the Woterparah school and afterwards in the Hindu College. He was Moonsiff of
Allahabad at the time of the Mutiny. As an acknowledgment of his valorous and conspicuous services he has been
made Deputy Magistrate and Deputy Collector of Banda.
1841

262.25 Mang Maharachya Dukhavisayi\fn{by Muktabai (1841- )} Pune?, Pune District, Maharashtra State, India
(F) 1
If one attempts to refute, on the basis of the Vedas, the argument of these Brahmins, the great gluttons, who
consider themselves to be superior to us and hate us, they counter that the Vedas are their own property. Now
obviously, if the Vedas are only for the Brahmins, they are absolutely not for us. Teach us, O Lord, thy true
religion so that we all can lead our lives according to it. Let that religion, where only one person is privileged and
the rest are deprived, perish from the earth and let it never enter our minds to be proud of such a religion.
These people drove us, the poor Mangs and Mahars, away from our own lands, which they occupied to build
large mansions. And that was not all. They regularly used to make the Mangs and Mahars drink oil mixed with
red lead and then buried them in the foundations of their mansions, thus wiping out generation after generation of
these poor people. Under Bajirao’s rule, if any Mang or Mahar happened to pass in front of the gymnasium, they
cut off his head and used it to play “bat ball,” with their swords as bats and his head as a ball, on the grounds. If
the victim managed to save his life and Bajirao came to know of it, he used to say,
“How dare they save their lives? Do these untouchables expect the Brahmins to hand over their duties as
revenue officers to them and to start roaming with their shaving kits, all over the town, shaving the heads of
widows?” With such remarks he used to punish them.
Second, were these Brahmins satisfied with prohibiting the knowledge of writing to us? No. Not them. Bajirao
went to Kashi and died a dusty death there. But the Mahars here, no less untouchable than the Mangs, have
absorbed some of his qualities through their contact with him, and consider themselves to be superior to the
Mangs, so much so that they do not allow even the shadow of a Mang to fall over them.
Do the merciless hearts of these Brahmins, who strut around in their so-called holy, clothes, ever feel even a
grain of pity for us when we suffer so much grief on account of being branded as untouchables? Nobody employs
us because we are untouchables. We have to endure miseries because we do not have any money. O learned
pandits, wind up the selfish prattle of your hollow wisdom and listen to what I have to say.
When our women give birth to babies, they do not have even a roof over their houses. How they suffer in the
rain and the cold! Try to think about it from your own experience.
Suppose the women suffered from some puerperal disease, from where could they have found money for the
doctor or medicines? Was there ever any doctor among you who was human enough to treat people free of
charge?
The Mang and Mahar children never dare lodge a complaint even if the Brahmin children throw stones at them
and injure them seriously. They suffer mutely because they say they have to go to the Brahmins’ houses to beg for
the leftover morsels of food.
Alas! O God! What agony this! I will burst into tears if I write more about this injustice.
1843

262.147 Excerpt from Every Inch A Soldier: A Novel\fn{by Margaret Julia Scott (1843-1913)} Calcutta, Calcutta
District, West Bengal State, India (F) 3
Not long before the Indian Mutiny of 1857 Richard Whitby, a man about thirty years of age, was a captain in
the 38th Regiment NL, then quartered at Delhi. He was staying with his brother who commanded a battery of
artillery at the station of Meerut. Richard Whitby, though an ardent soldier and one who had served in the first
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Afghan War, employed his leisure hours in the study of natural history. At some little distance from Meerut there
is a grove of trees containing sundry small temples and mausoleums, which last cover the bones of holy men of
past generations; and these buildings are erected on the edge of an ornamental piece of water. Whitby was
wandering one evening at dusk in this grove for the purpose of securing a specimen of a rare species of owl which
he had observed in this semi-deserted locality.
In order to obtain this bird of night he was crouching in the shade of an old edifice with his gun ready in his
hand when suddenly there emerged out of the darkness one of those hideous looking objects known in India as
fakirs. The man, who looked scarcely human, was a stunted dwarf strangely deformed but yet apparently of great
strength; his long ill kempt hair flowed over his shoulders, his head was covered with ashes while the only
clothing he wore was a leopard skin mantle.
Whitby knew that this wretched creature had a great reputation for sanctity and was credited by the ignorant
with the possession of supernatural powers. He saw the man enter the low-browed doorway of a ruined temple
and almost simultaneously with his disappearance therein Whitby heard the most heart rending shrieks and
screams. The voice was that of a woman seemingly in great terror. Then came the ringing report of a rifle and all
was still.
Whitby jumped to his feet and in another moment he had entered the temple and found himself in a small
chamber massively built of cut stone with an arched roof lighted by one single lamp. By its dim rays he could see
a young and beautiful Indian woman, evidently terror-stricken and trembling like an aspen leaf, and the body of
the fakir was lying on the ground at her feet while from a wound in his side the blood was slowly trickling. There
was yet a third figure that of a tall handsome young Englishman in the uniform of the 200 th Regiment who had a
gun in his hand; and it appeared evident that he had been the assailant of the ascetic.
Whitby looked at the Englishman whose countenance was greatly agitated by rage and excitement.
“You coward!” he exclaimed. “How dared you fire on an unarmed man.” The soldier, still beside himself with
anger, answered:
“He was a brute and deserved to be shot like one. But I did not mean to kill him. He first attacked me with a
dagger.”
Just then was heard the sound of trumpets recalling the soldiers to barracks and the man hastened from the
temple, unobserved by Whitby who was leaning over the prostrate body of the fakir with the humane intention of
rendering what assistance he could. But he found that the man was dead, shot through the heart and the dagger he
would have used was still clenched in his hand.
Whitby addressed the young woman but though he spoke Hindostani perfectly she either did not or would not
understand him. He then left the temple with the intention of proceeding at once to the police to give notice that
this crime had been committed and to secure the offender. Whitby was exceedingly indignant knowing that the
wanton murder of a man of such great local influence would be much resented by the population and he deeply
regretted that the culprit was an English soldier. He knew of course that offences of this kind were extremely rare
but his was a nature that detested anything that might appear like the oppression of the weak by the strong. He
reported the matter to the proper authorities and then returned to his brother’s house to dinner
*
Whitby was not by any means a ladies man and his brother was a confirmed old bachelor. The gup\fn{ Gossip;
originally an Anglo-Indian term:W } of the station seldom reached them; still they had heard in a vague way of the
charms of two new belles, Florence Rawley and Eleanor Wake; but living much out of society feminine society at
least they had no personal acquaintance with these ladies. Two days after the murder of the fakir the brothers saw
a carriage in which some ladies were seated drive through their grounds and draw up at their hall door.
Such an unprecedented event in their existence occasioned the two recluses no small surprise. They thought
there must be some mistake till a servant brought them three ladies cards on which were respectively inscribed the
names Miss Rawley, Miss Wake and Mrs. Coote. With the latter lady they were slightly acquainted she was the
wife of the Paymaster of the 200th Regiment.
Two pretty girls chaperoned by the matronly Mrs. Coote now entered the ill-kept and roughly furnished
sanctum of the bachelors abode which had never before been trodden by such fairy feet. Only one of the ladies
seemed thoroughly at ease: this was Florence Rawley, a sweet looking young girl. Miss Wake, a tall handsome
brunette, was much disturbed, and even Mrs. Coote appeared to be strangely agitated. Florence was the
spokeswoman of the party and she plunged at once into the matter in hand.
“Captain Whitby,” she said addressing the younger brother, “we are told that you are going to prosecute Henry
Brown, one of our men. Is this absolutely necessary? Could you not let the matter drop?”
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Whitby looked with amazement at the exceedingly pretty girl who made this strange request of him But the
unimpressionable naturalist merely answered in a matter of fact tone:
“Oh. Then the villain has confessed. I did not know his name and was not even certain to which regiment he
belonged.”
“Then,” said Miss Wake, “we trust to your honor not to make use of the information we have so unwittingly
given you.” Whitby turned and looked at Eleanor Wake and thought he had never seen a lovelier countenance She
was tall and slender her complexion colorless but beautifully white with brilliant dark eyes and finely arched
eyebrows.
“You place me in a very difficult position,” he answered. “It is certainly my duty to bring this criminal to
justice.” Eleanor’s small mouth quivered with emotion and the tears welled into her exquisite eyes.
“Have you realized the fact,” she said, “that the dead man’s wife wishes the affair to go no further? She is of
respectable family and being dragged into a police court would be the ruin of her reputation according to Eastern
ideas.”
“No,” said Whitby. “I had not thought of the matter in that light, but I cannot see that her prejudices should
prevent justice being done.”
“Then,” also pleaded Florence, “Henry Brown’s old mother is the best of women. If her son is hanged or even
imprisoned the disgrace will certainly kill her.”
“A criminal’s family in such cases is always to be pitied,” said Whitby, “but still the offender must be
punished.”
“You will at least promise not to use the information you accidentally obtained from us,” continued Florence.
“I promise that,” he answered gravely
The ladies talked for some time using such reasons as they thought convincing but Whitby was not to be
turned from his intention of seeking out the man. The argument he found most irresistible was Eleanor’s bursting
into tears, covering her face with her hands and sobbing as if her heart would break The interview was becoming
exceedingly painful to the brothers yet the ladies seemed to show no intention of going away How much longer
they would have remained is uncertain but seeing fresh visitors arriving in another carriage they hastily took their
departure to the great relief of the gentlemen.
The Whitbys recognized the new arrivals as a Major Page and his daughter Louisa, very old and intimate
acquaintances of theirs although they had never before been honored by a visit from Miss Page. The Major was an
old eccentric half crazy retired officer and as to the lovely Miss Page Meerut society was rather severe upon her.
Ill-natured people called her the Griff’s delight; more envenomed tongues spoke of her as a garrison hack and she
was even irreverently nicknamed Unlimited Loo. She had been mainly educated in India and the Whitbys had
known her from her babyhood. Major Page’s principal craze was that the signs of the times were pointing to a
universal kingdom and having an idea that the elder Whitby was a man open to conviction as soon as he had
entered the room he started talking upon his incoherent hobby. After airing his notions about the White Horse of
the Book of Revelation with all the energy of firm belief he continued:
“I tell you, Whitby, people know nothing, absolutely nothing. But I will educate them from the atomic law up
to the millennium They think they know everything but they must all have their noses brought to the grindstone,”
and the Major rubbed his prominent crimsoned nasal organ violently with his withered old hand. While he was
thus rambling on Miss Page went up to Richard Whitby:
“Come into the garden. I want to speak to you privately,” she said
They left the Major still holding forth to John Whitby and went into the garden where directly they were alone
Louisa said pettishly,
“Why did those girls and that woman Mrs. Coote come here?” Whitby felt that it would be a breach of
confidence to disclose the purport of their visit and therefore made a vague diplomatic answer.
“Do you think the girls pretty?” continued Louisa.
“Do not I consider Miss Wake beautiful?” he answered.
“Oh,” she laughed, “there’s no accounting for taste. She is like a Maypole and reminds me of the mathematical
definition of a straight line—length without breadth. People rave about Miss Rawley, too. I don’t admire her in
the least. But look here,” suddenly changing her tone, “is it true that you are accusing a man of the 200 th
Regiment of murder?”
“I accuse him of homicide certainly. Whether it was justifiable or not a jury must decide.”
“I think it very silly of you to meddle with what does not concern you,” she answered. But he retorted:
“Surely it concerns you less.”
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“It concerns me very much,” said the girl, turning red. “If you get that poor man hanged you will do me a great
injury.”
“Why, how can that be?” he said. “What harm will it do you?”
“Because … because I know I can trust you. Dick, he is the only man I have ever or shall ever care for.”
“Nonsense!” said the amazed Whitby, who well knew that the fair Louisa’s love affairs were perennial.
“Besides you are in love with a private.”
“He is a gentleman by birth and may be a rich man some day.”
“Well, from what I saw of him I should say he is an unmitigated scoundrel.”
“No, he is not. There is something peculiar—I call it ruffianism—about him, but that is what I like him for.”
“There’s no accounting for tastes,” retorted Whitby. “I should pity his wife.” Louisa turned and looked very
keenly at him
“Then you would be wrong, Dick,” she said. “That man has his faults; he has an uncontrollable temper; but he
would give you his last sixpence.”
“I have generally observed,” said Whitby coolly, “that that sort of person never has sixpence to give.” But she
pleaded:
“Will you drop this prosecution?”
“No,” answered Whitby.
“Then,” said Loo, “I shall never forgive you, never,” and like Eleanor Wake she burst into tears and they parted
in anger.
*
This series of adventures left Richard Whitby very much perturbed in mind. Louisa’s passionate tears and
reproaches very little affected him but the heartbroken look on Eleanor Wake’s face he could not forget. Who was
this man, this common soldier who influenced women of such different types? That the high caste Indian woman,
the frivolous and worldly minded Louisa, the confiding and childlike Florence, and last but not least the noble
minded Eleanor, should all appear to be interested in the fate of one man seemed an utter mystery.
However Whitby was not a person to be easily turned from his purpose and he considered it his duty to see that
this case was investigated by the proper authorities. But when the police looked into the affair it was found that
the body of the fakir had disappeared and his wife the only other witness of the tragedy was not forthcoming. Also
when Richard Whitby was called upon to identify the culprit from among eight hundred men most of whom
seemed alike in expression of countenance he found the task more difficult than he had expected. He felt it would
be unjust to fix suspicion upon an innocent man and when he remembered Eleanor’s mournful pleading eyes and
even Louisa’s angry tears he was almost glad that circumstances obliged him to act in accordance with these
ladies wishes.
*
Some little time passed and Whitby had returned to his own regiment at Delhi when one day he was surprised
to receive a visit from an Englishman, the emissary of the Newab of Doobghur. The gentleman’s name was Sims
and he was a member of a well known firm of solicitors in Calcutta.
Mr. Sims informed him that some papers of importance belonging to the Newab had been lost. These papers
had been in the possession of the murdered fakir whose death Whitby had witnessed, and there was every reason
to believe that they were now in the hands of the at present unknown English soldier who had committed that
crime. Mr. Sims hinted with lawyer like caution that no harm was intended to this individual, for if the papers
were restored no question would be asked.
Could Captain Whitby help him in any way?
Whitby answered with soldierly bluntness that he knew nothing about the papers and as for the scoundrel who
had killed the fakir he hoped that he would be hanged. He recommended Mr. Sims to make inquiries in Her
Majesty’s 200th Regiment at Meerut. The officers he felt sure would give him every information in their power as
it was impossible that the assassin could have utterly disappeared.
Mr. Sims inclined to the idea that this crime had been committed to obtain these papers; also that the soldier
was only the tool of others. However, there seemed to be a mysterious importance attached to the missing
documents, the contents of which Mr. Sims was not authorized to divulge.
An element of anxiety had entered into Captain Richard Whitby’s life.
Was it possible that that beautiful and refined gentlewoman Eleanor Wake was in love with such a man as
Henry Brown? Impossible. Then was she in any way in his power? Louisa’s extraordinary conduct too. That girl
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was never over-scrupulous about speaking the truth. Was that heartless selfish flirt really sincerely attached to a
private? Why had Brown murdered the fakir? For money? For papers?
The shrewd mind of Whitby rejected the idea that plunder had been the man’s object. He had seen on the
soldier’s face demoniacal rage and anger but certainly neither craft nor greed. He formed the resolve that for
Eleanor Wake’s sake he would find out the whole mystery. …
32.96 Excerpt from Story Of My Life\fn{by Fakir Mohan Senapati (1843-1918)} Mallikashpur, Balasore District,
Orissa State, India (M) 12
1: Childhood
… I was born on a Friday in January 1843 in a village called Mallikashpur, which was a part of the town of
Balasore. My mother’s name was Tulsi Dei and my father’s, Lakshman Charan Senapati.
I am told that as soon as I was born the upper lobe of my left ear was pierced and a gold earring was put on. I
had an elder brother whose name was Chaitanya Charan; he died before I was born. There was then current
superstition among our people that if the ear of the child born after the death of an elder brother was pierced, he
would be spared by Yama, the god of death. In my childhood I saw hundreds of such cases.
When I was only a year and five months old my father set out for Puri to witness the Car Festival.\fn{ During
which the image of the god from the local (or largest or in some way the most important) temple is transported on a large, decorated
wheeled vehicle through the public streets of the settlement, attended by crowds—sometimes numbering in the several thousands—of
devotees, the object being to do the god honor through its public display and consequent veneration:H } On the way home, he had an

attack of cholera at Bhubaneswar. It claimed his life. With him on the pilgrimage were a few people from the
village including his mother (my Thakurma). From her I came to know that my father breathed his last on the
stone steps of the Bindusagar tank near the Bhubaneswar temple.
People in our village burst into tears when they heard the news of his death. A pet dog of my father’s also
started wailing along with the village people. Even when the people stopped, the dog continued wailing. It would
sniff at places which my father frequented, where he used to sit. It died eight days later, not having touched food
since his death.
My mother took to her bed after receiving the news of my father’s death, and never got up again. She died on
the eighth day of the month of Bhadra, after going through intense physical and mental suffering for fourteen
months.
I felt utterly helpless on that day. Many of my contemporaries, who were more fortunate and healthier and
stronger than I, have left the world long since. And here I am, orphaned as a child, plagued by diseases, and
having survived terrible threats to my life, writing down with this feeble hand the story of a long, yet worthless
life.
Why?
The creation of even a blade of grass is not pointless. Why has God kept me alive for so long, to serve what
purpose?\fn{Perhaps so that your story could be part of The Protocol of World Peace.}
As if by God’s will, Kuchila Dei, my Thakurma, took me under her wing after I lost my parents. We have a
saying: an orphan has only one hope—his mother’s mother, or his father’s mother. It breaks my heart to think of
Thakurma’s loving care, the great suffering she endured to save my life. Alas, in return, I have given her nothing.
After my mother’s death, I lay bedridden for about seven or eight years, suffering from diseases like diarrhea
and piles. Thakurma would sit by the bed day in and day out. Month after month, year after year passed this way.
Thakurma would go without sleep and food for days. It was as if she was locked in a desperate struggle with
death. At last, Thakurma won, and I grew better.
During my sickness Thakurma would pray by my sickbed to all manner of gods and goddesses to save my life.
At that time there were two pirs in Balasore; at last Thakurma turned to them for support. She pledged, “If my
child recovers, I will offer him to you as a fakir.” The name originally given to me was Brajamohan. Thakurma
now called me Fakir: the purpose of this Muslim name was to please the pirs.
The illness was over—I survived. But Thakurma could never bring herself to offer me up to the pirs, which
would mean giving up all she had in this world. Instead, I was made a fakir for eight days every Mohurrum. I
would wear the outfit of a fakir for these days—shorts which would reach down to my knees, a multicolored shirt,
a fakir cap, a patchwork shoulder bag, a red walking-stick. Dressed in this manner and with my face smeared with
chalk I would go from house to house in the afternoon for alms. In the evening the alms collected would be sold
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and the money spent on sirni for the pirs.
2: Education (1852)
I was nine when I started school. Each large village in the town had a school; if the villages were small, they
would have one school between two or three of them. People of means employed private tutors for their children.
Children of the untouchables had to do their lesson sitting at a little distance from those of the higher castes.
In those times, schoolteachers came from Cuttack district, mainly from the Jhankad sub-division. The month
of Chaitra was the time when abadhans were recruited. You could easily tell from the way he dressed that he was
after a teacher’s job: a loincloth that would barely reach the knees, a dirty towel on his head, a cane on his
shoulder balanced by a small brass pot for cooking on one end, a light tumbler, two or three palm leaf
manuscripts, and a piece of cloth about three yards long on the other. From the middle of Phalgun to the end of
Chaitra these teachers would be seen wandering about the village streets.
Most of them were of the karana caste, only a few were matibansha ojhas. Those who came from Balasore
were astrologers by caste. The matibansha ojhas were known for their arithmetic skills. People believed that they
were well-versed in the Lilabati Sutras. It is said that, with their special skills, these ojhas could count the feathers
of a bird in flight.
It is not that these village teachers ran schools only in Balasore; they had spread out to neighboring feudatory
states, and places like Dantun, Pataspur, Mahishadal, Kanthi and Haripur in the Midnapore district.
Midnapore district comprised almost 5,200 square miles, of these about 2,200 in the south were inhabited by
Oriya speakers. In their conversations, letters, in maintaining accounts, and in the moneylenders’ offices as well
as in the writing of legal documents they used the Oriya language. Previously, the court language of Midnapore
had been partly Oriya. It was from the Balasore cutcherry that officials were sent there. Nowadays this is no
longer so.
Even now religious scriptures in Oriya such as the Bhagabat by Jagannath Das, the Mahabharat by Sarala
Das, and the Ramayan by Balaram Das are read out every evening in important households in these parts. The
Sanskrit text of the Bhagabat was rendered into Oriya verses by a high-ranking lady from Pataspur. This text is
still in use in certain parts, and by reciting this and other texts, hundreds of Brahmins from Balasore and Cuttack
make a living and find employment in the households of a number of zemindars and moneylenders. In these
modern times, English-educated babus in this area find it rather embarrassing to speak Oriya. However, Oriya still
reigns in their households as their wives would not have it otherwise.
The disappearance of Oriya medium schools from southern Midnapore is very unfortunate and remains a
mystery. In 1865-70 a Bengali sub-inspector was appointed to set up schools in this area. He tried to start Bengali
medium schools but people were not willing to allow their children to be taught in Bengali. He tried very hard but
did not succeed. His special appointment was to start schools in this part; if he failed, he would lose his job. How
could he give away such a lucrative job by admitting his defeat to his superiors?
There seemed a way out. The babu’s brain was prompt in producing a brilliant idea: he would go to a police
station and get the daroga to round up all the village teachers on a fixed day. He would then produce a fake
warrant in English complete with the official seal and say:
“Look at this. It is the order of the Collector sahib of Balasore. All the schools in the area under this police
station are to be closed down, and all the abadhans must leave within seven days of hearing this warrant. If any
abadhan is seen after this time, he would be arrested, sent to the cutcherry and would be fined and jailed.”
The sub-inspector went round the police station to make this known to the abadhans. It was but natural that the
poor abadhans panicked. The order came straight from the Collector. They did not waste any time and headed
home.
I need hardly say that the sub-inspector now had little difficulty in founding Bengali medium schools. I was
quite close to the Headmaster of Balasore District School, who also was the elder brother of this sub-inspector. He
told me this incident to make a point of his brother’s great intelligence and application.
Although Bengali became the medium of instruction in southern Midnapore, Oriya continued to be spoken at
home. It is hard to give up one’s mother tongue; the Oriya Bhagabat and a few other Oriya texts have been
printed in the Bengali alphabet and are still read in almost every house there.
At the village schools, whoever stepped out of the rules, was punished. Every movement of the pupils had to
have the approval of the abadhan. If your legs went to sleep, you had to fold your hands and say “One, Sir,”
which meant you wanted to go out to pass water. “Two, Sir” meant that you wanted to go out to answer the call of
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nature. “Five, Sir” meant you wanted a drink of water.
The following were some of the standard punishments in the penal code of the school.
1. Being caned.
2. Having to stand on one leg.
3. Having to stand with one hand clutching the hair and the other touching the nose.
4. Having to kneel down, left hand on the head, a piece of chalk on the outstretched right hand.
5. Having a rope formed of shredded palm leaf slung across your neck and tied to your toes.
At the end of every day the pupils were given what was known as sunyachati. Both the teacher and monitor,
the cleverest boy of his class, remembered which pupil came at what time to the school. Before leaving school for
home you had to stand in a row stretching your joined palms. The teacher would touch the palm of the pupil who
arrived earliest with the tip of his cane: that meant zero. After that the next to arrive was to get two strokes, and so
on. The force of the stroke was not the same throughout: sometimes it was heavy, sometimes it was light. While
giving the stroke the teacher would look into the face of the pupil, and any sign of protest would weaken the force
of the stroke; with the others, the swish of the cane would be much louder.
If a pupil woke up late, the fright of the sunyachati made him seek a safe retreat near the hearth, where he
would sit clutching an earthen pot. But it was no use. Three or four boys of his own caste would take off their
clothes, follow him there, frogmarch him to the school, where the teacher would promptly land a few strokes on
his back.
I went to one such school, where we were taught arithmetic in the morning and scripture and astrology in the
afternoon. The lessons over, other boys went home, but I had to stay back at the school to wait upon the teacher
and help with cooking. The name of our teacher was Baishnab Mohanty, and he came from Cuttack district.
My uncle, Purusottam Senapati, was very cruel to me. At the end of every month, when the teacher asked for
his fees he would reply:
“You teach him nothing. Why do you ask for money?” The teacher would say:
“I watch over him night and day; I don’t allow him to go out even for a minute to play.” My uncle would
retort:
“But I see no signs of it on his back.”
The teacher would thus get my uncle’s message; for no reason he would come and hit me hard with his cane
ten or twelve times. The crack of the cane and my screams would make my uncle and his wife very pleased
indeed. But Thakurma would come rushing in and demand:
“Teacher! Haven’t you got children of your own?”
Every time the teacher came to ask for his tuition fee this drama would recur.
Later, however, Baishnab Mohanty went back to his village. I was taken to the other school in our village at
the Landa Gosain monastery. On some auspicious day—the first, the eighth, the fourteenth and the last days of the
lunar month— the women of the village gave us alms for singing to them. The rice we thus collected would do for
our teacher. He might occasionally sell the surplus, if any, and save a little money. There were other sources from
which he also received rice. A new pupil brought the following gifts to the school: a seer of rice, an areca nut, a
pinch of molasses, sweetened puffed rice, and flowers.
At the time there was a free Farsi School at Balasore. After the village school I went on my own there, and got
myself admitted. The school had on its staff three Muslim teachers\fn{ The overwhelming religious persuasion in Orissa is
Hindu, but there are small minorities of Christians and Muslims .} and an Oriya pundit, whose name was Banamali
Bachaspati. His job was confined to teaching students how to write letters to their relatives and letters to the court.
No printed books other than the Bible were available in Oriya in those days. The Mission Press at Cuttack
were the only printers in Orissa. The missionaries ran a school in Balasore, but only the Bible was taught there.
No Hindu student went there for fear of “losing caste” by reading printed books.
In the days of my childhood, Balasore was the center of much shipping business. About five to six hundred
ships were at sea, 75 per cent of these carrying salt, and the rest carrying cargo, to places such as Rangoon,
Madras, Colombo and islands in the sea. No one in Balasore in those days had heard of steamers.
The ships needed sails. Depending on its size, a ship might need six to twelve sails of varying shapes and
measurements. These sails were known by names such as karaju, sabar, tavar; kalami, jim, daria, pela, etc. These
sails came in rectangular, triangular or irregular shapes. The sails had to fit the ships: if the sail was too large, a
strong wind might overturn the ship; if it was too small, it would not pull the ship. It needed a lot of experience to
cut sails of the right size.
My father and my uncle took contracts for most of the ships. Many in the shipping business gave them
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advances to make sails. Hundreds of tailors were employed at our house to make these sails. It was a highly
profitable business. We had our own office to keep the accounts. My uncle got me to work under the manager as
an apprentice. In the morning and in the afternoon I would walk along the river bank and note which sails were
made for which ship, which tailor was responsible for which work, and report to the manager.
I would still have a lot of time after finishing all this work. During the spare time, my uncle would engage me
to stitch sails.
Every year, the shipping business in Balasore lasted from the month of Kartik to the month of Chaitra. With a
strong south wind blowing, ships would not move out of the mouth of the river; they anchored there until the
month of Kartik. Till then all work stopped here. And yet traders, craftsmen, contractors, the crew, the porters and
other employees could live off their earnings for the rest of the year.
The rainy season put paid to\fn{Stopped.} sailings, and so all who worked in this line had to sit idle at home.
When the shipyard was closed down for good, my uncle took me to Biswanath Das, who lived in a
neighboring village and was officer-in-charge of a salt-making unit. Every day I would go with him to his office
to learn the working of the salt division.
Of all the departments in the cutcherry, the salt division was the most important; several clerks were employed
there. The division was divided into two sections: the sirasta section and the dewani section. The former kept the
accounts of the mofussils, the latter looked after the accounts of the towns.
In those days, Balasore owed all its flourishing prosperity to the making of salt. Ponga salt was raised in the
area between the mouth of Subarnarekha in the north and that of Dhamra in the south. After the needs of Balasore
were met the surplus salt was shipped off to the Shalimar depot near Calcutta. From there salt would then be sent
to villages in Bengal for sale. At that time many people in Bengal dealt in ponga salt from Balasore. Making salt
was almost the only source of living for the natives of Balasore.
To ensure the safe sailing of ships all the deities of the town had to be appeased, and for this reason hundreds
of Brahmin pundits were put on the payroll. Every year, before the making of salt would begin, worship was
offered to Lord Mahadev at the temple near the cutcherry by the government to make sure the raising of salt ran
into no difficulty. All the expenses were paid out of the government treasury. Since all those who worked in the
salt division were Hindus, the government had to do this in order to please them.
I began to learn work at the office for salt manufacture. Oriya, Bengali and Farsi were the languages used in
the office.
Unfortunately, the goddess of wealth moved to Liverpool and other such places. The salt division was wound
up. The Bengali clerks went back to Bengal, and the Oriya clerks found employment in other departments and
sections.
As an important port and centre of trade and commerce, Balasore was famous not only in India but in Europe
as well. Even before setting up in Bengal, Dutch, Danish, French and English merchants set up trading stations
here. But time does not run even; every rise has a fall. For countless years, the river banks in Balasore teemed
with people. Today the same place is deserted like a sepulcher, almost a wilderness. The river, too, is silted up.
Trade in Balasore is now in the hands of foreigners.
3: Mission school at Balasore (1864-71)
The post of Headmistress at Balasore Mission School fell vacant. It carried a salary of ten rupees a month.
Rev. A. Miller, the Secretary of the school, appointed me to this position in 1864. The post of the second teacher,
too, fell vacant. Gobind Chandra Pattnaik, a good friend of mine, was appointed. His salary was seven rupees.
Miller sahib was tall, handsome, well-built, and a little on the heavy side. You could count an irascible temper
among his faults: he would not try and understand anything, he would do whatever he wanted. He had to employ
Hindu teachers like us because Christian teachers were not around, but he would not trust Hindus. In his eyes
Hindus were idol-worshippers, incarnations of the devil, liars, unreliable and wicked. I was a Hindu; therefore, I
was wicked and unworthy of trust. He knew little Oriya and even less of how to run a school. If I made any
suggestion about the school, he would fly into a rage and do the exact opposite of what I had suggested. His
unnecessary anger never scared me. On the other hand, his funny Oriya and his gestures amused me. I would
quietly go away.
There was a pundit at the Mission Girls’ School. His name was Biswanath Satpathy. He was a versatile man
who could compose impromptu poems in Oriya as well as in Sanskrit and was good at music, embroidery and
many other arts. He was a very amusing man, to whom I was very close.
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I would like to give an example of his ability to compose a poem in no time.
The Mission School and the Girls’ School were housed in a large bungalow, and were separated by a wall.
Only Christians studied in the Girls’ School. The fear of losing caste was so great among the Hindus that they
would not send their daughters to school. There was a big girl called Sharada in the Girls’ School. Once I wanted
to send for Sharada, and so I scribbled a note to Biswanath. He wrote back in Sanskrit:
“The coy girl does not want to go there.”
I carried the piece of paper, went up to the verandah and called out to Biswanath:
“Give me the full poem right now. If you are a good poet, one line will not do.”
Biswanath stood there and reeled out these lines:
With heaving breasts and rounded buttocks
Fresh thin lips and beautiful tresses
Always smiling
The coy one does not want to go there.

One day pundit Biswanath happened to be absent from school. It was also the day of the Moharrum festival.
Miller sahib sent for him and demanded:
“Biswanath pundit, why weren’t you at school yesterday?” Biswanath:
“I was ill. So I could not come.” Miller:
“You are lying. You stayed away to celebrate Moharrum yesterday. I fine you one rupee.” Biswanath:
“Sahib. I am a Hindu Brahmin. How could I celebrate a Muslim festival like Moharrum?” Miller:
“Oh, you idol-worshippers are all alike.”
Although he had to pay the fine, we had a good laugh about the sahib’s ignorance. For a month our friends
would joke and laugh about this.
The sahib used to visit distant villages with his fellow preachers to spread the gospel in markets and other
important places. As soon as they came back, criminal charges would be brought against them. The sahib,
accompanied by his fellow-preachers, would stand at the market place and break into a high-pitched song in
English. This would attract a crowd. The educated people, let alone the villagers, would not be able to make head
nor tail of this song. Having finished his song, the sahib would begin a lecture in broken Oriya:
“O brothers. Your Lord Jagarmath is only a piece of wood or stone. If you worship him you will go to hell.
Lord Jesus is your savior. Worship him, find light and inherit the kingdom of heaven.”
If by chance someone from the assembled crowd answered back, “No sahib. Our Jagarmath is good, your
Jesus Christ is not good,” the sahib would fly into an impatient rage and scream,
“You idol-worshipping wicked Hindu! How dare you speak ill of our Lord?”
He carried a whip. He would then lash out at whoever came in front. As a result, criminal charges were
preferred against him.
The sahib was confident that he knew Oriya very well. He had worked hard for a few days on an Oriya
translation of a slim volume in English. It was decided that first I would go through the translation and correct
errors, if any, then the principal preacher, Bhikari Bhai, would again read it from start to finish. If it was all right it
would go to the press. As soon as I received the manuscript I started correcting it. The very opening sentence
suffered from absurd syntax. When I rewrote it, it read:
There are many in the world who do not believe in the existence of God.

The sound of the Oriya word for “existence” is similar to that of the word for “bone.” I took the manuscript after
correction, and read it out to Bhikari Bhai as he found it hard to read manuscripts. The very first line made him
explode with anger and he shouted:
“What! What have you written, pundit? The bone of God? Is he an idol that he would have bones?”
I did not understand what was happening and just stared at him.
Bhikari Bhai tried very hard to make me understand that God did not have bones. I asked him humbly:
“Bhikari Bhai, where have I mentioned the bone?” Bhikari Bhai pointed at the word “existence” and said:
“Here. Can’t you see?”
Having said this he went to the sahib and shouted furiously:
“Sahib. This pundit has sacrileged your book.”
In the sahib’s opinion, Bhikari Bhai was a learned man, although he could read a printed version of the Bible
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with some difficulty. But he was a Christian, therefore reliable. I was a wicked, idolatrous Hindu, therefore
untrustworthy. The sahib did not say a word to me, but he seethed in anger. For many days afterwards he would
not talk properly to me. I cannot tell what became of his book.
As criminal cases against him piled up, the American mission disowned Rev. Miller. But he did not have to sit
idle in his bungalow for long: the Collector of Balasore, Bignold sahib, wrote to the government and got him a
job as a deputy collector. A few months later he died in harness.
R. H. Pusey, the acting Collector of Balasore, and Myers, the Joint Magistrate, shared the same bungalow. I
was giving them lessons in Bengali. As I wanted to better myself I requested them to find me a government job.
Collector Pusey made me a munshi in his office for the time being. When Rev. E. C. B. Hallam was appointed as
the Secretary of the Mission School, I came back to my earlier job.
Rev. Hallam was as handsome as he was learned and virtuous. He was soft-spoken and sweet-tempered and
had a good command of Oriya language. His voice and accent were not different from those of native speakers.
He compiled a grammar of Oriya language in order to help the British with their learning of Oriya. I helped him
on the book and my help was acknowledged. I was in agreement with him on all points of grammar except a
minor one relating to the dative case. He was of the view that there was no need for a separate dative case in
Oriya. He left it out of his book.
Those who were successful in the final examinations of the maintained schools were awarded four
scholarships of four rupees a month each to enable them to study English. In the first year of the award, four from
Balasore Mission School were successful. Among them was Raghunath Choudhury, who was later to be my sonin-law. Balasore Mission School outdid all schools in the state. Rev. Hallam appreciated this and increased my
salary to twenty-five rupees.
John Beames, the then Collector of Balasore, was regarded as a great scholar among the British civilians and
educated natives alike. He was well-versed in as many as eleven languages. At the time he was engaged in writing
his Comparative Grammar of the Indian Languages. He needed someone who was knowledgeable in Sanskrit,
Bengali and Oriya. My well-wisher, Hallam sahib, introduced me to Beames. During our first meeting Beames
asked me a few questions on grammar, and as my answers were to his satisfaction he put them into his book. I
quickly gained a reputation among the sahibs as a pundit.
It is said, a small bush is a big tree in a treeless country. The sahib asked me to see him at least once a week. If
I was delayed by a day or two for some reason or other, he would immediately enquire, “ Babu. Why did you take
so long to come?” Whenever we met we discussed linguistics. On some days we discussed Sanskrit hymns, on
others Bengali verses, the Oriya poem Rasakallol, the snake charmers’ chants.
There was then a lot of ill-feeling between the Bengalis and Oriyas in Balasore. Because the sahibs were on
my side, Bengali officials and powerful Bengali clerks did not dare do me any harm. In those days in Balasore
nearly all the officers, petty as well as the highly paid, were Bengalis.\fn{ The British absorbed what is now Orissa into
their Indian Empire in 1803; and in 1912 it was united with Bihar State. However, in one of their last major government reorganizations,
the British made Orissa a separate state in 1936, and so it has remained ever since .}

I received much help from Beames sahib in my campaign for women’s education, introduction of the Oriya
language,\fn{There were serious attempts at one time by various learned Bengalis to prove that Oriya was not a distinct language, but
merely a form of Bengali; but this ultimately came to nothing. } and better nutrition. On many an occasion Beames sahib
came to my rescue. All my worldly prosperity I owe only to John Beames. I shall remember his holy name to my
dying day. He used to tell everyone that I was a patriot and I would contribute a lot to the country.
R. L. Martin, the inspector of schools for the south-western part of Bengal, had his headquarters in Mindapore.
Once he came to Cuttack to inspect schools in Orissa. At the time the post of second teacher in Cuttack Normal
School lay vacant—the monthly salary was thirty rupees. The sahib wrote asking if I would be interested.
However, a postscript made it clear that if I accepted the job I would have to move to Cuttack and would not be
allowed to change my mind.
At that time Hallam sahib was touring Jaleswar in northern Balasore. I went to him to discuss this matter. The
sahib increased my salary to thirty rupees and asked me not to go to Cuttack.
On my way home, as I reached Basta, some eight miles north of Balasore, I went down with a fever in the
evening. By morning my whole body was covered with smallpox. I hired a palanquin and came to Balasore. It
was evening when I reached home. As I sat down on the doorstep, I burst into tears. Thakurma came near me and
with tears in her eyes said:
“You need not go to Cuttack. Why did the sahib beat you?” I explained:
“The sahib did not beat me. I have smallpox. I can’t even sit down. Make my bed quickly. I want to lie down.”
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Later, when I asked her why she talked like that, she said:
“I dreamt yesterday that the sahib had beaten you up. Your body was swollen and you were sitting on the
doorstep and crying.”
4: The Famine (1866)
Hallam sahib’s encouragement made me work with a lot of enthusiasm. After school we often discussed
literature. Although I was his subordinate, he treated me as if I was a close relative.
During this period more and more people were becoming Christians. The main reason for this was the famine.
This catastrophic event took place in 1866. To this day people have not been able to forget this terrible famine; as
many as three million people died in the space of one year. Nearly six million people became homeless. Many
died, many others got displaced. I was twenty-three at the time and working as the Headmaster of Mission
School. Fifty years have gone by since, but those events remain engraved in my mind.
It rained heavily for about four days in the month of Bhadra, and then it was dry. As Bhadra passed into
Ashwin, people anxiously looked up to the sky. The only thing they now talked about was water. From the start of
the month of Kartik, people began to despair. Even if the rains came, it would be too late now; the rice saplings
had started dying out.
Rice was the only crop in Balasore; people’s lives depended on this crop. The dried-up rice saplings were
straw now. Ears of rice, some fully grown, others less so, tossed in the air like tufts of white hair. The cattle were
left to graze freely among the paddies. But only one sniff at the dying rice stalks, and they would turn away.
The town stopped half a mile south of my house. From there rice fields stretched endlessly to the horizon.
Scattered hamlets lay in between like islands. In those days I would have my bath at nine in the morning and go
out carrying a rug, which I would spread out in the middle of a rice field, and sitting on it, pray to God to save my
people.
The daily laborers scraped a living for a few days by selling off whatever utensils they had. Towards the end of
the month of Kartik, they abandoned their homes and went wherever they could. Husbands and wives, fathers and
sons all were separated. They would go from house to house begging for alms.
But who had a handful of rice to spare?
The peasants could manage to stick to their homesteads until the months of Magh and Phalgun by selling off
whatever utensils, cattle, or ornaments they had. An ox fetched five measures of rice, a cow, two measures. There
were no scales; nor was there the time to find one. Who cared what the right price was? People took whatever
they got.
Some of the better-off people went from village to village with ready cash on them to buy rice. There was none
to be found; whoever had any kept it hidden.
By the end of the month of Phalgun, many peasants and nearly all artisans had started devouring whatever they
could find. As the tamarind trees put out tender leaves, you would find ten to twenty people clambering like
monkeys to chew the leaves. Everyone you saw had been reduced to skin and bones, the eyes sunken into their
sockets. Many women from good families were seen wandering about the streets with rags wrapped around their
waist. The breasts were now two shriveled stretches of skin dangling nakedly.
Some had in their arms withered babies sucking at their emaciated breasts.
It was hard to tell whether the child was alive or dead. The death toll began to rise from the month of Chaitra.
The village streets, the bathing ghats, the jungle—all were strewn with dead bodies.
If I remember right, Ravenshaw sahib had just taken over as the new Commissioner of Orissa. He was a great
benefactor of the state. The government wrote to Ravenshaw in September, or maybe in October, suggesting that
Orissa was most likely to face famine as a result of the drought. They wanted to find out what precautions had
been taken. In order to give a reply, the Commissioner sahib sent for all the officials and asked for their advice.
Two departmental officers said:
“If there is going to be a famine, we need not worry at all. The mofussil zemindars have plenty of rice. That
will last us out a whole year.”
Since the departmental officers said this, the court officers deemed it proper to exaggerate the matter
somewhat in order to please the Commissioner. One of them said:
“The zemindar of Gopalpur has a reserve of fifty thousand bags of rice in ten granaries. You could get another
forty thousand from Sam Sahu of Bhimpur. Besides, smaller merchants have depots full of rice. Orissa could be
fed easily for two months on rice from these.”
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The court officer for the political department went a step further and spoke of lakhs of bags,\fn{Hundreds of
not thousands. From all accounts it seemed Orissa had unlimited reserves of rice, and that there
was no problem for at least a year.
The Commissioner sahib wrote back to the government saying famine in Orissa might be imminent, but what
reserve of rice there was would last at least a year.
It was a big blunder. The Commissioner should have found out whether Orissa truly had so much rice and
whether people who had the rice would sell or donate it when famine struck. But it seems the Commissioner had
no idea that fate had decreed the death of three million people in Orissa.
People started dying from the month of Phalgun. The number of deaths increased daily. The roads, the bathing
ghats, the fields, the jungle—wherever you went you saw dead bodies; it was as if death was spreading all over
the land.
Rice was now sold at ten seers a rupee, but only for three or four days. Then it was sold at three seers a rupee.
Then it was hard to come by. But when supplies of rice arrived from Rangoon, the price dropped back to one
rupee for ten seers. In the year before the famine the price of unhusked rice was one rupee for 150 seers, and the
price of husked rice was one rupee for a maund and a half. The same rice sold at ten seers a rupee in the famine
year. You could somehow get to buy rice in the towns; in the villages it was impossible to get any. There, people
who had rice kept it from others; some even hid it in holes dug in their courtyards.
Towards April, the Commissioner sahib wrote to the government about the real condition of Orissa and
pleaded for adequate supplies of food grains. The government, possibly with the Commissioner’s earlier letter in
mind, wired back:
thousands of bags.}

You have asked for food grains, but food supplies cannot be sent by wire.

The fine trunk road of today that connects Puri with Calcutta was something of a ravine in those days. It was
overgrown and much frequented by thieves and bandits. For this reason, food supplies in no way could be
transported by land. With the abolition of the salt division, ships no longer put in at the Balasore port. The people
of Balasore had only heard about steamships but had never seen even one. The government requisitioned a big
luxury liner from Calcutta to bring rice from Rangoon and Bengal. They also opened mercy camps in many
towns.
As soon as the word got around starving millions flocked to the towns. For days they had not had a proper
meal. They had survived on tender leaves and barely edible roots. Now that there were mercy camps, they ran to
the towns.
But how could they survive such a long journey? 75 per cent perished on the way. Of those who reached the
mercy camps some died of dysentery and diarrhea after eating only one or two meals. Their stomachs had been
empty for such a long time; they were tempted to eat as much as they could. But they had lost all power to digest.
Doctors were brought in to treat them. The government had stockpiled sacks of sago specially brought over
from Calcutta. In the mercy camps, the starving were given sago for the first few days. But that was no use.
Nearly everyone died.
Every morning, the sweepers brought their carts and carried off dead bodies lying all around the mercy camps
and elsewhere in the town and threw them in the river. I have seen with my own eyes sweepers daily taking
corpse-laden carts towards the river.
After the needs of the mercy camps were met, the surplus rice was sold at the open market at ten seers a rupee.
Of course, you could not buy as much as you wanted. The members of the relief committees issued ration tickets
and you could get rice only on showing these tickets.
Nothing in this world lasts for ever. The famine came and went. The year after the famine, many children and
grown-ups were seen wandering around. Their Hindu society did not accept them any longer because they had
been feeding at mercy camps. But the Christian missionaries accepted them with love, and brought them up like
their own children and gave them education.
Is Hinduism not to blame for deserting them? According to Hindu scriptures there is nothing wrong in
accepting food from the untouchables in a life and death situation. The Mahabharat mentions the hermit
Viswamitra, who did not have to lose his place among the sages for having eaten dog-meat cooked by a chandala.
5: The first printing press in Balasore (1868)
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While teaching at Mission School I was doing all I could for the development of Oriya literature. I wrote the
story of the Rajputs. The mission press at Cuttack was then the only printing press in Orissa. I found out that it
would cost me four hundred rupees to get my book printed there. I did not have the money, so I gave up the idea.
Later on, Iswar Chandra Vidyasagar allowed me to translate his book ]eevan Gitarita into Oriya, and it was
printed by the Baptist Mission Press of Calcutta. This was recommended as a textbook for scholarship
examinations. Afterwards, I wrote a book on Oriya grammar, and another on arithmetic, both of which became
school textbooks.
We founded an association for the development of Oriya literature. The members were: Babu Jayakrushna
Choudhury, Babu Bholanath Samantray, Babu Gobind Prasad Das, Babu Damodar Prasad Das (Secretary and
Treasurer), Babu Fakir Mohan Senapati, Babu Radhanath Ray.
It was decided in the first meeting that all the old Oriya manuscripts should be printed. Rasakallol should be
printed first. The proceeds from the sales would then finance the printing of other texts. A company would be set
up to find the capital needed for printing the first book; each share would go for two rupees. By working hard for
three or four months we could collect a working capital of 250 rupees. Then we set to work on annotating the text
of Rasakallol, spending two hours every evening on this work.
Before this was complete, the association realized that without a press of our own we would have to wait until
all the copies of Rasakallol were sold to find the money needed for printing another book; but with a press of our
own, we could print a number of books at the same time. A few days earlier, a printing company had been
established at Cuttack. We decided that we could set up a similar company in Balasore, too. The annotation of
Rasakallol was discontinued. The money we had collected for its printing is yet to be recovered from the
Treasurer.
At last, in 1868, a printing house was set up at Balasore. It was named “P. M. Senapati and Co. Utkal Press.”
The value of each share was five rupees. Four members of the association went out to collect the fixed capital for
the company. Some bought shares because they realized the benefits of such a press, while others were guided by
the love of profit. Some others bought shares because they found our repeated appeals too much to resist. Thus, in
four or five months, we collected twelve hundred rupees and put it in the care of the Treasurer.
Nobody in Balasore in those days had any idea what a printing press looked like. We did not have the money
to hire printers from Calcutta. I sent my cousin Jagannath to Calcutta to learn printing. I sent him a monthly
allowance of fifteen rupees for a year. This I paid from my own pocket. We asked him to find out what we needed
for the press and how much it would cost.
Gradually, the parts arrived by ship. Depending on the wind, ships from Calcutta took anything from ten to
twenty days to reach Balasore. Finally, Jagannath came carrying the typefaces. All this cost us eight hundred
rupees, leaving us a balance of only four hundred. All that was needed now was the printing machine itself, which
would cost us at least seven to eight hundred. Was all our labor in vain? The missionaries in Midnapore had a
printing press. I wrote to them enquiring if they would sell us a cheap printing press. Before their reply, a printing
press arrived on a bullock cart. If I remember right, we had to pay only 150 rupees or so.
Our family owned a pukka house in the Motigani bazaar. It used to be rented out. I took it on rent from my
uncle. The printing press was to be housed here. Jagannath, who was now our printer, assembled the press. Some
six more workers were hired. The plan was that Jagannath would train them. We joyfully announced that printing
would begin.
Half of the shops in Motigani were closed on this auspicious day. Many distinguished people came to see the
machine at work. The street outside was full of people, and the traffic came to a stop. The types were set and put
on the machine; a wooden ruler dabbed with ink was rolled on the typeface; then paper was pressed on to it.
Hundreds of people were waiting with baited breath: the printed paper would now come out of the press.
But what happened? Not a single letter was printed. The paper was only smudged with ink here and there. Full
of embarrassment, the printer stood, pulling a long face. We felt as if the earth slipped from under our feet. We
were speechless with shame and disappointment; we were in a terrible predicament. Then a barrage of questions
came from the people. With difficulty I replied:
“Today we only put ink on the paper; later this ink will turn into letters.”
We learnt later that the mission press got rid of this machine because it was not working. We needed to bring a
new machine from Calcutta, or else a year’s hard work would go down the drain. The new machine would cost
eight hundred rupees. Where would the money come from?
One misfortune leads to another. It was the middle of summer—the heat was intense; a lot of running around,
worries, irregular meals and lack of sleep gave me blood dysentery. One day, while I was working at the machine
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for several hours, I became drenched in sweat, and because of dysentery blood ran through my clothes and
dripped on the floor. On coming home, I fainted. During this time I passed out at home a lot of times following
long hours at the press. But I kept it from everybody. I put on a brave face when I talked about the press to others.
Faced with such misfortunes, I resolved: it is either the press or my life.
If you are committed to some good deed selflessly, God always comes to your aid. Kishore Mohan Das,
younger brother of the zemindar and merchant, Babu Manmohan Das, was a close friend of mine. As soon as I
asked, he gave me a loan of eight hundred rupees without question.
I purchased a Super Royal Albino printing machine from Calcutta. It was the monsoon, so no ships could come
to Balasore. The printing machine had to be carried by a bullock cart. Nowadays, we have a fine road from
Calcutta to Balasore, but at the time it was a dust track. The rainy season made it impassable: the cart wheels
would often get stuck in the mud, and laborers from nearby villages had to be hired to pull it free.
The cart carrying our printing machine got stuck in the middle of Dantan bazaar. We had to get fifteen to
twenty coolies, who took eight days to clear the way for the cart. Anyway, the printing machine reached Balasore
after twenty-two days.
At last, our ordeal was over. The workers had learnt printing by now. The machine could print in Oriya and
English beautifully. One day, Bignold sahib, the Collector of Balasore, sent for me and congratulated me heartily
on our success, and, to further encourage us, gave us a contract to print several forms for the cutcherry. We made
a handsome profit out of this work.
People from afar kept coming for two or three months to see the printing as if it was as exciting as the Car
Festival. Zemindars came in palanquins from remote villages to see our press. For months, the townsfolk came to
watch our work. In these days, when printing presses are common, people might find this hard to believe. But,
when the first printing press was established in London, the King and Queen came in person to witness this novel
event.
Six months later, Ravenshaw sahib, accompanied by Bignold sahib, and his successor, John Beames, arrived
one morning. We told him briefly how the press came to be. He looked around and gave us ten rupees. But
instead of keeping it for ourselves, we bought two shares in his name with the money. When the company broke
up, we gave him thirty rupees, which included his money and his share of the profits.
On the occasion of the Parvana festival, Babu Madan Mohan Das, a distinguished businessman of Balasore,
invited many people to his house. Among others were Babu Radhanath Ray and myself. Radhanath babu looked
in my direction and said:
“History will record in letters of gold the hardships you endured in order to found the printing company.”
The press ran smoothly. We made a lot of profit. Previously Cuttack Printing Company used to publish a
weekly called Utkal Dipika. The executive committee of our company suggested that we bring out a fortnightly. It
would be called Bodhadayni ebam Balasore Sambadbahika. The former part would be literary and the latter
would carry news. The magazine came out on time, but contributors were hard to find. Teaching all day at school
and looking after the press used to tire me out. There was no energy left to do work in the evenings. So the
magazine became irregular. About forty or fifty were on the subscribers’ list, but only eight or ten paid their
subscriptions.
6: Death of Thakurma (1867)
One April afternoon in 1867, my Thakurma, Kuchila Dei, who had brought me up, passed away. I have a
feeling that God had kept her alive so long to look after me. Now that I was able to look after myself it was no
longer necessary for her to linger in this careworn world.
My grandfather, Kusha Senapati, worked for the Nawab of Murshidabad as a durwan or jamadar or in some
such menial position. He died there, away from home. My grandmother had no one left to lean on. She had two
young sons to support.
She was of medium build, fair-complexioned, good-looking and hardy. She was hardly ever ill. She had all her
teeth when she died. Even half her hair was black. She was simple-hearted, and had an even temper. No one ever
heard her raise her voice. There were a number of quarrelsome widows in our village. Whenever they squabbled
among themselves, Thakurma would shut herself in the house. My aunt, that is her elder daughter-in-law, was
somewhat vain and foul-mouthed. Whenever she turned abusive, Thakurma would leave at once; if it hurt deeply,
she would sit in a dark comer of the house and cry. No one ever heard her laugh aloud. It seemed as if she was
always overshadowed by melancholy. She was very devout and pious. She would observe all religious rituals. She
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used to spend a good part of the year fasting or living on a strict diet. She considered it a sin to ride a bullock cart;
she therefore traveled to several holy places on foot. The only illness I have ever seen her with was an attack of
filarial\fn{I.e., filariasis, one of the diseases caused by a nematode transmitted by biting flies and mosquitoes:W/H } every three or
four months.
She would get up well before dawn and bury herself in domestic chores till midnight. She would not utter a
word to anyone unless there was a need. She would take a break at midday for a bath and worshipping and in the
evening to listen to the scriptures. About midnight when everybody had eaten and gone to sleep she would have a
meal and go to bed. She hardly had four hours’ sleep a day, but her sleep was so light that the slightest noise in the
house would wake her up.
Her worldly goods consisted of three bamboo chests. The first was full of all sorts of herbs and roots; the
second contained various types of seeds of seasonal plants for the garden; the third, which was the biggest,
contained bric-a-brac. She would not throw anything away. If a child in the house or in the village took ill she
would take it upon herself to treat him. At the back of the house lay a grove where she would retire with her beads
whenever she had a break from household work. All the year round it would be full of seasonal vegetables. We
did not have to get vegetables from outside. Thakurma is gone, but the mango trees she had planted are
flourishing.
To look after others, not bothering about her own comforts, was her life’s sole purpose. My father’s death
caused her great sorrow. It pains me a great deal when I think of how much she sacrificed for me. She would
spend sleepless nights when I was ill. Like a cow watching over her calf, Thakurma always kept an eye on me. I
was twenty-two when I went to Calcutta for the first time. When I returned, Thakurma, who was worrying about
me, had just one look at me, and suddenly paced about the courtyard restlessly. She was the only support of my
life and everything I have gained was a result of Thakurma’s piety. Her death was a specially terrible blow to my
life …
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238.68 Excerpt from The Life And Work Of J. N. Tata\fn{by Sir Dinsha Edulji Wacha (1844-1936)} Bombay,
Mahrashtra State, India (M) 9

† Founded by Jamsetji Nusserwanji Tata, Father of Indian Industry †
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1
Mr. Tata was born at Navsari in 1839 of poor but respectable parents belonging to the priestly caste. Navsari,
which is a fairly populous town in the territory of H.H. the Maharaja of Baroda, is situated only a few miles from
Surat. It has been the stronghold of Zoroastrian priesthood for upwards of a thousand years, say, from the days
that colonies of refugees, flying from the Mahomedan persecution in Persia, came to settle in different places in
Guzerat. Many have been the traditions and anecdotes of acrimonious and animated theological controversies in
that citadel of Zoroastrian orthodoxy, sometimes between the rival priestly factions for theocratic supremacy,
sometimes between the laity and the clergy, and sometimes between foreign missions and the divided clergy.
That being the case it is quite believable that Navsari had had from time to time its own Athanasiuses. Perhaps
nowhere was the odium theologicum more rife than in that little town otherwise a sleepy hollow. Self-contained
and opinionated, obtuse and aggressive, the hierarchy disdained to be illumined by the outer light of civilization
and progress. Devout and faithful followers of their pristine creed which teaches Light as the Spirit Divine of the
good Hormuzd, those zealots, by a curious irony of fate, preferred to live in Darkness over which presides the evil
spirit of Ahreman.
Thus the Zoroastrian priesthood of Navsari dwelt in a cimmerian cosmos of their own and their angry
discussions were like unto Vesuvius in eruption. There was ample and enough to spare of their theological lava
and brimstone.
When, however, we clear the ground of the molten mass, we are able clearly to discern that at the bottom of it
all was the burning desire to keep alive pure and undefiled the faith of their great Teacher, mixed as it was by
contact with Hinduism in the midst of which they had to live, move, and have their being. What was originally
prescribed in the Avesta and what were the ancient customs, ceremonials and usages were the theme of those
animated controversies. Thus they came to be practiced controversialists. Each debater came to display his own
strong conviction with a doggedness and persistence which one cannot but admire. Doggedness and perseverance
were the two principal traits of the controversial clergy at Navsari.
Brought up in his boyhood in a community possessing such traits it is perfectly intelligible what influence
heredity and environments must have exerted themselves on Mr. Jamsetji who all through his life was
preeminently distinguished for his great force of character and perseverance. Education in the sense we
understand it was nowhere in Navsari, but of religious instruction in the Zoroastrian scriptures there was enough
and to spare. There were learned Dasturs who knew how to teach the young Farsi idea to shoot. That instruction
Jamsetji had. A secular education in the three R’s too, he had had, specially mental arithmetic which was greatly
looked after. But that was enough and in order that Mr. Tata should have more modern education he was sent to
Bombay in 1852 at the age of thirteen.
The atmosphere to which Mr. Jamsetji was translated was of course wide asunder as the poles from that in
which he had passed his boyhood. He found himself in an entirely new world of large population, different races
and creeds and above all of diverse occupation and activities. He was in the midst of new environments socially,
intellectually and morally. Bombay was to him a new Jerusalem. When he arrived there was a state school and
college under one roof which bore the honored name of the great Elphinstone. Mr. Jamsetji had the benefit of the
excellent instruction imparted there. His academic career, which was unaccompanied by any notable incident,
came to a close early in 1858, just about the time that the three Presidential Universities, having received their
Charter ef incorporation under the benign statesmanship of Lord Canning, had entered on their noble work of
imparting higher learning.
Meanwhile his father was in the possession of a modest fortune and had been trading with China. Mr. Tata
Junior was now at the desk in the firm acquainting himself with the trade and the mechanism of exchange. Opium
trade was then mostly confined to a colony of rich and enterprising Parsees who had settled there long anterior to
the acquisition of Hong Kong by the British. The trade was a kind of sealed book to the vast majority; and there
being no competition they prospered exceedingly.
Let it be remembered that those were days when telegraphy, wireless or any other, was nowhere, or at best in
its infancy within India alone, and the mercantile navigation service between Bombay and the Far East was also
inadequate and slow. The trade was a kind of close monopoly and most remunerative.
Having acquainted himself with business details in his father’s firm Mr. Jamsetji was sent to Hong Kong
where he completed his training in respect of the China trade and developed his native instinct of shrewdness and
commercial sagacity.
But while at Hong Kong there was happening a great event, a fierce struggle in fact, in the far west which
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transcended the War of Independence. The civil war between the Northerners and Southerners which lasted for
five years (1861-65) was disastrous not only to the belligerents themselves but to Lancashire which was famished
for the regular supply of cotton for its factories. Prices of the raw staple began to rise slowly in Liverpool till 24d.
was reached. As the supply became more and more scarce India came to the help of Lancashire with great profit
to herself.
Bombay, of course, was the chief beneficiary as it was the principal exporter of nine-tenths of the supply. The
merchants reaped a rich harvest of profits. These came mostly in the shape of nuggets of gold and bars of silver
which have been authentically recorded at 51 crores of rupees. The firm of Mr. Tata at the time was trading in
cotton and had established good business relations with Mr. Premchand Roychand. This plethora of wealth led to
an unprecedented speculation in the city reminding us of the South Sea Scheme. A variety of banking and
financial institutions were started and their shares came awhile to be sold at a fabulous premium.
One of the earliest and most influential of those was the Asiatic Banking Corporation with which Mr.
Premchand had a great deal to do. It was arranged that a bank should be opened in London also. Mr. Jamsetji Tata
had to return to Bombay in 1863 with a view to establish such a bank there and at the same time to look after the
cotton consignments of the firm. The project of the bank, however, came to be abandoned and Mr. Tata devoted
his whole attention to the cotton shipments.
Those were the halcyon days of 1863 and 1864. Speculation was at a boiling point and Mr. Premchand
Roychand was the prince of that speculation. It is irrelevant to refer to that stirring epoch. An account of it may be
read in the history of it which I published in 1910 (Cambridge & Co). But a passing reference all the same may be
made to it in order to illustrate the subject of this brief memoir.
The American war came to an end early in 1865 with the surrender of the Southern army under General Lee.
The news came as a terrible bomb shell on the speculators in Bombay and on the cotton traders. Prices of cotton
and shares began to fall from day to day till the crisis reached its climax on 1 st July 1865 which is recorded as the
black day in the city.
There was a disastrous aftermath. Old and wealthy firms were either plunged in heavy insolvency or in the
greatest embarrassments. The general population suffered immensely. Credit was wrecked and distress of an
intense character prevailed for a long time. The law courts were over busy with suits and liquidation orders.
Debtors were creditors and creditors debtors. The rich became poor and the poor were impoverished and in the
direst straits.
That was the condition when the day of reckoning came. It goes without saying that the firm of Tata was hard
hit. Mr. Jamsetji Tata had to liquidate the branch in England and return to Bombay. The local head office was
barely able to stand on its legs, such was the general aftermath of the speculation.
There was a serious ebb in the fortune of the house of Tata. While it was slowly attempting to rehabilitate
itself, an event occurred which was to restore its shattered fortune and lay anew, on a solid foundation, the future
prosperity of the firm.
The Abyssinian war was declared against Theodore, the king or Negus of Abyssinia who had stupidly refused
to receive\fn{The text has relieve, which is probably incorrect:H} two British officers who had gone as an embassy to him
to get Consul Cameron relieved from his captivity. Sir Robert Napier (afterwards Lord Napier of Magdala), was
in command of the army which was moved from Bombay. Having had previous experience of commissariat
contracts, Mesrs. Tata, with a syndicate of other contractors, were entrusted with the supply of provision and other
equipments for the troops.
Sir Robert Napier had a most arduous and difficult campaign before him. He would not leave anything to
chance. Neither would he court a defeat while the march to Magdala from Zoula Bay in the Red Sea was
exceedingly difficult in a strange and unexplored country. He therefore demanded that a year’s supply should be
provided.
The war was consummately planned, and by the time Sir Robert had reached the capital, King Theodore rather
than suffer defeat, committed suicide. So the war came to an end, a great deal earlier than anticipated. The profits
were said to be large beyond the most sanguine anticipation.
It was a war in which much public monies were wasted. The Bombay Gazette, then a most powerful and
influential journal denounced the waste of public monies. That there was an enormous waste both in India and in
England was indisputably proved. When the late professor Fawcett raised a debate in the House of Commons, a
departmental committee of enquiry was instituted and it was finally ascertained that the expenditure originally
submitted to parliament at a million sterling had mounted to eleven millions but the waste was more or less with
the War Office in England and the Bombay government.
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The firm of Tata was fairly rehabilitated and set upon its legs. Mr. Jamsetji Tata then cast about for some other
business opening. The attention of a few sagacious in the city was turned to the cotton industry. With two or three
other partners an oil pressing factory, which had gone into liquidation was purchased and converted into a
spinning and weaving mill.
As yet the cotton industry which had been absolutely paralyzed during the American war—it being impossible
to work with cotton ranging from 500 to 700 Rs. per candy—was in its infancy. In the early part of the seventies
there were no more than 8 Mills. The factory prospered and a handsome profit was realized. A wealthy Hindu
merchant Mr. Kessowji Naik, broker to the eminent house of Messrs. W. Nicol & Co., having offered to buy it at a
good profit, the concern was sold out.
But Mr. Jamsetji Tata determined that he should now establish a factory of his own, fully convinced by his
practical experience of the Chinchpogly mill, that the future prosperity of Bombay must largely depend on cotton
spinning and weaving. With this conviction he resolved to proceed to Manchester and make himself fully
acquainted with the condition of the industry there, and how large a mill may be equipped in India as to earn
handsome profits.
With his departure to England for the second time closed the first period of Mr. Tata’s vicissitudes of fortune
and his earliest business career.
2
Returning from London, Mr. Tata busily engaged himself exploring spots near and far where he might
successfully plant his mill. He was firmly imbued with the conviction that a cotton mill within a few miles’ radius
of a district where cotton was abundantly cultivated, was best situated and advantaged. That his view on this point
was sound has been demonstrated over and over by the many cotton mills which have since sprung in Khandesh,
the Central Provinces and Guzerat which are all cotton growing districts.
Nagpur attracted his greatest attention and after visiting many localities in pursuit of a site he eventually
selected that city. The selection was wise. Nagpur is really the great distributing centre of the agricultural products
of the Central Provinces, especially wheat and seed. It is also the entrepôt of all inland imports by rail. Piece
goods, yarn, and other commodities, indigenous and foreign, go there for distribution among the consumers.
So the needed land, which at the time was cheap enough, was acquired and the building of the mill and the
equipping of it with machinery commenced soon after in right earnest. Mr. Tata was indefatigable in his personal
supervision. Vigilance over the contractors and efficiency of the job were essential. All had been completed by the
close of 1876 and the first January of 1877 was fixed for the starting of the mill with some ceremony.
There was a large gathering of the local community and also of those invited from Bombay. Sir John Morris,
Chief Commissioner of the Central Provinces, who took the keenest interest in the first important cotton factory
established in the province, presided. The occasion, auspicious as it was, was doubly memorable as on that day
Queen Victoria was proclaimed Empress of India and in commemoration of such an historical event the mill itself
was named, “The Empress Mills,” though of course, the name of the company was the “Central Indian Spinning
and Weaving Company Limited.”
The start was good but in the initial stage many a difficulty in the practical working had had to be surmounted.
Mr. Tata, however, was singularly lucky in the choice of his superior staff and Manager. Mr. (now Sir) Bejonji
Dadabhai was appointed Manager for his great administrative ability which was so well recognized in his former
post as assistant goods Traffic Manager on the G. I. P. Railway. .Though no specialist in any branch of the cotton
industry, by his great natural intelligence, penetrating insight, steady perseverance, and indomitable capacity for
the hardest and most complicated work, he soon proved his undoubted competency to manage and control, with
the highest tact and judgment, so large an establishment as a cotton mill.
The choice has been justified a hundred-fold while the brilliant success the mill has achieved all throughout is
principally owing to Sir Bejonji. No Mill manager has enjoyed the unbounded confidence of the agents as he and
none has reciprocated it with such exceptional ability and sagacity. In short, it may be said here without a word of
exaggeration that Sir Bejonji has shown himself in mill management a facile princep in every respect. He is a
grate example of what ability and integrity can accomplish in the industry.
Apart from this, the unprecedented success which has all through attended the Empress Mill must be attributed
to two distinct traits of Mr. Tata’s own personality, namely, courage and dogged perseverance. From the beginning
he held before him a high ideal, every way worthy of the sterling man of business and practical enterprise. It is a
trite saying, “Nothing venture, nothing have.” Mr. Tata ventured everything which by any possibility could be
made practical and he had had his reward.
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It did not come all at once. Neither did it rain down from heaven in a trice. It was the result of years of what
may be called laborious pioneer work. Mr. Tata was forever assimilating new ideas and experimenting to see how
far they might be successful. When he began a trial after due deliberation, he never was deterred by preliminary
failures from persevering with it. Many indeed are the instances of the experiments he made. Some, of course,
came to naught; but all the experience acquired even by failures was not wasted.
But generally he was successful. His ardent desire was to see the mill equipped to date and give the best results
for all the outlay expended. Indeed, in India, he was always the foremost in trying new inventions and appliances
which might ultimately prove advantageous to the cotton industry.
Thus almost all enterprises were embarked on with courage and conviction of their ultimate success and in his
case it must be said success led to success till his mill took the first rank in all India. Not only was he the first in
point of efficient and productive machinery; but he knew how to deal with the commercial part of the business.
The question of always looking about for new markets engrossed his constant attention. He would send round
traveling agents to discover centers whence he might distribute the mill products.
Next, the problem of transport was brought under consideration. How goods may be sent by the shortest and
cheapest route possible was a question that also engaged his attention. The selection of cotton from various
districts, the planting of gins and presses near the seats of production and so forth were all part of a great and
comprehensive whole. He had well conceived how the chain of all the elements may be made strong and effective
and he endeavored to the utmost of his power and ability to forge link after link for the purpose.
It was a most arduous and uphill work for the first ten or fifteen years. But he had, as already observed, able
coadjutors and lieutenants who were capable of putting into execution his new ideas. Every time that he returned
from his travels to Europe, he brought with him a quiver full of ideas. His keen and penetrating faculties of
observation were such that he went about many a manufacturing town with his eyes open and with a burning
desire to learn what may be useful.
It was the same when he visited Japan. He returned to Bombay brimful of a variety of ideas not only in
reference to cotton spinning and weaving, but also in respect to agriculture, coal, mining and so on.
It should also be remembered that during the earlier years of working the mill, it was not all smooth sailing.
Innumerable were the small difficulties that had cropped up and which acted on the sensitive mind of Mr. Tata as
so many pinpricks. But all the troubles began to disappear as experience was acquired year after year. The
financial success of the mill was assured while Sir Bejonji had not only strengthened its stability but had crowned
its edifice.
It is not surprising that with all this exercise of patience and perseverance, of trials and disappointments, and
the earnest desire to do the very best, prosperity accompanied the mill as years went on. The dividends were
handsome, while large sums were set apart for repairs and renewals and replacement of worn out machinery.
From the commencement of the starting of the mill for work up to 31 st December 1913, dividends amounting to
Rs. 2,43,45,007 have been paid to the proprietary on a fully paid up share of the value of Rs. 500. There has been
paid by way of a bonus from reserved profits a fully paid up share of Rs. 500. In other words, the company has
made a present to the shareholders of share per share. They had not been asked to pay any call on the new issue.
The amount was as it were transferred from the reserve to capital account which now stands at Rs. 46,87,000.
Lately, in order to avoid borrowing publicly monies from time to time at varying rates, preference shares have
been issued bearing interest at 5 per cent. thus bringing up the amount of the capital to Rs. 96,87,500. This
preference stock of the value of fifty lakhs has become a most popular form of investment. Thus, it will be seen
how a well-managed mill, equipped up-to-date, has been able to benefit the proprietary and become the subject of
high encomiums all round in the cotton industry.
*
But Mr. Tata was not satisfied with advancing the prosperity of the company alone. With a large mind and
heart he took the greatest pains to promote the material welfare of those by whose hands alone the mill was made
a success. The contentment and well-being of the operatives themselves was his constant care. By means of a well
considered and generous scheme a variety of prizes were instituted for the best attendance and greatest efficiency
among the hands.
The institution of prizes has had the agreeable effect of stimulating healthy rivalry among the operatives.
Besides, there is paid an annual bonus to all hands and the yearly bonus and prize distribution day is kept as a
general holiday. Provision is also made for meritorious service after a long retirement. Gratuities and
compensations are awarded to those deserving and physically incapacitated.
The combined result of all this is that the operatives are devotedly attached to the mill. They have made the
837

fortunes of the mill their own. They have become conscious of the fact of identity of interests. Several Bombay
mills have followed the example first set by Mr. Tata.
Again, the subordinate staff of employees have not been forgotten. Their well-being, too, has been considered.
There is a reading room and Library and a recreation ground for them. These amenities by way of relaxation after
a hard day’s labor are greatly appreciated.
Lastly, Mr. Tata instituted the system of apprenticeship whereby fairly educated young men are admitted in a
certain proportion every year for the purpose of getting themselves trained in the different branches of the
industry. Each has to sign an apprentice bond for a period of three years during which he is allowed a small
guaranteed salary for maintaining himself, subject, of course, to efficiency, good conduct, and perfect integrity to
the employers. The company reserves to itself the option to engage him after three years. probation in some
department or other for which he may have qualified himself, on a fair salary.
*
Ten years’ experience of the practical working of the mill prompted Mr. Tata to embark on another kindred
enterprise but having for its object the spinning and weaving of finer yarns in cloth. By 1885, numerous mills had
sprung up in Bombay and elsewhere. But everyone without exception was equipped for turning out coarser kinds
of goods. Mr. Tata with his individuality thought that the time had come for taking a new departure in the
industry.
Firmly of conviction that with a longer stapled variety of cotton, finer goods could be successfully
manufactured, he started a new company for the purpose which he very appropriately named the Swadeshi. Land
was purchased in the vicinity of the Victoria Gardens and all other preliminaries had been completed. It so
happened, however, that at the time the largest mill in the Presidency, known as the Dharamsi, was put up
publicly for sale. Mr. Tata bid for it and it was knocked down to him for twelve and a half lakhs. The mill had cost
over fifty lakhs and it was thought a cheap bargain at the time.
But soon after the acquisition of the factory it gradually became transparent that the mill would require
extensive overhaul of a most radical character, so much so that what was once exultingly considered to be the
cheapest was going to be the dearest concern. Mr. Tata however, had put his foot on it in spite of expert advice to
the contrary.
It was one of his few great blunders. The mill gave infinite trouble in the matter of renovation and
reconstruction for well nigh ten years. Many indeed were the vicissitudes and crises through which it had to pass
before being made a fairly up-to-date mill giving moderate dividend. Though repentant, Mr. Tata bated not a jot,
and courageously persevered in order to make it a really first class concern, a sister in fact of the successful one at
Nagpur. Here again while the transition stage lasted he displayed that doggedness and tenacity of purpose which
all through were so prominent in his industrial career. Robustly following his principle never to be defeated, he
put his shoulder to the wheel of the rotten “Dharamsi (rechristened Swadeshi),” till at last he made it an absolute
success.
This instance of how a worn out mill, by dint of perseverance and liberal but judicious expenditure might be
converted into a. going and remunerative concern is indeed most remarkable. For it is not known in the annals of
the cotton industry in Bombay that any mill owner has ever been able to set upon its legs a hopelessly
tumbledown concern as the old Dharamsi mill was.
No doubt the initial mistake cost a large amount of money but courage and perseverance and a deep and
abiding faith in success eventually crowned his efforts. And today the “Swadeshi” mill shares are as much of gilt
edged securities and in great demand as those of the Empress mills at Nagpur and stand in the front rank of mill
shares on the local stock exchange. Well does he deserve, after the unprecedented feat he achieved, the soubriquet
of a sterling “Captain of Industry.” Having been closely associated with this reconstruction of the “Swadeshi” for
the first seven long years the present writer cannot with hold his admiration of the indomitable courage, business
capacity, and tenacity of purpose Mr. Tata displayed in bringing up the institution.
And here it may not be inopportune to refer to a minor matter in connection with the two mills. From 1875
forward one reason of the large number of cotton mills that had sprung up like mushrooms, notably after 1882,
was the fat commission of !4 annas per pound on production which every promoter and agent of a cotton mill
secured for himself by seal and parchment. Mr. Tata, in connection with the Nagpur mills, managed for years
without any commission at all beyond a nominal honorarium of Rs. 6,000 per annum when the commission on the
conventional scale might have been ten times as much!
That was a special feature of the “Empress” mills which the proprietary greatly appreciated. In the case of the
“Swadeshi,” it was deemed right and proper for more than one weighty reason to fix a remuneration of 10 per
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cent on net profits. And this percentage was also fixed later on for the “Empress.”
*
Though ring spindles had been somewhat known, it is a matter of common knowledge in the annals of cotton
industry in India that Mr. Tata, with his keen observation and shrewd commercial sagacity, greatly matured by
experience, was the first to introduce them in the “Empress” mills for practical purposes. By repeated experiments
he was amply convinced that the Rabbeth ring spindle must supersede the old throttle, having regard to its easier
working and its capacity to give a larger production.
In vain did he contend with Messrs. Platt Brothers to construct ring frames which one or two other Manchester
machine makers had actually commenced doing.
In vain, he pleaded for their efficiency and productive capacity; that first class firm was obdurate. Its
conservatism was so deep rooted that it would not look at the rival spindle which was in a few short years
destined to revolutionize the whole spinning industry.
Failing to persuade Messrs. Platts, Mr. Tata boldly went forward in replacing his “Empress” mills with those
new spindles. Messrs. Brooks and Doxey, the rival manufacturers and the pioneers, were thus able to secure Mr.
Tata’s custom. And every defect in working was pointed out to them, so that they might improve on their original
pattern and make the machine a perfect one.
As a result, mill after mill began to follow the lead of Mr. Tata who had the unbounded satisfaction to see at
last the conservative Messrs. Platts falling into a line with their rivals who meanwhile firmly established their
reputation. This incident, again, tells us plainly what a great leader Mr. Tata was in the line and how he enhanced
his own reputation while conferring an immeasurable benefit on the other mills.
In short, no new improvement or any new invention in spinning and weaving machinery ever escaped the lynx
eye of Mr. Tata. He was always for giving each a full and fair trial and he would not swerve from his
determination to introduce it unless his trials conclusively demonstrated the futility of it. Similarly, long long
before the days of working a factory at night with electric lights Mr. Tata had experimented with them at the
“Empress” mills.
It owes its intimate popularity to Mr. Tata who introduced it at a time when it was almost unknown in India. So
far as working by that light he proved it to the industrial world of India that it was practicable. But its
remunerative success was deemed doubtful at the time, and the experiment therefore had to be given up. It is
still\fn{This book was published in 1914:H} considered that working a mill by electric light at night is a costly
experiment with no corresponding profit or advantage, though they in Japan work with it most successfully.
*
Fully convinced of the practicability of spinning finer counts with long stapled cotton, Mr. Tata devoted a great
deal of his attention to the improvement im the method of cultivation of the varieties of such cotton grown in
different parts of India. Having closely watched the method adopted by the Egyptian ryot he was of opinion that
with a fair amount of intelligence and concrete examples the Indian cultivator of cotton might be gradually
accustomed to that method. He accordingly took pains to put his views in a brochure and describe the method
followed in Egypt. But such was the apathy or indifference of those most interested in the industry that nothing
came of it.
Again, the Indian Government in the early nineties had not become fully alive to the immense importance to
the country of improved and extended cotton cultivation, though it is a source of gratification to record the
activity it has displayed in the matter since the reconstruction and expansion of the agricultural department thanks
to the energy and initiation of Lord Curzon, the Viceroy of “Efficiency” in every branch of the Indian
administration. The annual report of the Imperial department of agriculture tells us what measures are taken from
time to time to improve indigenous varieties, to cultivate hybrids, and rear exotics in different soils by more
enlightened methods. The literature is annually increasing, while one of the best results of the efforts of the
Government may be seen in the comparative success that has been achieved in growing in Sind by means of
irrigation water what is commercially known as the Sind American Cotton. It is also gratifying to record that it is
to the firm of Tata & Sons that the Government looks for giving them tests of the varieties of cotton grown at
different experimental farms. The firm are the official referees on cotton.
Lastly, reference may be needed to another important direction in which Mr. Tata worked hard for the trade of
cottons. The problem of improved methods of cultivation was one branch. The means of cheapened transportation
of the finished products was another.
*
What had been going on for some years in the matter of steam freight to Hong Kong and Shanghai was this.
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The P & O. Company had the largest share of the conveyance of yarn bales to Chinese and even Japanese ports.
Next to that company were the lines of the Austrian Lloyds and the Rubbatino companies. The exports of yarn of
Bombay mills to these ports had been going upwards by leaps and bounds from the middle of 1885, apparently
owing to increased production of the larger number of mills that had been erected. As more mills began to be
constructed and more yarn was turned out, the exports pro tanto were greater.
Viewing the situation, the navigation companies referred to became keenly alive to realizing larger profits from
freight. They were conscious of their strength to demand what freight per cubic ton they pleased. So the rates of
freight were screwed up by the three rivals entering into a combine. The shippers began to grumble until loud
murmurs were heard on every side.
Mr. Tata took up the question of freights, seeing that his own firm were one of the largest shippers of yarn to
China and Japan. It should be remembered that at the date of the agitation for reduced freights, Japan was rather
an importer of Bombay yarn than an exporter and no rival in the common markets of Hong Kong and Shanghai.
Of course, as that country extended its cotton industry by following Bombay’s example, the imports of Indian
yarn showed proportionate diminution. Having visited Japan, and seen whether there was a fair prospect of any
big Japanese line undertaking to carry freight from Bombay to China, he was exceedingly lucky, after much effort
and negotiations, to secure a line of steamers under a certain personal guarantee.
On returning to Bombay he began sounding shippers as well as mills whether they could bind themselves
down to secure him for two years a certain amount of freight. All were gratified at this courageous enterprise
which Mr. Tata embarked upon single handed for the greater good of the industry and for thus putting down the
combine of the local navigation companies. Eventually, to place matters on a business footing, Mr. Tata obtained a
written guarantee from those who had consented to ship their goods exclusively in the new Japanese line of
steamers.
When this great move was an accomplished fact, there was a consternation in the camp of the combine. They
had watched the movement but had not expected that it would be successfully carried through. But they had
counted without their host and underrated the potentiality of Mr. Tata to carry so bold an enterprise to a successful
issue. There never was so unexpected a stroke so fatal to their interests as carriers.
So they set up a counter-move. They followed the vulgar trade trick of breaking down this formidable
opposition by means of a ridiculous reduction in freight. From 13 and 19 rupees per cubic ton to Hong Kong and
Shanghai respectively, they brought down the rate to the ruinous figure of Rupees two! The P. & O. Company
went one better and attracted freight at the nominal rate of a rupee!
It was indeed a trial of strength, a regular war of freights between a powerful combination and a single person
of indomitable courage and equally strong to bear the loss. The war would have ended in the complete triumph of
Mr. Tata and forever have destroyed the monopoly of freight, besides teaching an object lesson never to be
forgotten. But unfortunately the tempting offer of the ridiculous rate, tantamount to free freight, was irresistible to
the largest shippers who, to their eternal discredit, broke their agreement. The example was contagious and the
signatories dropped one after the other. The monopolists gained their object in view but not without fixing the
freight later on at a considerably lower figure than the one which had normally ruled prior to the freight war.
This breach of faith on the part of the guarantors no doubt exceedingly vexed Mr. Tata who had so patriotically
striven once for all to show to the foreign combines what united indigenous organization could achieve. But he
took this faithlessness with stoic composure, comforting himself with the thought that at any rate he had shown
the way as to what Indians could accomplish when intent on doing so with unity of aim and purpose.
The example was followed once more a few years ago when a similar enterprise but with an English shipowning line was embarked upon with this further good result that another material reduction in China freights had
to be undergone by the combine. Thus at the very meridian of his prosperity Mr. Tata had demonstrated the value
of Swadeshism in matters industrial and commercial.
No academic person, his motto was action, action, action. Action was the key to all his enterprises. They were
not to be mere paper ones. The abstract had to be translated on the terms of the concrete. A practical man, he
showed the way to his countrymen how wealth acquired may be put to the best productive uses which might
benefit the country and advance the people a stage forward in their struggle for material prosperity.
By 1895, Mr. Tata had amply proved his credentials as a great man of action, courageous enterprise and the
most brilliant pioneer of indigenous industrialism on well-ordered and sound lines. Enough had been
accomplished between 1875 and 1895 to inscribe his name on the page of the industrial history of this great
country during the close of the progressive nineteenth century.
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The sun of Mr. Tata’s prosperity which had reached its meridian now befriended him even more all through till
the sun of his own existence came to an untimely end. The stars in their course were most favorable to him and
Dame Fortune showered her bounteous favors on him unintendedly.
He had after 1895 resolved to practically put into execution those larger ideals which for twenty years had
been floating in his ever active mind. His business now rested on a solid foundation. It was wholly carried on by a
loyal, trusty and experienced band of employees. He relied on these to do their appointed work. Mr. Tata was a
firm believer in the efficacy of division of labor accompanied by implicit confidence.
The two mills had passed their age of adolescence with the vicissitudes not unusual to early youth. These were
confided in hands at once experienced and enlightened and of shrewd business sagacity. His was still the directing
talent, but all the rest of the business was allowed to take its course under the steerage of. their practiced
helmsmen. He now almost devoted his whole time and attention to the projects of the greatest magnitude which
he had at heart.
One of the earliest of Mr. Tata’s beneficent and patriotic schemes was the institution of an endowment fund for
the purpose of lending money to graduates who had passed with distinction their examinations in any of the
Indian Universities but were keen on further following up their studies for passing the Indian Civil Service or for
qualifying themselves in one of the liberal professions or in one of the new industrial colleges and universities in
Europe, who were poor and unable to afford the necessary means to go to Europe.
The scheme was well conceived and aimed at turning out in a generation a phalanx of trained Indian
specialists. It was first started in 1892 and a Trust Deed was executed in the month of October of that year to fully
and fairly carry out the object of the founder. At first it was intended for the benefit of young men of his own
community but in 1894-95, its scope was enlarged and made quite catholic by allowing its benefit to all graduates
of the requisite attainments of any Indian University.
The Trustees were to regulate and control the funds and the repayment thereof as prescribed in the trust deed.
The scheme, it is needless to say, has proved eminently successful and is a striking evidence of Mr. Tata’s sagacity
to see the intellect of India developed on lines of self-help and self-reliance. The scheme or tuition fund further
provided that after having successfully prosecuted their post graduate studies for the line they had selected the
students should on return to India repay the loan advanced with interest on a guaranteed scale according to the
income they were able to earn. There was a committee of supervision also whose duty was to see how the
beneficiaries, during their post-graduate studies in Europe, behaved themselves.
Till now 38 have passed of whom 23 are Parsees and 15 non-Parsees. One of the earliest and most brilliant of
such beneficiaries was Dr. Row who passed his London Medical University degree with honors in Bacteriological
research. Some have entered the Civil Service while others have qualified themselves as barristers, engineers and
officers in the Public Works Department of the Government of India; and others are electrical engineers, one of
whom holds an eminent position at Pittsburg. This endowment fund in principle is not dissimilar to that raised in
Philadelphia, a century and over by its citizens in memory of the great Benjamin Franklin.
*
Before expatiating on his three great schemes, Mr. Tata’s magnum opus, which in their conception and
execution alike should be called epoch making, a reference may be made at this stage to another good patriotic
work for which Industrial India has been exceedingly grateful to Mr. Tata. Of course it was a work of secondary
importance but fully evidencing the aim and object he had constantly in view.
The subject which not a little engaged his attention was the repeal of the excise duty on cloths manufactured in
Indian cotton factories.
The imposition of that duty in 1895 had led to a most vigorous agitation all over the country, specially in
Bombay which is the greatest stronghold of cotton manufactures in this country as Manchester is in England. The
Bombay Millowner’s Association had submitted a well reasoned memorial to the Government of India, and Mr.
Tata and Mr. N. N. Wadia were deputed as its representatives to support that memorial by a personal interchange
of views with the Finance Minister.
Of course, the result was infructuous.\fn{ Unfruitful} But so keenly did Mr. Tata feel the injustice of the fiscal
measure of which even the man in the street was perfectly well aware, that when he soon after visited London, he
embraced the opportunity to have a private interview with Lord George Hamilton, the then Secretary of State for
India.
The contention of Lord George was specious and fallacious. He thought Indian mills were earning handsome
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profits to fatten shareholders, averaging 10 to 12 per cent, which was rarely the good fortune of Manchester, and
he deemed the excise duty no burden whatever on the industry and no way contributory to the retardation of the
further progress of the industry.
Fully aware of the actual facts of the average earnings of [the] Indian cotton industry extending over a decade
or more, taking the least and fat years, Mr. Tata differed from the Secretary of. State. That functionary thereupon
asked him to adduce his facts. Mr. Tata promised these on his return to Bombay.
He redeemed his promise. He caused minute statistics to be collected and analyzed on a scientific basis so that
there might be a correct apprehension of the true average earnings of the mills. With the valuable assistance of his
Secretary, Mr. Barjorji J. Padsha, M.A., a brilliant graduate of the local University, Mr. Tata was easily able to
show how far his contention was correct, namely, that on an average the net profits did not exceed 6 per cent.
He put his facts and arguments in the form of a brochure and presented a copy to Lord George Hamilton while
distributing it broadcast among Indian mill owners. Apart from the immediate object, the brochure admirably
serves the purpose of informing mill owners how such a subject could be scientifically treated.
The method of examination adopted was one, which every practical man in any industry should bear in mind.
In reality, it was a kind of education in industrial statistics which any expert statistician would approve. Business
economics is a science almost unknown to Indian mill owners, who seem to rest content with mere superficial
arithmetic which eventually resolves into a dividend of so many rupees per annum. A scientific analysis is the last
thing they ever think of. And the value of Mr. Tata’s brochure lies in indicating how profits could be scientifically
assessed. …
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247.103 Excerpts from Speeches And Writings, An Exhaustive And Comprehensive Collection: 1. “Reply To
Lord Curzon’s Convocation Speech” (Calcutta, 1905) 2. “Seditions Meetings Bill” (Simla, 1907) 3. “The
Royal Visit” (Calcutta, 1912) 4. “On The Death Of Sister Nivedita” (Calcutta, 1912)\fn{by Dr. Sir Rash Behari
Ghose (1845-1921)} Khandaghosh, Burdwan District, West Bengal State, India (M) 10
1
In rising to address you, I must begin with a word or two about myself; but I promise to be very brief as an,
immoderate use of the first person singular appears to me to be much more offensive than an immoderate use of
more adjectives.\fn{Lord Curzon complained of the immoderate use of adjectives by Indians } The first thing that I have to say
about myself is that I cannot claim to be a hero of a hundred platforms or even of one, nor am I an habitual reviler
of authority.\fn{In the course of his Convocation Day address to the graduating students of Calcutta University in 1912, his lordship is
reported to have said: “I hope I am making no false or arrogant claim when I say that the highest ideal of truth is to a large extent a Western
conception … But undoubtedly truth took a high place in the moral codes of the West, before it had been similarly honored in the East,
where craftiness and diplomatic wile have always been held in much repute. We may prove it by the common innuendo that lurks in the
words ‘Oriental diplomacy,’ by which is meant something rather tortuous and hyper-subtle. The some may be seen in Oriental literature. In
your epics truth will often be extolled as a virtue; but quite as often it is attended with some qualification, and very often praise is given to
successful deception practiced with honest aim. The English opinions on this subject are strong, distinct, uncompromising in the abstract.
Hindu and Mohomedan opinions are fluctuating, vague, and to a great extent depended upon times, places, and persons.” } I am by

profession a lawyer and not an agitator. And if I am here this afternoon, it is not because I take any delight in
railing at Government; but because I honestly believe that Lord Curzon is lacking in that breadth of vision,
tactfulness and flexibility of temper which we naturally expect in one occupying the unique position of an Indian
Viceroy.
His lordship, if I may say so without impertinence, is undoubtedly possessed of great and varied gifts. But the
gods are jealous, and it would be flattery, which as we all know his lordship hates to affirm, that he possesses in
any large measure those qualities which are so essential in the representative of His Majesty in this country. Does
anybody doubt it?
Let him read the Chancellor’s speech on the last Convocation day of the Calcutta University. The style of that
speech was certainly not Asiatic; nobody could accuse Lord Curzon of such an offence against good taste. But did
it possess Attic grace and lightness? Decidedly not. The whole speech was in, what Matthew Arnold calls, the
Corinthian style—a style which his lordship strongly urged our young men to avoid. There was not the least trace
of light or sweetness in that speech which was redolent, not of the “Olive grove of Academe” but of the House of
Commons—or perhaps it would be truer to say, of the hustings.
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It was full of sarcasms, full of sneers, in which sympathy with the people of this country who may be said to
be the wards of England was conspicuous only by its absence.
One of the greatest political figures in England said on a memorable occasion that he did not know how to
frame an indictment against a whole nation; but Lord Curzon, dressed in the Chancellor’s robe and a little brief.
Authority” was able to frame an indictment not only against the people of India, but also against all the various
nations of Asia—Asia, which gave to the world Goutama Buddha, Jesus Christ, and Muhammad, who may not
have taught men how to rule but who certainly taught them how to live and how to die.
The truth is, these theories of race, as Sir Henry Maine tells us, have little merit except the facility which they
give to some persons, half-educated writers of doggerel for instance, for building on them inferences
tremendously out of proportion to the mental labor which they cost the builder. And in this connection I would
venture to ask his lordship, who is a scholar, if praise is not often given to successful deception in the ancient
classical literature of the West and also in other writings I need not name on which the youth of Europe are
nurtured even at the present day.
In one of his numerous speeches—there are very few brilliant flashes of silence—Lord Curzon said:
You will never rule the East except through the heart.

Is the Convocation speech of his lordship likely to win our affection? And yet it is easy enough to touch our
hearts, as easy, say, as it is to pass a Validating Act through the Viceroy’s Council.\fn{ The Indian Universities
(Validation) Act, 1905, was passed at one sitting}
One word more before I part with this painful topic.
The Indian, says Lord Curzon, is most certainly a citizen of the British Empire, and his lordship is indignant at
the idea that he is a mere hewer of wood and drawer of water: but nobody I think would take such a statement
literally, any more than his Lordship’s reference to High Court Judges, Ministers of Native States, and high
Executive and Judicial officers in the service of Government. His lordship, however, has no reason to be
surprised, if in moments of spleen such expressions occasionally drop from some of my young and impulsive
countrymen; for I find that in his Guildhall speech Lord Curzon said:
It is with Indian coolie labor that you exploit the planta tions equally of Damcrara and Natal; with Indian trained
officers that you irrigate Egypt and dam the Nile; with Indian forest officers that you tap the resources of Central Africa
and Siam; with Indian surveyors that you explore all the hidden places of the earth.

In this picture drawn by the hand of no mean artist, the Indian stands in the foreground it is true, but only, you
will notice, as a tiller of the earth making it flow with milk and honey, not for himself but for his masters.
*
I will now pass on to some of the legislative and administrative measures of his lordship.
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†George Nathaniel Curzon (1859-1925), Viceroy of India (1899-1905) Lord of Kedleston (from 1898; Earl
from 1911; Marquis from 1921). “I never knew a man less loved by his colleagues and more hated by his
subordinates, never a man so bereft of conscience, of charity or of gratitude … I never attended a funeral
ceremony at which the congregation was so dry-eyed!”\fn{David Lindsay, Earl of Crawford, in John Vincent (ed.), The
Crawford Papers: The journals of David Lindsay, twenty-seventh Earl of Crawford and tenth Earl of Balcarres 1871-1940 during the
years 1892-1940. Manchester, Manchester University Press, 1984, p. 507} †
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† Statue of Lord Curzon placed before the Victoria Memorial, Calcutta (opened in 1921, now a museum) †
The history of the present Calcutta Municipal Act is familiar to you all and I need not relate it; but everyone of
you may not know that though Sir Alexander Mackenzie sought to make the chairman independent of the
Corporation in the discharge of his executive duties, we owe the curtailment of the elected element in the new
Corporation to Lord Curzon, who proposed the reduction as a most effective though “hitherto unsuggested check”
upon the abuses and anomalies which, it was said, had grown up under the old system. Sir Alexander Mackenzie
would have at least left us the shadow of self-government; but to Lord Curzon belongs the credit of reducing it to
the shadow of a shade. The Lieutenant-Governor wanted to admonish us only with whips. But his lordship
chastised us with scorpions.
The proposed Partition of Bengal is also another “unsuggested check,” should I be very wrong in saying, on
the struggling sentiments and stifled aspirations of the people of Bengal. The alarm which the proposal has
created is, I can solemnly assert, perfectly genuine and has spread even to those who are ordinarily in the habit of
regarding Government measures as the dispensations of a mysterious power.
The grounds on which one opposition to the threatened Partition is based were so fully discussed by Sir Henry
Cotton in this very hall a short time ago that it would be a work of supererogation to restate them on the present
occasion, The Viceroy, however, seems to have made up his mind and is determined to divide Bengal. And in
connection with this question, I may mention, that text-books for primary schools are henceforth to be compiled
in local dialects, because our administrators are particularly solicitous for the welfare of the silent and inarticulate
masses, who if they learn to speak at all should, they think, learn to speak only in their own native dialects.
Whether persons who are not administrators are likely to regard the proposal in the same light is a question which
I will not pause to discuss. I will only say that if our officials were possessed of the gift of seeing themselves as
others see them, they would, command much greater respect.
The abolition of the competitive test would also seem to be another “unsuggested” reform. It is true the Public
Service Commission presided over by Sir Charles Aitchison reported that
in parts of the country where the general educational conditions are more advanced than elsewhere, especially in the
Presidencies of Madras and Bombay and the Lower Provinces of Bengal, a system of an open competition would give
satisfaction to some important classes of the community and would meet objections that are justly felt to a system of
nomination.
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But Lord Curzon is wiser than the members of the Public Service Commission, wiser than Mill, wiser than
Macaulay, wiser than the distinguished statesman who accomplished a similar reform in the Civil Service in
England.
Now it may be true that the competitive system has some drawbacks; but experience has shown that it
everywhere increases the efficiency of the public service and stimulates the acquisition of knowledge. Above all,
as a thoughtful writer who is also a statesman has observed, it strengthens the social feeling for the maxim that the
career should be open to the talents. Lord Curzon, however, is anxious to
free the intellectual activities of the Indian people, keen and restless as they are, from the paralyzing clutch of
examinations,

for which every idle lad in this country ought, I think, to be grateful to him.
And this brings me to the Universities Act, one of the gifts of Lord Curzon to this country, which my
countrymen refuse to accept, because they regard it with distrust.
By this Act the whole system of higher education has been practically placed under official control. This is not
all. Lord Curzon’s measure will place University education beyond the reach of many boys belonging to the
middle classes. And here, perhaps, I may be permitted to remark that to talk of the highest mental culture as the
sole aim of University training betrays a singular misconception of the conditions of Indian life.
Our students go to the Universities in such large numbers, because they cannot otherwise enter any of the
learned professions or even qualify themselves for service under Government. I would also point out that
education, though it may not reach a very high standard, is still a desirable thing, on the principle that half a loaf
is better than no bread. The fallacy that lurks in Pope’s well-known couplet has been so clearly exposed by
Macaulay, Whately, John Stuart Mill, and last though not least by Mr. Morley, that I will not occupy your time
with discussing it.
One word more. The standard of education will never be improved either by Universities Acts or Validating
Acts. It can only be done by attracting to this country, as teachers of our youth, men distinguished by their
scholarship or by their scientific attainments, like those who occupy the chairs in European Universities.
*
The Official Secrets Act is another measure which we owe to Lord Curzon’s Government. It was passed in the
face of the unanimous opposition of both the European and the Indian communities. The Englishman, the leading
newspaper in this part of the country, thus spoke of the Bill when it was before the Council:
Very grave rumors, which we mention for what they are worth, credit the Government of India with bringing
forward amendments to the Official Secrets Bill, which leaves its principal defects untouched. What those defects are
have been clearly and unmistakably pointed out and they are so serious that the Viceroy, speaking from his place in the
Legislative Council in December, professed to stand aghast at the picture of the official Machiavellianism which they
reveal. His Excellency also professed to have been moved by these criticisms and he gave a solemn pledge that so far
as in him lay, the provisions which were so universally execrated would be modified or withdrawn. If it be true,
however, that the divulgence of civil secrets is still to be penalized, we have not the slightest hesitation in saying that
one at least of its worst features is being retained. The public is in no mood to be treated in such a manner and it
becomes our duty to warn the Government that, if this provision or any of the other cardinal vices of the Bill remain, it
must make up its mind to the renewal of an agitation which will not slacken until the measure has been withdrawn—or
repealed.

But Lord Curzon remained unmoved and the Bill was passed into law; for his lordship seems only to care for
the opinion of the inarticulate masses—“whose hearts,” I may mention in passing, according to Lord Curzon,
had been touched with the idea of a common sentiment and a common aim

by the Delhi durbar, and in whom his lordship has noticed
a steady and growirng advance in loyalty

during his own administration.
“Public opinion in India,” said his lordship from his place as Chancellor of the Calcutta University,
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cannot for a long time be the opinion of the public, that is of the masses, because they are uneducated and have no
opinion in political matters at all.

This probably is the reason why so little attention is paid to the views of the elected members in the Legislative
Councils who sit there merely to play the part of the chorus in a Greek Tragedy.
But surely we cannot be asked to wait till the masses, who do not know what it is to have a full meal from
year’s end to year’s end, cease to feel the pangs of hunger and become sufficiently educated to discuss the ways
of a foreign bureaucracy. In that case, we shall have to wait for that dim and distant future when, according to
Lord Curzon’s forecast, some approach to an Indian nation will have been evolved.
His Lordship also said that public opinion, if it is to have any weight, must be coordinated with the necessities
and interests and desires of the community which are perhaps hardly capable of formulating an opinion of their
own. So long as this co-ordination is not achieved no weight, it would seem, should be attached to public opinion
in this country, and I imagine that it was on this account that the Government of Lord Curzon paid no attention to
the opinion of the educated minority on the Official Secrets Act, the Universities Act, or the recent Validating Act,
which compromised the dignity alike of the Legislative Council and of His Majesty’s Judges.
Lord Curzon also said in his Convocation speech:
Of course, in India it is very difficult to create or to give utterance to a public opinion that is really representative,
because there are so many different classes whose interests do not always coincide: for instance, the English and the
Indians, the Hindu and the Mahomedans, the officials and the non-officials, the agriculturists and the industrialists.

If Lord Curzon is right, there can be no such thing as true public opinion even in England; for there are many
questions on which controversies between different; classes of the community must arise from time to time. To
take one example out of many; the interests of the capitalist are frequently in conflict with those of the working
man. Is it, therefore, to be said that public opinion in England is merely sectional? So in this country, questions
may sometimes arise on which the Englishman may be divided against the Indian, the Hindu against the
Mahomedan, the agriculturist against the industrial; but surely where there is no such conflict, the Government
cannot ignore the opinion of the educated class as an altogether negligible quantity.
*
The truth is, Lord Curzon believes whatever he desires and is never troubled with any misgivings. His lordship
also seems to think that he has got to use a homely phrase, a clean slate and that whatever is, is wrong.
Now, energy and a zeal for reform are no doubt excellent things in their way but an excess of either is not
regarded as a virtue in a statesman.
Gentlemen, we all admire Lord Curzon’s great abilities, his intense devotion to duty, and his monumental
industry. Simla is certainly no longer a Capua. We do not also distrust his love for India which he has repeatedly
told us is next to his own country, the nearest to his heart; nor are we offended with him, because he is rather fond
of playing the part of the candid friend.
But we doubt, with all deference, his possession of those higher qualities of statesmanship which are essential
in a ruler of Viceroy. The Convocation speech betrays the limitations of his lordship in a manner not to be
mistaken.
*
To sum up. Almost all his lordship’s measures have tended towards strengthening the Simla bureaucracy, and
Russianising—I thank the Englishman for teaching me that word—our system of administration. This has been
specially shown by his attack on Municipal Self-Government in the case of the Calcutta Corporation; his
Education Act, which destroys the independence of the Universities and converts them into a department of
Government, and in his measures against the freedom of the Press. The result has certainly not been “a steady and
growing advance in the loyalty of the Indian people” of which Lord Curzon spoke with such unction to an English
audience last year.
Optimism, however, is blind. But the moving finger writes, and having writ, moves on. In one of his speeches,
Lord Curzon spoke of regard for our feelings, respect for our prejudices and deference even to our scruples. But
the dominant note of his administration has been a disregard of public opinion and an impatience of criticism
which always betrays itself in his public utterances and which showed itself conspicuously in almost every word
of his Convocation speech.
It may be said of him what Metternich said of an English statesman of the last century, that he is an audacious
and passionate marksman ready to make arrows of any wood.
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In the very first speech that Lord Curzon delivered in India, he said that he would act in a manner not
unworthy of that august and benign Sovereign whom he was privileged to represent. He also said that he would
spare no efforts to fortify, to diffuse and encourage that feeling of loyalty to the English throne which holds
together the diverse races and creeds of this country. Does his lordship believe that his last Convocation speech
fulfils these promises?
His lordship also said that sympathy shall be one of the keynotes of his administration. Is any sympathy
discernible in his Convocation speech, any feeling for the sentiments of the people in his proposed Partition of
Bengal, any sympathy with the poor and struggling student, who only seeks to earn a living by passing through
the University?
As for the educated classes for whom he had nothing but sneers all that Lord Curzon has to say is that
there are some people who clamor for boons which it is impossible to give.

But his lordship forgot that though we are loyal and must always remain loyal to England, a country to which
we owe so much, and though sufferance is the badge of all our tribe, we have like other men senses, affections,
and passions.
I trust I have not done any injustice to Lord Curzon; indeed I think I might without any difficulty have made
out a stronger case, but the half is sometimes better than the whole. I have not said aught in malice and have
carefully avoided rhetoric. Gentlemen, it is always disagreeable to have to speak of oneself, but I am bound to say
that I am not one of those who purchase their opinions for an anna or less a day,\fn{An allusion to a remark made by
Lord Curzon, who said that Indians were in the habit of borrowing their opinions from cheap newspapers } nor am I in the habit of
calumniating my opponents who consist exclusively of my learned friends at the Bar. I have also never taken part
in the manufacture of public opinion; but if, in spite of my best endeavors to guard myself from those vices
against which Lord Curzon raised his warning voice the other day, I have done any injustice to his lordship, I can
only console myself with the reflection that there are some infirmities from which the average man cannot
altogether free himself.
“The contemporaries of superior men,” says Goethe,
may easily go wrong about them. Peculiarity discomposes them; the swift current of life disturbs their points of view
and prevents them from understanding and appreciating such men.

And Lord Curzon, we all know, is a superior person.
2
My Lord, I am not using a mere phrase of course when I say that I was never oppressed by a sense of
responsibility so deep or so solemn as on the present occasion. I am well aware that one of the first duties of the
State is to preserve law and order, and if I thought that either law or order was menaced or that public tranquility
could not be maintained unless the Government were armed with the power which they now propose to take, I
would be the first to vote in favor of the Bill, and to vote for it with all my heart.
But we have been assured on the highest authority that the present situation is not at all dangerous, and that the
heart of India is quite sound. The so-called unrest, we have been also told by one who ought to be a competent
judge, is only skin deep—a cutaneous affection which will readily yield to judicious treatment. Again, only in
June last, Mr. Morley said that the disturbances were merely local and sporadic.
Now, what has happened since? Is the condition of the country now worse than it was in June, and would not
the passing of the present Bill be taken as a sign of that very nervousness, trepidation and fear which, Mr. Morley
thought, would be not only unworthy of, but extremely perilous to, the Indian Government
My Lord, I am not in the confidence of the police or of special correspondents to the English press, and cannot
therefore speak with papal infallibility; but I can solemnly affirm that though there is some discontent which may
possibly by injudicious measures be turned into sedition, the people of India are thoroughly loyal. If anybody
doubts it, let him recall the manifestations of loyalty which followed the Prince of Wales everywhere, when he
visited this country.
Calcutta was at the time in a fever of agitation and excitement, as Bengal was weeping for her children, and
would not be comforted because they were not, and yet the Prince was received with demonstrative enthusiasm
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which showed beyond all cavil or controversy our devotion to the Crown. Do not be misled by the foolish
speeches of a few irresponsible men, but remember what Burke says about the noise that a few crickets can make
in a field. Do not, I pray you, by exaggerating the danger, play into the hands of the seditious agitator. Yet, this is
precisely the thing that Sir Harvey Adamson’s Bill, which casts an undeserved slur on the loyalty of three hundred
millions of men, is calculated to do, for it is nothing more, nothing less than an indictment against the whole
nation.
I also believe that this measure, if carried, will have a serious effect on the good people in England who are
daily fed with stories of Indian unrest, which would make one’s flesh creep, invented by men who, though they
may have grown fat in this “land of regrets,” cannot certainly plead the excuse of youth. These “literary
assassins,” to use a phrase made canonical by Cobden, and their abettors will now be able to say that they were
right, and will have the doubtful satisfaction of seeing our financial credit crippled.
The Bill will also be welcome to one small section of the people—I mean the Extremists, for it will enable
them to adorn their perorations with references to Russian methods of Government. For, whatever precautions
you may take, speeches will continue to be delivered. You cannot effectually gag one-sixth of the population of
the world.
My Lord, I do not wish to indulge in well-worn commonplaces about the futility of coercion—the danger of
sitting on the safety valve, for instance, which must be familiar even to men less gifted than Macaulay’s forward
schoolboy. But I must remind Honorable Members that the Irish question yet remains to be solved. It has certainly
not been solved by the numerous Coercion Acts, fifty in number, which bulk so largely in the Statute Book. In
that unhappy country—the “Isle of Destiny”—agitation has led to coercion and coercion in its turn to greater and
more dangerous agitation.
But I am perhaps forgetting that Ireland is a cold country, where a fur coat might be useful and therefore the
analogy may not quite hold good. One thing, however, I may safely assert, and that is that in Ireland as well as in
India the application of drastic remedies to skin diseases which rapidly disappear under mild treatment always
leads to serious complications. Is there any reason for thinking that this is not true of the body politic? The
measure now before the Council may secure for a time outward quiet by driving sedition underground, but its
inevitable fruits will be growing discontent and distrust, which may under repression readily slide into
disaffection. It will thus create more evils than it can possibly cure.
And this reminds me that the movement in the Punjab was mainly agrarian and was arrested by your
Lordship’s refusal to give your assent to the Colonization Act, and not by the Ordinance; the powerlessness of
which to keep down unrest is shown by the fact that there are no sign of improvement in East Bengal.
My Lord, we have no doubt whatever that in devising the present measure, the Government have only the
interests of peace and order at heart. But authority which is compelled to be severe is liable to be suspected, and,
when it seizes the rude weapons of coercion, its motives are liable to be misconstrued. People are everywhere
asking, in fear and in anxiety, what next and next. What is to be the end of this new policy? For the spirit of
coercion is not likely to die for lack of nourishment, as it makes the meat it feeds on, and trifles light as air are to
it confirmations strong, shall I say, as an Indian police report or a scare telegram from our “own correspondent.”
I repeat that the situation is not in the least dangerous and an over-readiness to scent danger is not one of the
notes of true statesmanship.
But suppose I am wrong and the position is really critical, what does it prove? It. proves, unless we are
afflicted, not merely with a double or even a treble, but with a quadruple dose of original sin, that the Government
of the country is not the most perfect system of administration that some people imagine.
My Lord, I began by saying that this Bill is an indictment of the whole nation. If, however, it is true, and this
can be the only justification for the measure, that India is growing more and more disloyal, this Bill is really an
indictment of the Administration. The position must then be reversed. The Government, and not the people. must
then be put on their defense. There is no escape from this dilemma.
If there is no general disaffection, you do not want this drastic measure. The prairie cannot be set on fire in the
absence of inflammable materials to feed it. If, on the other hand, a spirit of disloyalty is really abroad, it must be
based on some substantial grievance which will not be redressed by Coercion Acts. You may stifle the complaints
of the people, but beware of that sullen and ominous silence which is not peace, but the reverse of peace. Even
immunity from public seditious meetings may be purchased too dearly.
And this reminds me, too, that the present Bill, which the Member in charge of it frankly admits is a repressive
measure of considerable potency, does not seem to be modeled on any law of which I am aware. It may possibly
be based on some ukase,\fn{The name of the decrees promulgated by the Russian Emperors:H } though the definition clause
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seems to be quite original. I cannot, however, speak with confidence, because I never had occasion during the last
forty years to study the jurisprudence of Russia, and I sincerely trust I shall not now be called upon to do so.
There is no such law in Italy or Belgium, France or Switzerland, though the seditious agitator is not an
unknown figure in Europe, which is honeycombed with secret societies of Anarchists and Socialists. Riots, too,
which the soldier is often summoned to quell, are not infrequent; and yet there is no such drastic law in any of
these countries for the suppression of public meetings.
In America, as Honorable Members are perhaps aware, the right of public meeting is safeguarded by the very
constitution of the United States, which provides that Congress shall make no law “abridging the freedom of
speech or of the press, or of the right of the people peaceably to assemble and to petition the Government for a
redress of grievances.” And this has also been the wise policy of the English law, which was interrupted only for a
short time in the Georgian period when the public mind was much excited by the events in France; but Lord
Sidmouth’s Act, which did not absolutely prohibit but merely forbade any meeting of more than fifty persons to
be held, unless six days’ notice was given by seven house-holders to a magistrate, almost fell still born, and is
now remembered only on account of the Cato Street Conspiracy which was its immediate outcome.
My Lord, it has been said by a very high authority that, in view of the activity of the Extremists, it would be
the height of folly not to try to rally the Moderates to the side of the Government; but surely, surely, repressive
measures are not the best method of attracting their loyalty. The right of personal freedom and of meeting in
public has always been regarded by us as an inalienable privilege of every subject of the British Crown. But we
were painfully reminded only the other day that we may be deported without a trial, and now that the right of
public meeting is going to be taken away from us, with what face can an Indian subject of His Majesty say Civis
Romanus Sum, which was at one time his proud boast?
We must speak out our convictions, and that, in no hesitating or diffident notes, since our dearest interests are
at stake, for this Act, if passed—we know how it would be administered—would, I fear, prove the grave of all our
political aspirations. You are taking away from us who have not even that which we have. Put down disorder by
all means. The civil sword is at present strong enough for that purpose; but do not kill the free play of thought or
the free expression of it.
In the organ notes of Milton, which may still be heard across the centuries,
that would be the slaying of an immortality rather than a life.

In pleading in those impassioned words, which nobody who has read them can ever forget, for the liberty
to know, to utter, and to argue freely according to conscience as a liberty above all other liberties,

the great protagonist in the arena of free discussion points out that England
needs no policies, no stratagems, no licensings to make her victorious,

neither, I should add, at home nor abroad. And it is to this freedom of discussion that England owes, among other
blessings, the abolition of the slave trade and slavery, Catholic Emancipation, Parliamentary Reform, and the
Repeal of the Corn Laws. It may be, we have been so long in the house of bondage, that the blaze of liberty has
dazzled and bewildered some weak eyes. But in time we shall become accustomed to the light and be able to bear
it. Before that time arrives, violent opinions may be sometimes expressed; but folly, if treated with forbearance,
has generally a short life.
It is said that we are intoxicated with the new wine of freedom, that Locke and Milton, Fox and Burke, Bright
and Macaulay have unsettled our mind! But those who say so take no account of the Time Spirit against which
even the Olympian gods must fight in vain. I trust I am no dreamer of dreams; but I see that what is passing
before us is a social and political evolution. You may guide it, but you cannot arrest it, any more than you can
make today like yesterday. Silent and as yet half-conscious forces are at work, which a wise statesman will
harness to law and order by timely concessions. But a reactionary policy will only make the last state of the
country worse than the first; for angry passions, which under milder measures would have died away, will stiffen,
into deep and lasting hatred; and the infection is sure to spread with time.
Are the Government, I ask, afraid of the rant of a few agitators? Are the police unable to preserve public order
and has the Magistrate ceased to be a reality or is the Statute Book a dead-letter? If the free right of public
meeting is abused, is the ordinary law incapable of punishing such abuse?
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The question really comes to this—is the right to meet in public for the discussion of political matters to be
taken away from us simply because it is liable to abuse?
There was no attempt to interfere with the right in England after the “No-Popery” riots when London was held
by the mob for two days together, or even after the Reform riots when Bristol was sacked and the Magistrates
were powerless. It is true, public meetings have been sometimes suspended in Ireland, but does the condition of
India in any way resemble that of Ireland? Are there any cattle-maimers, incendiaries or agrarian or Phoenix Park
assassins in India; is there any association which openly preaches killing is no murder?
Thousands of mass meetings, we all know, have been held in Bengal, every one of which was orderly except
on a recent occasion where the police were sent to keep order, which showed that the custodians of the public
peace themselves require a custodian. But if the salt hath lost its savor wherewith shall it be salted?
We do not however object to the admission of the police to meetings, which are really public, but what is the
justification, and where is the necessity, for clause 5 of the Bill? It is true, Sir Harvey Adamson told us, that public
meetings can be prohibited only by officers of high standing and of large experience. But his assurance will
hardly satisfy those who have read [Jeremy] Bentham’s Book of Fallacies.\fn{1824}
It has been said that a loyal community has no more reason to apprehend any evil from the application of these
powers than from the imposition of the British death duties. But this I venture to think is the reasoning of men
who live in closets and are unacquainted with practical affairs. The answer to this sort of argument is to be found
in the speech of Sir Charles (afterwards Lord) Russell, Chief Justice of England, on the Irish Crimes Bill. As to
public meetings, he said, they would be told with sincerity and truth that the only object of the clause was to
prevent meetings which were treasonable or seditious or openly hostile to the peace. Such professions, added the
distinguished speaker, might be made in perfect good faith, as they had been on previous occasions; but he feared
the public meetings clause would be so applied as to put down the free expression of public opinion in Ireland,
and the people would believe them to be directed to that object.
Now, if such things can take place in a green tree what may not happen in the dry
It is notorious that in this country we have even less to fear from a bad law than from its administration by the
machinery entrusted with the task. And I have no hesitation in saying that if this Bill is passed, it will make the
police who are the eye and the ear of Government, the absolute masters of the people, who will be handed over to
the tender mercies of a body of public servants by no means the most efficient or the most immaculate. And their
domiciliary visits, which I take it, will not be few or far between, will be sure to lead to breaches of the peace
among a people to whom the sanctity of their homes is something more than a mere phrase.
We have been told that the object of this Bill is to insure the free admission of the police to all public meetings
only for the purpose of taking notes of any seditious speeches that may be made; but does anybody seriously
believe that the Indian police are equal to the task? It may be easy to provoke a riot. It is sure to be provoked if
private houses are invaded, but it is not quite so easy to report a speech correctly.
My Lord, I wish to speak with all reserve, but I am bound to say that even the action of our Magistrates, who
are part of the Executive, will be regarded with distrust as not possessing either adequate knowledge of the law or
that judicial temper which is so essential to the discharge of those delicate duties which will now be entrusted to
them. If any Honorable Member is inclined to think that my misgivings are unfounded, let him study the
comments in the Irish press on the cases, and their name is legion, decided under the Coercion Acts.
Not only is the measure in my humble judgment uncalled for and impolitic, but it is also superfluous, as the
Indian Statute Book gives the Government ample powers to put down sedition. You will find the iron hand
concealed in the velvet glove in section 108 and also in section 144 of the Code of Criminal Procedure, which
enabled the Magistrate of Calcutta only the other day to prohibit public meetings. Unlawful assemblies again may
be dispersed under sections 127 to 132 of the Criminal Procedure Code; while open sedition may be punished
under sections 124-A, 153-A, and 505 of the Indian Penal Code.
My Lord, I wish to speak with that loyal frankness which is the best proof of true loyalty, and I repeat that
repressive measures, like the present, would put a severe strain on the loyalty of the educated classes who have
been considerably exercised in their minds by the resurrection of Regulation 3 of 1818 and by the Ordinance of
May last. I am well aware that we are spoken of as a microscopic minority, an alliterative phrase which seems to
have the same soothing effect on certain minds as that sweet word “Mesopotamia.” But the influence of the
educated classes is not to be measured by their numbers; and one of the effects of the Bill, it is my duty to warn
you, will be to drive some of them into the camp of the Extremists.
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It has been said that this Bill is a measure of great potency. I agree—but potency for what purpose? For putting
down sedition? I say, no. It will be potent for one purpose and one purpose only, the purpose of propagating the
bacillus of secret sedition.
The short title of the Bill, I find, is A Bill for the Prevention of Seditious Meetings; but I venture to think the
title requires a slight addition. It ought to be amended by the addition of the words “and the Promotion of Secret
Sedition.”
Order may be kept, peace may reign in India; but this measure will produce the greatest disappointment among
those by whom, though they may not be the natural leaders of the people, public opinion is created and controlled.
The logic of coercion, we all know, is charming in its simplicity but its authors forget that they cannot coerce
thought—they cannot make men loyal by legislative enactments. It is true a policy of thorough may, for a time, be
successful, but no Englishman at the present day, except possibly some of the oracles of the press, would counsel
anything of the kind.
I am sorry to find that the Honorable Home Member’s mind is filled with despair on account of the coldness
with which the recent reform proposals, which, I may mention in passing, are merely tentative, have been
received by those whom he calls the irreconcilables. But this is not the feeling with which English statesman have
approached the Irish question. They have never lost heart because they were unable by the most generous
concessions—they were bread and not something else—to win the affections, I do not say of the irreconcilables,
but even of the most reasonable and intelligent among the Irish people.
The motto of English statesmen has always been:
“Be just and fear not!”
My Lord, for the first time in the history of the world, as Mr. Morley said not long ago, a strong and effective
administration has been found not only compatible with free institutions, but has been all the more effective by
their side; and he recommended a continuance of this noble though arduous policy; because it is noble, and
because it is arduous. Let it not be said that your Excellency’s Government found this noble and glorious task too
arduous.
And now I must stop. I trust I have said enough to justify my vote. I do not oppose this Bill in a party spirit, for
there are no parties in this Council; nor have I any desire to embarrass the Government.
I oppose this Bill because I am fully persuaded that it is foredoomed to failure.
I oppose this Bill because it will intensify and not mitigate the evil which you are seeking to guard against.
I oppose this Bill, it is no paradox, because I am a friend of law and order, both of which are menaced by it.
I oppose this Bill because the Government already possesses all the power they can reasonably want in the
armory of the Penal and the Criminal Procedure Code.
I oppose this Bill because it violates all the liberal traditions which have up to this time guided the
Government.
I oppose this Bill on the people’s will, and not resting merely on the sword, whether Indian or British.
And, lastly, I oppose this Bill because it will kill all political life in this country.
My Lord, we are conscious that we are fighting a losing battle. We know we shall be defeated, but we shall not
be dejected. For there are some defeats which are more glorious than victories, and we shall count this among
their number. We have been taught and have learnt to value the right of public meeting as one of our dearest
rights, and we should have been unworthy of ourselves, unworthy of the trust reposed in us, if we quietly
submitted to a measure which would be so fatal to all national growth. In our defeat, however, we shall be
sustained by one great consolation, the consolation of having endeavored, according to our lights, to do our duty
to the Government and to the country.
One word more.
It is unfortunate that the 1 st of November should have been fixed for this meeting. That day has always been
associated in our minds with the gracious Proclamation of Queen Victoria. It will henceforth, I fear, be associated
with the loss of one of our most cherished rights.
3
We have met today in this historic hall as citizens of the premier city in India to discharge a very agreeable
duty. We have met here to convey to the English nation the assurance of our warm attachment to the world-wide
empire to which we have the privilege to belong.
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We have met here also to give expression to our profound sense on the far-reaching results of the Royal visit
which has set in motion a great wave of loyalty now flowing with a tidal sweep over the whole country. The
Crown, gentlemen, is no longer a mere abstraction to us but a living reality.
The visit of Their Imperial Majesties, has, as we all know, stirred the country to its depths; and no wonder, for
with us the divinity that doth hedge a King is not a worn out fiction but a deep and abiding conviction. He is truly
the anointed of the Lord. Our attachment to the person and throne of the King-Emperor is not, I repeat, a mere
pale sentiment but a burning devotion to the sovereign, of both prince and peasant, not less fervid than the loyalty
which surrounded the throne of the Stuarts.
And there never was a King more worthy of our whole-hearted devotion. For His Imperial Majesty has shown
that he loves India, with an exceeding and unutterable love. He has shown that he possesses that priceless gift, the
crown of all gifts, the power of throwing himself into the minds of others and of drawing all hearts towards him;
and in Bengal, it is no exaggeration to say that he has turned the winter of our discontent as with the magician’s
wand into glorious summer.
Gentlemen, the memory of even the most brilliant function may fade in time, but not, I can safely assert, the
memory of the King’s loving kindness or of the message of sympathy which he sent out to us from England six
years ago. He has now given us the watch-word of Hope. The King-Emperor said:
On every side I trace the signs and stirrings of new life. Education has given you hope, and through better and
higher education you will build up higher and better hope.

In bidding us hope, the King-Emperor has shown the keen insight of a true statesman. We see changes all
around us due to the action of social, political, and economic forces which are only dimly understood; but if true
statesmanship consists in molding institutions in accordance with the Time Spirit, the King-Emperor and his
responsible advisers have undoubtedly shown statesmanship of the very highest order.
In bidding us farewell, Their Imperial Majesties expressed a fervent prayer that all their subjects in Bengal of
whatever race and creed, united by the ties of sympathy and brotherly love, may under Divine guidance, ever
strive towards the advancement of their common happiness, contentment and general well-being. This is a prayer
in which we should all most fervently join.
Let us then pray that the Imperial Visit may prove a union of hearts and a bond of fellowship not only between
ourselves and our fellow-citizens of England, but also between the various communities in this country.
Let us pray that it may be the herald of a new era of harmony and co-operation, of peace and of progress.
Let us march with a steadfast tread along the path which our King-Emperor has pointed out to us.
Let Hope be our rallying point. Let Hope be our watch-word. Believe in hope, even against hope, believe in
the good-will of the people of Great Britain and Ireland towards India, for the voice of our Sovereign is their
voice, and if our ideals are not realized in a day, do not fret, do not be impatient; for in the words of the Hebrew
prophet,
“Brightness and beautifulness shall appear at the end, and shall not lie: if it make delay, wait for it; for it shall
surely come and shall not be slack.”
4
We meet to-day in sorrow, for we meet to mourn the loss of a brilliantly gifted lady, a daughter of the West,
who lived and died for us.
Sister Nivedita was, indeed, a queen among women, who wore by right divine the spotless myrtle crown of
womanhood. What a lesson of noble purposes, of patience, of courage, of sacrifice, and of endurance, is furnished
by her life? Sister Nivedita taught us, in the words of Gladstone, that life is a great and noble calling, an elevated
and lofty destiny. She taught us that we are not born for ourselves, but for our neighbors, for our own kind, for
humanity in the sum.
To live for others was the guiding principle of her life. And for whom did she work, for whom did she forsake
home, relations, and friends? Not for herself or her country but for us, for the people of India.\fn{ “The whole history
of the world shows that the Indian intellect is second to none,” she once wrote. “This must be proved by the performance of a task beyond
the power of others, the seizing of the first place in the intellectual advance of the world. Is there any inherent weakness that would make it
impossible for us to do this? Are the countrymen of Bhaskaracharya and Shankaracharya inferior to the countrymen of Newton and
Darwin? We trust not. It is for us, by the power of our thought, to break down the iron walls of opposition that confront us, and to seize and
enjoy the intellectual sovereignty of the world.”}
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Sister Nivedita showed her love for us, passing the love of woman, in everything she did. She showed it in
tending the plague-stricken. She showed it in feeding the famished. She showed it in training our girls according
to the best type of womanhood and in inspiring our youth with higher ideals.
If our sister fell under the spell of India, we in our turn, it is no exaggeration to say, fell under her spell, and
her bewitching personality attracted to her thousands of our young men who drew their inspiration from the
precepts and example of one whom they reverenced as a saint. And if the rising generation are now animated by a
burning passion for a new, a higher, a truer and a nobler life, the credit is in no small measure due to the lady who
has been so prematurely called away from us.\fn{ She was only 43 when she died:H}
An India united in civic purposes, proud of its past achievements, proud of its contribution to the civilization of
mankind, and destined to render still higher service to humanity, was the ideal for which she worked. And who
can say she worked in vain? Who can say she has not made the steps easier for those who will follow her?
It has been said that Sister Nivedita exercised an unwholesome influence on the rising generation on political
questions. Now it may be that a few raw lads, too impetuous to be sober, went astray. I cannot speak with
confidence on the point. Of one thing, however, I can speak with confidence.
If we are conscious of a budding national life at the present day, it is to a great extent due to the teachings of
Sister Nivedita.
It has also been said that she was in some respects a reactionary. Whatever truth there may be in this charge
which even some friendly critics have brought against her, do not forget that she taught one great lesson.
Sister Nivedita taught us that our true salvation lies not in asceticism but in the cultivation of the civic virtues.
She was an idealist, it is true, but not an idle visionary. The scavenger, she said, with the civic ideal of cleanliness
is a better citizen than a Brahmin, if the twice-born man serves only himself.
It is proposed to perpetuate the memory of Sister Nivedita by a suitable memorial. It is right and proper to do
so. But for such worthy servants of humanity, no such memorial is really necessary to keep their memory green.
The name of Sister Nivedita, I am certain, will be engraved in the hearts of those for whom she consecrated her
life. It will be engraved in the hearts of those young men who have been benefited by her example and precept. It
will be engraved in the hearts of those who have been inspired by her with a deep sense of social duty. It will be
engraved in the hearts of all who can appreciate nobility of purpose, courage, and self-denial.
Death has struck our sister down before her mission could be accomplished. That, we all know, is the common
fate of all ministers of good things, who, as Hooker says, are like torches, a light to others, waste and destruction
to themselves. But depend upon it, her work will not perish, nor will the cause she had at heart die with her death.
Though, therefore, we meet in sorrow we do not sorrow as those who have no hope, for our sister has joined
The choir invisible.
Of those immortal dead who live again,
In minds made better by their presence.

240.224. Which Of The Two: A Question Of Duty Or Incliniation\fn{by Agnes Giberne (1845-1939)} Belgaum,
Belagavi District, Karnataka State, India (F) 6
“It’s going to be a glorious day—just glorious! Joan, we must do something—not sit moping indoors from
morning till night!”
Mittie never did sit indoors from morning till night; but this was a figure of speech.
“I’m all alive to be off—I don’t care where. Oh, do think of a plan! It’s the sort of weather that makes one
frantic to be away—to have something happen. Don’t you feel so?”
She looked longingly through the bow-window, across the small, neat lawn, divided by low shrubs from a
quiet road, not far beyond which lay the river. The sisters were at breakfast together in the morning-room, which
was bathed in an early flood of sunshine.
Three years before this date they had been left orphaned and destitute, and had come to their grandmother's
home—a comfortable and charming little country house, and, in their circumstances, a very haven of refuge, but,
still, a trifle dull for two young girls. Mittie often complained of its monotony. Joan, eighteen months the elder,
realised how different their condition would have been had they not been welcomed here. But she, too, was
conscious of dulness, for she was only eighteen.
“Think of Something!”
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“Such sunshine! It’s just ordering us to be out. Joan, be sensible, and think of something we can do—
something jolly, something new! Just for one day can’t we leave everything and have a bit of fun? I’m aching for
a little fun! Oh, do get out of the jog-trot for once! Don’t be humdrum!”
“Am I humdrum?” Joan asked.
She was not usually counted so attractive as the fluffy-haired, lively Mittie, but she looked very pretty at this
moment. The early post had come in; and as she read the one note which fell to her share a bright colour, not often
seen there, flushed her cheeks, and a sweet half-glad half-anxious expression stole into her eyes.
“Awfully humdrum, you dear old thing! You always were, you know. How is Grannie to-day?” Mittie seldom
troubled herself to see the old lady before breakfast, but left such attentions to Joan.
“She doesn’t seem very well, and she is rather—depressed. I’m afraid we couldn’t possibly both leave her for
the whole day—could we?” There was a touch of troubled hesitation in the manner, and Joan sent a quick
inquiring glance at the other’s face.
“No chance of that. We never do leave her for a whole day; and if we did we should never hear the end of it.
But we might surely be off after breakfast, and take our lunch, and come back in time for tea. She might put up
with that, I do think. Oh dear me! Why can’t old people remember that once upon a time they were young, and
didn’t like to be tied up tight? But, I suppose, in those days nobody minded. I know I mind now—awfully! I’m
just crazy to be off on a spree. What shall we do, Joan? Think of something.”
“Mittie, dear—”
“That’s right. You’ve got a notion. Have it out!”
“It isn’t—what you think. I have something else to say. A note has come from Mrs. Ferris.”
“Well—what then?”
“She wants me—us—to go to her for the day.”
Mittie clapped her hands.
“Us! Both of us, do you mean? How lovely! I didn’t know she was aware of my existence. Oh, yes, of course,
I’ve seen her lots of times, but she always seems to think I’m a child still. She never asked me there before for a
whole day. How are we to go? Will she send for us?”
“Yes, but—but, Mittie—we can’t both leave Grannie all those hours. She would be so hurt.”
“So cross, you mean. You don’t expect me to stay behind, I hope! Me—to spend a long endless day here,
poking in Grannie’s bedroom, and picking up her stitches, and being scolded for every mortal thing I do and don’t
do, while you are off on a lovely jaunt! Not I! You’re very much mistaken if that is what you expect. Will Mrs.
Ferris send the carriage or the motor?”
“She is sending the boat. And her son—”
“What! is he going to row us? That nice fellow! He rows splendidly, I know. I shall get him to let me take an
oar. It’s as easy as anything, going down the stream. Oh, we must do it, Joan—we really, really must! Grannie will
have to put up for once with being alone. Is he coming by himself?”
“Yes—no—I mean, he will drop his sister Mary at The Laurels and come on for us, and then take her up as we
go back.”
“The Laurels? Oh, just a few minutes off. Mary—she’s the eldest. When does he come? Eleven o’clock! No
time to waste. We must put on our new frocks. You had better tell Grannie at once that we are going. I shall keep
out of her way. You’ll manage her best.”
“But if she doesn’t like to be left?”
“Then she’ll have to do without the liking! Yes, I know what you mean, Joan. You want me to stay here, and
set you free. And I’m not going to do it. I simply won’t—won’t—won’t! It’s no earthly use your trying to make
me. I’m asked too, and I mean to go.”
“Mittie, you’ve not seen the note yet. I think you ought to read it. She asks me first—and then she just says,
would I like to bring—?”
“It doesn’t matter, and I don’t want to see! It’s enough that I’m invited.”
Mittie had a quick temper, apt to flare out suddenly. She jumped up, and flounced towards the door.
“I shall get ready; and you’d better make haste, or you’ll be late.”
“And if I find that I can’t be spared as well as you?”
Joan’s eyes went to Mittie, with a look of grieved appeal. That look went home; and for a moment—only one
moment—Mittie wavered. She knew how much more this meant to Joan than it could mean to herself. She knew
that she had no right to put herself first, to snatch the joy from Joan. But the habit of self-indulgence was too
strong.
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“It is all Nonsense!”
“If you choose to stay at home, I shall go without you. It is all nonsense about ‘can’t’! You can go if you like.”
*
Joan remained alone, thinking.
What could she say? Mittie, the spoilt younger sister, always had had her own way, and always insisted on
having it. She would insist now, and would have it, as usual.
That Mittie would go was indeed a foregone conclusion, and Joan had known it from the first. The question
was—could she go too? Would it be right to leave the old lady, depressed and suffering, all those hours—just for
her own pleasure, even though it meant much more than mere pleasure?
The girls owed a great deal to Mrs. Wills. She was not rich, though she had a comfortable little home; and
when she took in the two granddaughters, it meant a heavy pull on her purse. It meant, also, parting with a valued
companion—a paid companion—whom she had had for years, and on whom she very much depended. This
necessary step was taken, with the understanding that the two girls would do all in their power to supply her
place. And Joan had done her best. Mittie seldom gave any thought to the matter.
In a general way, Joan would at once have agreed that Mittie should be the one to go, that she herself would be
the one to stay behind.
But this was no ordinary case. In the summer before she had seen a good deal of Fred Ferris. He had been at
home for three months after an accident, which, for the time, disabled him from work; and he had been
unmistakably attracted by Joan. Not only had he made many an opportunity to see her, but his mother had taken
pains to bring the two together. She liked Joan, and made no secret of the fact.
Mittie had often been left out of these arrangements, and had resented it.
For a good while Fred Ferris had been away from home; but Joan knew that he was likely to come soon, and
she built upon the hope. She had given her heart to Fred, and she indulged in many a secret dream for the future
while pursuing her little round of daily duties, and bearing patiently with the spoilt and wayward Mittie.
And now—this had come!—this intimation of Fred's arrival, and the chance of a long delightful day with him
—a day on which so much might hang!
And yet, if Mittie insisted on going, it would probably mean that she would have to give it up. That would be
hard to bear—all the harder because Mittie knew at least something of the true state of affairs. She knew how
persistently Fred Ferris had come after her sister, and she must at least conjecture a little of what her sister felt for
Fred. Nobody knew all that Joan felt, except Joan herself; but Mittie had seen quite enough to have made her act
kindly and unselfishly.
*
Joan’s hopes had grown faint when she left the breakfast-table and went upstairs.
Mrs. Wills spent most of her time in her bedroom, sometimes hobbling across to a small sitting-room on the
same floor. She was too infirm to come downstairs.
“Eh? What is it? I don’t understand!”
The old lady was growing deaf, and when she objected to what was being said, she would become doubly deaf.
Like her younger granddaughter, she had always been accustomed to getting her own way.
“Your Turn now!”
“You want to do—what?” as Joan tried to explain. “I wish you would speak more clearly, my dear, and not put
your lips together when you talk. Mrs. Ferris! Yes, of course I know Mrs. Ferris. I knew her long before you came
here. She wants you for the day? Well, one of you can go, and the other must stay with me. You’ve got to take
turns. That is only reasonable. Mittie went last time, so it is your turn now.”
But Mittie never cared about turns.
“I suppose you couldn’t for once—just once, Grannie, dear—spare us both together?”
Joan said this with such a sinking of heart that, had the old lady known it, she would surely have yielded. A
sick fear had come over the girl lest Fred might think that she was staying away on purpose—because she did not
want to see him. But she only looked rather white, and smiled as usual.
“Spare you both! What!—leave me alone the whole day, both of you!”
The old lady was scandalised.
“I didn’t think before that you were a selfish girl, Joan. Well, well, never mind!—you’re not generally, I know.
But of course it is out of the question, so lame as I am—not able to get anything that I want. That wasn’t in the
bargain at all, when we settled that you should live with me.”
*
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Joan knew that it was not. But it was very hard to bear! She went to Mittie, and made one more attempt in that
direction, ending, as she expected, unsuccessfully.
“It really is my turn, you know, Mittie, dear.”
“Your turn? What! because I went to that silly tea last week? As if the two things could be compared!” Mittie
ran to the glass to inspect herself.
“Why didn’t you just tell Grannie that you meant to do it, instead of asking whether she could spare you? So
absurd! She would have given in then.”
*
Joan might have answered, “Because I have some sense of duty!” But she said nothing—it was so useless. She
debated whether to write a note for Mittie to take, and then decided that she would run down to the river-edge and
would explain to Fred Ferris himself why she might not go, not implying any blame to her sister, but just saying
that she could not leave her grandmother.
The thought of this cheered her up, for surely he would understand.
But a few minutes before the time fixed for his arrival a message summoned her to the old lady, and she found
that for a good half-hour she would be unable to get away. All she could do was to rush to Mittie and to give a
hurried message—which she felt far from certain would be correctly delivered.
Then for a moment she stood outside Mrs. Wills’s room, choking back the sobs which swelled in her throat,
and feeling very sad and hopeless at the thought of all she would miss, still more at the thought that her absence
might be misunderstood.
From the window, as she attended to her grandmother’s wants, she had a glimpse of Mittie, running gaily
down the garden, in her pretty white frock, carrying an open Japanese parasol in one hand, while from the other
dangled her hat and a small basket of flowers.
“Oh, Mittie, I wouldn’t have done it to you—if you had cared as I do!” she breathed.
*
When Mittie reached the stream, Ferris had that moment arrived. He had made fast the painter, intending to run
up to the house, and had stepped back into the boat to put the cushions right.
A straight well-built young fellow, he looked eagerly up at the sound of steps; and when Mittie appeared alone,
a momentary look of surprise came. But, of course Joan would follow!
Mittie wore her prettiest expression. She dropped her hat into the boat, and he took her parasol, holding out a
hand to help, as she evidently meant to occupy her seat without delay.
“Your sister is coming?” he said.
“She doesn’t like to leave Grannie. So you’ll have to do with me alone,” smiled Mittie. “Such a pity, this
splendid day! I did my best to persuade her—but she wouldn’t be persuaded.”
There was an abrupt pause. Even Mittie’s self-complacency could not veil from her his changed face, his blank
disappointment.
In that moment she very fully realised the truth that Joan, and not herself, was the one really wanted. But she
smiled on resolutely, careless of what Fred might think about Joan’s motives, and bent on making a good
impression.
“It’s the first time I’ve been to your house—oh, for months and months! I’m so looking forward to a whole day
there. And being rowed down the river is so awfully delightful. I did try my hardest to get Joan to come, too; but
she simply wouldn’t, and she asked me to explain.”
This only made matters worse. Fred could hardly avoid believing that Joan’s absence was due to a wish to
avoid him. In Mittie’s mind lay a scarcely acknowledged fear that, if she were more explicit, Fred might insist on
seeing Joan; and, in that event, that she might herself be in the end the one left behind. She was determined to
have her day of fun.
Ferris had grown suddenly grave. He made Mittie comfortable in her seat, cast loose, and took the oars; but he
seemed to have little to say.
Almost in complete silence they went to The Laurels. Mittie’s repeated attempts at conversation died, each in
succession, a natural death.
*
When Mary Ferris appeared, surprise was again shown at the sight of Mittie alone. Mary Ferris did not take it
so quietly as her brother had done. She was naturally blunt, and she put one or two awkward questions which
Mittie found it not easy to evade.
The hour on that lovely river, to which she had looked forward as delightful, proved dull.
857

Fred Ferris had nothing to say; he could not get over this seeming snub from Joan. He attended silently to his
oars, and somehow Mittie had not courage to suggest that she would very much like to handle one of them. Mary
was politely kind, and talked in an intermittent fashion; but the “fun” on which Mittie had counted was nonexistent.
When they reached the landing-place and stepped out Mrs. Ferris stood on the bank, awaiting them. And Mrs.
Ferris, though able, when she chose, to make herself extremely charming, was a very outspoken lady. There was
no mistake about her astonishment. Her eyebrows went up, and her eyes ran questioningly over the white-frocked
figure.
“What, only Mittie! How is this? Where is Joan?”
Mittie felt rather small, but she was not going to admit that she had been in the wrong.
“Joan wouldn’t come,” she said, smiling.
“Is she not well?”
“Oh yes; quite well. I did try to persuade her—but she wouldn’t.” The mother and daughter exchanged
glances. Fred was already walking away, and Mary remarked:
“Joan always thinks first of other people. I dare say she felt that she could not leave Mrs. Wills.”
Mittie, conscious of implied blame, grew pink and eager to defend herself.
“She could have come—perfectly well! There wasn’t the least reason why she shouldn’t. Grannie was all right.
Joan simply—simply wouldn’t!”
Mittie stopped, knowing that she had conveyed a false impression, but pride withheld her from modifying the
words.
“I told her she might—just as well.”
Mrs. Ferris began to move towards the house.
“It is a great pity,” she said. “We all counted on having Joan. However, it cannot be helped now. I hope you
will enjoy yourself, my dear. Mary will show you over the garden and the house.” To Mary she added:
“The old castle must wait for another time, I think—when Joan is here.” Mittie cast a questioning look, and
Mary said, in explanation:
“Only an old ruin a few miles off. We meant to have an excursion there this afternoon.”
Mittie loved excursions, and could not resist saying so. No notice was taken of this appeal; but somewhat later
she overheard a murmured remark from Mrs. Ferris to Mary.
“Certainly not—now!”
“No, certainly not—now. Fred will not care to go. He is very much disappointed, poor boy! If only one could
be sure that it means nothing!”
But Mittie was not meant to hear this.
*
They were very kind to her, and she really had nothing to complain of on the score of inattention. Mary, who
happened to be the only daughter at home, took her in charge and put her through a steady course of gardens,
glasshouses, family pets, and old furniture—for none of which Mittie cared a rap. What she had wanted was a gay
young party, plenty of fun and merriment, and for herself abundance of admiration.
But Fred made himself scarce, only appearing at luncheon and vanishing afterwards; and Mrs. Ferris was
occupied elsewhere most of the time; while between Mary and herself there was absolutely nothing in common.
Mary, though only the senior by two or three years, was not only clever, but very intelligent and well read, and
she had plenty of conversation. But the subjects for which she cared, though they would have delighted Joan,
were utter tedium to Mittie’s empty little head.
Before an hour had passed, Mary’s boredom was only less pronounced than Mittie’s own.
It was so tiresome, so stupid of Joan not to come! Mittie complained bitterly to herself of this. If Joan had
come too, all would have gone well. She could not help seeing that she had not been meant to come without Joan,
still less instead of Joan.
With all her assurance, this realisation that she was not wanted and that everybody was regretting Joan’s
absence made her horribly uncomfortable. When left alone for a few minutes, early in the afternoon, she tugged
angrily at her gloves, and muttered:
“I wish I wasn’t here. I wish I had left it to Joan. I think they are all most awfully frumpish and stupid, and I
can’t imagine what makes Joan so fond of them!”
But she did not yet blame herself.
*
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Five o’clock was the time fixed for return. Had Joan come it would have been much later.
*
At tea-time Fred turned up, and it appeared that he meant to get off the return-row up the river. He had engaged
a boatman to do it in his stead. Mary would still go, and though Mittie proudly said it did not matter, she wouldn’t
in the least mind being alone, Mary only smiled and held to her intention.
But long before this stage of proceedings everybody was tired—Mary and Mittie especially, the one of
entertaining, the other of being entertained. Mary had tried every imaginable thing she could think of to amuse the
young guest, and every possible subject for talk. They seemed to have arrived at the end of everything, and it took
all Mittie’s energies to keep down, in a measure, her recurring yawns. Mary did her best, but she found Mittie far
from interesting.
When at length they started for the riverside, Fred went with the two girls to see them off; and Mittie felt like a
prisoner about to be released. She was so eager to escape that she ran ahead of her companions towards the
landing-place, and Mary dryly remarked in an undertone:
“Mittie has had about enough of us, I think. How different she is from Joan! One would hardly take them for
sisters.”
Fred was too downhearted to answer. He had felt all day terribly hopeless.
*
Suddenly he started forward.
“I say!—wait a moment!” he called.
A slight turn had brought them in full view of the small boat floating close under the bank, roped loosely to the
shore, and of Mittie standing above, poised as for a spring. She was light and active, and fond of jumping. At the
moment of Fred’s shout she was in the very act. No boatman was within sight.
Perhaps the abrupt call startled her; perhaps in any case she would have miscalculated her distance. She was
very self-confident, and had had little to do with boating. One way or another, instead of alighting neatly in the
boat, as she meant to do, she came with both feet upon the gunwale and capsized the craft.
There was a loud terrified shriek, a great splash, and Mittie had disappeared.
“Fred! Fred!” screamed Mary.
Fred cleared the space in a few leaps, and was down the bank by the time that Mittie rose, some yards off,
floating down the stream, with hands flung wildly out. Another leap carried him into the water. He had thrown off
his coat as he rushed to the rescue; and soon he had her in his grip, holding her off as she frantically clutched at
him, and paddling back with one hand.
He was obliged to land lower down, and Mary was there before him. Between them they pulled Mittie out, a
wet, frightened, miserable object, her breath in helpless gasps and sobs, and one cheek bleeding freely from
striking the rowlock.
“Oh, Mittie! why did you do it?” Mary asked in distress—a rather inopportune question in the circumstances.
“We must get her home at once, Fred, and put her to bed.”
They had almost to carry her up the bank, for all the starch and confidence were gone out of her; and she was
supremely ashamed, besides being overwhelmed with the fright and the shock.
*
On reaching the house Fred went off to change his own soaking garments, and Mittie was promptly put to bed,
with a hot bottle at her feet and a hot drink to counteract the effects of the chill. She submitted with unwonted
meekness; but her one cry was for her sister.
“I want Joan! Oh, do fetch Joan!” she entreated. “My face hurts so awfully; and I feel so bad all over. I know
I’m going to die! Oh, please send for Joan!”
“I don’t think there is the smallest probability of that, my dear,” Mrs. Ferris said, with rather dry composure, as
she sat by the bed. “If Fred had not been at hand you would have been in danger, certainly. But, as things are, it is
simply a matter of keeping you warm for a few hours. Your face will be painful, I am afraid, for some days; but
happily it is only a bad bruise.”
“I thought I could manage the jump so nicely,” sighed Mittie.
“It was a pity you tried. Now, Mittie, I am going to ask you a question, and I want a clear answer. Will you tell
me frankly—did Joan wish to stay at home today, and to send you in her stead?”
Mittie was so subdued that she had no spirit for a fight.
“No,” came in a whisper. “I—she—she wanted awfully to come. And I—wouldn’t stay at home. And Grannie
didn’t like to spare us both.”
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“Ah, I see!” Mrs. Ferris laid a kind hand on Mittie. “I am glad you have told me; and you are sorry now, of
course. That will make all the difference. Now I am going to send Fred to tell your sister what has happened, and
to say that you will be here till tomorrow.”
“Couldn’t he bring Joan? I do want her so!”
“I’m not sure that that will be possible.” But to Fred, when retailing what had passed, she added:
“You had better motor over. And if you can persuade Joan to come, so much the better—to sleep, if possible; if
not, we can send her home later.”
*
Fred was off like a shot. The motor run was a very short affair compared with going by boat. On arrival, he
found the front door of Mrs. Wills’s house open; and he caught a glimpse of a brown head within the bowwindow of the breakfast-room.
If he could only find Joan alone! He ventured to walk in without ringing.
Alone, indeed, Joan was, trying to darn a pair of stockings, and finding the task difficult. It had been such a
long, long day—longer even for her than for Mittie.
“Fred!”
“Come in,” she said, in answer to a light tap. And the last face that she expected to see appeared. “ Fred” broke
from her.
“Mr. Ferris!”
“No, please—I like ‘Fred’ best!” He came close, noting with joy how her face had in an instant parted with its
gravity. “Why did you not come to us to-day?” he asked earnestly.
“I couldn’t.”
“Not—because you wanted to stay away?”
“Oh no!”
“Could not your sister have been the one at home?” Joan spoke gently.
“You see, Mittie has never before spent a day at your house. She wanted it so much.”
“And you—did you want it, too—ever so little? Would you have cared to come, Joan?”
Joan only smiled. She felt happy beyond words.
“I’ve got to take you there now, if you’ll come. For the night, perhaps—or at least for the evening. Mittie has
had a wetting”—he called the younger girl by her name half-unconsciously—“and they have put her to bed for
fear of a chill. And she wants you.”
Naturally Joan was a good deal concerned, though Fred made little of the accident. He explained more fully,
and an appeal to the old lady brought permission.
“Not for the night, child—I can’t spare you for that, but for the evening. Silly little goose Mittie is!”
And Fred, with delight, carried Joan off.
*
“So Mrs. Wills can’t do without you, even for one night,” he said, when they were spinning along the high
road, he and she behind and the chauffeur in front. He laughed, and bent to look into her eyes.
“Joan, what is to happen when she has to do without you altogether?”
“Oh, I suppose—she might manage as she used to do before we came.” Joan said this involuntarily; and then
she understood. Her colour went up.
“I don’t think I can manage very much longer without you—my Joan!” murmured Fred. “If you’ll have me,
darling.” And she only said,
“Oh, Fred!”
But he understood.
1846

241.52 Excerpt from Azad Goes To A Railway Hotel\fn{by Ratan Nath Sarshar (1846-1902)} Lucknow, Lucknow
District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 2
… Azad, that devil of a fellow, hadn’t come to Lucknow to spread out his bedding and sleep, or arrange a titledeed for a house. He was merely passing through; he stayed a few days, then was ready to move on.
When he reached the Lucknow railway station, there was such a hustle and bustle, such a toil and turmoil, such
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a clamor and crowding, that shoulders were pressed against shoulders. The reverend Brahmin with his waterbuckets is forcing his way through the tumult.
“Cold water!”
The brass drinking-cups make their own clatter. The water-carriers with their large or small water-skins are
making the rounds. Off to one side the hookah-man has filled the pipe with a sweet-and-bitter tobacco mixture
and is burbling for customers; the rich aroma could turn one’s nose into a perfumer’s box. Next to the platform the
potter has arranged his wares for sale. The clay toys are so ravishing that visitors hasten to buy them up and carry
them off.
Buyers push and shove other buyers; they fling down their money and grab the hookah. Immediately the
water-carrier freshens the hookah, sprinkling water on its bowl. The hookah-man fills the hookah-bowl with
tobacco; the customer wafts clouds of smoke into the air. The fruit-seller calls out:
“Red fruit—mulberry, mango nectar, qalami mango nectar! Safeda mangoes from the garden of Faqir
Muhammad Khan himself! Langra mangoes from Benaras, Bombay, mangoes from Charbagh! Oranges,
tangerines, nectarines, pineapples, citrus fruits, custard apples, fruits, guavas, apples—whatever you want, we’ve
got it!”
Elsewhere in the sweet-shop are displays of white milk-sweets covered with silver leaf, sweets covered with
crushed pistachio. Metal lanterns sway above them so that the shop glitters with light. Now there comes a cry,
“Biscuits—get your biscuits! Kabobs and rotis.”
Take a couple of steps another way, and the basketman appears, making his rounds. Two-ply hats, pastel hats,
brocade hats, reverse-embroidered hats, Muree-work hats, silk-and-gold woven caps, round caps—new fashions,
unique and novel styles, he’s showing them all in a heap together, real fast. Customer after customer, people are
eagerly buying; five or ten hats are instantly sold, right out of his hand. Over a large area, travelers sit with their
bedrolls spread—one sits on a saddle-cloth, another on a small carpet, all watching for the train. Azad said to
himself,
“Lord, what a carnival this station is! Is there any end to it? The crowd, the clamor, the bustle—really,
Lucknow is quite a place! Lord, I’ve never seen such a station!”
Strolling on, Azad went into the station. When he saw the hotel, he grinned widely, with pleasure.
“Oh my, how orderly and neat it is—the walls and doors are simply oozing cleanliness!”
Each corner gleamed bright. From one side to the other were tables surrounded by chairs. with glasses laid out.
Lamps and shaded candles glowed everywhere. Azad went and planted himself in a chair.
“Bring me something to eat! But let there be no wine in it, and let there be no taint of swine-flesh anywhere
around it!” A waiter, dressed in neat, clean clothes wearing a fancy turban like that of a herald, came and stood
before him.
“Your honor, there will be no wine, but what else did you command?” Azad said,
“Let there be no swine-flesh”, whispering, “that is, no pork in it.” The waiter replied,
“Oh no, your honor. How could there possibly be!”
With these words, the waiter brought all kinds of expensive English food in costly plates. Azad, using a knife
and fork, ate with great relish, and drank soda water and lemonade. When he went out, who did he see but Khoji,
who had arranged his bedding and eating kabobs and roti.
*
Azad: “Well, dear master! you are certainly making short work of those kabobs!” Khoji:
“Well, some people gulp down wine, some people gulp kabobs.” Azad:
“Eh! Wine? God forbid! Tell me, sir, just who do you think has been drinking wine? Who has fallen so low? I
haven’t been paying the least heed to the Daughter of Wine—if she has a devoted lover, it must be somebody
else! As for me, I’ve given up drinking wine.” Khoji:
“Please do go on with the verse: ‘I’ve given up drinking wine’ and then, ‘And I’ve given up my bad habits’.”
Azad:
“I swear by the Qur’an—what wretch has touched even a drop of wine? If he’s drunk wine, he’s surely eaten
pork as well.” Khoji: (smiling):
“All right, I believe you. ‘It wasn’t the one, but the two.’ And when would you ever have given up pork? By
God, you a true master! You say, ‘If I’ve drunk wine, I’ve eaten pork.’ That’s very believable! You ought to say it
when you consider it forbidden, or at least disapproved. In fact you consider both things permitted, and their use
desirable. My friend, today you’re really in top form!” Azad:
“Oh well, after all, what did I do wrong? Are you going to talk to me, or just go on telling tall tales and fish
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stories? My God! I swear that I haven’t even touched wine, and I haven’t even set eyes on pork!” Khoji:
“Indeed, that was well said: you haven’t set eyes on pork—but, my friend, you’ve surely eaten it with relish!
And why should you have touched your hand to wine—you’ve surely touched your throat with it! What kind of
despicable fool would trust your word? You don’t even believe in oaths! To this day I have no idea what
principles or faith you recognize. You’re a good one—your beliefs and the lineage of your faith are strange
indeed. Oh well, people will all get what’s coming to them. What do I care about the whole mess?” Azad:
“You grant neither defeat nor victory.” Khoji:
“Grant, you say—that’s a good one! I saw with my own eyes how energetically that knife and fork were
moving!” Azad:
“Well, brother, does anyone drink wine with a knife and fork?” Khoji:
“How should I know? I’d rather not know how people drink wine! You’d better ask some wine-bibber, some
drunkard about that. Alas, by God, you’re done for! How terrible! Well, what’s past is past.” Azad:
“You just do one thing. Go into the hotel and—” Khoji:
“Oh, God forbid, God forbid! May God never lead a true and staunch Muslim into any such place! Bite your
tongue at such words! Lord preserve me, I’m a sinful wretch. Oh, awful—a hotel, and me to go into it! I take
refuge in God against such a thing. You go in and welcome the idea, but your humble servant will refrain.”
*
Azad began to stroll around, and Khoji made a renewed assault on the kabobs and roti. When he had finished
every crumb, he brought milk-sweets from the sweet-shop, and sank into a daze of contentment as though he had
taken opium. In the meantime, a gentleman with a beard, one hand and fifty fingers long, addressed Azad,
“Kindly tell me, sir—your name?” He replied,
“Azad.” The gentleman smiled and said,
“Indeed, by God! Your stature and style exactly suit such a name. Freedom ( azadi) and independence (azadah
ram) show all over you. What is your religion?” Azad said,
“Don’t ask me about religion—I’m neither a believer nor an infidel. I don’t know the ways of this place—I’m
a traveler. Sir, your servant is a Muslim, and true to the faith, and a follower of religious law. And your noble
name, Maulvi Sahib?” Maulvi Sahib:
“Let my name be thrown in the river! For the present, let me just lament.” Azad:
“In God's name, lament if you wish, or even weep. But listen, Muharram is coming soon—you’ll be able to
weep to your heart’s content. What is the hurry?” Maulvi Sahib:
“You call yourself a Muslim and a follower of religious law—and you go into a hotel and drink ruinous wine?
God forbid! A pious man takes some care for the Day of Judgment. Or do you intend to turn into a mere worldly
dog?” Azad:
“Enough, sir—what can I say? I can’t do anything except stay silent. I take refuge in God against evil!” Maulvi
Sahib:
“Forgive my discourtesy, but you’re taking refuge in God against your own self. You’re the one who’s
performed such a satanic act. But praise be to God! Your better self is reproaching you.” Azad:
“Maulvi Sahib, I swear by God, I only ate in the hotel, and only those foods which are not forbidden by
religious law! So if you look at the question fairly, why is there any cause for reproach? After all, in Turkey itself,
both small and great, including those most eminent for religious knowledge, dine with Christians. So why do the
Muslims of India consider this a cause for reproach? What sin have I committed to be called I an infidel and
herotic and apostate and so on?” Maulvi Sahib:
“Listen to my words, I’ll explain. I maintain that for Muslims to go into a hotel is not desirable. The food you
ate in the hotel—if you had ordered it outside and spread your cloth and eaten it, there would have been no great
harm. It would have been a petty sin, but not of this magnitude. You may swear a thousand times, you may lift up
the Qur’an and swear on it, but what accursed wretch will believe that you didn’t drink wine, or you didn’t eat
pork? Anyone who enters a room full of soot will come out with a blackened face. People who deal in coal end up
with dirty hands. And don’t speak of Turkey. Doesn’t the Shah of Iran enjoy gulping down unmixed wine, and
expensive brandies? This can’t be used to prove that such drinking is permitted. The Turks may dine with
thousands of Christians, and eat with them freely—but we shouldn’t. It’s contrary to our customs. Do you live in
Turkey or India? Let Turkey take care of Turkey. Are we talking about India and Indian attitudes, or Turkey and
Turkish customs? After all, kabobs, roti, sweets, rolls, buns, fine bread and biscuits—everything is for sale outside
too, so what was the advantage of eating there and making yourself a laughing stock for nothing? How intelligent
is it of you to make a fool of yourself?” Azad:
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“Well sir, first of all the excellent and refined food, second the clean and shining place—how could I enjoy it
out here as much as in there? A servant standing by to fan you, a clean and neat room, sparkling clean plates, a
shining clean table, crowds of waiters there to serve you—how can all this be out here? God forbid!” Maulvi
Sahib:
“Well, no doubt you consider the food good! As for the fan—just pay a paisa, you can get fanned for a whole
hour. Why does a traveler need cleanliness anyway? And besides, there’s nothing really dirty out here. It’s just
madness, what else could it be? Well sir, you’re the one to make your own decisions. But it is as Hafiz\fn{ Probably
the Persian lyrical poet (c.1325-1390) is meant} says:
My dear young man, pay heed to my advice, for the most blest of the young
Regard as dearer than life the advice of a wise old man.

“So believe me, or don’t believe me! It’s up to you to accept my words or not. I’ve said what I had to say.”
Azad thought to himself,
“From now on I’ll never again be so stupid as to go into a hotel with a flourish of trumpets and make myself a
laughing stock for nothing! It’s my privilege to go into a hotel, or to eat what I want—but I’ll do it in silence.” …
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241.5 Excerpt from Indulekha\fn{by Oyyarathu Chandu Menon (1847-1899), pictured below} Kerala State, [another source
says he was born in Vadakarai, Thanjavur District, Tamil Nadu State] India (M) 8

It is seldom that an author who has set himself the task of composing a story rigidly in accordance with
veracity and decorum has occasion to, apprehend that any passages in his work will cause heartburn or give
offence.
But since this style of composition is a novelty in Malabar, some of my readers may possibly misunderstand
the object and design of certain episodes in the book, and I therefore deem it expedient to write a few words by
way of explanation.
It is necessary for me to describe in this and some succeeding chapters a fickle-minded and libidinous
Nambudiripad. There is, however, no class of men in Malabar for whom I entertain greater respect than I do for
the Nambudiris. I am acquainted with several who are distinguished for their intellect and ability, and I am proud
to reckon some of them among my intimate friends. But in every caste we see shrewdness and stupidity, wisdom
and folly, side by side, and the caste of Nambudiris is no exception to the rule.
If, therefore, on the one hand there is found portrayed in these pages a Suri Nambudiripad, whose character is
the reverse of exemplary, so, on the other, the wit and estimable qualities of Cherusheri Nambudiri, who is
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introduced in company with the Nambudiripad, should be duly taken into account. Then I am confident that the
intelligent and impartial reader will fully and freely absolve me from any intention of maliciously exposing to
contempt and derision a section of the community which is so generally regarded with veneration and honor as
are the Nambudiripads and Nambudiris in Malabar.
In English novels the characters, male and female, are all drawn from various ranks of European society, and
in some books even living celebrities are occasionally made the subject of censure, ridicule or praise, but unless
the story is prompted by malice, no one thinks of taking offence at, or quarrelling with, the representations given
therein.
Hence I trust that no one will feel injured on account of any of the passages contained in this volume, and with
these remarks I resume my tale.
*
The letter which Kesavan Nambudiri read to Panchu Menon was from one Kannazhi Murikillathu Manakkal
Suri Nambudiripad. The Kannazhi Murikillathu house, famous throughout Malabar, was unequalled in point of
wealth and dignity, and Suri Nambudiripad was the second member of that rich and powerful family. But as the
senior Nambudiripad was well advanced in years and infirm in health, it was Suri Nambudiripad who was
entrusted with the entire administration of the affairs of the family.
At the time of this story, he was forty-five years of age, and as he had, from early youth, been occupied with
the management of the family estate, he had acquired no education. He had never married in his own caste, but
despite the importunity of the senior Nambudiripad on the subject, he remained a bachelor up to the time of which
I write. Two of his younger brothers were married, and he had arranged their marriages, but as for himself he was
content to pass his time in forming temporary alliances with Sudra women.
I have no intention of describing his personal appearance minutely, and it will be sufficient to state that
although he was by no means repulsively ugly, yet in spite of a very fair complexion, he was neither good-looking
nor elegant. There was nothing remarkable in his features, and probably there are thousands of men who bear a
general resemblance to him in Malabar; but it must be noted that in certain respects his face and deportment were
peculiar. When he laughed his mouth stretched from ear to ear; his nose, though not deformed, was far too small
for his face; and, instead of walking, he hopped like a crow. Mention has already been made of his amorous
propensities, and a more detailed account of his characteristics is unnecessary.
When a man of wealth abandons himself entirely to the pursuit of women, it is unnecessary to expatiate on his
other qualities, and it is impossible for him not to regulate all his thoughts and actions solely with reference to the
chief object which he has in view.
The management by the Nambudiripad of the affairs of the house was merely nominal. All business was in
reality conducted by paid agents, and it may be said that, as some of them were capable and clever, the family
affairs continued to be more or less satisfactory. The Nambudiripad was in reality simpleminded and free from
guile, but owing to the perversity of his disposition, few people believed in his innocence. As is usually the case
with plutocrats who are devoid of ordinary knowledge and education, this individual had conceived an immense
opinion of himself. Astounding fool as he was, he was fully persuaded by the agents whom he employed that he
was a most efficient man of business, and by the mistresses whom he kept that he was a veritable Cupid upon
earth. Deluged continually with flattery, the simpleton was firmly convinced of his own greatness. And,
swallowing implicitly all manner of nonsense concerning the beauty of his person uttered by artful and
unscrupulous courtesans who longed only for his money, he strutted and plumed himself in the conceit that he
really possessed the qualities ascribed to him. Even the five and forty years which had passed over his head had
not served to dispel in the slightest degree the hallucination under which he suffered.
“My prince,” said a woman to him once, “I, your thrall, could not live an instant without gazing on your
celestial form,” and the words were impressed on his mind as indelibly as if carved in stone.
“Oh, my prince!” sighed another woman, “the bliss of your heavenly embrace is itself all too great for me,
your slave. Who cares for money? Anyone may have that, but can I find anyone with so divine a form as yours?”
And he stored the saying in his mind as if it were a passage from the Vedas.
Lately he had made a friend and constant companion of Govindan Nambudiri, who was a member of the
Cherusheri house, and one of the cleverest and most entertaining men in the world. He was a past master in
Sanskrit etymology and syntax, and proficient in music; his face and form were most pleasing to the eye; in power
of conversation he was unsurpassed by any; and his disposition was free from any taint of malice. At the same
time he had not the slightest respect for individuals who made themselves ridiculous, and all, except those who
were too dull to appreciate it, stood in awe of his satire. It was only such as were too stupid to notice anything that
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did not dread his sarcasm, and our friend Suri Nambudiripad was not afraid of him.
As for Govindan Nambudiri, he had never regarded Suri Nambudiripad with any feelings of friendship, but on
the contrary held him in the utmost contempt. Nevertheless, an open display of this sentiment was quite out of the
question, because Suri Nambudiripad was, in point of wealth and dignity, pre-eminent among Nambudiris, and it
was, therefore, impossible not to give him at least the outward show of respect. Suri Nambudiripad dearly loved
to hear his own praises sounded, and it is difficult to distinguish between genuine praise and false flattery.
Govindan Nambudiri entertained the most cordial friendship for Suri Nambudiripad’s younger brother,
Narayanan Nambudiripad, who was a worthy man in all respects, but found it almost impossible to have any
intercourse with him when he visited the Murikillathu family residence. On these occasions he used to be
summoned to the mansion occupied by Suri Nambudiripad, and it was no easy matter to effect an escape.
Such was the footing on which Govindan Nambudiri stood with regard to Suri Nambudiripad. Unless the
Nambudiripad was spoken to in a manner which titillated his fancy, he became offended, and rather than incur
any unpleasant consequences from his resentment, Govindan Nambudiri used to fool him to the top of his bent
with flattery. The Nambudiripad always grew highly incensed and indignant with all who failed to assure him that
he was the ideal of beauty and a model of a man of business, and thus the only course open to Cherusheri
Nambudiri was to extol him to the skies.
Another trait in th Nambudiripad’s character was his fondness for Kathakali and if the year had more than
three hundred and sixty-five days, and if he had seen a play performed every day, even then he would not have
been satisfied. He was thus a great patron of the stage and, in a measure, was a competent critic of the merits and
defects of a play.
Finally, in his opinion, his younger brothers, who were really men of ability, were driveling idiots.
*
The Nambudiripad was taking an oil-bath in the bathing house when he received Kesavan Nambudiri’s letter.
As soon as he had read it, he ordered Cherusheri Nambudiri to be sent for, and his betel-box bearer, Govindan,
went on the errand.
This Govindan was a smart young rogue, who had taken the exact length of his master’s foot and calculated all
his foibles to nicety, but nevertheless felt great respect and attachment for him. When he reached the Cherusheri
house, Govindan Nambudiri, who had finished breakfast, had come out into the verandah and was arranging the
pieces for a game of chess. On seeing Govindan he said,
“What’s the matter? Why are you in such a hurry?”
“He wants you to be good enough to come over there,” replied Govindan.
“Has the Nambudiri had breakfast?” enquired Cherusheri Nambudiri.
“No,” said Govindan, “he is rubbing himself with oil in the bath-house.”
“Then what’s all this fuss about? Is there anything particular?”
“A letter has come from Kesavan Nambudiri from Chembhazhiyot,” said Govindan, “and as soon as he read it,
he ordered me to fetch you, sir.”
“All right, I understand,” said Cherusheri Nambudiri. “I’ll come, but I must change my dress.” And so saying
he went inside the house.
Some twenty days before this, Cherusheri Nambudiri had gone with Kesavan Nambudiri to Chembhazhiyot,
and had then conceived a great friendship and affection for Indulekha and Madhavan. He had come away,
promising to return very soon. As he was saying goodbye, Kesavan Nambudiri had intimated to him that the
union of Indulekha with Suri Nambudiripad would be very suitable, and had bespoken his help, but Cherusheri
Nambudiri had replied that the scheme was impracticable.
After he came back from Chembhazhiyot, he mentioned Indulekha to Narayanan Nambudiripad, but did not
utter a syllable concerning her to Suri Nambudiripad or anyone else. Thus it happened that Cherusheri Nambudiri
was already acquainted with Indulekha.
On receiving Govindan’s message he determined to start, and changing his garments, he came out of his room,
and, calling to Govindan, set out on his way. As they went along, Govindan said,
“If I may make bold to say so, sir, it seems to me that your reverence knows the business on which I was sent
to fetch you. But if not, will you give me leave to speak?”
“Speak on,” said Cherusheri Nambudiri.
“Then, sir,” said Govindan, “it seems that there is a lovely young lady at Chembhazhiyot, the house with
which Kesavan Nambudiri is connected, and it is in order to get my master to unite himself with her that this letter
was sent. I think, too, that your reverence will be required to come also.” Cherusheri Nambudiri listened until
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Govindan had finished, and then laughing, said,
“And if we go, aren’t you coming as well, Govindan?”
“Of course, sir, I am coming,” said Govindan. “The man who brought that letter told me you had seen the
young lady, but I don’t know if this is true.”
“Yes, I have seen her,” said Cherusheri Nambudiri. “I fancy it was the letter-carrier who told you all about the
match.”
“No sir, no,” denied Govindan, “it was my master himself who did me the honor of telling me. I did not read
the letter, sir. He told me something else too, that it is not like the usual kind of match. He said that the day after
he had united himself with the lady—he told me her name, he said it was Chandrabhanu or Chitralekha, or
something like that—he would bring her to the family house with him, and that the matter would be mentioned
today to the senior, so as to get his consent.”
When he heard this, Cherusheri Nambudiri burst out laughing in spite of himself, and Govindan also laughed,
though he did not quite know the reason why.
As soon as Suri Nambudiripad had dispatched Govindan to Cherusheri Nambudiri, he hurried over his bath
and breakfast, and coming out into the verandah, stood there meditating with great relish on Indulekha. Just then
Thachu Menon, the agent who attended to the legal affairs of the family, approached with a bundle of papers in
his hand.
“Go away, Thachu,” said the Nambudiripad. “I haven’t a moment for any business today.”
“Pray, sir, just peruse this,” said Thachu Menon.
“You may say what you like,” returned the Nambudiripad, “but I can’t today.”
“But the case comes up for hearing the day after tomorrow,” said Thachu Menon, “and there were some
particulars I had to talk to your honor about. I must mention them now.”
“The hearing be hanged!” replied the Nambudiripad. “I tell you, I have no time to listen to anything at all
now.”
“But a document has to be filed,” urged Thachu Menon, “and an application must be made for this. The
application is already written, and only wants your honor’s signature.”
“This is Saturday,” said the Nambudiripad, “and you know very well, Thachu, that I never sign any paper on a
Saturday. Then what do you mean by bothering me like this?”
“Unless the document is presented and filed on Monday, the case will be decided against us.”
“I don’t care how it is decided,” retorted the Nambudiripad. “Isn’t there a court of appeal?”
“But if the document is not filed, we shall fail in the appeal court,” said Thachu Menon.
“What a nuisance!” exclaimed Suri Nambudiripad. “The business was entrusted to you, and why do you come
and worry me like this?”
“But, your honor, can I sign the application and present it?” remonstrated Thachu Menon.
“I won’t sign any application on a Saturday,” said Suri Nambudiripad. “Don’t you remember that we lost a
case because I signed the plaint on a Saturday?”
“But this is not a plaint; it is an application,” said Thachu Menon.
“Whatever it is I won’t sign it today. I am determined about that,” replied Suri Nambudiripad. “Go, have your
bath, Thachu.”
“I rather think,” said Thachu Menon, “that your honor will have to favor the court with your presence as a
witness in this case.”
“What, I?” ejaculated Suri Nambudiripad.
“Yes, sir,” answered Thachu Menon.
“Oh dear!” said Suri Nambudiripad. “I won’t go. I would rather lose the case. Has the order come for me to
attend the court?”
“It came,” said Thachu Menon, “but I had it returned with the endorsement that you were not present.”
“Who has had the impudence to call me as a witness?” asked Suri Nambudiripad.
“It is in the suit against Ullattil Panchu Menon.”
“Ullattil Panchu Menon, is it?” said Suri Nambudiripad. “Goodness gracious! Have you filed a case against
him?”
“Yes, sir, to evict him from the Cherpatte farm.”
“Quite so, quite so,” rejoined Suri Nambudiripad. “I forgot it for the moment. Didn’t you tell me the other day
that that case was decided?”
“No, your honor, I didn’t say anything of the kind. Panchu Menon has set up a freehold proprietary right, and
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claims four or five pieces of land which belong to this family.”
“Panchu, is it? What a scoundrel he is! I didn’t know it before,” said Suri Nambudiripad. “Send a man to tell
him to come here, and just let me ask the villain a question or two. If he shows any of his insolence, I’ll have him
ostracized at once. Then he’ll come running here like a whipped puppy. You ought to have told me all this before,
Thachu.”
“I don’t think, sir, there is any use in doing so,” said Thachu Menon. “Panchu Menon has engaged a European
barrister.”
“Well, what of that? Let him come,” said Suri Nambudiripad.
“But he is very clever.”
“Then we must have a European too,” said the Nambudiripad. “The Cardamom Bill lessee, McSharman, is the
man. He and I are great chums, so be off, Thachu, and tell him all about the case.”
“But,” represented Thachu Menon, “a forest contractor can’t possibly manage a suit like this.”
“Hold your tongue, Thachu, will you? If I choose to have the contractor-gentleman, what have you got to do
with it?”
“Certainly, sir, certainly,” said Thachu Menon. “Then I will go and arrange accordingly, sir. But unless your
honor condescends to sign this application, the case will go against us on Monday.”
*
While the Nambudiripad and Thachu Menon were thus wrangling over the question of signing or not signing,
and as their squabble reached its height, Narayanan Nambudiripad came out, and by dint of much persuasion at
last induced his brother to affix his signature to the application. As soon as he had done this, Suri Nambudiripad,
wondering why on earth Cherusheri had not arrived, betook himself to the loft over the gate, to watch for the
Nambudiri’s arrival and to gloat over the thought of Indulekha’s beauty. While he was thus engaged he saw
Cherusheri Nambudiri and Govindan coming, and before they could ascend the steps he shouted out at the top of
his voice,
“Make haste, Cherusheri, make haste, come quick! Why are you walking so slowly? Can’t you step out a bit?
Don’t you want to hear the news? A letter has come from Chembhazhiyot from Karuthedam. Have you ever heard
of Indulekha? Were you with me the other day when Podayapram was talking of her? No? Ah, then, she is a
lovely creature, a regular Damayanti. I am going to form a union with her, but not in the old way at all. I shall
bring her here with me. She knows English and a lot of other things; I have never yet come across a woman who
knows English. And I hear she is beautiful, a regular Damayanti.” As he wound up with these words, Cherusheri
Nambudiri came near him and said,
“In that case we must have a Nala, and here we have one in yourself.”
“Cherusheri!” exclaimed the Nambudiripad. “Enough of such nonsense. I am getting on in years, and this girl
is only fifteen. What is there left in me of good looks? Put the matter aside and let us start.”
“Why put the matter aside?” said Cherusheri Nambudiri. “It is just the one we should discuss. As for being old
at forty-five, at forty-five why should you lose the good looks you had at twenty? Don’t talk in this strain. It
seems to me that until you are eighty, you will continue to cause a flutter among the women here. Then why
should you speak like this?”
“Have you ever seen Indulekha?” asked Nambudiripad. “Weren’t you there the other day, Cherusheri, with
Karuthedam?”
“Yes, I have seen Indulekha,” answered Cherusheri Nambudiri.
“Is she very pretty?”
“She is a very pretty girl, indeed. I have never seen anyone so pretty as she is.”
“But what is this some people say about her knowing English?” asked the Nambudiripad. “Does she really
know it?”
“I have heard that she does,” said Cherusheri.
“If women study English, they cease to be clean, that is the evil of it,” said the Nambudiripad.
“On the contrary, I think that if they know English they become cleaner; at least this is what I think after
seeing Indulekha.”
“What’s this?” exclaimed the Nambudiripad. “Are you intimate with Indulekha? Say so if you are; the
intimacy began before I formed any union with her, and there is no harm in your saying so. Come, what is it?
From what you tell me, it looks as if you are intimate with her. Is it so?”
“How do you mean intimate?” asked Cherusheri.
“I mean intimate with Indulekha,” replied Nambudiripad.
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“Shame on you!” said Cherusheri. “I am not a man ever to go in for that kind of thing. Moreover, Indulekha is
a very sensible girl, quite unlike the ordinary Nair ladies, as you will find if you go there. All the same, my dear
Nambudiri, when she sees what a figure and personality you have, she will fall head over ears in love with you.
She would never think of falling in love in the same way with any other man.”
“Ah, you flatter me, Cherusheri. What is there so particularly captivating about me? I don’t think there is
anything really.”
“Quite right that you should think so, my dear Nambudiri, but surely you don’t expect me to agree with you!”
“Have you ever seen Neelattu Lakshmi, Cherusheri?”
“No.”
“Or Puzhayattu Paro?”
“No.”
“But surely you have seen Koppattu Kummini. Weren't you here the other day, Cherusheri, when she came and
sang? Who is prettier, she or Indulekha?”
“I didn’t see the face of the songstress well,” said Cherusheri.
“Never mind,” said the Nambudiripad, “who is the most beautiful of all the women you have yet seen,
Cherusheri?”
“Indulekha.”
“Is there no doubt about it?”
“None whatever.”
“Then I am in luck again,” said the Nambudiripad.
“Quite so.”
“Can a man find any greater happiness than pleasure from the favours of women?” asked the Nambudiripad.
“Certainly not,” replied Cherusheri, “provided he is sure that women’s favors bring the greatest happiness.”
“What is your opinion on the matter, Cherusheri?”
“I do not look upon it in that light.”
“Then you think that women’s favors are worthless?”
“I don’t say that,” replied Cherusheri. “All I mean is that I do not think there is no greater happiness.”
“Then why should so many people lose their heads and distress themselves in the pursuit of women?”
“I would say that they do so just because of stupidity.”
“It seems to me, Cherusheri, that in this matter you’re quite a philosopher. As for me, I dote on women.”
“Just as the women dote on you,” suggested Cherusheri.
“Ah, perhaps that is really the reason why I dote on them,” said the Nambudiripad.
“Exactly so, there can be no question about it,” confirmed Cherusheri. “That must be the only reason.”
“I had great fun lately,” said the Nambudiripad, “and if you would like to hear it, I will tell you—I went the
other day to see Mr. McSharman and talk over this case, the matter of the Cardamom Hills. When I went there his
wife, whose name Govindan told me was Madam, was sitting on a chair at a little distance from him, reading a
paper, and from the time I took my seat near her husband until it was time for me to go away, she kept glancing at
me out of the corner of her eye.”
“No doubt she was fascinated by you,” interposed Cherusheri Nambudiri. “The sheep’s eyes she cast at you
showed clearly that she was infatuated, and could not help herself.”
“Wait a bit,” continued the Nambudiripad. “I don’t know whether McSharman at last saw her looking at me or
not but he said something to her in English and laughed, and Madam answered him and laughed too. Then that
simpleton McSharman, without understanding how matters stood, said,
“‘I want to introduce my wife to you. I hope you will allow me the pleasure.’
“I felt much inclined to smile, but I didn’t and restraining myself said I should be delighted. Then McSharman
got up hastily and brought his wife near me. I didn’t get up, so she sat down by my side. Then she stretched out
her hand towards me as the gentleman had done, and I stretched out mine, and Madam caught hold of my hands—
oh! I felt a thrill all over.”
“She must have felt it more,” interrupted Cherusheri Nambudiri.
“Wait a bit,” said the Nambudiripad. “I held her hands in mine for some time, and I thought her very
fascinating. That fool McSharman stood by looking on at all this and grinning. Then I drew a diamond ring off my
little finger and held it in my hand. I was not sure if McSharman would be pleased, so I looked at his face. All at
once the idiot said,
“‘Oh! I see you want to give my wife a present. I’ve no objection, you may give it.’
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“Then I felt cocksure of everything, and placed the ring in Madam’s hand. She took it and, looking in my face,
laughed and said in English that it was a lovely ring. McSharman translated this, and then I can’t tell you,
Cherusheri, how I tingled all over.”
“She must have tingled much more,” said Cherusheri Nambudiri.
“Wait a bit,” replied the Nambudiripad. “Madam rose from her place, and again stretched out her hand to me.”
“That was a definite sign that she was smitten with you,” said Cherusheri Nambudiri. “She couldn’t bear to sit
still and look at you. She immediately got up and went away, didn’t she?”
“Yes,” said the Nambudiripad. “She went away after taking my hand once again.”
“And you didn’t see her again, did you?”
“No.”
“She must have felt infatuated,” said Cherusheri. “The gentleman was with you all the time, wasn’t he? That’s
why she was at her wit’s end, and left you so hurriedly, or she would have had some sweet dalliance with you.”
“You are really a clever man, Cherusheri,” said the Nambudiripad, “and this is the bond of friendship between
us. What you say is quite right. That lady and I were greatly smitten with each other. As for not following up on
my advantage, we are forbidden by the shastras\fn{Scriptures} to form connections with women of that race. There
was no other difficulty in my way.”
“Don’t do anything forbidden by the shastras,” said Cherusheri. “My admiration is beyond all bounds when I
think of your good sense. Although you had taken such a fancy to her, you gave it up because it was forbidden by
the shastras, and this shows your moral courage.”
“Sometimes I can show great moral courage in all such matters,” said the Nambudiripad. “I bamboozled
Koppattu Kummini once rather nicely. Shall I tell you the story?”
“I heard it the other day, and I remember it well,” said Cherusheri. “It was from that time that I have had such
faith in your great moral courage.”
“Ah, but the color of these English women is very fine,” said the Nambudiripad. “What is Indulekha’s color?”
“Like pure gold.”
“Is it better than mine?”
“Why do you ask such a nonsensical question? Your colour, Nambudiri, is quite unique.”
“My dear Cherusheri, you must be laughing at me. Now tell me, is my color better than Indulekha’s?”
“I am surprised at your putting such a question,” said Cherusheri. “Fancy asking about a thing of which there
is no doubt.”
“Well, it may be so,” said the Nambudiripad, “but Cherusheri, you have seen both myself and Indulekha, and
you know enough of our seductive qualities and powers of mind. Now tell me, are you sure that the girl will be
pleased with me? Whatever you are sure of, I am sure of too.”
“Why on earth do you ask these questions?” replied Cherusheri. “Good gracious! Isn’t this a matter which I
have already set at rest? I think that if the girl sees you once, Nambudiri, she won’t be able to hold out for a
minute. She is so clever that I have no doubt she will take in all your qualities at a glance, and need I say what
will be the result? The idea of your asking whether she will be pleased with you! A fine question, indeed! When
do you mean to start?”
“Tomorrow morning,” said the Nambudiripad. “I shall be so glad if you will come with me, Cherusheri. Then
it will be enough if we take two brahmin attendants and Narayanan, the manager, and some half-a-dozen servants
and Govindan. You must come in your litter along with my palanquin, Cherusheri, and I must take another fine
palanquin and eight bearers to bring Indulekha here.”
“Let it follow,” said Cherusheri. “But there is no use in taking it at all. There are five or six palanquins at.
Indulekha’s house already.”
“All right, then, we won’t take one. Go and let my uncle know all about. this, Cherusheri.”
“But how can you go tomorrow?” asked Cherusheri. “You have engaged Rama Panikar for the Kathakali
performance here.”
“Is it. tomorrow?” said the Nambudiripad. “So it. is. Well, let him give the performance, we must go; but the
youngsters can see the play. I will have two or three scenes acted after we come back, and Indulekha can see them
then, can’t she?”
“But they say that Rama Panikar has arranged to leave the day after tomorrow,” said Cherusheri.
“Then what if we put off our trip till the day after tomorrow?”
“I think that would be the best thing to do,” replied Cherusheri.
“No, no!” cried the Nambudiripad. “The players will come next year.”
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“Just as you like,” said Cherusheri. “I will tell them.”
Thus distracted by the rival attractions of the play on the one hand, and of Indulekha on the other, Suri
Nambudiripad was greatly tormented and perturbed for some time. At last, after considerable cogitation, he said,
“But I have already sent a letter to say that I would be there tomorrow.”
“When did you send it?” asked Cherusheri.
“I sent my answer to Karuthedam immediately after I had sent a man from the bathing place to fetch you,”
answered the Nambudiripad.
“Well, what harm is that? You can send another letter now to say that you will come only the day after
tomorrow.”
“But,” rejoined the Nambudiripad, “would it be fair to disappoint Indulekha and make her sad, just as if she
had bit a stone in her first mouthful of new rice? She will be anxiously expecting me tomorrow.”
“I will answer for her that she will not be disappointed or sad,” said Cherusheri. “What great harm is there in
putting off tomorrow’s journey till the next day? Besides, Nambudiripad, you are a very busy man, and so it is not
possible to manage everything precisely on the day fixed.”
“That is very true,” said the Nambudiripad. “I will go after I see Raman’s role on the stage. That’s settled. Now
Cherusheri, go and tell my uncle and let me know what he says.”
Cherusheri Nambudiri concurred, and going inside the house proceeded to the southern hall. There he found
his friend, Narayanan Nambudiri, standing and both laughed as they looked at each other. Narayanan Nambudiri
understood exactly how matters stood, because Cherusheri Namblidiri had told him of Indulekha’s beauty,
excellence, independence and learning, and had also told him of the position which her counterpart Madhavan
occupied. Hence the commotion which his elder brother was creating amused him.
“Well,” he said, “are you off tomorrow?”
“Kathakali tomorrow and Indulekha’s wedding the day after,” said Cherusheri.
“But Cherusheri,” said Narayanan Nambudiri, “I have some doubts about what you told me. It seems to me
from these enormous preparations that there is some chance, through the pressure put by Karuthedam, of Suri
bringing Indulekha here.”
“That’s because you have never seen the girl and Madhavan. In an ordinary case this would appear reasonable
enough, but I have never seen a girl like Indulekha in Malabar. I have not the least doubt about that. My only
doubt is as to how far the Nambudiripad will be made an exhibition of.”
“How can you say this?” rejoined Narayanan Nambudiripad. “Karuthedam wrote most definitely, and would
he have done so without proper thought?”
“Well,” answered Cherusheri, “there is no use in our arguing over a matter which will be settled in two or three
days. I want to see your uncle. Where is he?”
“He is resting upstairs. Why do you want to see him? Is it to tell him about this?”
“Yes!” said Cherusheri as he went upstairs. After he had informed the senior Nambudiripad he returned, and
found Suri Nambudiripad in the room over the granary.
“Ah, Cherusheri!” cried the Nambudiripad. “It is you who have put all these obstacles in my way. The
Kathakali does not matter. Why should I not go tomorrow?”
“I have just told your uncle and got his permission for you to start the day after tomorrow,” said Cherusheri.
“Would it now be proper for you to go tomorrow?”
“I’m longing to see Indulekha, but there’s no use in talking. I shall have to wait as best I can until the day after
tomorrow evening.”
“But you can relieve your mind for the present by thinking of the raciness of the play from now until it is acted
tomorrow,” replied Cherusheri, “and then you are going to start as soon as the play is over. Then you can devote
your thoughts to Indulekha, and while your mind is still full of her you will see her. Besides, once a decision is
made don’t brood over it.”
“Well, Cherusheri,” said the Nambudiripad, “stay for supper here. Now I’ll go and lie down for a while.” And
with these words the Nambudiripad went to his room to sleep, while Cherusheri Nambudiri made his way to
Narayanan Nambudiripad’s room upstairs. …
India 14 Excerpt from Pitrsmrti O Anyanya Racana\fn{by Saudamini Debi, first daughter of Debendranth Tagore and
Rabindrandth’s eldest sister (1847-1920)} Jorosanko?, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) 24
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262.192 Excerpt from The Awakening Of Women, or, Women’s Part In Evolution\fn{by Rosa Frances Emily
Swiney (1847-1922)} Pune, Pune District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 3
To the few millions of women who think, and to the many millions of women who do not, I dedicate this book,
in the humble hope that a thought here and there expressed may excite in earnest minds deeper and more practical
interests in matters pertaining to the welfare of women, and in the majority of women an awakened, keener
perception of the true and holy responsibilities of womanhood.
I have written for the crowd, not for the student. I have avoided as much as possible technical and scientific
phraseology, and long columns of statistics. The woman who thinks and reads can verify my statements by having
recourse to the books on the reference list; and I plead with her, provided she agrees with my premises, to enter
the band of teachers for the enlightenment and advancement of the majority.
The average woman, occupied with many things, to whom study would be an added burden, would not open
the book, if it were a purely scientific, erudite treatise (such as the subject might be made in abler hands than
mine), and it is that woman I would fain reach, influence, and enlist, as an active, sympathetic worker in the
higher and purer development of our race.
In the following pages I have not hesitated to represent things as they are, not as they seem. I have striven to
pierce the many coats of veneer with which complacent hypocrisy has glossed over the rottenness of many social
institutions. Possibly, if the gloss had not been so thickly laid on, the true state of affairs would have been sooner
recognized by the ordinary observer.
Possibly, if the selfish conventionalities of ears polite had been ignored, the heart of woman would long
ago have responded to the cry of the submerged sisterhood. Possibly, if definitions had been less delicately drawn,
the subjects defined would not have been so totally obscured, nor the social evil confused in many worthy
persons’ minds with the increasing scarcity of servants, or the introduction of rational dress.
The danger, however, is too imminent for further trifling. The time of our awakening is at hand, be it rude or
otherwise.
The average woman, lulled into a false security, thinks all is well with the world. She dreams that every form
of slavery is abolished, while, in the darkness, the chains of her sister clang on her doorstep. And when will the
dreamer awake?
I appeal to her, as one woman to another, to rise and trim her lamp.
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1
Science for many years has devoted its greatest and most ardent attention to the all-engrossing problem of
human existences, the evolution of man. The study of mankind from the earliest ages has been found, after all, to
transcend every other in interest; for each step taken in this path of discovery opens out to the seeker an everwidening vista of sublime possibilities; and an insight into the vast scheme of Creation, that may well fill with
awe and humility the finite human mind.
When it is ascertained by infallible proofs that races of men have existed on the earth in times so remote, that
in the intervening period the whole surface of the world has possibly been changed over and over again, and—
There where the long street roars, hath been
The stillness of the central sea—\fn{Tennyson}

that civilizations of a high order flourished in the pre-historic ages of antiquity; and that many of our so-called
modern sciences, arts, and appliances were in existence some thousands of years before the first historical era of
which our limited knowledge has any authentic record, we may well be lost in wonder at the persistent vitality
and ultimate triumph of the Mighty Atom, which through untold ages has struggled, fought, suffered, and
conquered, till in the foreground of the world stands man alone.
Evolution contains, in one word, the physical, moral, social, and spiritual progress of the Universe; it is the
unfolding of the invariable laws upon which the whole Creation is based; and discloses to our eyes a God, who,
from everlasting to everlasting, has worked upon a system so perfectly organized in every particular, that the
wondrous succession of phenomena made known by scientific research are no isolated facts, but links in the chain
of eternal continuity. As the late Mr. Romanes remarked,
Logically regarded, the advance of science, far from having weakened religion, has immeasurably strengthened it.
For it has proved the uniformity of natural causation.

The origin of Man, and his ascent from the lowest forms of life to the higher, have ever been regarded by
humanity with mingled feelings of exultation and humiliation; and philosophers and moralists have fallen into one
or other extreme of optimism or pessimism over the future of the race. At one time men flattered themselves: they
had reached the top of the ladder of Creative Power; and vied with each other in extolling the nobility, the
excellence, and supremacy of mankind. On reading some of these fulsome encomiums one would suppose that
man was brought solely into the world for the purpose of amending the mistakes of the Creator, so excessive was
the adulation bestowed upon the creature.
It is probably true, that, in the words of the great geologist Agassiz, “Man is the end towards which all the
animal creation has tended,” through all the eons\fn{ The text has: fflons} of time, slowly but surely, from one
development to another, to the present attitude of a “nobler growth.” And finding how low was the origin of man’s
physical nature, and to what perfection it had attained in form, utility, and adaptability, men appeared in danger of
forgetting the dust of which they were made, when they further studied the vast progress of the human
mind, and the mighty achievements of the human intellect. Man seemed to them as God, having reached the
highest pinnacle of excellence, and containing within himself the whole encyclopedia of possible knowledge. But
further study and research have only intensified the denseness of human ignorance, its insurmountable limitations.
Man’s physical body has probably reached its earthly culmination; the mechanism of all his organs is perfect; his
limbs are fully adapted to their respective uses. Man, as an animal, is in his Maker’s sight “very good.”
But, it is beginning to dawn upon our inner consciousness, and as a disturbing element to our self-conceit, that
ethically, intellectually, and spiritually, man is still very far down the ladder of evolution. Organically he is a
splendid animal, an animal also with unknown, undreamt of possibilities, but an animal still, often ethically,
socially, spiritually, on the very lowest rungs of the ladder. What he is to be, lies in the lap of the future; rests with
his own high endeavor, with his ultimate victory over the animal nature within him.
And in this contest, between the higher and the lower nature, the carnal and the spiritual, this perpetual warfare
between good and evil, between things temporal and things eternal, where does one half of the human race take
its stand?
What part falls to Woman in the evolution of mankind?
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These are questions of serious import, and open out to any who care to study their various and momentous
bearings, most interesting, novel, and vital issues. If, as Tennyson says, “Woman is not undeveloped man,” but, on
the contrary, a being, diverse, distinct, and individual, we may be sure that in studying woman’s place in
evolution, we shall find her plane of development is cast on perfectly different lines to that of man. Woman may
be called man’s antithesis, yet her functions, joined with man’s, form a perfect whole, neither are complete
without the other. “Male and female created He them.”
“Earth’s noblest thing—a woman perfected,” will be, in conjunction with the perfect man, a very different
being to anything human eyes have as yet beheld; but it may inspire women to take their part, to do each her little
all, if it can in any measure be shown, “how divine a thing a woman may be made,” as reverently, fearfully,
unselfishly, she realizes in some small degree her mission in God’s universe.
The modern woman, if she turns to science for guidance and instruction, is at once confronted by a very
remarkable discovery, refuting and subverting all previous theories and supposed so-called axioms, that have
hitherto been current and more or less universally accepted concerning her sex. She finds that, by indisputable
evidence, the female organism is the one on which Nature has bestowed most care, prevision, and attention; and
has been, so to speak, her first and her last love; her crudest piece of handiwork and the culminating triumph of
her evolving power. In the lowest of living creatures, life began in the elementary womb of the all-mother; the
centre of nutrition, of conservation, and of self-reproduction.
Science has, moreover, abundantly proved, that in the mysterious evolution of sex, the male element was first
non-existent; and on its initial appearance was primarily an excrescence, a superfluity, a waste product of Nature,
discarded or expelled by the female or mother organism, and, unless reunited to the parent, perished.
At the very threshold of sex difference, we find that a little active cell or spore, unable to develop of itself, unites in
fatigue with a larger, more quiescent individual.\fn{“The evolution of Sex,” Geddes and Thompson}

And again,
The contrast between the elements is that between the sexes. The large passive, highly nourished anabolic ovum, the
small active katabolic sperm. The losing game of life is what we call a katabolic habit, tendency, or diathesis; the
converse gaining one, being, of course, the anabolic habit, temperament, tendency, or diathesis.\fn{Ibid.}

Or, as the scientist Rolph pithily remarks—
The less nutritive and therefore smaller, hungrier, and more mobile organism we call the male,—the more
nutritive and usually more quiescent organism, the female.

We shall see as we progress how fully this differentiation of the sexes is borne out in the development of
mankind. It will explain why the female element preponderates, and will eventually predominate the male; why
the male element has been the superior in invention, in science, in art; has, in fact, clothed the world with beauty,
enriched it with knowledge, and subjugated it by intellect; while the female has laid the foundations of the more
solid and lasting attributes, the virtue that alone can be the basis of a higher development.
We shall find that from the feminine half of humanity proceeded the original impulses and intuitions that have
developed all the industrial arts of peace, the virtues of the home and of the family; and through them have tended
to the ultimate welfare and happiness of the state. Man, if he has been the architect of his fortune, has also been
the destroyer; woman ever has been the steadying, abiding influence of the race.
In the Far East the Chinese Buddhists have named their supreme goddess, “The Manifested Voice.” Now mark
how near the truth is this vague intuition of the heathen mind. What faculty above all differentiates the human
species from all others? The gift of speech, the supreme power of making intelligible wants, desires, aspirations.
And I think it can be proved that in womanhood, perfected by suffering, self-sacrifice, devotion, patience, love,
the world beholds its greatest teacher, the manifestation and outward visible sign of the Creator’s last
development in the ascent of man.
For Nature emphatically contradicts the fallacy that woman is the inferior being. Throughout the whole scheme
of living organisms we find the female organs have had bestowed upon them the largest amount of mechanism, of
contrivance, of adaptability, of efficiency. They are moreover the most carefully protected, take the longest in the
embryo form to develop, and in maturity are endowed with a superabundance of vitality.
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Bearing upon this view, we will first glance briefly, and, of necessity, superficially, at woman’s physical
organism. …
1848

262.26 Excerpt from Bengali Babu\fn{by Mokshodayani Mukhopadhyay (c.1848- )} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West
Bengal State, India (F) 1
Who’s that rushing through his breakfast and bath?
The Bengali babu! He’s terribly pressed:
The sahib will scold him, should he be late
So he’s got to get ready, and bustles about.
There he comes, decked in trousers and jacket!
On his head a pith helmet, tied round with a scarf,
*
Just like a basket! He can’t bear to wait
For anything. Loses his temper and shouts.
Furious, he’ll slap or snap at his boy
If the child should happen to call out, “Father!”
Everything’s a rush, but he takes his own time
Over his hookah, and puffs it at ease.
Should his heart soften, as he dreams in the smoke,
A half-chewed betel leaf will console the child.
The carriage costs five annas, but it hurts him to walk.
Alas, there goes our Bengali babu!
*
Alas, there goes our Bengali babu!
He slaves away from ten till four,
Carrying his servitude like a pedlar’s wares.
A lawyer or magistrate, or perhaps a schoolmaster,
A subjudge, clerk, or overseer:
The bigger the job, the greater his pride;
The babu thinks he’s walking on air.
Red in the face from the day’s hard labor,
He downs pegs of whiskey to relax when he’s home.
He’s transported with pride at the thought of his rank—
But faced with a sahib, he trembles in fear!
Then he’s obsequious, he mouths English phrases,
His own tongue disgusts him, he heaps it with curses.
The babu’s learned English, he swells with conceit
And goes off in haste to deliver a speech.
He flounders while speaking, and stumbles and stutters,
But he’s speaking in English: you must come and hear.
*
Alas, there goes our Bengali babu!
The lackey’s livery is shed when he’s home.
Bare-chested in slippers, he’s a sight to be seen;
Clad in plain cloth, pleated by his servant,
He relaxes in slippers, or in native sandals.\fn{ Not really sandals, but a kind of slipper, worn and popularized by Iswarchandra
Vidyasagar}
He enjoys his tobacco, lolls about on cushions;
Hookah at his mouth, he thinks he’s in heaven.
The sitting room’s resplendent, and echoes with laughter,
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The spittoon’s in front of them, but they spit on the mat.
*
Alas, there goes our Bengali babu!
Cane in hand, wearing shoes, smoking a cheroot;
Some, sahib-fashion, are hatted and coated.
Not a thought of religion, they lie about and sing,
Crying out on occasion “Bring the tobacco and pan!”
*
The oil lamp burns brightly, they can’t wait to impress.
Their valor’s displayed to any fool who passes.
With his cronies the babu plays cards or chess.
Alas, there he sits, the Bengali babu!
*
He longs to be fair, scrubs vigorously with soap;
Rubs with a towel till his skin peels off;
Parts his hair in front in the style of Prince Albert,
Scents himself liberally, and reeks like a civet. …
*
… He has fashionable tastes. He loves watching plays;
His mouth stuffed with betel, he smiles with a twist.
He roars like a bull, “Excellent! Encore!”
And by the grace of the shopkeeper, he gets a lungful of smoke.
Head over heels in debt, but he won’t leave his pleasures,
Alas, there goes our Bengali babu!
Here’s one who doesn’t drink, swells with pride at the thought—
The country’s deliverance lies in his hand!
*
He writes himself down as a Brahmo and turns religious,
Tradesmen and pedlars are amazed at his sermons—
One becomes Brahmo to emancipate women,
Drags out of seclusion the ladies of his clan;
Another, a drunkard, is liberated by drink,
And launches a struggle to deliver the country.
The babu speaks a patter of Bengali and English
But he berates the English with all his heart.
These sports are but nocturnal; wiping his mouth, in the morning
The babu is respectful and sober\fn{The Bengali word is bhadra, an untranslatable term of social reference, implying a variety of
attributes such as decent, gentlemanly, respectable } again.
242.152 & 265.20a 1. Excerpt from Open Letters To Lord Curzon & Speeches And Papers: “New Imperialism
In India” 2. “The Legend Of Balaki”\fn{by Romesh Chunder Dutt (1848-1909)} Rambagan, Calcutta District, West
Bengal State, India (M) 4
1
I consider it an honor and a privilege to be asked at this great annual gathering to say a few words on India,
and I respond to the call with the utmost satisfaction, because there never was a time probably within this
generation, when Indian affairs demanded your attention more urgently, and when my countrymen needed a larger
share of your help and your sympathy.
You are aware that last year, at the very time when the people of this country, and the people of British
colonies and dependencies all over the world, were celebrating the Diamond Jubilee of the reign of their beloved
Queen, India was passing through a series of calamities which find no parallel in the previous history of the
country. A famine, wider in the area affected than any previous famine of which there is any record, depopulated
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the fairest provinces of India. A plague, unprecedented in its extent and virulence, half-depopulated for a time our
fairest towns, and has traveled from Poona to Bombay, and from Bombay to Calcutta.
And, as if these natural calamities were not sufficient, the Government brought upon themselves a disastrous
war with tribes living beyond the Indian frontier, who are our best friends if we leave them alone, (Cheers), and
who are our worst enemies if we interfere with their tribal independence, (Cheers).
But it is not of these great calamities that I wish to speak this morning. The famine happily is over, and the one
consoling incident connected with this famine is the sympathy and the help which were exhibited by the people of
this country with their fellow-subjects in India. You ladies and gentlemen sent out from your private purses over
half a million of English money for the sufferers in India; it was a kind act, which has not been forgotten, and will
not be forgotten, by the people of India.
But though the famine of the past year is over, the question will arise in thoughtful minds why India is afflicted
by such frequent famines under British rule. It was the tenth great famine which has visited India within the sixty
years of Her Majesty’s reign, and these ten great famines have swept away more than ten millions of the
population of India. It is a sad chapter in the history of British rule in India, and the lesson which these famines
teach us is that so long as an ever-increasing land tax is raised from the poor cultivators of the soil, their condition
can never improve, and they can never be safe from famines and deaths in the future.
We in India are not now a great manufacturing nation, nor are we a great commercial nation; but we are a great
agricultural nation, and four-fifths of the population of India subsist directly or indirectly on agriculture. If the
Government of India places some reasonable limits on the land tax, the cultivators can save something in good
years to meet the calamities of bad years, as they do in Bengal.
But if the Government of India continuously enhances the land revenue at each recurring settlement as they are
now doing, the cultivating classes must necessarily be impoverished and indebted, and must perish in large
numbers at each famine. Nowhere probably during the last year was the famine severer and more fatal than in the
Central Provinces of India. And yet while the people were dying by the ten thousand, the settlement operations
were proceeding, and the revenue was being enhanced.
One of our best friends in the House of Commons, Mr. Samuel Smith (Cheers) asked the Secretary of State for
India, if, in view of the, famine from which those Provinces have lately suffered, he would postpone for a few
years the introduction of the enhanced assessment. The Secretary of State for India declined to do so. (Shame).
If policy like this is pursued in India there can be no improvement in the condition of the masses, and no
protection from poverty, starvation, and deaths from famine.
The frontier war too is happily over, and I need not say much about it except to remind you that the present
Government which brought on the war by reversing the Chitral policy of their predecessors have had the kindness
and the generosity to throw the whole pecuniary burden of the war on the famine-stricken population of India! If
there had been a frontier war in any of the self-governing colonies of England under similar circumstances, do
you think England would have sent the bill of costs to the colony for payment?
And is it fair or just or righteous that the famine-stricken people of India should be treated differently because
they are not self-governing, because they trust in the good faith and honor of England?
Far different was the treatment which we received from the Liberal Government of that just and great and
righteous statesman, whose name is as lovingly cherished in millions of grateful hearts in my own country, as it is
in this country where he has lived and worked. (Prolonged cheers).
Seventeen years ago, Mr. Gladstone was in power when the Afghan War was concluded, and with that fairness
and sense of justice which were a part of him he contributed five millions of money from the English Exchequer
towards the cost of that war. Contrast that action with the ungenerous and unjust decision of the present
Government, which is distributing doles to all its friends and supporters, but cannot make a contribution which
India demands with justice.
But I turn from the subject of the frontier war, to the internal administration of India. You would expect
naturally that in a year in which we have suffered so much from an accumulation of disasters and calamities, we
would at least receive some sympathy and considerate treatment at the hands of the Government. The fact,
however, is that a change has come over the spirit of the Indian administration, and New Imperialism is
signalizing itself in India by measures of coercion and acts of confiscation.
I can remember the administration of India from the time when it passed from the Company to the Crown,
forty years ago, and I do not exaggerate when I state that among all the dark periods of British rule in India within
these forty years, there was not a darker period for repressive legislation and for coercive measures than the
present.
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You have heard how two respectable and honored citizens of Bombay were deported by the Government, and
were kept in confinement for nine months without a trial, and that even now they have not been released from all
restrictions. You have heard of the prosecution instituted against the Indian Press; and of the monstrous sentences
passed by Indian judges on editors of newspapers, sentences which have shocked public opinion in this country as
well as in India. And you have heard of the Acts recently passed by the Indian Government to virtually gag the
Press of India—in spite of the opposition of all classes of the Indian Community.
I will not go into the details of these Acts, but I may merely allude to one or two of their clauses to give you an
idea of this strange Draconian law. One clause is that if an Indian speaker or writer says or writes anything, in this
country, which may bring the Government of India into contempt, that Indian speaker or writer may be prosecuted
for it—not here, not before a British judge or British jury, but on his return to India, before an Indian magistrate,
who is also the head of the police.
We in India have the very highest respect for authority and for the Government, but I am not sure that it is
possible even to mention some of its recent doings without exciting some feelings other than respect! And if what
I have said this morning has excited in the minds of my fair listeners any unamiable feelings towards the
Government, I may look forward to the pleasure and the luxury of a prison home when I go back to India,
whether it be six months hence or six years hence. (Laughter).
Another clause is that magistrates are empowered to demand security from editors of newspapers, and in
default to imprison them with hard labor. (Shame). Imagine how much of the liberty of the Press would remain,
even in this country, if every Police Magistrate were empowered to require security for good behavior from
editors of London and country papers, and in default of such security to cast the editors into prison.
Such a suppression of the Press would be a folly and misfortune in England; it is ten times more a folly and a
misfortune in India. For in this free country you have the House of Commons and a hundred free institutions to
give expression to your sentiments. In India we have no House of Commons and no free institutions, and to
suppress Press would be to suppress the only possible expression of public opinion. It would render despotism
more despotic, it would silence criticism and suppress public opinion, it would endanger the Empire.
For if there be dissatisfaction in the land with certain measure of the Government, is it not far better and far
safer that the people should speak it out, (Cheers), and that you should know it, (Cheers), that you should try to
remove it, (Cheers), than that the dissatisfaction should work in the dark, and end in a catastrophe?
This is the just, the statesmanlike, and the true Liberal policy, and this was the policy of the great Liberal
leader who is departing from us.
Twenty years ago the Tory Government were unwise enough to pass a law to gag the Vernacular Press of
India.\fn{By “Vernacular Press” is meant newspapers publishing in language other than English; it was a common term in colonial
circles at the time:H} But when Mr. Gladstone came into power, I need hardly say the foolish Act was expunged from
the Statute Book of India. And the people of India confidently trust and believe that when a worthy successor of
Mr. Gladstone will come once again into power, the Gagging Act now passed will once more cease to disgrace the
Statute Book of India. (Cheers)
Ladies and gentlemen, I have one more word to say before I conclude. You are all aware that the present
Government has declared its intention to demolish the self-government of London, and to destroy the great
municipal powers enjoyed by the London County Council. You know how arduously the Tory leaders strove to
influence the London elections in their favor, and how the great people of London have given the Government an
answer whose import cannot be mistaken. And if the Government still persists in bringing forward a Bill, you may
be quite sure that it is for the sake of appearances, and for gracefully retiring from the attitude they were unwise
enough to take up.
So, gentlemen, the thunderbolt which was so assiduously manufactured for London by the Tory Government
has really fallen on our devoted heads in Calcutta. Twenty-two years ago the Municipality of Calcutta received a
constitution by which two-thirds of the members of the Corporation were elected by the taxpayers. The system
has worked well, and the people receive this limited right.
But the present Government sickens at the very idea of working through the people, and by means of a popular
institution, and they have introduced a Bill in the Bengal Council virtually taking away all real power from the
elected Municipal Commissioners of the Capital of India! A blow is aimed at the root of self-government in
Calcutta, and it is dreaded as the beginning of the end of all municipal self-government in India!
Ladies and gentlemen, I thank you sincerely for the kind attention with which you have listened to me. Do not
adopt this New Imperialism, this method of coercion and repression—that will not save your Indian Empire.
Continue the policy which you adopted in the past, of trust and confidence in the people, of accepting the help and
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co-operation of the people in the management of their concerns, (Cheers), and the empire of India will be based
on the firmest of all foundations—the affection and the loyalty of a great nation. (Loud cheers)\fn{ A note at the
beginning of the transcript reads: “The Sixth Annual Conference of the Women’s National Liberal Association was opened on Tuesday
morning in St. Martin’s Town Hall, London. There was a large attendance, the hall being well filled. Lady Hayter presided at the morning
session, and among those on the platform were Mrs. Bryce, Miss Shawn-Lefevre, Miss Orme, Mrs. Grimwade, Mrs. Crossley, Mrs.
Reeves, Sir Francis and Lady Evans, Mr. and Mrs. Byles, Sir Arthur Hayter, Mr. Ellis Griffith, M.P., Mr. Herbert Paul and Mr. Romesh
Dutt, C.I.E. The following report of Mr. Dutt’s speech is taken from India.”}

2
Balaki, a learned Brahman,
Proud of knowledge, proud of lore,
Versed he was in many a sastra,\fn{Scripture}
Traveled many a distant shore,
In the land of Usinara,
And in Matsya he had been,
Panchala and the Kuru kingdoms,
Videha and the Kasi seen.
*
Ajatasatru, learned monarch,
Ruled in Kasi’s mighty land,
Unto him repaired the Brahman,
In his palace rich and grand.
“Blessed be thy rule, O monarch
O’er this kingdom rich and broad,
I will speak to thee of Brahman,
I will speak to thee of God!”
*
“Welcome, welcome, learned priest
Ajatasatru thus replied,—
“For thy holy speech accept
A thousand kine of finest breed
Every learned Brahman hies
To Janaka, holy king,—
Welcome thou to Kasi’s court,
And a Brahman’s blessings bring!”
*
“List then, king! to words of wisdom,”—
Proud Balaki thus began,—
“Knowest thou the radiant Soul
Dwelleth in the radiant sun
Him I worship!”—said Balaki.
“Not so!”—answered thus the king,
“For the sun is mighty, glorious,
But is a created thing!”
*
“Knowest thou the lunar crescent,
Shining in the starry sky?
Knowest thou the beauteous Soul,
Dwelleth there serene and high?
Him I worship!”—said Balaki.
“Not so!”—answered thus the king,
For the moon is bright and beauteous
But is a created thing!”
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*
“Dost thou know the forked lightning,
Flashing through the lurid sky?
Dost thou know the dreaded Soul,
Dwelleth there, terrific, high?
Him I worship!”—said Balaki.
“Not so!”—answered thus the king,
“For the lightning is terrific,
But is a created thing!”
*
“Dost thou know the deep-voiced thunder,
Pealing through the echoing sky?
Dost thou know the soul that dwelleth
In that sound, terrific, high?
Him I worship!”—said Balaki.
“Not so!”—answered thus the king;
“For the thunder is terrific,
But is a created thing!”
*
Long he toiled, the learned Brahman,
Power Almighty to explain,
Quoted he from holy sastras,
Argued long, but argued vain!
To his reasons, to his learning,
Ever answered thus the king,
“Mighty wondrous is all nature,
But it is created thing!”
*
Still he toiled, the learned Brahman,
To explain the God on high,
Spoke of fire and spoke of ether,
Spoke of water and of sky,
Spoke of shadow and reflection,
Spoke of echo and of sound,
Argued about dreams and slumber,
But solution none he found!
*
Silently the boastful Brahman
Bent his head in grief and shame.
Sad was he, the learned Brahman,
To a wiser king he came!
“Thus far,”—said the monarch gently,
Thus far doth thy wisdom go!”
“Thus far! Wise and learned monarch!
Teach me what you further know!
*
With the fuel, meek and humble,
Balaki as student came,
Seeking knowledge from the monarch,
Great in learning as in fame.
He who made the sun and moon,
And the sky and earth so broad,
He who breathed all Nature forth,—
He is Brahman, He is God!
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239.10 Excerpt from An Autobiography\fn{by Kandukuri Veeresalingam (1848-1919)} “in my own ancestral house”,
Rajahmundry, East Godavari District, Andhra Pradesh State, India (M) 12
1
Rajahmundry is one of the ancient and famous towns built on the banks of the river Godavari in the Indian
sub-continent. In such a place is my paternal grandfather’s house. I was born three ghadiyas\fn{An ancient method of
recording time) after sunrise on the 16th April 1848 in my own ancestral house situated in Rajahrnundry.
Ours is one of the large households in Rajahmundry. The possession of such an ancient house, much spacious,
bespeaks, to some extent the high status that our ancestors enjoyed in those days. Our grandfather who built this
house was a diwan with the zamindars\fn{An overseer working for the landlords:H} for some time. Our ancestors too
were zamindars and Chiefs. As I am of the contention that the claiming digntiy and boasting of ancestral status
without one’s own worth is but in vain, I will rather little attempt to describe here my ancestral high profile, but
nevertheless sufficient will it be for the persent narration to make a mention of my grandfather Sri Veeresalingam
being adored as a just person, an icon of charity for his munificent distribution of land to the needy.
I never attempted to look into my astrological chart as I lost faith in astrology long ago. That my paternal uncle
had been showing my birth chart to astrologers for fixing up muhurthams and times for celebrating important for
my marriage was beside the point.
In the beginning I confided a great deal in the Science of astrology. By an by I observed the birth of many who
were supposed to have a long life die prematurely, those with riches lead a life of poverty, those with children lead
childless lives, those with a long wedded life become child widows. Several projects faced failures though
meticulously executed as per murhurthams. I lost faith in the long run. As my experiences with the world had
enlarged, my faith was totally lost. How far were our astrologically fixed marriages happy and fulfilled than the
western counterparts whose marriages were being performed in the absence of any astrological beliefs?
Up to our great-grandfathers, all our ancestors were lingadahris and were Veerashaivaites in faith. It so
happened that my great-grandfather, Chandramouli, married a Smartha girl. Their son Veeresalingam, and my
grandfather who were Verashaivaites, stopped wearing the lingam and brought out reforms either under the
influence of my maternal uncle or for some unknown good reason. I, who was named after my grandfather,
inherited a flair for reforms, since my boyhood.
My grandfather was a native of Eluru, where he had his ancestral lands and houses. From the surname of our
family it is learnt that our forefathers originally belonged to Kandukum in Nellore district and during the rule of
the Muslims, they moved to Eluru on account of their jobs.
As there was no canal irrigation in those days even the highly fertile lands used to dry away if there were no
rains. Having little scope to depend upon income from such land, my grandfather had to secure royal patronage
and moved over to Rajahmundry where he made a fortune and built a big mansion that looked like a palace and
settled there.
After an illustrious life, he left the mortal world leaving behind a family which included his mother, Akkamma,
his wife Kamamma, the eldest son Venkataratnam and his second son Subbyarayudu. I am the son of his second
son.
At a very young age my father got married to his maternal aunt’s daughter. That aunt, who happened to be the
sister of my grandfather passed away after giving birth to a child named Punnamma. My grandfather and his wife,
Akkamma, brought Punnamma up and performed her marriage with Subbarayudu, my father. These are my
parents.
Those were days when people had immense faith in powers of demons. A mere affliction of disease would
instinctively push them on to an exorcist or a soothsayer. My mother’s foolish faith in such spirits made her feel
demon haunted, and she withered from an illusion of the demon. My grandfather called the services of many
exorcists to get the magical charms exercised and kill the evil spirit. He tried his best to get her treated. Yet her
health was deteriorating.
Being born to such a sickly lady, I was in poor health during my childhood too. My sickly infancy was
aggravated by general bodily weakness and I was plagued with a chronic cough right from my birth, which
continues with me ever since. Besides, I was afflicted with smallpox when I was six months old. Every one lost
hopes of my survival. I neither opened my eyes nor moved my lips for an entire day and remained a lifeless
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object. It’s only to demonstrate that even a weakling like me could also perform a little bit of service to mankind
that the Almighty has granted me the gift of life in this mortal world.
When I was four years old, my father passed away at Kakinada. As I was more intimate with my father’s elder
brother than with my father, the sorrow of losing my father didn’t touch me then. After the obsequies of my father,
we all left Kakinada for Rajahmundry.
After the ceremony of aksharabhyasa\fn{Initiation of learning} I was sent to a school located at the neighbouring
Gopalaswamy’s temple about 200 yards away from my house. It was in this school that I had learnt the alphabet,
simple arithmetic and was introduced to the primary “Reader”. After that I was sent to Somaraja’s School, which
was also close to my house. Having had some scholarship in Telugu, my teacher made children recite puranas\fn
{Classical legends} and explained them to us. He made me study Balaramayanam\fn{The Ramayana composed for
children} and Amara Nighantuvu,\fn{The Sanskrit lexicon} along with the meaning in addition to writing and studying
the Reader. I was then asked to repeatedly recite the Reader Rukmini Kalyanam and Sumathi Sathakam\fn{A book
of hundred and eight verses} and Krishna Satakam, and Andhra Naama Sangraham to the extent of getting them by
heart.
My parents felt that my study of Telugu was complete. With that I was sent to our relative working at Taluk
office for apprenticeship to a Government job—he was Mr. Pothuraju Raghuramaiah. Visiting the Taluk office
situated at the end of the street, taking up the work entrusted from time to time, I spent one or two years nonproductively in this manner.
No separate exams were conducted for public services then. Those wishing entry had to enter first as
apprentices with implicit obedience to their Officials. After Queen Victoria took over the administration from the
East India Company, the Examination system was introduced for Public Service. Both the General and the Special
Examinations were conducted in Indian languages and in English. ..
In 1860 I was sent to a District Board School to learn English. My Upanayanam\fn{Thread ceremony} was
conducted in the seventh year according to the Brahmin tradition. I started observing the Sandhya Vandanam\fn
{Ritualistic evening prayers} thrice a day and recited the Gayathri with devotion. I was habituated to visit the
Godavari during evenings offering the Arghya\fn{Prayers and rituals} to the setting sun and visited the temple of Sri
Markandeya and Venugopalaswamy now and then in the twilight hour. Once I remained awake for a long time on
Ekadasi\fn{The eleventh day after a full moon} and observed Shivarathri.\fn{A festival where people remain strictly awake all
the night}
As I already studied five chapters from Raghuvamsa, I had acquired a fair knowledge of the meanings of the
puranas I then perused the palm leaf manuscripts at home. Often I was tempted to acquire the mystic powers of
the sages through penance. Even before my English studies began I was getting much absorbed in ritualistic
conversation. Assuming that I was on the devotional path, my mother and others were encouraging me.
Though weak in body, I was intellectually strong. My intellectual absorption with my ability to comprehend
and remember things was remarkable. Yet the same ability did me some harm, I should say.
*
I entered school when I was two and a half years old. By the end of the year, I outdid my classmates in studies
and obtained the first prize. From then on till the end there wasn't any class where I didn’t obtain any prize, and I
developed an interest in Telugu-book-reading right from my second class. Apart from the time spent at school the
rest of it was spent in reading the palm-leaf manuscripts available at home, which triggered the anger of my
mother's mother and my great grand mother. Being unable to divert my attention, they referred me to my teacher
close by and complained about my indifference to English studies, requesting him to take me to task. I was always
either the first or the second in my academic or scholastic record. Therefore he told them that there was no need to
be worried about my class lessons.
Having had the inborn capacity to learn the lessons by rote, even at a mere glance, I learnt the intrinsic merit of
ekasandha,\fn{One who understands in only one recitation } dwisandha\fn{One who understands in two recitations} being
habituated to read out the lessons to my teacher at school. But the same talent made me lazy and indolent, spoiling
me to some extent. At times my mind strayed away from receiving what I read, but being restored at a mere
occasional glance all the same. A hardworking and attentive dullard may fare better and help himself and the
world than an intelligent but lazy fellow.
During this period my craze for reading puranas grew, and I was passionately eager to acquire mystical
powers through my thapas\fn{Meditation} and penance, and was being counted an enlightened man among friends
of my age who were supposed to be simpletons. When I explained the glories of penance to my deluded
classmates, older in age to me, they were inspired to go to the Himalayas, the adobe much famous for such pious
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acts, and urged me to plan the journey soon. Not venturing to take up such a long journey, I began to postpone the
risk. Once they suddenly told me that our journey would take place the next day. I said,
“I’m unable to accompany you.”
They went off north without making any further comment. Their relatives started an anxious search when they
didn’t return home that evening. To their amazement they recovered the third person at Pithapuram and brought
him back. The second one traveled up to Vizianagaram, fought with the first, sold off his bracelets and then
returned home. The first one sold off his waist chain, journeyed up to Jagannadhapuram and returned.
My mother and my father’s elder brother planned to get me married, and fixed up a girl from Addanki family,
living in a village called Katheru, two miles from our town. To the Brahmins of India the fortune of the bride
selecting the groom was an unknown experience even in dreams. Perhaps such a situation may occur in future!
All my people were slaves to tradition. Once trapped by the demon of tradition, one gives up daya,\fn{Compassion}
dharma,\fn{Righteousness} satya,\fn{Truth} and satkarma.\fn{Right deeds}
“Child marriage”, I think, was unknown to our ancestors; this deep-rooted, unnatural evil custom was
practiced and professed later by those who had narrow thinking, an offshoot of the demonic tradition.
When my people decided to perform my marriage I was only twelve years old and was absolutely ignorant of
the purpose of marriage. My wife, younger to me by four years hardly had any scope of knowing it either. The
marriage performed when I was thirteen and she twelve, seemed akin to a child play. Our people were ready to
mitigate any expenditure but not the one on Bhogum Melas—\fn{A performance by professional dancing prostitutes) their
absence implied a glamorless function and public ignominy. Her parents initially named my wife as Bapamma.
However after marriage my parents changed her name to Rajyalakshamma, the name of her mother.
After the marriage, disputes arose between my mother and the wife of my father’s elder brother. A combination
of two women living together usually results in disputes flaring up. The present state of quarrels between women
in our country is largely because of the lack of foresight of the selfish people who keep their women uneducated.
The enormity of their foolishness is that men dominate and consequently suppress the innate tenderness of
feminine nature.
I would rather blame my mother for these strange domestic skirmishes. Lacking in composure, my mother’s
temperament was chiefly one of envy and intolerance. If one happened to say a word against her she would
retaliate with ten more and would further drag the argument thus asserting her independence. But at the same time
she was adorned with a kind heart, which included wishing others always a good, a truthful and a brave nature.
I too inherited a few of her qualities. By nature, I am short tempered and cannot control my anger when others
do something wrong. At such times I would even use harsh language and hurl abuses. Though several times I tried
to overcome this weakness, it hasn’t left me ever.
My father’s elder brother didn’t find a way out except to get himself separated by dividing the ancestral
property between us to end the domestic quarrels and restore family peace. In August 1862, he invited, very
selectively, my wife’s maternal uncle and another relative for the partition of property and gave me half as my
share. My mother started to cook food in the house allotted as my portion. Yet he continued to offer us his help,
by all means.
Isn’t the love of rearing up greater than the one of giving birth? The quarrels between the two families ceased
and a mutual bond of natural love and trust was established once again. When internal disputes arise and disturb
the peace in undivided families it is always better to get separated for restoring the friendly bonds within the
family.
During this period I did something wrong which caused me a great deal of agony for a long time. I heard from
several scholars that Vasucharitra was the best epic in Telugu, but it wasn’t a prescribed text. However, without
getting disappointed, I determined to get myself a copy of it, the cost of which was four rupees and eight annas. I
didn’t have more than eight annas.
An absurd idea drove me to the bookseller. With my eight annas in hand, I requested him to give me the book
on an eight anna installment every month. In fact I couldn’t afford even this and therefore decided to suspend my
school going, so that I would pay the monthly debt of eight annas for the book, saving the school fees.
I pretended as if I was regular to school. Becoming a fool of myself by the intense desire to read the book, I
finally broached the matter with the bookseller. He took pity on my passion and allowed me to sit in his bookshop
and read the book till I cleared the amount.
Deception can’t hide for long—my mother discovered my bunking school in the second month itself. I was
cornered and rebuked. Though she became furious at the outset, she rejoiced at my confession of truth and more
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so particularly for spending money on a book rather than wasting it on sweetmeats. She then paid the balance
amount to the bookseller and sent me back to school.
Soon after this event, I was afflicted with a sickness that was there with me right from my childhood. I was
plagued with a cough, which blighted my infancy; coupled with this, I suffered from indigestion and diarrhea. The
administration of either the innumerable medicines from Allopathy, (popularly known as English medicines) or
the native medicines didn’t lessen the disease.
My flesh and blood had gone and I was reduced to a pack of bones. The doctors lost hopes of my recovery. I
vacillated between life and death from 1863 to the end of 1864. Having lost hopes of recovery through the
doctors, I was later treated by a Naturopath\fn{ One who treats illness with herbs and vegetables } with which I was
providentially rescued and recovered.
After the summer vacation of 1865, I joined Class III which I had discontinued earlier. Studying only for six
months, and having stood first in the annual exam, I was exempted from payment of fee the successive year. From
then on all through my school career I was exempted from payment of fee.
Mr. Henry Morris, the District Judge visited our school when I was in the Fourth Class. That afternoon, our
boys were asked to write the name of the best behaved boy on bits of paper given to them. Not having the
opportunity to discuss with one another, when the papers were collected and read out, it was found that the
majority of them had written my name. Morris opted this method to give away an award for good conduct.
Needless to say, I was the recipient. When Morris asked me to select books worth Rs. 5/- I chose books needed
for my next class together with a dictionary. Mr. Morris presented the dictionary to me with his signature. Though
I lost the other books I cherish this book very carefully even today as it bore testimony to my good conduct.
Though accredited by my students as a good pupil, I cannot convince myself that I was always truthful. To tell
you honestly I should make a confession of a lie, which I once told.
During those days a public examination was being conducted for entry into Govt. service at a salary of more
than rupees twenty a month. There were two different sections in it, one in English and the other in Telugu.
Unless one passed in either of these Exams or an All-Collegiate Exam, one couldn’t proceed to appear for the
Special Exam.
After scanning the question papers of the Public Examination, which seemed very simple and easy, I was
inspired to appear for these exams. But one is not allowed to appear until one completes eighteen. So I made an
entry of my age as nineteen. I succeeded in both the Examinations in both the languages and stood second in the
Northern Circars.\fn{Or Sarkars: a regional name for the narrow strip of Indian territory lying on the coast of the Bay of Bengal
between the Krishna River and Orissa:W/H} So this I believe, was my only conscious lie during those days.
In the Annual Examination conducted in Class IV, I stood first securing 420 out of 480. The then Inspector of
Schools, Mr. Bovers, was amazed at my intelligence. He personally called me to his room and exhorted me to go
to Chennai after passing the entrance test and to pursue the degree course at Chennaipuri. (Madras, Chennai,
Chennapatnam, Chennaipuri—all are different names for the same city.)
My education could not continue well in the V Class, i.e., the Entrance Level in 1867. My father’s elder
brother lay sick for several months and eventually passed away. The mental trauma, which I underwent owing to
his illness and demise, prevented me from attending school and disturbed my studies. Many of my relatives
advised me to leave studies and enter into some occupation. They prevailed on me through my mother. Though I
disliked leaving the school, I was unable to withstand the mounting pressure of my relatives and my mother.
Therefore I approached Mr. Morris the District Judge.
By then I was eligible for Government Service as I passed the Public Exam. My winning of an award from Mr.
Morris prompted him to keenly view my educational progress and comfort me. When I met Mr. Morris, he
expressed his condolences and promised to provide me with at least some small job.
Narayanappa, then employed as shirestedar in the district courts, belonged to our sect and was very close to
our family. However, it was confirmed after two or three days that the job was given not to me but to someone
else who did not even pass the examination. An enquiry revealed the shirestedar’s corruption wherein he had
accepted a bribe of rupees hundred. When one is imbued with monetary considerations, one tends to forget his
relationships, friendships and all.
Providence had in fact favored me in not granting me this job. Had I got that job, I would have been like a fly
in an ointment. The strenuous work would have damned my spirits, and would have eventually led me to despair.
My hopes being crushed, I avowed myself never to enter into a writer’s job in Court. I started going back to
school. A strange incident then took place, which resulted in a break to my studies again.
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Not having much mastery of English language, our Headmaster Mr. Veyapuri Mudaliar could not teach the
prescribed English Text well. In the interests of the students, I strongly felt that we should get rid of our
Headmaster in favor of a more efficient teacher. My classmates also agreed with me in this. Immediately I drafted
an appeal in English to the Educational Officer and obtained the signatures of my classmates, students and others.
I entrusted the job of obtaining the signatures of students of other classes to my childhood friend and junior
Kanaparthi Lakshmayya and sent it to him one Sunday.
Somehow the Headmaster was informed of this appeal and he sought the help of my classmate Mondreti
Ramachandrudu so that he could prevent the appeal. Ramachandradu under the pretext of signing the appeal took
it into his house and slipped through the back door to hand it over to the Headmaster.
The next day our Headmaster went to the Fourth Class and mercilessly caned my friend. On seeing this I was
agitated and was filled with inexplicable agony. Words are inadequate to express the agony I then had. The
Headmaster beat my friend, entered my class and with unabated anger shouted at me “stupid”. I got up and
swiftly, walked out of my class followed by my classmates who went off to their homes. .
In matters pertaining to morality and justice, I do not find limits to my emotions and determination, so much so
that I push myself to the extent of even ignoring whether one is a teacher, relative, friend or even almighty. I fight
unto the last. I was singularly determined to overthrow the Headmaster. A few of the other teachers in our school
encouraged us. From the next day onwards we displayed solidarity towards this cause and abstained school.
Though the Headmaster moved earth and heaven to bring us back, all his attempts proved futile.
The next day our representation was ready. We secured an additional number of signatures. One copy was sent
to an Educational Officer in Chennaipuri, another to the Inspector of Schools, Visakhapatnam. We sent a telegram
to the Director of Public Instruction and to Col. Vagdomald, Inspector of Schools.
Mr Greigg who shortly visited Rajahmundry summoned us all and inquired into the matter. He sent a written
message to post Mr. Veyapuri Mudaliar to another place. The Educational Officer transferred Mr. Veyapuri
Mudliar to Narsapuram and posted Chengetra Kuppuswami Sastrulu in his place at Rajahmundry. Then we started
going back to school.
During that period I started composing verses. Till then I was an idol worshipper and had great faith in rituals
and fasting, trusting that God would be pleased with such tasks. As soon as I wrote poetry I wrote two Satakas
one on Lord Venugopala and the other on Lord Markandeya. As I felt that these works were not satisfying to me, I
flung them into a corner where they eventually perished.
I was fond of philosophy in those days. I also had immense faith in the chanting of the mantras. I offered the
Gayatri mantras thousands of times and also received the upadesa\fn{Teaching} of Anjaneya mantras and Rama
mantras. I chanted them for several weeks. I believed that demons would vanish through the powers of the occult
mantras.
I developed a fascination and I visited the homes of people afflicted by demonic powers. I also witnessed the
exorcists display their power over the demon possessed ones. I earnestly implored the exorcists to enable me have
a glimpse of the demon at least once, but none succeeded in showing any to me.
One exorcist once lured me into showing the demon. One night he took me to a banyan tree outside the town.
When he could not locate any demon, he was evasive saying,
“You will be frightened to see it.” I replied,
“I won’t be afraid. Kindly grant my wish and please show me.”
“Even if you don’t fear, I’ll be caught by the Government.” So saying he left me in utter disappointment and
went away.
Believing the people’s notion of the loitering of demons in graveyards at midnight,, I anxiously thumped
graveyards on several nights all alone. Though I chose to present myself alone to the demons, least fearing them,
my search proved fruitless, as I could never locate them.
It was during this period that some of my beliefs began to change. I secured the speeches of Keshav
Chandrasen and began reading them. It was then that I started doubting my beliefs. Athmuri Lakshminarasimham
was transferred to our school, as the second teacher from Machilipatnam. He was preaching the doctrines of
Brahmo Samaj and with his enlightened encouragement, we the students formed an association to discuss some
useful matters. Five or six of us gathered either at the house of Lakshminarasimharn or at my house.
People then used to find fault with the gathering of even a few at one place. Walking across streets we would
witness stupids pointing their fingers at us now and then with comments,
“These are the ones who belong to the Samaj.”
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That year I received an award at the Annual Entrance Examination. I also appeared for the University Entrance
Examination, but couldn’t succeed in it.
In the year 1869, I was once again targeted by an illness. Though being much ailed by cough and weakness, I
was however saved from being confined to bed.
Right from childhood my mind wandered over with high ambitions. While perusing poetical works, I longed to
become a great poet and compose great poetry, not minding the probabilities or the improbabilities involved in it.
Only one or two poets had composed accha Telugu works \fn{Native Telugu without Sanskritic and Prakritic borrowings }
One had composed Niryoshta. Having understood that only one poet had composed nirvachana kavya\fn{A poem
without a prose intervention} I was inspired by a novel idea—to combine the above three features and thereby produce
an extraordinary piece.
Decision and its execution were never matters of delay with me. Notwithstanding my lack of either worldly
knowledge or literary scholarship, I started Shudahandhra Niryoshta Nirvachana Nyshada\fn{The History of
Nala Nalacharitra} courageously writing the story of Nala. Somehow I could succeed in fulfilling my vow of
completing it. In the same period I started writing Rasika Manoranjanam, a mishra prabandham.\fn{A genre of
mixed kavya style}
Chitrapu Kamaraju was then a Govt. Pleader in the district court. Not knowing English, which he needed for
correspondence with the district collector and the other officers, he requested me to work with him at his house
for three hours every morning on a salary of rupees twenty per month. He belonged to the previous generation,
which believed that keeping a concubine was a matter of social status, while I who belonged to the new
generation negated that idea. His concubine, habitually sitting by his side would engage him in romantic
conversation and being impatient of such shows I quit the job after receiving the first month’s salary.
After that I engaged myself in teaching Telugu to the British Headmaster of Rajahmundry District School, Mr.
Barrow and Captain Harlot, the Superintendent of Jails. Through them I was earning Rs. thirty-five per month.
I did not appear for my examination in 1869. In 1870 I began to translate the Godavari Educationist—a
monthly magazine into Telugu, which was published by Mr. Barrow. I appeared for the University Entrance Exam
in 1870, even without attending school and came out successfully.
2
In 1871, a few months after passing the entrance exam I was posted in a Government District School at
Rajahmundry on a salary of Rs. 25/- per month, as an assistant teacher. During my brief tenure in that post I
taught English, Maths and Indian History. My colleagues and students respected and loved me much. Eluri
Lakshminarasimham, Durisetti Seshagiri Rao Pantulu, Vepa Krishnamurthy Pantulu and others were my students
in the Fourth Class. Krishnamurthy’s brother Ramamurthy Pantulu was appointed as another assistant teacher.
One day when Krishnamurthy my student displayed some disobedience, I made him stand on bench. After a
few minutes my colleague disclosed that the young boy was Ramamurthy’s younger brother.
“Yes, I know,” I shot back and entered the class.
Soon after the school closed at 5 p.m., Ramamurthy frankly appreciated my impartiality. That the same
Krishnamurthyheld the same regard later also was evident from his letter of 1876 written from Presidency
College, which said:
“I cannot but show my reverence to you throughout my life.”
Instead of being employed as a public servant I wished to work as a lawyer and remain independent. My
childhood colleague, relative and friend in the District school, Challapalli Bapayya Puntulu and I were very
intimate: While working as teachers we prepared together and appeared for the Criminal Higher Grade
Examination in 1871 Sravana (June-July.) Our success in the Examination was notified in the Gazette of 1872.
My faith in exorcism and astrological matters such as Muhurtham,\fn{Auspicious times} Jathakas,\fn{Horoscopes} [and] Shakuna\fn{Omens} was fully shaken by then. I had an early opportunity to display my disbelief to
the world.
A plantain tree growing in our compound flowered from its middle part that began to split. Assuming this to be
a bad omen, our neighbors and relatives insisted that the tree be cut off. Ignoring their suggestions I let the tree
grow till the plantains were ready for use and then chopped it off to get the inner rind. Honeybees built a beehive
in the goad of a beam in our house, which too was taken to be an inauspicious sign and I was advised to get it
removed and perform shantikarma \fn{A propitiatory ceremony} by a Brahmin. I silenced them all with my firmness.
*
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I was appointed as a headmaster in May 1872 at a salary of Rs. 30/- per month of an English school in the
village Korangi. My near and dear ones insisted that I go over there only on an auspicious day. Disregarding their
suggestions I went to join duty on a new moon day. During my stay there I succeeded in a certain special
examination viz., Lower grade Examination in Translation in English and Telugu.
I’ve already spoken to you of my mother’s experience of hallucinations of devils. The people around brought a
yogi known as a reputed exorcist. That stout Brahmin mendicant, a pseudo-sage with a long beard, long nails,
wooden slippers, cane in hand, saffron robed, a red vermilion mark on the forehead, cut a frightful figure and was
habituated to taking ganja\fn{Opium. So the note; but the usual translation of ganja is marijuana:H} My disbelief in sorcery
and witchcraft didn’t prevent me in promising him food and shelter, and a proper reward if he could cure my
mother. He accepted the condition and came to stay in our house.
The moment he entered our house, he attempted to extort money under many false pretexts. I however refused
to pay him until my mother’s recovery at which he grew fierce and began to revile at me. In my uncontrollable
rage I got him necked out into the street by my peon. He shifted himself elsewhere, got a room, splashed it with
cow dung-water, drew magical floral designs, and started chanting some mantras, saying he would kill me
through witchcraft. My friends who feared him advised me to fall at his feet and beg his pardon. I didn’t of
course, pay attention to their entreaties.
That sage of sages was anyway starving till late in the night and was heard squeaking “ hreem, hreem” in the
still darkness of the night. Either on account of starvation or under the spell of opium or for some good reason
unknown, he was about to collapse and got damn scared and fell to the ground as if someone thrashed him to the
ground. He was thus caught by both fear and fever. Early next day, he complained to the ones who called upon
him that he collapsed on account of a peculiar charm called Sharaba Salva, exercised on him by me through a
particular goddess who he felt would end him soon.
However I ignored him for a couple of days, but took pity when he later lapsed into a delirium. I went to him,
assured him that I meant no harm and brought him home.
It took nearly a month for him to recover. In the Ashada (June-July) I left my job at Korangi and went to a
place called Ohawaleswaram four miles from Rajahmundry. I joined there as a Head Master in an English school
on a salary of Rs. forty-four per month. There, Kokkonda Venkatratnam Pantulu was writing on women’s
education in Andhra Bhasha Sanjeevini journal. Repudiating his arguments, I was writing in support of women’s
education to Purusharda, another journal.
*
In the year 1875, I came out successfully in the English Precis writing exam at Rajahmundry. There I met
Metcalfe, Principal of the Govt. Science School for the first time. As I succeeded in the Precis exam, I was
eligible for the post of a Sub-magistrate. Had I passed the Civil Higher Grade Exam I would have found myself
eligible for the first grade post of a Sub-Judge. Some of my friends who were practicing lawyers complained that
they did not have real freedom in their profession and spoke of the impossibility of earning money through just
means. Their words made me detest the Examination.
To convey my compelling views to the world, I felt it necessary to have a journal of my own. In October 1874,
I started publishing a magazine of four pages in Telugu called Vivekavardhani. The main objectives of publishing
this monthly journal were two: a) the development of language; b) the development of the country. The method of
developing Telugu language was to adopt a simple style of writing good prose. By the development of the country
I did not mean working in constitutional matters alone, but to stop people from ignoble practices and irrational
customs and direct them towards moral, educational and social development. It meant a remedying of caste,
religion, ethics and other multidimensional aspects of civic behavior. A growth can be designated a healthy one
when it harmonizes with all organs and limbs. If either the head or the leg grows at the expense of the other
organs, it is called lopsided. Similarly, advancement related to the affairs of a country meant for a wholesome and
harmonious growth.
Corruption then was a common practice among Govt. employees. Bribe was not deemed wrong but was
accepted as a part of service. One important target emphasized in my journal was to redeem the government
employees from this insidious practice. Unless a strong sense of morality and self respect is pursued among those
who bribe and those who receive, this heinous practice cannot be curbed. The aim of my journal was to inspire
moral and human virtues. As long as the patrons of prostitutes were averse to moral concerns, how could morality
prosper in any society? I also tried to curb the narrow caste prejudices.
Ritualistic practices as the wearing of tulasi rudraksha mala\fn{Beads} are less important than a virtuous
behavior and conduct. Until real faith is established in people, religion cannot remedy evil practices. Preaching
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holy doctrines therefore was another objective of my journal. Vivekavardhani was released with such laudable
aims.
Government employees were furious at me for speaking against corruption. Romantic libertines were enraged
for speaking against prostitution. Laymen were furious at my trying to reprove them for their ancient practices
and detestable age-old traditions, which ran contrary to the inner conscience. The pontiffs were furious at being
labeled as irreligious when I spoke against their false guises. If one had to fulfill the objectives of running such a
journal one had to ignore a multitude of such furies and accusations.
A war of words was triggered on the topic of women’s emancipation through my journal. The news spread to
places like Ohawaleshawaram and brought the debate to a stage of yielding fruit. Many important people there
believed in the necessity of educating girls.
A fund was raised for the establishments of a girls school, in September 1874 through contributions. Later on
the school was taken over by the Local Board and has been continuing since then. When education seemed scarce
even among the men-folk, the establishment of a girls’ school through contributory funding in a small village
appeared a strange phenomenon. Nothing is impossible when good deeds are taken up with commitment.
My opponents were on the increase, owing to my exposure of their official misuse of power, and of their
objectionable behaviour. Those were the times when the connoisseurs of courtesans were in excess. Even the
highly positioned including the judiciaries were fond of patronizing them.
During one’s visit on personal work to officers’ homes it was observed that the officers who had concubines
were held in high esteem than the ones who observed marital fidelity. Even the arguments of those concubinefriendly lawyers held greater validity. Many lawyers intending to earn money, fame, prestige or the patronage of
the lords were obliged to concubinism. As the prostitutes of Rajahmundry were insufficient, they had to be
imported additionally from Ramachandrapuram and other neighboring areas.
In those days a school at Rajamundry meant a learning place for courtesans alone. To gain official honors such
schools were named as melas—Nayudu Mela, Pantulu Mela, or Sastry Mela. Even the most orthodox were seen
contributing a monthly donation of rupees five or ten to such schools. An interaction had been in currency
amongst these and the common folk when auspicious ceremonies had to be celebrated at their homes. I had to
wield my pen against this repulsive practice where in I incurred the wrath of my peers who then obstructed the
sale and circulation of my magazine.
I then became the focus of abuses, scorn, intimidation all aimed to thwart me from my commitment. But their
wish remained unfulfilled as those “prostitute” “labeled” “schools” were closed down shortly. The harlots brought
from the neighborhood had to go back.
A weak man fighting a battle for a right cause finally triumphed, though the harlot-patrons didn’t easily cool
off their anger against me. Nevertheless, it was my conviction that one ought to remain steadfast in matters
pertaining to freedom of thought and expression. I was even willing to forsake my profession of teaching if need
be, to keep my journal on a steady run. The desire to make myself a writer also grew strong within me.
I never expected that the publication of a journal would enable one’s financial independence. My books
gaining appreciation from reviewers and publicity by virtue of their being prescribed as texts in several schools,
gave me confidence that I could now rely on my writing as a profession to affirm my financial independence. The
publication of my work on Grammar earned me Rs 200 within two or three months. My Nitichandrika Vigraha
Tantramu enriched me by Rs. 1000/-.
I earnestly wished to get a printing press established to publish my journal and to print my own books. While
at Dhawaleshwaram, some of us tried to establish a printing press at Rajamundry on a partnership basis, with six
shares of rupees three hundred and fifty each. When I went to Chennaipatnam during summer vacation with my
partners, I was greatly comforted by the cordiality of many scholars like Bahujanapalli Seetharamacharyalu,
Karumanchi Subbarayala Naidu, the Telugu Pundits in Pachiappa’s School. These promised to purchase and send
me whatever I needed from Chennapatnam.
*
In the early part of 1876, I left my teaching at Dhawaleshwaram and entered my native town Rajahmundry. As
soon as the composing material was received in April, we started our work of printing Vivekavardhani in the press
set up in our house.
Contrary to our expectations, the press did not bring us proper returns. The meager profits earned and the
subscriptions received towards Vivekavardhani were barely sufficient in meeting the salaries of the workers. My
friend Ghajayathalli Khan Sahab started publishing a Telugu monthly named Vidyanmanoharini. After my
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running Vivekavardhani, for a year, he agreed to merge his journal with mine. He wrote the English and I the
Telugu version.
In July 1876 I converted Vivekavardhani into a fortnightly and started publishing another, humor-based
monthly magazine Hasya Sanjeevini, as its supplement. Kokkonda Venkatratnam Pantulu excelled all the others
in his observances of the age-old traditional practices. Towards the end of 1875 he started publishing
Hasyavardhani as a supplement to mock Vivekavardhani. Our Hasyasanjeevini was an offshoot of our fight
against Hasyavardhani.
My Brahma vivaham first started appearing in this journal. It was the beginning of a genre farce in the Telugu
language and therefore a pioneering work. People flocked to read and enjoy Hasyasanjeevini and Brahma
vivaham. Once when I visited Bandar a Brahmin girl astonished me by reciting the entire Brahma vivaham.
Hasyavardhani disappeared soon after the second year of its release. Hasyasanjeevini was transformed to form an
integral part of Vivekavardhani, condemning the unethical and immoral social practices.
On the first of November 1876, I was appointed as the second teacher in Telugu in the government high school
at Rajahmundry on a salary of Rs. 25/- per month. At first when Metcalfe sent word to me that he would grant me
the post, I declined it. My kith and kin rebuked me for rejecting that offer. I now prayed for it!
Having had the opportunity to work with teachers like Basavaraju Gavarraju, Burra Ramalinga Sastry and
Eluru Lakshmi Narasimham, I developed a very close friendship with them. We exchanged views regarding the
topics to be covered in the journals including the unethical social practices that need to be censured. I led the four
of us. The others were like students and I was like their teacher. Those who were hurt on account of our exposing
social evils because of our critical reviews in the journal gave us a nickname as the notorious four (idiomatically
referring to us as dusta chaturda—Duryodhana, Dussasana, Shakuni and Kama.\fn{Evil plotters} Among the
several achievements accomplished successfully by Vivekavardhani, I shall quote two or three here.
*
During marriages and other functions it had been customary in our area, on the part of the invited elite to pay
the bhogum melas a minimum of one rupee in return to the amusement provided by them. It would be deemed a
matter of great insult if the invitees partook tambulalu\fn{Customary ceremony of distributing betel leaf and nut } and
denied payment to the melas. The ill-afforded avoided the function on one pretext or the other. Still other invitees
who were possessed by the demon of power sought other means of appeasing them. The plight of the poor had
even deteriorated further; it was impracticable and yet, could not be overlooked.
There was a Tax Commissioner in our town who was empowered to punish the guilty. This man under one
pretext or the other would arrange bhogam melas once or twice a month, inviting all to witness the entertainment
of the dancing girls. Non-attendance to the function would result in petty charges being leveled against them such
as non-clearance of waste on the streets, shit in front of their homes, or non-clearing of the drains etc., for which
they would be summoned for some days till a fine of rupees four or five levied on them, instead of the usual one
rupee. This depended on a foregone agreement of an equal share between the courtesans and their patrons.
Our Vivekavardhani conducted several meetings and took up a Herculean task, in uprooting this evil practice.
The 1878 January issue of the journal passed a resolution as follows:
In marriages and other functions where it is customary to receive tambulalu, it was unanimously decided by the
gentlemen who attended this meeting that they would not hereafter impose such collections or would not invite anyone
to impose so and would not attend the function in the houses of such people.

These conditions drafted and signatures affixed, the proprietor of the journal was elected as their Secretary.
After a few days, a ceremony related to the investiture of the sacred thread called Upanayanam was held in a
noted household. A person, who had hitherto signed our pledge attended this function and contributed to the
collection of funds for the dancing party of harlots. This person who had transgressed our condition soon got
properly warned through my journal. Getting scared, he confessed that he did not intend to violate the regulation
laid down in the Agreement but was only unaware of the time of its implementation. He thus tendered his
apologies.
Fearing the same consequences, others were more cautious. There were several beneficiaries, and the number
kept adding with even those who didn’t belong to the association.
Mr. Wallace was the then the District Magistrate. Earlier two jury members recommended a few requests for
permission to practice law. The District Judge however disqualified them as they didn’t pass the required
minimum exam. A new shirestedar who came on transfer granted about eighty licenses in a few months. Most of
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them hadn’t appeared for the exam, and did not have any knowledge of English. Vivekavardhani raised its voice
against this irregularity and injustice involved in granting license to the unqualified. In response, the High Court
intervened in 1878 and called for the explanation of the District Judge.
I was summoned by the District Magistrate to appear before the Court at 3 p.m., on 23 rd January 1879 and
explain certain important matters associated with the grant of permission to the advocates. I didn’t know the exact
reason of being summoned but news spread around the town. Two of my friends came to see me and we three
went to visit the house of Chirravur Yagnasastri, a noted pleader. Casting my burden on the Judge of Judges, I
went to bed peacefully that night. The next day after working for two hours in the school, I took permission and
walked straight to the court.
The Magistrate came to the court exactly at 3 p.m. After offering me seat he gave me a copy of Vivekavardhani
and pointing out my article on the issue of accreditations, he asked me,
“Did you write this?”
I could now follow the whole matter. Realizing my responsibility, immediately I replied,
“Before answering your question, may I know under which authority the summons are issued?” The
Magistrate looked blank and pondered over for some time and asked me another question.
“Are you the publisher of this journal?”
“Before replying to your question I would like to know whether I am bound to answer.” He replied,
“I can’t say that you are bound but you may answer if you wish.” I said,
“I am not bound so I don’t like to answer.”
Regarding this conversation the Magistrate said that he did not like to keep me for long. I expressed my
pleasure and came out by thanking him.
An advocate who was till then my adversary came out with me, embraced and befriended me. While returning
home groups of people saw me in astonishment. Their ignorant assumption of my imprisonment was deluded.
The High Court and the Government ordered the District Magistrate to withdraw all the grants of such
licenses. The uncorrupted in those days were considered unintelligent and inefficient. The peon as well as the
Secretaries or ministers and all those in authority were accustomed to bribery, and absolutely made no secret of it.
*
In the early part of 1878 Poluri Sriramulu came to Rajahmundry for a brief period as a District Munsiff. His
sister was given in marriage to the son of Chitrapu Kamaraju who was a Government Pleader in the District
Court. An intimate and friendly bond was established between these two families. Mr. Sri Ramulu, the munsiff,
had seasoned himself in the art of corruption without bothering whether one is a plaintiff or a defendant, rich or
poor, fair or unfair.
The mighty Chitrapu Kamaraju stood by him for this transaction of justice—for the sale of justice a new
terminology was coined, all the pains of arguments mitigated and strategies planned as per the lawyers’ need. The
whole work became simplified and easy. The advocate of the complainant would solicit:
“Your Honor may look into section 100 and give justice.” The defendant lawyer would appeal to code No.
150:
“My Lord would consider section 150 and do justice.”
Later it would go up to 160, 170, 180, and 190, 200. The lawyer would continue to quote his provision as 160
… 200 till the bid would stop at a final number. Whoever quoted the highest bid would visit the munsiff’s house
that night and clearly present the section under the shining lamp; the next day the munsiff would uphold the new
argument in the Court and judgment would be issued accordingly. Under the new terminology if a section meant
100 it was Rs. 100 if it meant 150 it was Rs. 150.
Our munsiff being avaricious favored higher bids and irrespective of their priority disposed them off early.
Besides, he would hear two or three cases at a time. While examining the witnesses in one case he would entrust
the examination of other cases to his clerks. It was very cumbersome for one person to refer to all the records of
the case while simultaneously examining the witnesses and record the judgments. He would write some and
entrust a few to his relative Chitrapu Kamaraju. Kamaraju would prepare a rough draft, which would be fair
copied by the munsiff himself. Kamaraju was habitually issuing careless and callous trial verdicts, and developed
the gumption to pose them as free and fair as ever.
Our Vivekavardhani had determined to put an end to the misconduct of this officer and tried to gather
evidences of his corruption. The victims and their lawyers were groaning but none of them could dare come
forward, or openly give evidence of their payment of bribe.
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One day I went to the munsiff’s court and quietly, in disguise and sitting in a corner, watched the dealings of
this great man. Having come across my writings in Vivekavardhani and presently knowing my coming over there,
he was slightly moved, but as he was seasoned and bold in matters of corruption, he was conducting the cases as
usual. Among the employees of District Munsiff courts Mr. Bayenapudi Venkata Bogayya was my only friend
who supported the nature of my activity. It was through him that I gained knowledge of the obnoxious practices
carried on during those days.
God happened to open up a way for us. Chitrapu Kamaraju used to tear off the rough drafts he prepared for the
munsiff and throw the bits of paper—after the munsiff fair copied them—into the dustbins located in front of his
house. The pleader in front of his house informed me of his rendering some waste papers to the garbage.
Assuming that these would be of use, I suggested to the pleader to pay a little sum to the sweepers of the street
and collect the fragmented pieces. He got two baskets full of the torn bits of paper and handed them over at our
house. Using my skill and efforts I succeeded in arranging the pieces in order. Some of them were useless;
amongst the arranged bits two of the papers formed the text of one complete verdict. I was greatly rejoiced to find
that my efforts didn’t go in vain.
The complainant here in question who had lost his case was a Muslim. When we called him and asked him, be
revealed to us that Kamaraju demanded a certain amount as bribe and when he expressed his inability to pay it on
account of his poverty, the munsiff then received money from the Defendant and then disposed the case off in his
favor. With the consent of the Muslim, we then appealed to the District Magistrate submitting all the details of the
case attaching half a part of the rough draft of the verdict recovered from the torn-out bits. We got it to the District
Court.
On coming to know our appeal, the most litigant, insidious Kamaraju secretly called the Muslim, paid him
double the amount of the costs of his case and appropriated the bits of papers.
Among the witnesses noted in our appeal was a man named Mirthipati Ramayya. Through him another appeal
was presented and brought to limelight, and submitted to the District Court the fact that the Muslim was trapped
with the money by Chitrapu Kamaraju who recovered in turn the fragmented bits of the rough verdict from him. It
was however appealed that another part of the rough verdict was available with Mirthipati Ramayya who had the
evidences to prove that Kamaraju was arranging bribes for the munsiff and was writing on his behalf rough drafts
of verdicts.
Meanwhile Kamaraju influenced the Muslim in a subtler manner and saw that he appealed to the court that a
lawyer named Damaraju Nagaraju fraudulently forced him to sign and therefore there was no necessity to
consider his previous appeal. Thus he prepared a new appeal simultaneously while requesting them to blot out the
old appeal. After Mirthipati Ramayya filed his appeal, the District Magistrate took the half portion of the rough
verdict of the Muslim’s case and ordered us to present further evidences in the case.
Meanwhile, we glued finely the torn bits of the three verdicts. On learning that I still possessed copies of his
verdict written in his own hand, Chitrapu Karnaraju sent me a message informing me that he was willing to pay
me a sum of rupees five thousand, if I returned all those pieces. I rejected.
*
Till now the number of judgments obtained through gluing bits of paper was five. I kept only one with me, the
other four judgments were safely kept in a paper bag and sealed with wax. Ramayya had handed over the sealed
bag to the District Judge with an appeal that it should be kept safe in the personal box of the Judge till the final
judgment came.
Still I had a basketful of such papers hoping to see whether a few more copies could be obtained. I deposited
this basket in the house of Damaraju Nagaraju.
The next morning I came to know that the munsiff and Kamaraju sent a junior lawyer to Nagaraju’s house on
some work. Immediately I went there and collected the basket containing the glued pieces of paper and kept it in
my custody at home. Nagaraju reported that they wanted to entice him into a bargain by offering him a sum of Rs.
500/- if he handed over the bits of paper to them, which he rejected.
In another two or three days the lawyer who first collected those bits of paper for me met me on an excuse that
he wanted to paste the bits of paper as he had no other work that day. I believed him and gave him the basket.
That very evening the town echoed with the rumors that Kamaraju successfully managed to steal those pieces. He
being an evil genius would unscrupulously use the means of money or women to gain his vicious ends. When I
met the lawyer and accosted him, he threw the basket away as he felt that it did not contain any useful material.
People were unaware of the fact that I preserved the pieces of paper; not even my friends knew that I had secretly
preserved one more verdict with me.
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June 26 was the day appointed to hear the case of Mirthipati Ramayya by the District Magistrate. Even before
the day of hearing, the pieces kept under the custody of the District Magistrate had somehow gone to the hands of
the Shirestedar. On the night of June 25 the building which housed the court facing the Godavari was thrown
open, the writing desks of the Shirestedar and the Writer were broken, and the papers strewn hither and thither.
The cash box, which was close by, remained untouched. Rumor had spread over the town, which stated that
thieves stole some important papers related to Kamaraju’s affair.
On the day of enquiry, the witnesses and civilians reached the meeting hall even before 10 a.m. As I was also a
witness, I reached the venue with my friends in advance.
Then a strange thing was taking place in the Court hall. The Shirestedar and the Criminal Record keeper bolted
themselves in a closed room, for this clandestine purpose. We peeped through the keyhole. The Shirestedar and
Balla Pragda Venkanna were observed putting the bits of paper into a bag. A piece of sealing wax was in the hand
of Venkanna, perhaps intended to seal the bag.
As soon as the District Magistrate occupied his seat, Mirthipati Ramayya complained that the bits of paper
submitted by him were tampered and meddled with. He appealed to the Magistrate to immediately show him his
bits of papers. After a while the Shirestedar glued a few pieces of paper and placed them on the Magistrate’s table.
After screening those bits, Ramayya complained that these were not the papers kept by him in the paper bag and
that the Shirestedar changed them, the fact being attested even by eyewitnesses. Though Ramayya tried to
convince the Magistrate in many ways, he expressed his helplessness with regard to the loss of papers. The
District Magistrate further told Mirthipati Ramayya,
“You are not the one affected in the case, you are neither a Complainant nor a Defendant. Therefore there is no
need to examine your case.” The inquiry came to an end that way but the matter did not end there.
On hearing the absurdity of the issue, the Police Inspector of Rajahmundry took me to the District Police
Superintendent. He patiently listened to all that had happened and written to the District Judge to give him
permission to inquire into the theft in the court. He responded in writing that such an enquiry was unnecessary as
nothing was lost. Subsequently the District Police Superintendent extracted a written explanation from me, of all
that had happened and immediately went to Kakinada and narrated the entire story to the District Collector.
Warrants were issued to the Shirestedar and the Criminal Record Keeper. The next day when Mr. Rosaris the
Shirestedar and Balla Pragada Venkanna were getting ready to go to the court the police arrested them, and put
them behind the bars. On circulation of this news, the entire town was in an uproar.
The opponent of the District Judge ran hither and thither to inform him of this disaster. He sent a letter to the
police chief for immediate release of the Shirestedar, but the Police Superintendent without considering it shifted
both of them on boats to Kakinada to present them before the District Collector. The District Collector conducted
a preliminary enquiry and recorded our witnesses. He came to Rajahmundry and examined the place of theft and
obtained the written statement of the District Magistrate. Balla Pragada Venkanna was released and the
Shirestedar sent to the District Collector’s office to face the final enquiry. As our District Collector and Magistrate
Mr. Wallace was a witness in the matter, the Madras High Court transferred the case to the Krishna District
Collector for examination.
The enquiry was conducted in October. The Krishna District Collector, Mr. Kelsal, a European, opined that
there was no evidence that the Shirestedar had stolen the papers. He further confirmed the Shirestedar’s innocence
in the matter. The Shirestedar was acquitted. A European called Rosario released him.
Meanwhile, screening the items mentioned in Vivekavardhani, the Madras Government had written to the
High Court which in turn ordered the District Judge to examine and report. The District Judge awakened from his
slumber, summoned a few others and me and began to examine the case. My opponents like Chitrapu Kamaraju
and others friendly with him expected my imprisonment in the matter.
The torn bits of verdicts were all shattered. The Shirestedar was confirmed of his innocence. The District Judge
did not have a fair impression of me and it appeared as if all were against me. I seemed to be in a fix; another
judgment copy was not available.
But neither my friends nor my opponent knew that I had one more piece of the verdict with me. I went to the
court keeping it in my pocket. I took a piece of paper even before the hearing began and submitted to the judge
that I possessed a glued copy of the rough draft of the verdicts with me, which was written in Kamaraju’s own
hand and stated that if the Case Book was brought immediately I would give its number. He returned the chit
asking me to state the number. I wrote the number thereunder and returned it to him. He instantly wrote a letter,
called the peon and ordered,
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“You run immediately to the munsiff court and bring what they give.” None had the knowledge of what went
on between the Judge and me.
The peon brought the Case Book in half an hour and gave it to the Judge. Then I took the paper from my
pocket and gave it to the Judge. As Kamaraju was a Government pleader, his handwriting was familiar to all. The
paper I gave the Judge had a number of corrections and marks of additions in it. The judgment in the Case Book
was exactly a fair copy of what I possessed.
Soon after examining them both the judge’s opinion was completely changed. He gave the rough copy of his
judgment to Kamaraju and told him, furiously: “This is definitely your handwriting”; and pointing it towards me,
“This man is truthful. The Shirestedar and you (Kamaraju) have created a wrong impression about this man.
The bits lost till now are all true. You are the person who changed the papers by bribing the Shirestedar. I will
send you to the District Collector for further enquiry.”
He recorded the dismissal of the Shirestedar and the Criminal Record Keeper from service and read it out.
*
That same evening Kamaraju went home from court, wrote down a note and committed suicide by taking
poison. The next morning when I came to learn the news of his death, I was shocked and felt miserable.
In my attempt to prevent people from evil deeds (found among some) and misconduct, I was surrounded by a
number of enemies. It was easy for one to criticize rulers in the Capital or Viceroys or Emperors who were far
away, but it was dangerous to criticize even a Sub-judge or a Magistrate or the Police personnel living nearby. Yet,
our magazine Vivekavardhani did not let any officer go scot-free. Several who were subjected to its criticism, tried
in various ways to snub it in its initial stages, but they did not succeed.
With the affair of Chitrapu Kamaraju’s case, Vivekavardhani became a nightmare to all wicked officers. It
meant a ripping apart of the entrails of the evil ones.
Realizing their failure to suppress the growth of Vivekavardhani through negative means, some clever people
sought to adopt a positive way to defame it. In the beginning itself, I was lured with the promise of a Writer’s job
from the office of the Inspector of Prisons at a salary of Rs. 25/- a month. Had I been enticed by their offer, I
would have earned the reputation of a great Editor, but certainly would have lost my sense of freedom, spirituality
and mental equilibrium. I know under whom I had to work. In case I accepted the offer, some of my students at
school who enjoyed freedom during their school days would have lost all of it soon after they entered such jobs
and shaved off their moustaches, applied sacred ash and vermilion on their foreheads, dressed themselves in
rugged dhotis which make them look strange. Thus I would have to be a daily witness of such sad appearances.
Fearing similar distress eventually overtaking me, in spite of my friends’ insistence, I declined that job.
*
A prayer congregation was first started in our house in 1878. Then Burra Rajalinga Rao, Basavaraju Gavarraju,
Eluri Lakshminarasimha Rao, Bayapunedi Venkata Jogayya, Kanamu Reddy Parthasarathi Naidu and I were
members of that association. Naidu sang psalms. I used to write short moral lectures and read them out. After an
year at the association, I visited Vizianagaram Maharaja’s Government High School and conducted prayers. Now
the association has its own building. Doubtlessly one may affirm that this association had transformed the moral
life of many a person conducting many good activities. Night schools were opened for the first time for the poor
people through this association. …
242.154 Excerpt from A Nation In Making: Being The Reminiscences Of Fifty Years Of Public Life\fn{by Sir
Surendranath Banerjea aka Rashtraguru (1848-1925)} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 9
1
I belong to a Kulin Brahmin family which, since the creation of Kulinism by King Ballal Sen,\fn{ Second ruler
had maintained their purity with proud and inflexible consistency. Neither the
allurements of wealth nor the prospects of an easy and comfortable living diverted them from their firm and
traditional resolve to uphold the integrity of their status. The rich Brahminical possession of plain living and high
thinking gave them a dignity that no wealth could confer.
My grandfather was a Brahmin of the old school, rigid in his orthodoxy. His regular and methodical life, with
its old-world sense of ease and contentment, the round of his daily duties, chiefly religious, performed with an
exactitude not always associated with the life of the East, gave one a vivid and fascinating picture of what an
(1160-1178) of the Sen Dynasty of Bengal}
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orthodox home was in the early sixties of the last century. He had, however, given his eldest son, my father, the
best kind of English education available at that time.
My father was brought up in the Hindu College, where he greatly distinguished himself, and was a favorite
pupil of David Hare, one of the pioneers of English education in Bengal. The memory of David Hare is still
adored, though more than two generations have elapsed since his death; and on the first of June every year, the
anniversary of his death, the unpretentious monument standing on unconsecrated ground (for orthodox
Christianity in those days would not permit his burial within consecrated precincts) is covered with flowers and
wreaths by those who never saw him in the flesh, but who enshrine his memory in their grateful hearts. He came
out to India as a watch-maker and died as a prince among philanthropists, loved in Hindu homes by their inmates,
with whom his relations were friendly, and even cordial. The story is told (and it is a tradition in our family) that
he came to see my grandmother, to comfort her in her sorrow, when my father ran away from home to avoid the
displeasure of my grandfather for an outrage upon Hindu orthodoxy.
*
My father subsequently joined the Medical College, and became the most distinguished Indian medical
practitioner of his time. His culture had dispelled from his mind the orthodox ideas fostered by his domestic
environment. He belonged to a generation, some of whom had sat at the feet of Derozio, and, like the first
converts to a new cult, their alienation from the faith of their fathers was complete and even militant. Peary Chand
Mitter, in his life of David Hare, has told us how this group of young alumni of the Hindu College, fresh from
their contact with the learning and literature of the West, rejoiced in an open and ostentatious parade of defiance,
how they ate forbidden food, and threw the remnants into the houses of their orthodox neighbors. It was with this
new spirit that my father was saturated.
Thus, in our home, the two conflicting forces of those times met, but in no spirit of antagonism. The
predominant influence, however, was that of orthodoxy, represented by my grandfather, for the authority of the
head of the family, even in matters of belief, was still paramount.
Nevertheless, an atmosphere of controversy was generated which stimulated a spirit of research and enquiry. It
was amid this conflict of opposing forces that my earliest years were spent, and what was happening in my family
was symbolical of the strife and contention between Eastern orthodoxy and Western culture that was going on in
every educated home in Bengal.
It must not be imagined for one moment that it disturbed our peace, except on rare occasions, for tolerance is
ingrained in the Hindu nature; and in those days, so long as we were not interfered with in our religious beliefs or
practices, we did not mind what others around us, it might be our own kith and kin, said or did. The present\fn
{This book was first published in 1925:H} spirit of opposition and intolerance observable among some of our people was
unknown; and reverence for the head and the elders of the family was the resounding note of the Hindu
household.
*
My earliest recollections go back to the days when, as a boy of five years, I was sent to a pathsala (indigenous
school) to learn Bengali. The guru mohashoy (teacher) treated me with the consideration due to my Brahminical
rank and the fame of my father. But he was a strict disciplinarian and on one occasion he called me mara
Brahmin (a sheepish Brahmin), and I refused to go back to the pathsala. I was obdurate and my parents had to
yield.
I was then sent to a Bengali school to complete the study of my mother tongue. Here I stayed for a couple of
years, and was later admitted into the Parental Academic Institution to learn English. My real work as a student
now began.
This was a school founded mainly with the aid of the benefactions of Captain Doveton of the Nizam’s service,
and it was attended chiefly by Anglo-Indian boys. When I joined the school I did not know a word of English. I
had just finished the alphabet and was crawling through a spelling-book in which I had made very little progress.
Thus equipped, I was thrown among boys who spoke nothing but English. My difficulties were great and my
position most uncomfortable. But I muddled through somehow; and in a short time managed to speak the
language, I presume not very correctly, and without knowing a word of the grammar.
The fact illustrates the truth, which is now recognized, that a language is best learnt through the ear and not
with the aid of the grammar and the dictionary. As a matter of fact, I never studied English grammar as thoroughly
as is now done by our boys; and when I went up for the Matriculation Examination my grammatical knowledge
was confined to Lennie’s little book. In these days, and perhaps rightly, a great deal of importance is attached to
tutorial instruction and to the personal attention bestowed upon boys by the teachers. Throughout my career in
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school and college I never had a tutor, and had to depend entirely upon myself in learning two such difficult
languages as English and Latin. Occasionally, when the situation seemed hopeless, I had to appeal to my father,
who had himself been a teacher. It was hard and uphill work, but it afforded me a lesson in self-help that has been
of infinite value to me through life.
My career in school and college and in the University was fairly distinguished. I was a prizeman every year. I
cannot say that I occupied the highest place, though I was always very near the top; but in the course of a few
years, and in the long run, I left behind those boys who had beaten me at the start; and in life I think I have outdistanced every one of my school or college rivals. I presume it is tenacity of purpose that is the crowning quality
of life.
My Anglo-Indian and European teachers and professors were throughout very kind to me, and they did not
show a particle of racial feeling in their treatment of me. In that temple of learning, in which I passed some of my
happiest years, I was never allowed to hear the faintest echo of those racial and sectarian controversies that
sometimes distracted the country. From those early days the leveling influence of knowledge was presented to me
in a concrete form, which in itself was a part of my education; and when, having taken my B.A. degree, I was
about to leave the college, my Principal, Mr. John Sime of the University of St. Andrew’s, who afterwards became
Director of Public Instruction in the Punjab, strongly urged my father to send me to England to compete for the
Indian Civil Service.
My father readily assented; and it is due to his honored memory to state that throughout he was an ever-living
source of encouragement and inspiration to me. Great physician that he was, he was an even shrewder judge of
men; and in 1853, when I was barely five years old, he drew up a will, a copy of which subsequently fell into my
hands, in which he directed that I should be sent to England to complete my education. From the days of my
infancy he had formed the idea that education in England would be helpful to me in life. On March 3, 1868, I
sailed for England along with my friends, Romesh Chunder Dutt and Behari Lal Gupta.
*
Before I leave this part of my Reminiscences relating to my school and college life, it may not perhaps be out
of place to refer to a lesson which I learnt then and which I have practiced through life with great advantage to
myself.
I was taught when still quite a boy the need of taking regular and daily exercise. My father took a personal
interest in this part of my education, for, being a doctor, he realized that health is the basis of all success in life.
We had an akra (Indian gymnasium) in our own house with a palwan (trained Indian gymnast) to teach us the
various forms of Indian athletic exercises. We attended the gymnasium daily with the regularity with which we
attended our schools; and one of my brothers, Captain Jitendranath Banerjea, who took to his exercises with great
ardor, was able to hold his own against almost any athlete, and had the reputation of being the strongest man
among the Bengalis. I have often thought of his wonderful physical strength, and it has always struck me that,
however much he might have been indebted to the training he had given himself, there must have been a basis, an
original fund of physical stamina, to account for it.
*
For more than three generations early marriage was unknown in our family. My ancestors were not reformers,
but rigid orthodox Brahmins; and, strangely enough, it was this orthodoxy which reacted upon their domestic
institutions and prevented early marriage in the family. Coming from one of the highest Kulin families, it was
difficult for them to secure suitable husbands for their marriageable daughters from amongst men of the same
social status, whose number was necessarily limited. They had to wait till the girls grew in years and then they
were married.
My mother and my grandmother were quite grown-up young ladies when they were married, and, I believe,
the same was the case with my great-grandmother, whom I saw in my early years when she was over a hundred
years of age. In the life history of my family I found the strongest argument against child-marriage, and I was
never tired of repeating it when I had an opportunity in my public and private utterances. The members of my
family have always enjoyed exceptional health, and I ascribe the fact largely to the absence of child-marriage for
generations among them.
This was the explanation I gave to Lord Hardinge, at one of the earliest interviews I had with him. He
expressed his surprise at my physical alertness, which he thought was quite extraordinary for an Indian of my
years. An ounce of fact is worth a ton of theory. I have placed these facts on record in the hope that they may
influence the judgment of my countrymen in a matter of vital importance to their well-being. For, after all, the
health and physique of a nation is the first condition of national progress.
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*
I have as yet said nothing of the public movements of my youthful days. They did not, indeed, acquire the
volume and intensity of those that followed them, for they did not appeal to as wide a public and had not behind
them the same measure of public support or approval. The newspaper Press had not then become a power; public
speaking on the platform had not come into vogue. The speeches of the great Ram Gopal Ghose were made at
public meetings not very largely attended, or at the meetings of the Justices, who then, like the Corporation of
today, were entrusted with the municipal administration of Calcutta.
It was Keshub Chunder Sen who first made use of the platform for public addresses and revealed the power of
oratory over the Indian mind. In the early sixties and seventies of the last century the Brahmo-Samaj movement
was a potent and living force, which exercised a profound, though possibly an indirect, influence even over
orthodox Hindu society. Its immediate effect was to check the conversions to Christianity that were then taking
place. Those who were dissatisfied with the old faith and felt the stirrings of the new spirit created by, the
eloquence of the great Brahmo leader, found comfort and consolation in the teachings of the new religion.
*
Keshub Chunder Sen, originally a follower of Debendra Nath Tagore, had seceded from the Brahmism as
taught by the Maharshi. His was an open breach with the Hindu social system, which Debendra Nath Tagore,
following the lead of the great Raja Ram Mohun Roy, sought to reform and adapt to the spirit of the Vedic
teachings.
Keshub Chunder Sen’s addresses created a deep and abiding impression on young minds. They drew large
audiences. There was a visible religious awakening. His marvelous oratory, set forth with all the accessories of a
sonorous voice, a noble diction and a commanding presence, and inspired by the fervor of a deep and burning
conviction, fascinated his hearers. I was often at his meetings and listened with breathless attention and everincreasing admiration.
Keshub Chunder Sen had an eloquent coadjutor in Protap Chunder Mazumdar. The latter’s oratory was of a
different type. It was imaginative, picturesque, brimful of wit, but was wanting, compared with that of his great
chief, in those resources which appeal to the heart and stir the feelings.
Keshub Chunder Sen was a great organizer, a born leader of men with a penetrating insight into human nature.
He was a religious teacher with all the asceticism of the Hindu Vaishnav ingrained in him by his family
associations; but he was also a man of affairs, understood the world and knew how to deal with the world. If he
had not chosen to be a religious leader, he might, if he had had the opportunities, have been a statesman,
occupying a front rank among statesmen. His personality was charming, and in his society his followers found a
pleasing companion and a great leader.
The indirect effect of Keshub Chunder Sen’s teaching was great. It not only broadened and liberalized
educated thought in matters social and religious, but it also produced an opposite effect, namely, it strengthened
the orthodoxy of the extreme reactionaries. They were alarmed; they retired within their shell and surrounded
themselves with a hard incrustation of the most narrow and obsolete prejudices. Hinduism under modern
influences has slowly developed a tendency towards liberalism, but any attempt to run it precipitately in the same
path creates suspicion and fear, and is apt to check the forward movement.
*
Associated with the Brahmo movement of the early sixties and seventies of the last century was the
temperance movement under the leadership of Peary Chum Sircar. I never had the honor of sitting at the feet of
Peary Chum Sircar, but he was one of the greatest teachers of youth that Bengal has produced. A temperance
movement for the protection of the young was a real necessity at that time. Some of our best men had fallen
victims to the curse of drink.
It was considered to be an inseparable part of English culture. A man who did not drink was hardly entitled to
be called educated. The saintly Raj Narayan Bose tells us in his autobiography (and I have heard the story from
his own lips) how one afternoon he went to Ram Gopal Ghose’s house, and, meeting other friends there, called for
a drink from the servant, the master being away; and how, when Ram Gopal came back from office, he found
them all lying on the floor in a state of more or less hopeless inebriety.
The youth of Bengal had to be rescued from this terrible vice, and a complete transformation of the opinion of
the educated community was an urgent necessity. No man was better qualified to lead the movement than a
teacher of youth so universally respected as Peary Chum Sircar.
The outward look and demeanor of the man would, however, produce the impression that he was far more fit
to follow than to lead. One so gentle, so quiet, so amiable, seemed to be hopelessly wanting in the sterner qualities
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of the leader of a great public movement. The result, however, showed that there was the mailed fist concealed
under the velvet glove, and that the gentle head master of the Colootola Branch School had been gifted by nature
with what are believed to be incompatible qualities, a child-like simplicity and a fascinating amiability, combined
with the firmness and strength of a leader of men.
The temperance movement was a great success. We all joined it. We were enthusiastic about it, held meetings
and made speeches. Keshub Chunder Sen, Iswar Chunoor Vidyasagar and the Reverend C. H. A. Dall, a highly
esteemed American missionary of the Unitarian Church, were active promoters of the movement. It made an
abiding impression on the young generation, and helped to stem the tide of intemperance, which had assumed
ominous proportions.
*
There was one other public movement that marked the period of my student life and which deserves a passing
reference. It was the movement for the remarriage of Hindu widows, inaugurated by the great Pundit Iswar
Chunder Vidyasagar. His is an honored name in Bengal and will, I think, occupy, next to Raja Ram Mohun Roy,
the proudest place in our history. I knew him well and admired his great personality, his wonderful strength of
purpose, the breadth and liberality of his views, and his deep and burning sympathy for the helpless and the poor.
It was this last trait of his character that made him the champion of the Hindu widow.
At the time he happened to possess great influence with the Government, and succeeded in passing a law
legalizing the remarriage of Hindu widows. I well remember the stir and agitation which the movement produced
and how orthodox Hindus were up in arms against it. Young as I was, I felt an interest in what was going on; and
one of the earliest recollections of my boyhood is the sense of grief that I felt at the lot of a Brahmin girl, a
neighbor of mine who had just lost her husband, and how strongly I wished her to be remarried. I never could
pass her house as a boy without the liveliest emotions.
The movement, however, made no impression upon the community at the time. My grandfather was violently
opposed to it; my father was as eager in its support. For the time being orthodoxy prevailed; and the champion of
the Hindu widows died a disappointed man, like so many of those who were in advance of their age, leaving his
message, unfulfilled, to a posterity that may yet do justice to his patriotic endeavors.
The progress which the movement has made since his death in 1891 has been slow. A new generation has
sprung up, but he has found no successor. The mantle of Elijah has not fallen upon Elisha. The lot of the Hindu
widow today remains very much the same as it was fifty years ago. There are few to wipe her tears and to remove
the enforced widowhood that is her lot. The group of sentimental sympathizers have perhaps increased—shouting
at public meetings on the Vidyasagar anniversary day, but leaving unredeemed the message of the great champion
of the Hindu widow.
When will that message be fulfilled? cried I in the days of my youth. Let me repeat it in the evening of my life.
2
As I have observed, I started for England on March 3, 1868, with Romesh Chunder Dutt and Behari Lal Gupta.
We were all young, in our teens, and a visit to England in those days was a more serious affair than it is now. It
not only meant absence from home and those near and dear to one for a number of years, but there was the grim
prospect of social ostracism, which for all practical purposes has now happily passed away.
We all three had to make our arrangements in secret, as if we were engaged in some nefarious plot of which
the world should know nothing. My father was helping me in every way, but the fact had to be carefully
concealed from my mother, and when at last on the eve of my departure the news had to be broken to her, she
fainted away under the shock of what to her was terrible news.
We received the most substantial help from the late Mr. Monomohan Ghose, who had just returned from
England and had joined the Bar of the Calcutta High Court. A finer and a nobler man I have hardly ever set eyes
upon. A warm patriot, he heartily desired that his countrymen should visit England in large numbers, and he was
always ready with his advice and with such practical encouragement as lay in his power. So great was the interest
he felt in this matter that Michael Madhu Shudan Dutt, our great national poet, nicknamed him “Protector of
Indian Emigrants Proceeding to Europe”. We passed the night preceding our departure at his house at Cossipur,
where he was then staying, and before daybreak we started for the steamer at Chandpal Ghat.
*
Early on the morning of the third of March my father came to wish me good-bye. It was the last sight I was
destined to have of him in this world; for he died while I was away in England.
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I went down with him to his carriage. He was dressed in simple dhoti and chudder, and, as he walked down the
steps looking at me he uttered the word, “Farewell”, and turned his back, though his eyes were still fixed on me,
the tears trickling down his cheeks.
It was the last word that I heard him say. Was it uttered with a prophet’s prevision, in unconscious response to
a voice sounding in the depths of his soul, that he and I were to meet no more on this side of the grave? It is now
over fifty years since then, but the incident remains graven on my memory as a precious treasure.
Father and son, we parted forever—I on my long journey onwards in that strenuous life beset with the
strangest vicissitudes, and he back to the old home and to my sorrowing mother, to console her as best he could.
We parted, never again to meet, myself retaining through life a more than filial affection and reverence for a
father who more than any human being had contributed to my upbuilding. His disinterestedness, his sympathy for
the poor, his abhorrence of sordid means, have left an abiding impression on me, and have strengthened the roots
of that filial piety which is one of the cardinal virtues of the Hindu.
All this may seem to be high-strung sentiment to the European reader, but to the Hindu it is natural and
represents the spontaneous outflow of the soul.
*
In those days a trip to England seemed to our people to be even more perilous than a voyage to the North Pole.
Things were much worse still in the days of Ram Mohun Roy, and his biographer tells us that Dwarakanath
Tagore’s house, from which the Raja started for his ship, was filled with an eager crowd of visitors who had
thronged to have their last look at one whom they believed they were never again to see alive.
Our attitude has now greatly changed; and it is one of many signs of the transformation that has taken place
within the last fifty years.
The sea-voyage was thoroughly enjoyed by us. None of us was sea-sick, and we had a good deal to see in the
various ports where the vessel touched. We arrived at Southampton after a voyage of nearly five weeks. Mr. W. C.
Bonnerjea, who had been written to by Mr. Monomohan Ghose, met us at Southampton and took us to London.
He put us up at a boarding-house in Barnard Street, near University College, London. After a short stay there, we
settled down in our respective quarters and applied ourselves in right earnest to the work that lay before us.
*
I lived near Hampstead Heath, as a pupil in the family of Mr. Talfourd Ely, a teacher of Latin in University
Collegiate School, London. I greatly benefited by my stay in his family. It was a happy English middle-class
home, and it impressed me with the clean, orderly, methodical lives of the English middle-class. There was an allpervading air of discipline in the family. I was treated as one of its members, and when, eighteen months after, I
left Mr. Ely’s house to live in lodgings, we parted with mutual regret. I worked hard and passed the Open
Competitive Examination for the Indian Civil Service in 1869.
*
Within a few weeks after the publication of my name in the list of successful candidates my troubles began. In
filling up the form required by the Calcutta University (of which I was a graduate) I had put down sixteen years as
my age when I appeared for the Matriculation Examination of that University in December, 1863. The regulations
for the Open Competitive Examination for the Civil Service of India then in force required that a candidate should
be above nineteen, and below twenty-one, years of age. If I were sixteen in 1863, I would be above the required
limit of age in 1869 and would be disqualified on that ground.
The difference, however, was easily explained. Born in November, 1848, I was fifteen and not sixteen years of
age when I went up for my Matriculation Examination, and if I were fifteen years at the time, I was within the
limit of age prescribed by the regulations. How, then, came I to state in my Matriculation form that I was sixteen
years?
The truth is, that the Indian method of reckoning the age of a man is different from that followed among
Englishmen. We reckon the age not from the time of one’s birth, but from the time of the conception of the child
in the mother’s womb, and, accordingly, when the boy has completed his fifteenth year, he would be known as
sixteen years old and would describe himself as such.
Among Englishmen his age would be only fifteen.
It may here be mentioned that the school records fully bore out that I was only fifteen years old, according to
the English method of calculation, at the time I appeared for the Matriculation Examination. These records were
based upon information obtained from home. The entry in the Matriculation form was made by me and I naturally
put the age down as I knew it according to our way of reckoning..
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However that may be, this apparent discrepancy between my age as given in my Matriculation form and as
stated in the certificate submitted to the Civil Service Commissioners was well known to my Indian friends in
London (for we were a handful at the time) and nobody thought that there was anything in it or that it was likely
to be used fur the purpose of removing my name from the list of selected candidates.
But a few weeks after the declaration of the result of the examination, an advertisement (supposed to be the
work of an Indian) appeared in the newspapers to the effect that if the fifty-first candidate (he was the first among
the unsuccessful candidates) would communicate with a person whose address was given, he would hear
something to his advantage.. Among the Indian colony in London at that time there was no doubt as to who had
published that advertisement.
The discrepancy was brought to the notice of the Civil Service Commissioners; and it so happened that there
was this difference between the University record of age and that before the Civil Service Commissioners in the
case of two other successful Indian candidates, namely, Behari Lal Gupta, who rose to high office in the Indian
Civil Service, and Sripad Babaji Thakur, who became a District Judge in the Bombay Presidency. We were
requested to furnish explanations. Our explanations were practically the same and we reconciled the discrepancy
by pointing out the difference between the English and the Indian methods of reckoning age.
Our explanations were deemed unsatisfactory. My name and Thakur’s were removed from the list of
successful candidates. Mr. Gupta escaped the same fate, because, even if he had been sixteen according to the
English method of reckoning when he went up for the Matriculation, he was still within the prescribed limit.
I was not prepared to take this decision lying down; and, what is more, the removal of our names from the list
of successful candidates evoked a universal outburst. of indignation throughout India, especially in Bengal. The
great leaders of the Indian community, among whom I may mention Maharaja Romanath Tagore, Maharaja
Jotindra Mohon Tagore, Pundit Iswar Chunder Vidyasagar, Raja Rajendra Lal Mitter and Rai Kristo Das Pal
Bahadur, joined in an affidavit testifying to the Indian method of reckoning age to which I have already referred.
The Indian newspapers of the time were full of articles condemning the decision of the Civil Service
Commissioners.
At the head of the Commission was Sir Edward Ryan, who for many years had been Chief Justice of the High
Court of Bengal; and it is curious that he should have been ignorant of the method of reckoning age usual
amongst us, or, knowing it, failed to have recognized its obvious application to our case.
*
We decided to move the Queen’s Bench for a writ of mandamus upon the Civil Service Commissioners. Our
friends in England were unanimously of opinion that the only remedy lay in an appeal to the Law Courts. Two
names occur to me in this connexion to which I cannot refer without emotions of the deepest gratitude—those of
Mr. John D. Bell, and Sir Taraknath Palit, who was then in England, having been recently called to the Bar. They
took the matter up with earnestness and enthusiasm.
Mr. Bell was for many years a leading barrister of the Calcutta High Court, and was now in retirement in
England, practicing before the Privy Council. He declined to take any fee, for, he said, it was a just cause, and he
had eaten the salt of India. It is no exaggeration to say that the success of our application was largely due to his
earnest and disinterested advocacy.
Those who knew Sir Taraknath Palit in his later life knew the ardor of his soul, the warmth of his friendship,
and his invincible tenacity of purpose in any cause that he made his own; and these qualities, which made him the
distinguished citizen and the eminent advocate that he became in after life, were already conspicuously in
evidence.
Sripad Babaji Thakur did not move in the matter. Wise man that he was, he rightly concluded that if I won he
would win too; for the two cases stood exactly on the same footing. I engaged Mr. Mellish, who afterwards
became Lord Justice of Appeal, as the leading counsel, and Mr. John D. Bell as his junior.
*
On June 11, 1869, Mr. Mellish applied before the Queen’s Bench Division for a mandamus upon the Civil
Service Commissioners to show cause why my name should not be restored to the list of probationers for the
Indian Civil Service.
The Bench that heard the application consisted of some of the greatest English judges, and was presided over
by the Lord Chief Justice of England, Sir Alexander Cockburn. Mr. Mellish had no difficulty in obtaining a
favorable hearing, and the following résumé of the proceedings in Court will explain the attitude of the judges in
regard to the merits of the case:
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Mr. Mellish said that this was the first instance in which a native of India—necessarily at very great disadvantage—
had succeeded in this examination; and it would be most unfortunate if he should be unfairly defeated on such a ground
as this. After a successful career at the University of Calcutta, this gentleman, in the face of immense difficulties, had
come over to this country to compete with Englishmen in examinations upon English subjects conducted in the English
language, and he had succeeded. It would be lamentable that it should go forth to India that he had been, after all,
defeated upon such a point as this, and without the least foundation for it. The Commissioners, in answer to his
statement clearly showing that he was within the prescribed age, had written back that he had, “admitted” that he was
beyond it (a laugh), and they had declined to hear evidence upon the point.
The Lord Chief Justice: They say, in effect, “Any evidence you may adduce we shall set at naught”.
Mr. Justice Mellor: They say, “You are estopped by your statement at Calcutta”, though it plainly appears that it is
quite consistent with his present statement.
Mr. Justice Blackburn: They totally misapprehend his statement, and then they tell the applicant that upon their
(mistaken) construction of it they consider it conclusive against him, whereas in reality it is not so.
Mr. Justice Hannen: They appear to represent it as imperative upon them to take the eastern mode of computation.
The Lord Chief Justice: Show us that we have jurisdiction, and I think there is no doubt we shall exercise it.
Mr. Mellish submitted that the jurisdiction was clear. The statute gave every native Indian subject a legal right to
admission upon certain conditions prescribed by the Queen, all of which he contended that he had satisfied. The
Commissioners proposed to deprive the applicant of this legal right upon grounds clearly untenable, and this without
hearing his evidence. This was clearly contrary to those obligations of natural justice which were incumbent upon all
tribunals, or upon all bodies which had legal duties to perform, however domestic the tribunal might be. Therefore the
applicant was entitled to a mandamus to compel the Commissioners to hear and consider his evidence, and adjudicate
or determine upon it, as to the actual truth of the matter of fact in dispute.

The rule was granted, but the Civil Service Commissioners did not wait to contest it. Their position was
indefensible and their decision perhaps hasty; and before the case came on for hearing they wrote to Sripad Babaji
Thakur and myself, reinstating us in our positions as selected candidates for the Indian Civil Service.
*
I won my case, but my father died before the news could reach him.
My father died on February 20, 1870. I was then living with my friend, Mr. K. M. Chatterjee (who afterwards
became a Judge of the Calcutta Court of Small Causes) in lodgings in Gaisford Street, Kentish Town. The
circumstances in which I received the news of my father’s death were so peculiar and even extraordinary that they
may perhaps be mentioned here.
To the spiritualist, and the believer in the relations between the visible and the invisible world, they may
perhaps lend countenance to their theories.
It was about the middle of March that I first received the news of my father’s death. The night before I was
restive, excited and unhappy, I knew not why. But my thoughts were turned homewards. I thought of those whom
I had left behind. I thought most of my father.
It was a bad night for a heavy sleeper like myself. I rose early, dressed and went down to the parlor where Mr.
Chatterjee and myself used to have our meals. He soon joined me, and we had our breakfast. Later on the
postman’s knock was heard. It was mail day. Chatterjee got his Indian letter, but there was none for me. It added
to my uneasiness.
My friend read my thoughts in my face; and, with the quick and responsive sensibility of his nature, he opened
his letter in my presence and began to read it aloud. I followed him with the closest attention. He was seated in an
easy-chair at one end of the room; I was reclining on a sofa at the other end.
All of a sudden, he stopped reading, and, with a sad face and swollen eyes, struggling to conceal his emotion,
he gazed affectionately at me.
Years have rolled by. I am in the evening of my life, soon perhaps to join him for whom I grieved. But I have a
vivid recollection of the emotions that overwhelmed me. I said to my friend,
“Why do you stop? Go on.”
He would not answer, nor read, but grew sadder as he looked at me. The dark event which was soon to
overwhelm me had already cast its shadows ahead. With a trembling voice, but with unfaltering directness of
purpose, as if some voice from within was moving my heart and inspiring my tongue, I said to my friend,
“Why don’t you read? Is anybody ill at home?”
Still no answer. Chatterjee, so frank and communicative, was mute. But I pressed on. The voice within would
give me no peace or rest. I repeated,
“Is my father ill?”
Still no response. Chatterjee sat like a statue. Finally came the explosion. I asked, amid a flood of tears,
“Is my father living or dead?”
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Chatterjee immediately dropped the letter and ran to the sofa where I was sitting, and grasped me in his
embraces, his tears commingling with mine.
I was dazed, overpowered and lay half stunned. Lalmohan Ghose, Taraknath Palit (afterwards Sir Taraknath
Palit), Woomesh Chunder Mazumdar, who died three years later as the result of a riding accident, Keshub
Chunder Sen, who was then in England, and other friends saw me soon after. Mazumdar stayed with me the night,
as my friends would not allow me to be alone in my room. The incidents of that day I can never forget, and
associated with them now are the hallowed memories of departed friends who grieved with me and consoled me
in one of the saddest moments of my life.
*
We had lost nearly a year in fighting the case, and we were given the option of going up for the final
examination with the men of our year (1869) or with the candidates who would be selected in 1870. I decided in
favour of the former course; Sripad Babaji Thakur preferred to join the batch for 1870.
Of Sripad Babaji it may not be out, of place to say a word or two. In every way he was a remarkable man. His
genius for the mastery of languages was phenomenal. Constitutionally he was averse to hard work; but he found
ample compensation in the bountiful gilts of a beneficent nature, which made good his lack of steady industry.
A little story occurs to my mind in connexion with him, which shows the man and the large part which the
chapter of accidents sometimes plays in human life.
On the eve of our examination we were of course all very busy, but not so Sripad Babaji Thakur. Chess was his
favorite diversion and he was an expert chess player, able to direct the moves from a different room from where
the game was being played. As usual he had finished a game; and then perhaps a qualm of conscience seized him
and he felt that he must do something for the examination at which he was to appear on the following morning.
He took up Webster’s Dictionary, which happened to be near him, and read the chapter on the requisites of a good
dictionary. His memory was marvelous, and every idea that was in the chapter was imprinted on his mind.
As luck would have it, we were asked in the paper on English Composition to write an essay on the requisites
of a good dictionary, and, as might have been expected, Thakur, who had read the subject up the previous night,
acquitted himself well.
With his great intellectual gifts Thakur was one of the most amiable of men. Sir Taraknath Palit was his guide,
philosopher and friend. When he arrived in London Thakur was a vegetarian and used to wear his hair like the rest
of his orthodox countrymen. Sir Taraknath soon made him a meat-eater and induced him to dress and wear his
hair like an Englishman; and Thakur was never happier than with his new habits and in his new habiliments. We
used to chaff him about them, and his loud laughter that spoke the vacant mind the echoes of which I still
remember, added to our hilarity and enjoyment.
*
Among the Indian candidates who competed with us for the Indian Civil Service in 1869 was another
remarkable man whose early death deprived the world of a Sanskrit scholar of great promise—I mean Anandaram
Barua\fn{1850-1889}. In regard to him also there was the difficulty about the age to which I have referred; but, the
point having been settled in my case, it was no longer raised in his.
He came from Assam and distinguished himself at the examinations of the Calcutta University. Having
obtained a State scholarship, he went to England to compete for the Indian Civil Service. He secured a place for
himself among the successful candidates in 1870.
As a member of the Indian Civil Service he combined the duties of an administrator with extraordinary
devotion to literature, and at the time of his death, I understand, he was engaged in preparing a dictionary of the
Sanskrit language which, alas, never saw the light. His was a case of blighted promise which in its fruition would
have enriched the world of letters.
*
Of my two friends, Romesh Chunder Dutt and Behari Lal Gupta, what shall I say? They were to me more than
brothers. Throughout life, though our activities lay in different spheres, we were linked by the closest ties of
friendship and affection, the memory of which death has only served to sanctify. They were pioneers in the
hitherto untrodden path of Indians entering the Bengal Civil Service. Their position was difficult; and their
anxieties great.
But they excelled in those high qualities which should distinguish all pioneers; and when, as in their careers it
sometimes happened, there was a conflict between the claims of the Service and those of the nation, they
preferred the latter and exalted the interests of the motherland above the sectional concerns of the class to which
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they belonged. An illustration of this was found in the Ilbert Bill controversy, of which Behari Lal Gupta, in his
capacity of Presidency Magistrate of Calcutta, might be said to have been the originator.
As for Romesh Chunder Dutt, he was a man amongst men, a prince among his peers (primus inter pares). His
superiority was observable in every gathering that he adorned with his presence. Yet this distinguished Civil
Servant, such was the reactionary tendency in those days, never rose beyond the position of an officiating
Commissioner of a Division—though an Indian Prince, one of the greatest in the Empire, the Maharaja of Baroda,
subsequently, when Dutt was no longer in the Indian Civil Service, appointed him his Prime Minister.
When he was appointed a member of the Bengal Legislative Council, his presence was immediately felt. I was
a member, and we all noticed it. He would not move in the usual official groove. There was a flutter in the official
benches; and Sir Charles Elliot, who, as Lieutenant-Governor, was President of the Council, put the best
appearance he could upon this somewhat novel feature in the Council atmosphere by declaring that he welcomed
an independent outlook, such as Mr. Dutt had shown, amongst official members.
*
Before I leave this part of my Reminiscences I should like to say a word or two about our English professors
and tutors.
Soon after our arrival we joined some of the classes in University College, London, and we took private
lessons from some of them. We were treated by them all with the utmost kindness, and by some of them,
Professors Goldstucker and Henry Morley in particular, with what I may call an affectionate solicitude. They
perhaps realized that we were strangers in a strange land, far away from those near and dear to us. Mr. Morley
treated us more or less as members of his household, and Dr. Goldstucker, who was a bachelor, with no household
except a dog that barked whenever we came, and an old maid-servant with one tooth in her head, greeted us with
the affectionate but steer authority of a Hindu guru. On one occasion I was late in arriving, and the first thing he
said to me after the dog had done its barking was,
“Well, Banerjea, your ancestors lived without time, and you are keeping up their traditions. That will not do in
London. Here time means money.”
I put in the best excuse I could, but definitely made up my mind to sin no more, and ever since I have tried to
practice the precept that punctuality is the virtue of princes and even of men who are not, and never can be,
princes.
Dr. Goldstucker was Professor of Sanskrit in University College, and he was my Sanskrit tutor. He was a
veritable pundit of the old type, straight, stern, irritable, but with a large fund of the milk of human kindness. He
was lame and had a wooden leg. In the course of a conversation I mentioned that one wasted time in coming up
by tram. He said,
“Oh, yes. I walk all the way and I don’t stop to take people in as the tram does.”
He had many fine qualities; but his weak point, as it seemed to me, was his uneasy feeling about the fame of
Max Müller, a brother German. Bred in the atmosphere of Sanskrit learning, he was, like our own pundits, apt to
be irritable. On one occasion we were all walking along Charing Cross when Professor Goldstucker flew into a
temper about some trifling matter. Professor Morley, who was one of our party, whispered into my ear,
“Banerjea, don't you mind it. The heel of one of his boots is off, and he has become fidgety.” We all laughed.
*
In striking contrast with the irritability of the Sanskrit professor was the sweet serenity, the real love of life and
the work of life which Professor Henry Morley displayed in all his dealings with us.
Life was to him a pleasant sunshine, brightened by the cheeriness of his own home. He was always working
and always smiling. In my troubles with the Civil Service Commissioners he gave me all the help that he could,
and enlisted the sympathies of Charles Dickens, the great novelist, who wrote a strong article in Good Words, a
journal that he edited. From him there was always a cheery look and an encouraging word to hearten me in the
hour of my troubles. Once he said to me,
“Banerjea, they will yet raise a statue for you for the fight you are putting up.”
An Englishman, no matter what his station or calling may be, has a soft corner in his heart for a good fighter;
and this quality does not leave him even when he is abroad, separated from those influences which largely
determine his character and conduct.
We have heard complaints in these days about the treatment of Indian students in England and the prejudice
that is supposed to exist against them. In our time there was no such feeling and no such complaint. We were
welcomed wherever we went, and everywhere there was a disposition to treat us with the kindness due to
strangers. We were of course few in number and thrown largely in the company of Englishmen. We thus had an
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opportunity of studying English life and English institutions at close quarters, to the mutual advantage of both
Englishmen and ourselves. For, I fear, ignorance is too often the mother of prejudice, and closer knowledge hardly
ever fails to dissipate misunderstanding and establish good relations.
An Englishman once publicly declared that I was more English than most Englishmen. I freely confess that I
have a genuine admiration for those great institutions which have helped to build up English life and the fabric of
British constitutional freedom. …
263.106 & 264.163 A. 1. The Home On The River 2. Renan’s Jesus 3. The Evil 4. The Children’s Hour 5. The
Key Of Heaven 6. A Day In June 7. For Tired Workers 8. Our Village 9. A Blameless Life 10. At Eventide 11. A
Word For The Plains 12. Amiens Cathedral 13. The Music Of Faith: Thirteen Sonnets B. Excerpt from
Margaret\fn{by Christina Catherine Fraser-Tytler (1848-1927)} Bombay, Maharashtra State, India (F) 14
A
1
There is a calm clear water on a breast
Of utter greenness. Close on either side
The moss-grown woodland’s velvet lips are pressed
Down to the ripple, where the shadows hide
Among the rushes, that in soft unrest
Bend with a wistful murmur to the tide;
There all the summer long, as some small nest,
Our home lay hidden where the streams divide.
*
But when the golden sheaves were gathered by,
And God had mellowed all the woodland’s face
To deathly ripeness, winnowing in the sky
He sent His wind a-roving through the place;
Then, like told love and true, our home would show
Her sweet face bravely through the winter’s snow.
2
He stands before us bared of all His state.
His very foes once plaited Him a crown,
And lent Him purple. But His friend of late
Is he who strips Him. Surely hatred’s frown
Were better than the cold and careful kiss,
That says, “O love Him! though not wholly true,
Love the fair part He played!” Renan, we miss
Our Christ. Be the impostor Christ for you.
*
Truth in His life and ends, or naught ! And then,
Robbed of all else that Renan has not proved
Nor can believe, what, Renan, shall remain?
This; that He still is noblest, best-beloved.
Dearer the holiest soul this earth has trod
Than thine Unknowable and Unknown God.\fn{Written as a response to the Life Of Jesus (1863), a book by Joseph Ernest Renan
(1823-1892, a French expert on Middle Eastern ancient languages and civilizations), wherein he claimed, among other things, that, as W puts
it, “the life of Jesus should be written like the life of any historic person, and that the Bible could and should be subject to the same critical
scrutiny as other historical documents”:H}
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He knelt before Thee, Thy dear Son, and prayed
That Thou wouldst keep us from the evil: Lord,
But did He see that mystery unafraid
Save for the souls He loved? and all abroad
Casting His eyes to where Thy counsels laid
In wisdom, satisfy Thy soul, adored
He wholly, saddened somewhat by the shade,
But with no faithlessness in Thee, my God?
*
Ah, did He know the aching of dull doubt,
The worse than darkness, the half-lights are shed
About our footsteps; miracles without,
And whisperings within, and overhead
Silence? Suffice it that He saw the ill,
And called Thee righteous and His Father, still!
4
The day is done, with all its busy sound,
And halts preparing for the patient hour
We call the children’s. Even they are found
To feel its silent majesty of power.
Like roses looking for the evening shower
Of dew, when weary of the glorious day,
They watch the sun below the sea-line lower,
Then put each noisy toy and game away.
*
The time is come for gentler joys than these,
And happy memories draw them to the place
Where, with the opened book upon her knees,
A mother waits them, and a mother’s face
Is blest, in being still the holy lure
To those, twice blest, whose welcome is so sure.
5
He fears, who loves—he too may love who fears.
Not fear of schoolboy of the bully’s kick,
But that deep awe that breaks itself in tears
Over God’s broken law, fear that is quick
To flame into just wrath at flippant sneers
At poverty, or poverty’s estate;
Fear, that in all the cycles of the years
Learns One to fear, and only knows one hate.
*
Ah, hapless soul that hopelessly dost seek
For things God-veiled with cold and fearless gaze,
Searching with unbent eyes the wholly meek!
He only mounts to God who stoops and prays.
The gate of heaven is low: none lifts for thee:
Or stay without, or bend, and take the key.
6
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Come down amongst us, and men know it not!
They call it lightly a fine summer’s day,
But breathing Nature knows it; not one spot
But trembles at the knowledge. Every spray
From garden unto forest at its lot
Smiles in the stillness, and the veil away
Twixt earth and sky, earth’s confines are forgot;
Praise shakes the world, too near its God to pray.
*
So when the Glory of the Godhead came
Long years ago and trod the paths of men,
They called Him prophet, and His words of flame
The poet’s madness. Earth at her Lord’s name
Was speechless; but ’twas hers alone to hide
Her widowed face in darkness, when He died.
7
We look around, the murky sky is still;
No answering sunbeam pierces. Clouds lie curled
Upon the dull horizon. Dark is His will
Who yet hath made us, and His ensigns furled.
Ah, if His speaking thunders were but hurled
Adown the sullen silence! but we stand,
Holding our puny thread with faithless hand
Pulled from the grand disorder of the world.
*
What use, what use to hold so small a thing,
Loosed from the tangled web of giant wrong?
Let purpose perish and dear hope take wing!
So cry we. But the angels say, “Be strong!
None other threads than these go weave the hem
Of God’s own garment; so He treasures them!”
8
Our little village sat beside the way:
So low the eaves, they well-nigh touched my head
Before my years were many. Swallows shed
Their downy breast-plumes all the summer’s day;
And chasing their unseen and airy prey,
Whirled wide, and chirruped, and then sudden sped
Under the sheltering thatch, and vanished,
Where every year they kept their court in May.
*
But none less sweet was our dear home when nights
Were long and dark, and evening came so soon,
When all the earth was wrapped in snow, and lights
Burned in the cottage windows, and the moon
Struggled between the cloud-rifts; while within
We sat at mother’s feet, to watch her spin.
And father span his tales, and kicked the wood,
And sent the sparks far flying up the shaft;
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And we—we chirruped like the swallow’s brood,
And clapped our hands, and blew them up, and laughed.
Then mother lit his pipe, and set the food
Upon the cleanly board, and each blue waft
We watched, and father’s dreamy mood,
Or slyly sipped at the warm beer he quaffed.
And on the panes the finger of the frost
Drew wondrous pictures all the still night through,
That in the morning one by one were lost,
Fading before the sunlight; and the blue
Of the high heaven seemed stretched by God to show
Our village, hidden in her veil of snow.
9
In some sweet country lane her home is set,
Where fondling creepers cling about the eaves,
Where after rain the jasmine blossoms wet
Star the damp earth, or swing between the leaves
In cobwebs, diamond-bordered. Roses fret
Against her window: and the yellow sheaves
Of harvest, treasuring the sun they get,
Ripen before her: she it all receives
Unknowingly. Twin sister to the flowers,
She looks on them and groweth aye more air—
With lilies swelling under summer showers
Her soul increaseth: and that silent prayer,
Her blameless life and beauty, to God’s feet
Rising for ever maketh earth most sweet.
10
I had been weary long, nor could find rest,
God’s wonders, and the wonders seem not His,
Pressing upon me. While the endless quest
Of souls that think to find and ever miss
The key of Being, ’mazed me. In my breast
Spread only widening circles, where in this
Deep of despondency there fell unrest,
Pebble-like, striking where my faint heart is.
For if He be, we cannot see or know—
And if He love, how prove it true, poor heart?
A living God, if hidden past the snow
Of you innumerable worlds, what part
Have we in Him, and whither do we go,
And what is this world’s mocking, mindless show?
*
So to the shore my nerveless footsteps drew,
And on the crisp sea-turf I laid me prone,
And fell asleep beneath the voiceless blue,
Forgot the din and crying from the town,
Forgot Life’s cruel face that looked me through,
Forgot the widowed woman’s piteous moan,
The weary quest of the poor way-worn crew
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Of seekers, wandering ever up and down.
I slept. And waking, saw the sea at rest;
Thereon most perfect Peace had spread her wings,
Soft rosy cloudlets fluttered in the west,
A God-like glory brooded on all things—
The rhyming waves spake constantly to me
Out of the bosom of the inconstant sea.
*
Hush, human soul, that liest at His feet!
We too are His, and we too are as thou,
The meaning and the end we know not now
Of storms so fierce and calms that are so fleet.
But He—He knoweth! To His will we bow,
And know Him God from hours like these, when meet
Maker and Made: when we are sure His brow
Bended above us maketh all things sweet!
*
We are upon the shadow side of God—
And of the gloom, we say, “It is not He!”
And we forget that once the journey trod,
We shall have reached the fuller light, and be
Close to His breast, that now must only know
He smileth somewhere, by the after-glow.
11
The mountain peaks have singers every day.
This is God’s Hill whereon He loves, said one,
To dwell for ever. But the plain hath none,
Where open country stretches far away
And the blue heaven environs every way
The strange round world, until the fading tone
Of dim blue distance loses at God’s throne
Her misty features. Yet the rushes sway
Musical, soughing to the summer wind
Beside the silver stream that moving slow,
Mirrors the thirsty cattle as they go
Knee-deep among forget-me-nots. And kind
Smiles down the full face of the sun, where red
Ripen the poppies in a waving bed.
*
Nor when the autumn winds have swept the land
And trees are bare, and birds no longer sing,
Is the wide plain so pictureless a thing.
For grander beauties wait on God’s command,
Ravens and clouds in a tumultuous band
Pass with a screech and darkness on the wing,
And the loosed windmill on the knoll will fling
Its weird black arms, like some enchanter’s wand.
While through the gust of wind and swirl of mist
Each ruffled pollard turns a pallid face,
The stream by some pale sunbeam’s lips is kissed,
A truant glory lights the wintry place;
Bidding our plain of Mamre robe to greet
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Angels of spring, with flower-bespangled feet.
12
As underneath thy portal late I stood
And all thy beauty broke upon mine eye,
What magic stayed the Currents of my blood
And out of my moved being drew a sigh?
No human creature thou, and yet the flood
Of higher thought, too long, alas! run dry,
Rushed from its channel out to man and God,
As when with holy friends we company.
*
So I have known a simple child, now dead,
Was used, when he lay waking in his cot,
To tremble at the distant music’s note
And water with hot tears his little bed.
Through our dull sense at times we feel God’s hand,
And feel the most where least we understand.
13
Earth’s sounds are sad and all her music strange,
Discord on discord following through the air,
One mighty symphony is called Change,
And one low wail sobs out her name—Despair.
Life’s harp, as in some damp and moated grange,
Has lost the sweetness that of old she bare,
And on her rusty strings sin’s fingers range
Whose least sad harmony is tuned to care.
*
But Faith bath heard above the troubled wind
The notes divorced that make the music sweet;
Disconsolate Pain shall yet her sister find,
And Change and Constancy shall rush to meet
In one vast chord, whose wave of song shall bind
All incompleteness in the All-Complete.
B
1
A train is rolling slowly along through green fields, now powdered with July dust.
Wayside crucifixes, ghastly enough when they are approached, are placed at intervals along the line, or rather
in the fields below it. A short, sturdy woman, with full dark petticoats, and a jacket bedecked with much silver and
many coins, passes, or is passed now and then. Sometimes she kneels for a moment under the shadow of the
outstretched figure with the upturned face of agony, painted, alas! but too vividly by the poor artist of some
neighboring village. Too vividly for our peace, who are conscious for an instant that life is going too easily with
us who are followers (so-called) of Him; too vividly for those who have turned aside from the old ways for
The Titan child’s decree,
The baby Science, born but yesterday,
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and who, as the upturned face is for a moment brought before them, start inwardly as the words of a mother’s
hymn come to their minds, and the soul whispers,
“What if the old way were the true way, after all?”
I would not harp to weariness on the theme that has already tinged two chapters. They have much to answer
for who weary humanity out of all interest in great and high things by their unskillful and injudicious handling.
And how repetition deadens the keen edge of interest, and how habit and familiarity make the greatest of
mysteries appear to us as commonplace, is well known to us all.
But an age has come when thinking men and women cannot be satisfied with nominalities. Lukewarmness has
had its reign; now zeal for good or evil is abroad in all the earth. Traditions, however ancient and venerable, say
the materialists of today, shall not stand before the touchstone of Truth.
The answer of Gamaliel were not amiss here. If the tradition be not of God, verily it shall not stand. If it be of
God, it stands, and shall, to everlasting.
People are thinking now as they have never thought before; and people are more honest than they have ever
been before. Man’s mind is working with a vigor and a sincerity of purpose that seems to be wholly new. The
world has had its play-time, and when it was frivolous and ignorant it accepted the highest and holiest truths, not
altogether from piety, not altogether from faith, but because it was easier to accept than to refuse. Yes, and
sometimes because there existed no degrees of ease and difficulty for it. It is easy for those who have never
thought for themselves to swallow what is offered them by others.
This is too often mistaken for faith. Is it faith in the eyes of God? I think not. Faith cries, “Open Thou mine
eyes, that I may see,” as David cried; not, “Blind me, that I may accept all Thou givest, or that is given in Thy
name.”
Does it displease Him, think you, that the man to whom He has given vast gifts of reasoning and intellect,
should use these for all other services than for the contemplation of Him? When Reason has reached her limit, the
soul that is greatest cries out indeed, “There is yet more beyond!” How should the finite comprehend infinity? “Is
the servant above his lord?” God says to man, as to the waves of the sea, “Thus far shalt thou come, and no
further, and here shall thy proud waves be stayed.”
And what shall follow here if not that holy thing called faith? And what is faith but the boundary line where
man, losing himself, would fain lose himself in God? And what is poorer, meaner, more narrow, and dogmatic,
than that teaching which says, “Because I see no more, no more exists?”
The same maxims fell heavily upon the heart of one Christopher Columbus, who dared to believe in something
he could not see; and who believing, and likewise searching, found that in which he had believed, after all.
Honesty is good; but the abuse of honesty comes round again to self-deception. Faith is good; but faith itself
may be degraded into a superstition, There is a prayer which beseeches of our Father to give us a “right judgment
in all things.” We need that blessing very often.
In the train that is rolling into Munich, and in one carriage, there is a faith that has been degraded into an
obstinate superstition, and there is a follower of honesty who is verging upon self-deceit. And perhaps there is one
who, as nearly as may be, takes the equal course between them; as nearly as the delicate balance of the human
judgment will allow of.
Besides these, there is a Frenchman, who is rattling out profane jokes, and talking with impudent familiarity of
the “bon Dieu”\fn{Good Lord} whom he does not know, and of the “ciel,”\fn{Heaven} in which. he does not
believe. And there is an American, with opinions like his clothes, very loose and badly put together.
The conversation had begun between the American and a young Englishman. Each had given his opinion
freely about some question of the day, more or less directly connected with the question of religion. The
American, with a bravado that was offensive and vulgar, had given his views unasked; the Englishman had stated
his own without ostentation, even with some unwillingness, because he felt himself challenged by an English
lady, who called him to her assistance in “sitting upon” the American.
“I must tell you,” said he, in answer to her garrulousity and vehement appeal, “that I share some of this
gentleman’s opinions, and that you are mistaken in supposing I can take up the cudgels against him.”
And then he had looked down at the Times on his lap with a heightened color.
There was something in his voice, and the honesty of his words and manner, that impressed one with the idea
that he was at least as truthful as the daylight. He had doubts; he would not therefore that a stranger should
suppose him, even for one moment, to be better or other than he knew himself to be.
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The English lady turned upon him with all the weapons of her mistaken and ignorant zeal. Mistaken in its form
I mean; for so narrow, unchristian, and almost revolting, did Christianity appear through the medium of her
eloquence, that she proved herself but an ill advocate of her cause.
Mere abuse, ill-temper, contradiction, and bold assumptions, will help no cause that is worth helping. The very
decision with which this unworthy champion spoke was her worst enemy. People of liberal opinions, and with
minds that they would fain think unprejudiced, turn with disgust from all that is narrow, and obstinate, and
decided. The men that would have listened to Margaret’s well-weighed words and patient manner, treated this
woman as a fanatic. God made religion grand and pure and catholic, but men have sought out many inventions to
bring it down and to degrade it. No wonder we come to think with the
Poet—
There lives more faith in honest doubt,
Believe me, than in half the creeds;

creeds believed in too often only because they are not thought about at all. A man’s worst enemies are his illjudged friends; too often the most prominent of God’s servitors are his virtual foes.
Margaret did speak at last—for Margaret is here, how, you will hear presently. And when she spoke, the
manner of both the combatants changed at once. The lady who had been so valiant having delivered herself of all
her logic and no-logic, was now maintaining an indignant silence in the corner.
The American, who cared little one way or another, soon retired from the conflict, and betook himself to sleep.
And Margaret and the Englishman, who sat side by side, had the rest of the conversation to themselves.
They were sad enough, both of them. She with the sorrow of suspense upon her, and he with that weary burden
—a troubled mind. He at least had no unreasonable decision. To Margaret he spoke with the diffidence of one
addressing his superior. He had one worship left, that of purity and holiness, only as yet he could not accept the
beaten track.
“Sometimes,” said he, “I can see it all as you do, and then thoughts come, and science seems to go so against it
all, and then it is as dim as ever.”
He spoke with such hatred of all that is low and evil, with such reverence and respect for all that is good and
true, that even Margaret marveled, and questioned within herself whether her standard were as high.
“He cannot go wrong,” she said to herself: following purity as he does, there is only one place where he can
end; that is, where he finds purity and holiness incarnate.”
They stopped for a long time at some small station, and no one got in or left the train.
“They’re calling at the houses round about to see if anyone’s coming, I guess,” observed the American drily,
curling himself up to sleep again.
“This is the last station before Munich,” said the young Englishman to Margaret. “Do you get out there?”
“Yes,” she said. Her eyes were very bright—that had been so sleepless since England had seen them—but her
face was so drawn and thin that it would have attracted the attention of the most unobservant. Her fellow-traveler
was very much concerned.
“You will have some sherry, will you not?” and he held the cup of his flask to her, while his kind open face
looked anxiously into hers. He had a different face to Mr. Cargrave’s; and yet the impetuous lady opposite would
have made and seen no distinction between the two.
But Margaret could not taste it though her lips were parched and dry. The anguish that for a short time had
been suspended or controlled while she talked eagerly and earnestly to her neighbor, had returned with redoubled
force. He saw it, and with intuitive good feeling was silent. No one could have been otherwise than respectful to
Margaret: this man would never have been otherwise if he could.
As they neared Munich, Margaret came back to herself for a moment, and remembered his kind thought of and
care for her. She remembered too his troubles, and she felt sure she should not easily forget the look of sadness on
that open, almost sweet face. Most women would have been ashamed to say to a stranger what Margaret said. For
most, perhaps, it might be ill-judged, or impertinent, or unnatural. To Margaret, with all her reserve, it was
perfectly natural.
“You will be happier some day soon. I will pray for you.”
The tears welled into his eyes, that were almost childish in their plaintive, searching expression. After a long
pause he said:
“If I had lived with good women I do not think I should be as I am now.”
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“Have you no home, no sisters?” said Margaret. (I fear most girls would have said, “O no!” and disavowed the
power that good women have.)
“Not a home that does me any good. It has done me harm. That and college together have set me wrong. They
are too good for me; I cannot talk to them and ask about my doubts and my fears. They have not heard there are
any such things in the world. I never saw a woman as patient as you are with a fellow who does not think just as
she does: not because he will not, but because he cannot do it honestly, somehow. God knows I would if I could.”
And he put his hands over his face and turned away from Margaret.
“If my mother had lived,” said he, “it would have been different. As it is, I never go home now; and they don’t
care at all. They have given me over to all evil for ever. But I am talking to you and tiring you, and you look so ill.
Here is Munich: I will get your luggage out: please sit down on that bench; the waiting-rooms are generally too
dirty to go into.”
He got the luggage and called a droschke.
“Your address?” he asked. “Where shall he drive to?”
“Hotel Sophienbad,” said Margaret. Her face was so ghastly by this time that he forced her to take some of the
discarded sherry before he would let the man drive on.
“I shall be here a few days,” said he; “if I can be of any use, will you let me know? Here is my card.” Then he
took off his hat and was gone.
While the droschke rattles through the white dust of Munich, and down the Maximilian Strasse, we must go
back a little, to account for Margaret’s sudden removal from Beauchamp Towers.
There is a certain yellow envelope, with the ominous “immediate” printed on its forehead, that is never quite a
welcome messenger amongst us. Never at least until the contents have yielded themselves to trembling fingers,
and sick hearts have bounded to the words of joy and healing.
Every one looked round (on that Tuesday after luncheon) when the door opened, and every eye followed with
dread the course of the yellow envelope. They were all women at that moment, remember, and most of them had
someone to hope for and to fear for. And swift as lightning thought carried them each to her own, and each went
through a little dream of fear, and suspense, and hope and relief; before the unwelcome missive found its
destination.
There was one exception to this variety of feeling—if hope and fear may he called feeling. From the moment
that Margaret had seen the swift-footed messenger, who in his haste had crossed the lawn beneath the windows,
an overpowering dread had seized her. She did not once make place for hope: she did not once question from
whom and of whom the tidings came. Before the footman had crossed the room she was as certain that some evil
had befallen Gaspar as if she had seen it written by a hand of fire upon the wall.
When she had looked out of the window, and the dread had first seized her—it was more than dread, it was a
conviction—Margaret had sat down, because she could not stands a little apart from the others. In that moment
every vestige of colour forsook her face, and the hands she had folded closely together gathered round them a
cold dew.
Now it lay upon her lap an instant, unopened. Now it was seized almost fiercely between the cold dewy hands,
for a stranger’s hand had been put forth to touch it. Philippine had placed herself between Margaret and the
lookers-on, and she laid her hand on her shoulder. She wished Margaret to know the worst, or to put an end to her
vain fears, if such they were, at once; and she hit upon the right expedient when she attempted to open the
telegram herself.
Ludwig Gessler, Hôte1 Sophienbad, Münehen,
to Mademoiselle Marshall,
Fernhill, &c., London.
“Your brother is very serious ill here. Pray come now.”

Margaret’s courage came back to her with the demand for action. She tried to stand up, but Philippine pushed
her gently into her seat again.
“I will get the train-table,” said she “and then you shall come with me to your room, and we will see when the
next goes.”
They sat together for ten minutes, that seemed an hour to both, and Philippine drew her tapered fingers over
column after column of the hopeless railway-guide. One at 5:15 p.m.—three hours hence—that did not go as far
as London. One at 4:15—that stopped at Dray-bridge; two hours to wait there.
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“If you went by that,” said Philippine, stroking Margaret’s hair soothingly with her soft hand, “you could drive
home and see your children; and then join the express at Draybridge again at 6:15. You would be in London by
7:15, and get down to the quay in good time. Boats start for Antwerp on Mondays, Wednesdays, and—”
“This is Tuesday,” said Margaret, with a groan.
The table was taken down to Mr. Beauchamp, and Margaret had ten minutes alone. When Phil came back, she
was on her knees before her box, packing the few things she would require, and the look of desolate helplessness
had been lifted off her face.
“Dear Margaret,” said Phil, raising her by the waist as if she had been a little child, “let me do that. You drink
that wine I have brought you, and then put on your bonnet. There is a train at 3:50 that you can meet at the station
beyond ours, and the carriage is coming round at once. You will have plenty of time. Take some books with you—
these are yours, are they not? I will put them in, and some of mine, too, because when he is getting well, you
know, he will like being read to. Many people are seriously ill, Margaret, over and over again, and get through it
quite safely. Don’t lose heart.”
“If I may but see him once!” she whispered, tying her bonnet-strings so tightly that she nearly choked herself.
Too ill to write! How could she have much hope that he would recover?
“Once, once!” she kept saying to herself, half in a dream, half in an agony of prayer. Words that came to her
lips a hundred times and more, before suspense itself was suspended, as the slow Bavarian train puffed lazily into
Munich station.
There lay the quaint white town, with its dark crimson cupolas, baked to a white heat under the July sun. There
stood the grand figure of “Bavaria” among the dusty trees. And there stands a colorless Englishwoman, in a
foreign land and among strangers.
But friends arise for us from among strangers, and in strange places.
2
Mr. and Mrs. Pickering put themselves on board the Southampton and Havre packet one hot day in June.
The green waves were a little rebellious, the hot bright weather notwithstanding. Perhaps they protested
against the unusual weight they were called upon to bear.
Mrs. Pickering poised herself upon the narrow bench and leant heavily upon the bulwarks. She was in full
traveling costume, brown holland suit with a loose jacket, a white bonnet with yellow ribbons, and a large blue
“ugly.” This last appendage protected her complexion from the detrimental effects of brine and wind.
Mrs. Pickering had a very large carpet-bag, and a very small maid. With little luggage she had consented to put
up, but without her Abigail, move she would not.
“You have no feelings, Pickering, for the feelings of a delicate woman arrivin’ in foreign parts by herself.”
“By yourself, old woman?”
“Yes, Pickering, begging your pardon—you ain’t no use in the ways I refer to. Do you remember, Pickering,”
she continued, in a solemn and impressive voice, “do you remember when we was on that blessed tower through
Germany, and you would have me go alone and unprotected—do you remember one event as happened? Oh no,
very likely not; it didn’t make no odds to you if a furrin’ flunkey came a-marching in my room, quite composed
and imper’ent, before I was out of my bed.
“‘Wussi les letters,’ said he, “puttin’ ’em on the table and a-staring at me as if he’d never seen a nightcap
before. And ‘Wussi le door!’ 'Wussi le door!’ says I, screaming at him till my throat was split.”
“He never came again, did he, my woman?” asked Mr. Pickering, who was smoking his pipe cross-legged.
“No, I thought not. One look was enough, eh?”
Mrs. Pickering whisked her portly person round with such activity as was possible, and sulked. Sulkiness
brought on a worse complaint, and pride had to fall before necessity.
“Pickering, call Pamela,” said she.
Mr. Pickering stared.
“Who’s Pamela?”
“Jane, Jane! Can’t you call her by one name or another? Pamela’s a more suitable name surely, Pickering, for
foreign parts, than Jane? I told you she was to be called Pamela, long ago.”
Pamela, alias Jane, was called to her mistress, and took up her station beside her. But in the woeful match the
servant outstripped her mistress. She was fairly ill before Mrs. Pickering could even lose her color.
934

“I do feel that ill, Pickering,” said she nevertheless, holding her side, and groaning, and flinging herself half
over the bulwarks, “that I could wish—I never was born.” And she looked into his face for some loving response;
for a word of entreaty that she should not wish anything so fatal to his happiness.
“So could I—almost—my woman, do you know!” he answered coolly. Not being in any way a sufferer
himself, the words could admit of but one interpretation to any one but Juliana.
“Walk up and down, Pickering, my dear love,” said she coaxingly, “or I’ll make you worse.”
He was too glad of the opportunity, and strode about with his hands in his pockets, his slouch hat tied down
over his ears, and the wind stirring up even his thick bushy eyebrows. He was a sociable man, with kindly
manners, and a deal of rough humour; just the man to make friends after a fashion with idle, wind-blown people
on the deck of a steamer.
But there is very little peace for some people in the world, besides the wicked. Juliana’s eyes followed her
husband restlessly from point to point.
“Pamela,” said she at last, startling the poor little maiden, who, really unfit to move, had laid her head upon the
bulwarks, “go and tell your master to speak to me a minute. Don’t run, Pamela: it don’t look dignified nor well.”
Poor little Pamela, who at the age of fifteen, generally moved very quickly, and ran up and down the dingy
London stairs, had no thoughts of running today. She tottered towards her master and gave the message, and then
fell back into her place.
“Come to the fore-part, Pickering!” said his wife. “I wonder at your going down there, as you wasn’t a
gentleman at all. Who’d think what your per-annual income is, to see you hobnobbing with the low classes down
there?”
“You go to sleep, Juliana, my girl, and don’t fret about me. You’ll never be well till you get a sleep.”
That she would not, if it could be avoided. But go to bed she very soon found she must. With misty eyes she
looked round for her husband to help her; and, failing to see him, she and Pamela reeled to the cabin together.
There sleep overcame them both, and the green waves tossed them to and fro in vain. Even the hard old velvet
on the sofas was a soft pillow for poor little Pamela, after the sharp edge of' the bulwarks she had left above. To
the lullaby of creaking portiaiteaus,\fn{ Portmanteau} and heavy footsteps overhead, and the seething of the water
against the vessel as she cut her way across the channel, and the tramp, tramp of restless and provokingly able
people up and down the cabin stairs, mistress and hand-maiden not only fell asleep, but dreamed.
*
Mrs. Pickering had just prevailed upon her restive husband to make over a large picture and two purses of
money to a gorgeous foreign dignitary, in exchange for a baronship, which, printed in full form on pink paper, she
was holding tightly in happy hands, when the fall of a handbag from its place on to her foot dispelled the fond
delusion, and brought her back to fusty cushions, and the smell of distasteful cooking, and the jingling of bottles
in a farther corner. A bundle of maps and a crumpled newspaper were on the floor beside her; on the saloon-table
a parrot’s cage (with a ruffled and dejected inmate) swung its brass ring ceaselessly from side to side. Its
proprietress, well enough to be playful, poked her umbrella ever and anon through the bars. Packets of pressed
sandwiches littered the seats; Charles Lever and Miss Braddon lay unheeded, or had been eclipsed by the greater
attraction of hot brandy-and-water and a recumbent position.
It was all painfully real and material to Mrs. Pickering’s eyes, still radiant from the glitter of the coronet of her
dreams.
“Dear me! what a delicious dream I was having to be sure! O dear me!” and she yawned, and tried to pull, the
“ugly” that had been disarranged into its place again.
The next thought was, of course, "I wonder what has become of Pickering?” and it acted like magic, bringing
back energy and vivacity into the whole frame.
Mrs. Pickering had on the whole a kind heart; at least she cast a glance at Pamela, and seeing she slept,
proceeded to pick herself up and put herself together unassisted.
It was a matter of some little time, and when it was completed, she was aware that her complexion was not
quite what it ought to be. Green, I fear, was the prevailing tint; and this green had been ploughed into small and
irregular furrows by the merciless cushions. In fact, one side of Mrs. Pickering’s face was unbecomingly seamed,
and one of the eyes, that had done such havoc at Margate in the days gone by, was swollen and disfigured. But an
arrangement of the “ugly” helped to modify this, and anxiety as to her husband’s proceedings overruled for the
most part other considerations.
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After a few unsuccessful attempts the stairs were surmounted, and the sea breezes began to trifle with Mrs.
Pickering’s locks. The “ugly” bent and bowed, and the hairs streamed wildly across her eyes; but they were
impatiently removed, lest by any means the object of her search should escape her.
Not on any seat, nor by the helm, nor on the paddle-box, nor by the funnel, wrapped up in his wife’s shawl,
and talking to another lady: such things had happened, but not today. Not even among the “low” steerage people
at the other end, for Mrs. Pickering soiled her genteel skirts so far as to go to the very verge, almost to cross the
line of demarcation—and still Pickering was no where to be seen.
“You haven’t seen a gentleman of quality lately on the deck, my good man?” inquired the anxious Juliana at
last of one of the crew; “the gentleman that came on board with me and suite?”
“Dunno’ who ‘sweet’ is, and didn’t ’appen to see you come aboard, ma’am; but what sort of a gen’leman is
it?”
“A gentleman of position, I tell you, my good man, with a slouch hat fastened down because of the wind, and
—”
“Gen’leman of position, is he? O—ay—well. I can’t say as to position, ma’am, only he’s in a very queer
position now, and no mistake. And that’s in the steerage cabin a-larking with people who ain’t got no position,
’cept the boards as is under their feet. It ain’t a fit place for a lady—”
But before he could finish, Mrs. Pickering, with the agility of a chamois,\fn{A type of small deer:H} was halfway
down the stairs of the steerage cabin. They at least maintained the character she had assigned to that part of the
vessel; they were so low and steep that, had not fear and wrath and retaliation armed Mrs. Pickering with a manly
courage, she must have given up the attempt in despair.
Such a scene was presented to her when she had reached the door, that even the swollen eye assumed its
natural proportions, the better to serve its mistress.
A motley crowd of poorly-clothed people, some looking very hungry, some very noisy, some very ill, occupied
the so-called saloon. The sufferers lay upon the ground or benches, the hungry ones sat still, or. if they were
children, cried. The noisy members stood round the table, on which a bottle of brandy and some glasses were
placed. They were far from being a disreputable set; indeed, most of them were respectable enough in their
normal condition. But under the influence of brandy, seasickness, and jollity, and in Mrs. Pickering’s eyes, they
appeared to be the scum of the earth.
To be sure the motley group came in but as a background or foreground to the one central figure, standing up
with graceful prominence among them.
Devoid of coat, his hair tossed upon his face, his face itself purple rather than red Joshua Pickering, member of
a hundred Academies, and rejoicing in a “per-anuual income” of some thousands, and before the eyes of his
delicate and tortured wife, was employed in carrying about the very slouch hat by which she had described him,
to each member of the strange fraternity; and into it each member (a pale young woman in black with two
children clinging to her, and a baby in her arms, excepted) dropped a contribution.
“Who’ll pay the piper? Who’ll pay the piper?” he kept exclaiming lustily, as he made his rounds. “Come!
That’s good! That’s a brave penny! We’ll have a fiver yet between us!” And the willingness with which coppers,
and threepenny-pieces, shillings, even now and then a half-crown, dropped into the hat, bade fair for the
fulfillment of the prophecy.
“Another, another!” shouted several of the noisy members, rapping on the table with their fists, or the handles
of their knives. “Tip us a stave yet, old fellow!”
And loud and deep burst out a song from Mr. Pickering’s vast lungs: long enough to please the greediest, and
rough enough for the most vulgar, and withal a vein of humor and cordiality, what the French call bonhomie,
running through it, that made it touch a chord in every heart.
Loud and long as was the song the applause was longer and louder.
Mr. Pickering had not had such a “fling” for a long time: he was beside himself with joy at the so-longforegone freedom. He tossed his hair back as a horse let loose tosses his mane in the wind; but he had not got his
head down yet; there is a hand on the bridle after all.
“Joshua Pickering!”
That was all she said; but poor Joshua very nearly fell to the ground.
His crest-fallen appearance was too ridiculous for the manners of the company. They burst into a loud laugh.
Mr. Pickering carried it off as well as he could; but after all it was but a poor suc cess. He shook hands with one
or two of his new friends; he pulled on his coat with a would-be air of indifference; he tried to chaff his wife, but,
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it was very feeble chaff. Finally, he emptied his hat as quickly as he could into the lap of the young woman with
the hungry children.
“There! That’ll take you to Paris, poor soul, and keep you there a bit too. Stuff and nonsense! what did I sing
for but to give you the halfpence? Take it, that’s a good woman, and don’t make a kick-up. Ah, don’t be a fool!”
he added, hastily, almost fiercely, for the poor young woman had stooped suddenly and kissed his hand. Such a
great brown, Esau-like hand it was but to her what should it seem but the hand of an angel? In a moment
afterwards she was washing her children’s faces, and talking to them cheerily for the first time for many a day.
Well she might be cheerful, raised from almost starvation to the competency of ten pounds sterling, not including
two francs. The “flyer” may have been collected in the hat, but a second had found its way, I think, from Joshua
Pickering’s pocket.
I cannot attempt to describe the situation in which this unfortunate gentleman of position found himself, when
the friendly faces of his associates in the steerage were shut out from him by the portly figure of his injured wife.
Every ribbon on her bonnet, every hair of her head was stiff with horror: every step she took was a reproach,
every look an arrow. Such times happily pass over at length; and the distraction of landing at Havre, and being
called upon to use a foreign language, made a blessed diversion in Mr. Pickering’s favor.
They found themselves very soon in an omnibus, crowded to overflowing and unpleasantly warm, but on their
way to the station for Paris.
One of the windows fell down of its own accord close to Mr. Pickering’s head. He was thanking it silently for
the great favor it had conferred upon him in so marked a manner, when the conductor appeared on the doorstep,
and challenged him to pay for the broken glass.
Mr. Pickering could be very generous to the deserving, but he had no idea of being swindled out of even a few
francs. The argument waxed hot, and Mr. Pickering waxed hotter.
“Je vous dis—je n’ai pas cassé! Je vous dis —do you hear?—je n’ai pas! je n’ai pas! Et je ne will not pay for
it—so there!”
And persistent and impudent as was the conductor with his valuable French, Mr. Pickering had the best of it at
last. For he held up his good English pine walking-stick a little threateningly in one hand, and his sketch-book in
the other, as he stepped out of the omnibus.
“Je suis Official d’Angleterre—et si vous me dites quelque chose de plus—je vous donnerai un good thrashing
—so there!”
And the little conductor vanished, while Mrs. Piekering called out loudly, to the admiration of Pamela, whose
ignorance was her bliss,—
“Les choses ne sont pas prendu! Comment! vous allez laisser nn dame toute par elle-même with the luggage?
J’avais entendu voustes êtes très cum-il faut dans France! Mercy, mercy—toutes là!—et là!—oui, oui, to the
station—pour Paris—wussi Mon-suire —là! Come along, Pamela, he understands perfectly. It’s wonderful, to be
sure, how a language do come back when it’s wanted.”
The lithe little porter, with his good manners, thought it wonderful too. …
247.1 Excerpts from Madhusudan Das, The Legislator (His Speeches): 1. “On The Protection Of
Muhammadan Pilgrims Bill” (April 11, 1896) 2. “On The Assassination Of Sir William Curzon Wyllie”
(July 13, 1909) 3. “Regarding The Loss Of Opium Revenue” (March 17, 1913) 4. “On The Resolution To
Express Loyalty To The British Government And Agreement With Great Britain In The European War”
(January 19, 1915) 5. “On The Resolution Regarding India’s Gratitude, Devotion And Loyalty To His
Majesty The King” (February 24, 1915) 6. “On The Defence Of India (Criminal Law Amendment) Bill”
(March 18, 1915) 7. “On Measures Against Non-Co-operators” (March 19, 1921) 8. “On The Franchise For
Women” (November 23, 1921) 9. “On The Treatment Of Political Prisoners” (November 24, 1921) 10. “On
Representation Of The Depressed Class” (January 31, 1922)\fn{by Madhusudan Das (1848-1934)} Satyabhamapur,
nr. Cuttack, Cuttack District, Orissa State, India (M) 14
1
The object of this Bill, as it has been stated by the Honorable Member,\fn{ H. J. S. Cotton, Chief Secretary of Bengal}
is to protect certain Muhammadan pilgrims who start on their pilgrimage from Calcutta from oppression and
swindling by a number of unprincipled brokers; and in moving to introduce the Bill, the honorable mover said
that the pilgrims who now leave from Calcutta, all go by train to Bombay.
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Of course those who go by train generally buy their tickets at Howrah, and I dare say most of them travel third
class, tickets for which are only available at the Howrah station; so that if any swindling or oppression is practiced
in any large number of cases, it must be done at Howrah, and there will be no jurisdiction in such cases, unless we
extend the operation of this Act to Howrah.
The honorable mover further said that in 1894 no pilgrim left by steamer direct from Calcutta; but looking at
the provisions of the Bill, most of which refer to the liabilities and obligations of masters and owners of vessels
taking pilgrims from Calcutta, one would be inclined to think that a large number of such persons left by steamer,
whereas that practice seems to have fallen into disfavor among these people, and I dare say, with the still greater
facilities for traveling to Bombay by rail which will be afforded by the new Bombay-Nagpur line, the number of
pilgrims who will go by steamer from Calcutta will grow less.
No doubt the Bill reserves power to the Government to extend the Bill to any place it thinks fit, but if the evil
in this worst form and greatest magnitude is to be provided against, it will be at Howrah and not in Calcutta, and
therefore I think this Bill is not a happy adaptation of means to the end.
*
Turning to the provisions of the Bill, I find that the words “any ship” have been used in section 6, clauses (b),
(c) and (e), and also in section 9; and that in clause (b) of section 6 those words are followed by the qualifying
clause “to which the Native Passenger Ships Act applies”, whereas, in other instances, no such qualification
follows. This difficulty then arises, namely, whether where the words “any ship” are not followed by the
qualifying clause, they are meant to refer to ships to which the Native Passenger Ships Act applies, or to any ship
whether that Act applies to it or not. If the two expressions have been used indiscriminately as synonyms, I do not
think that is permissible under the well-known and well-established rule for the interpretation of Statutes, namely,
that when the same words are used differently in different portions of an Act, the inference is that different things
are meant by them.
The difficulty, I think, can be remedied by introducing into the interpretation clause an interpretation to the
effect that the word “ship” means a ship to which the Native Passenger Ships Act applies. Suppose we mean that,
and we import it into section 9 of the Bill, which authorizes the Protector of Pilgrims to, “enter and inspect any
ship advertised or offering to convey pilgrims from the Port of Calcutta.”
Now the Native Passenger Ships Act applies only to ships where a certain number of passengers are carried. It
distinctly provides that it shall not apply to any steamship not carrying as passengers more than sixty natives of
Asia or Africa. The object of this Bill is to protect poor Muhammadans from being swindled by unprincipled
brokers, who trade on the ignorance or simplicity of these pilgrims. In a Bill of this nature it is very proper that
immunity from punishment should not depend upon the number of persons who are swindled, and I dare say it is
for that reason that the Bill has been so drafted that as soon as a ship offers to take pilgrims, the liability of the
master or owner arises. So far so good.
But when the qualifying words “to which the Native Passenger Ships Act applies” are introduced, then it
comes to this, that the liability of the owner or master will not arise till a ship offers to carry the number of
passengers prescribed in the Native Passenger Ships Act. Consequently, if the master or owner of a ship advertises
to take, say, ten passengers, this Bill cannot apply.
Section 15 of the Bill provides that sections 46, 47 and 49 of the Native Passenger Ships Act shall apply to all
offences punishable and fines leviable under this Act. Section 46 of that Act provides the means by which fines
may be realized. If a fine is leviable from the owner or master of a ship, it shall be realized by distress and sale of
the ship, her tackle, furniture and other things.
But this Bill provides for fines leviable from pilgrim brokers, from the owners, agents, masters and officers of
vessels, whereas under section 46 of the Native Passengers Ships Act officers of vessels are not punishable. Now,
certainly it could not have been the intention to provide in this Bill that fines leviable from pilgrim brokers should
be realized by selling the ship’s tackle or furniture.
Then section 47 of the Native Passenger Ships Act gives jurisdiction for the adjudication of penalties. It
provides that the offence shall be deemed to have been committed within the limits of jurisdiction of the
Magistrate of the place where the offender is found. The word “wherever” I suppose includes the whole of India.
It is competent to this Council to enact that wherever an offender is found within the territorial limits of the
administration of this Government he may be tried by the Magistrate of that place. But to import into this Bill or
to incorporate by way of reference a section in an Act which extends to territories beyond the limits of the
jurisdiction of this Government, is not justified.
Then section 49 speaks of the way in which fines when realized may be appropriated.
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I have observed that there is a notice of motion for an amendment with regard to the definition of term
“pilgrim broker” by the introduction of the words “at a profit”. The words “buys or resells” no doubt cover cases
in which the parties are parties to an honest and fair transaction, but the objection will not be entirely removed by
the addition of the words “at a profit”, because the Bill provides for the payment of a commission not exceeding 5
per cent.
Suppose a broker buys a number of tickets and gets the 5 per cent commission which .the Bill allows; and
then, adding that commission, he resells the tickets. That is selling “at a profit”.
Then, suppose the case of a person who has secured first class accommodation for himself; a fellow-passenger
wants also to travel first class, but no first-class accommodation is available, and suppose this fellow-passenger
buys the ticket from the man who has secured first-class accommodation and pays more than the proper price. The
person who sells his ticket “at a profit” does not swindle, because he foregoes so much comfort, and the man who
buys at a higher price does so for his own comfort. It would be a hard case if such a man was held to be a “pilgrim
broker”.
Moreover, how could you prove the fact of selling “at a profit” if there is collusion between the master of the
ship and the broker. A person ought to be styled a “pilgrim broker” who habitually buys and sells pilgrim tickets.
It does not matter whether he makes a profit or not—a thing which it would be very difficult to prove; but where
in one single instance a man buys and re-sells, he certainly ought not to be put down as a pilgrim broker.
Then, section 13 of the Bill might have been omitted, because section 37 of the Native Passenger Ships Act
makes similar provision.
*
It would suggest to Your Honor that the Bill be referred back to the Select Committee for the consideration of
these matters, so that we may not only give protection to the poor men who make pilgrimages, but also guard with
sufficient accuracy against the possible contingency of getting any honest man convicted .
2
Less than two years ago it was my privilege to meet the late lamented Sir Curzon Wyllie. For an Indian in
England to know him was to forget that he was among strangers in a foreign country. One found in him a friend
who was in quest of opportunities to be a guide to his feet and a light to his eyes in a foreign land. In life he
testified to the Englishman’s courtesy and kindness towards the stranger: in death he glorified the noble virtue of
benevolence.
We look upon his death with feelings of intense grief, and feel it our sacred duty to express our condolence to
Lady Wyllie in her irreparable loss and to the bereaved family of Dr. Lalcaca, who met with death in the noble
efforts to save an innocent and precious life.
I cannot find words to express my feelings towards the loathsome perpetrator of the crime. To call him a
murderer or an assassin is to do him an honor, for murder and assassination have sometimes been committed in
vindication of violated rights or in the precipitancy of wounded feelings. Human nature in its lowest depths of
degradation and debasement does not furnish the colors wherewith one can paint this man’s character. He reminds
one of the snake in the fable which bit the hand which fed it with milk. The man whose mind, though educated,
conceived such a crime must have a viper’s head on human shoulders. It is the viper’s head which converts
healthy food into deadly poison.
The perpetrator of this detestable crime when produced before the Magistrate claimed to be ranked among the
patriots of India. His associate during the last few moments of his life will be the hangman, and that will show
how his claim is received by the custodians of justice and Law; but it is the duty of our leaders, specially those
who have opportunities of influencing the rising generation, whether such influence is exercised from the political
platform, the lecture-room, the editorial desk or in friendly intercourse, to pronounce in unequivocal and emphatic
terms their estimate of the man and the crime.
I believe that a false conception of patriotism and a desire to secure the glorious memory of a patriot at a cheap
price are responsible for the whole series of anarchist’s crimes recently perpetrated. Neither the Indian Office nor
the Government of India are responsible for these false conceptions—these mistaken ideas. We Indians are
responsible for those dangerous conceptions which have converted some youthful minds into the anarchist’s
workshop. I am not sure that the public demonstrations in connection with some of these crimes did not put a
cheap price on the glorious memory of a patriot.
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The life of a young man without any idea of his responsibilities as a citizen of an Empire, of his duties and
obligations as a member of society, who is yet engaged in study with a view to learn these, is a cheap price for the
glorious memory of a patriot. A patriot’s glory ought to be the share of a man who works for the good of his
country, and if he dies in the struggle he meets with death at the hand of his country’s enemies. The wreath of
patriotism ought not to crown the head which plots cold-blooded murder. The hangman’s noose is the fitting
decoration of such a man. This he is sure to receive, and the public ought to cast his memory into a pit of
ignominious oblivion.
The time has come when all subjects of the British Empire should sink their differences in color, creed, caste
and political views, and denounce in terms emphatic and unequivocal these dastardly crimes and speak of their
perpetrators in befitting terms of contempt and indignation. The father and the family of Madan Lal have given us
their estimate of the foul deed, and it is to be hoped that will be accepted as the right standard whereby the public,
and especially our young men, should judge these misguided pseudo-patriots.
3
Sir, as I read the Resolution, the Honorable mover\fn{ Mr. Gangadhar Chitnavis, who had moved “that this Council
recommends to the Governor-General in Council the desirability in view of the loss of opium revenue, of considering financial measures
for strengthening the resources of the Government, with special reference to the possibility of increasing the revenue under a system of
preferential tariffs with the United Kingdom and the Colonies.” } did not actually specify what measures should be adopted in
order to improve the financial position of India; nor did he confine his remarks actually only to the financial
situation. He went further than that.
He pointed out that financial gain is not the only consideration. He pointed out that for the growth and
development of indigenous industries in this country some sort of protection is necessary.
There has been within the last few years a considerable awakening throughout the length and breadth of India
in the matter of industrial improvement. We are thankful that Government has not ignored its share of
responsibility in this direction. Too much stress cannot be laid upon the importance of industrial development in
this country. There is already too much pressure on land; population is growing, but lands are not growing, and it
is not possible for any Government on earth to make the yield of agriculture less precarious than it has always
been and will ever be. Government cannot command the heavens, nor can it provide a system of irrigation which
will make every acre of land in this vast country irrigable. Consequently the only salvation of India lies in the
development of her industries.
I do not believe, Sir, that the development of indigenous industries means in this country just what it means in
a self-governing country, where industries grow in a slow progressive manner in response to the demands of the
people and demand and supply are regulated by the law of evolution. But here, with the contact of England with
India, there was actually a sleeping sickness overtaking industrial India. England and other foreign countries
exported articles which contributed to the comforts of life, which recommended themselves on account of their
cheapness and better finish; a new light dazzled the Indian eye and foreign articles poured in.
A sleeping sickness, if I may say so, overtook industrial India, and now that she rises from this sleeping
sickness, she finds her industrial hands are paralyzed, and the artisan cannot compete with the iron hand of
Europe and other countries. The slow hand of the artisan cannot keep pace with the machine; and the real state of
things is that India is awakening to a sense of her duty in this particular matter after the devastating and
prostrating effect of a revolution.
And therefore in the present circumstances of the country, we need some sort of protection. I know that the
very idea if protection of any kind seems ridiculous to the English mind. The Englishman is not accustomed to
seek any kind of protection. The Englishman, living in a canvas house, considers that his castle. But then we
Indians have been long accustomed to have our most precious things within walls of the zenana. We are
accustomed to walls, and a tariff protection wall would admirably suit for us.
Sir, it is very opportune that Sir Gangadhar should have thought proper to move this Resolution just when we
have before us the loss to Indian revenue on account of the stoppage of the transit of opium into China. That was
no doubt in furtherance of the humanitarian and moral sentiment of England—a sentiment which we none the less
admire. It is quite in keeping with the noble mission of England in the world—a mission which has always been
to raise peoples and nations from the dark valley of adversity to the sunlit summits of prosperity.
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But then we Indians were not consulted about it; and if, on account of the loss of opium revenue, there is need
for fresh taxation, the burden of that taxation will fall upon Indians, who do not, up to this day, understand what
this opium business was, why it was stopped, and what this stoppage means in the shape of loss.
It is not my intention to present to this Council a balance-sheet of loss and profit between the two countries—
England and India—arising out of the past commercial relations between the two nations; but I may safely make
this bare statement—a statement of fact which will be noticed by any observer, or even a cursory reader—of the
past history of the commercial relations of the two countries.
Sir, India has not gained commercially by her contact with England. All that we ask for is a sacrifice on the
part of England. What is that sacrifice? It is not a sacrifice of money; it is a sacrifice in the form of a slight
modification of the Englishman’s proud free-trade principle.
Tariff reform is not altogether a new thing to England. It was one of the trump cards in one of the most recent
general elections. I know it does not require a prophet to say what the answer of Government to this Resolution
will be. I was reading the other day of a case where an English trader was prosecuted for selling adulterated
apricot jam. There was no apricot in the jam and the man’s defense was that people have no more business to
expect apricots in the jam than they should expect to find sunlight in sunlight soap.
I must appeal to England; India is a part of the British dominions. She is not an insignificant part of an Empire
any more than the koh-i-noor is an insignificant gem in the British Crown.\fn{ Set below in the crown of Queen Alexandra
(1844-1925), Queen-Consort to King-Emperor Edward VII (1841-1910); now part of the crown of Queen Elizabeth the Queen Mother
(1900-2002):H}

I am appealing to the moral aspect of the question with as much emphasis as lies in my power. I say England
should do something to develop the indigenous industries of this country. The Honorable Sir G. Chitnavis’
Resolution is one which suggests many side-issues which the mover of the Resolution has not taken into
consideration. Retaliation and revenge are one and the same thing. It might not be directed towards India only;
retaliation might be directed to any part of the British dominions. These are questions which must necessarily be
discussed before a Resolution of this nature would be carried, but I appeal to you to consider the moral aspect of
the question. Is it or is it not a part of England's duty to help us in the development of the industries of this
country?
4
After I heard the expression in Your Honor’s speech that there was no question about the loyalty of Bihar and
Orissa, and coming as I do from Orissa, a province the people of which at the beginning of the last century invited
British to take possession of it and have since retained their loyalty, it is not necessary for me to make on this
occasion a speech expressive of our loyalty, especially as Your Honor knows that this is a time when actions,
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rather than words, are necessary and we admire the action of those gallant soldiers who are in the theatre of war.
Of course we cannot bear arms and the mover of the resolution has referred to a certain phase of the question
which I do not wish to take up now.
But though we cannot bear arms we have bare arms which can work to show sympathy with the soldiers who
are dying for their King-Emperor. It has been said—and Your Honor was pleased to say so also in the speech you
delivered—that Germany thought that the Indians were seditious and that they would take the earliest opportunity
to throw off their allegiance to their sovereign. This hope, if anything, raises a surprise in the mind of any person
who has studied Indian literature and Indian history as well as Indian nature, and Indian traditions and the
ambitions of educated Indians of the present day.
To such a person nothing could come as a greater surprise, because it has always been the highest ambition and
aspirations of India, the India represented by her educated sons, that India should form a part and parcel of the
British Empire, that she should be allowed to share the privileges and gladly share the responsibilities of the
Empire. I am very glad indeed that we have been called upon the present occasion to share at first in the
responsibilities. As regards the privileges to which reference has been made in some of the speeches, I should
leave it to Englishmen, Englishmen who represented English history in the past, Englishmen who are exponents
and the progenies of all those men who were the authors of noble deeds which England has done in the past. It is
our duty to do now all we can to support England’s position at this critical times.
It is a surprise to me that anybody in Europe should have expected that India could cooperate in any other way
than in support of the British Government. A critical study of the history of India would show that it has been the
endeavor of leading Indians throughout to establish a supremacy of moral and intellectual force over brute power.
That has been the aim of mankind from the earliest days of the world’s history, and what is the present attitude of
Germany? It is merely an attempt to wrest, to snatch away from humanity the ground which ages of effort have
enabled it to gain and recover from the domains of brute force. Every inch of ground that is now occupied by
science, literature and morality was taken away from the domains of brute force, and the present war shows that it
has been the steadied effort of Germany to wipe away from the face of the earth, wipe away from the pages of the
world’s history.
Any person who, and any nation which, aspires to rise to the high position which God has reserved for man
whom he created in his own image, cannot but resist with all the power that his body and heart can afford to
oppose such a measure as this.
Sir, this war has very well illustrated what has been the ambition of India. India looks upon the different parts
of the British Empire as so many rivers which discharge their water into the sea and as the sea gets all the water
from the different parts of the Empire, it grows strong and becomes very powerful, able to overcome any power to
deluge the world itself.
That is the real ambition of India. India is willing to contribute all she has towards the war and thereby
increase Britain’s power so that no power on earth can resist her at any time in fulfilling and carrying out the
noble mission which England has accomplished in the past and which I believe God has entrusted England to
accomplish in the future. As regards what should be England’s reward for the attitude of India at the present day,
this I would leave to the mighty ocean, because the ocean sends up waters to the clouds, then the clouds shower
down beneficence on the earth.
For the present it is our duty to do all we can to help the government to help the people who are in need, by our
own hand and with all our heart to help those who are our own kith and kin and who risk their lives for the safety
of the Empire. With these words I cordially support the Resolution.\fn{ Some 1,000,000 Indians served in various theatres
of World War I under the British flag. 74,187 of them died during the war. W appends the following list of individuals who were awarded
the Victoria Cross for their gallant bravery in various actions during it: “The honor of being the first Indian recipient of the Victoria Cross
(VC) in any conflict went to (1) Khudadad Khan, 129th Duke of Connaught’s Own Baluchis. When on 31 October 1914, at Hollebeke,
Belgium, the British Officer in charge of the detachment having been wounded, and the other gun put out of action by a shell, sepoy
Khudadad, though himself wounded, remained working his gun until all the other five men of the gun detachment had been killed.”
Elsewhere W says that he himself had been left for dead on the field, but managed to crawl back to rejoin the main body of his company.
(2) “Kian Khadjenouri was also a recipient of this glorious medal in 1916. (3) Darwan Singh Negi, 39th Garhwal Rifles: For great gallantry
on the night of the 23–24 November 1914, near Festubert, France, when the regiment was engaged in retaking and clearing the enemy out
of our trenches, and, although wounded in two places in the head, and also in the arm, being one of the first to push round each successive
traverse, in the face of severe fire from bombs and rifles at the closest range. (4) Frank Alexander de Pass, 34th Prince Albert Victor’s Own
Poona Horse: For conspicuous bravery near Festubert on 24 November 1914, in entering a German sap and destroying a traverse in the face
of the enemy’s bombs, and for subsequently rescuing, under heavy fire, a wounded man who was lying exposed in the open. (5) William
Bruce, 59th Scinde Rifles: On 19 December 1914, near Givenchy, during a night attack, Lt. Bruce was in command of a small party which
captured one of the enemy’s trenches. In spite of being severely wounded in the neck, he walked up and down the trench, encouraging his
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men to hold on against several counter-attacks for some hours until killed. The fire from rifles and bombs was very heavy all day, and it
was due to the skilful disposition made, and the example and encouragement shown by Lt. Bruce that his men were able to hold out until
dusk, when the trench was finally captured by the enemy. (6) Eustace Jotham, 51st Sikhs attached North Waziristan Militia: On 7 January
1915, at Spina Khaisora (Tochi Valley). During operations against the Khostwal tribesmen, Captain Jotham, who was commanding a party
of about a dozen of the North Waziristan Militia, was attacked in a nullah and almost surrounded by an overwhelming force of some 1,500
tribesmen. He gave the order to retire, and could have himself escaped, but most gallantly sacrificed his own life by attempting to effect the
rescue of one of his men who had lost his horse. (7) Mir Dast, 55th Coke’s Rifles (Frontier Force): On 26 April 1915, at Wieltje, Belgium,
Jemadar Mir Dast led his platoon with great bravery during the attack, and afterwards collected various parties of the regiment (when no
British officers were left) and kept them under his command until the retirement was ordered. He also displayed great courage that day
when he helped to carry eight British and Indian officers to safety while exposed to heavy fire. (8) John Smyth 15th Ludhiana Sikhs: For
most conspicuous bravery near Richebourg L'Avoue on 18 th May, 1915. With a bombing party of 10 men, who voluntarily undertook this
duty, he conveyed a supply of 96 bombs to within 20 yards of the enemy’s position over exceptionally dangerous ground, after the attempts
of two other parties had failed. Lieutenant Smyth succeeded in taking the bombs to the desired position with the aid of two of his men (the
other eight having been killed or wounded), and to effect his purpose he had to swim a stream, being exposed the whole time to howitzer,
shrapnel, machine-gun and rifle fire. (9) Kulbir Thapa, 3rd Gurkha Rifles: On 25 September 1915 in Fauquissart, France, Rifleman Thapa,
having been wounded himself, found a wounded soldier of The Leicestershire Regiment behind the first line German trench. Although
urged to save himself, the Gurkha stayed with the wounded man all day and night. Early next day, in misty weather, he took him through
the German wire and, leaving him in a place of comparative safety, returned and brought in two wounded Gurkha’s, one after the other. He
then went back, and, in broad daylight, fetched the British soldier, carrying him most of the way under enemy fire. (10) Lala, 41st Dogras:
On 21 January 1916, at El Orah, Mesopotamia, finding a British officer lying close to the enemy, Lance- naik Lala dragged him into a
temporary shelter. After bandaging his wounds, the lance-naik heard calls from his own adjutant who was lying wounded in the open. The
enemy was only 100 yards (91 m) away. Lala insisted on going to help. He stripped off his own clothing to keep the wounded officer warm
and stayed with him until just before dark when he returned to the shelter. After dark he carried the first wounded officer to safety and then,
returning with a stretcher, carried back his adjutant. (11) John Alexander Sinton, Indian Medical Service: On 21 January 1916, at the Orah
Ruins, Mesopotamia, Captain Sinton attended to the wounded under very heavy fire. For most conspicuous bravery and devotion to duty.
Although shot through both arms and through the side, he refused to go to hospital, and remained as long as daylight lasted, attending to his
duties under very heavy fire. In three previous actions Captain Sinton displayed the utmost bravery. (12) Shahamad Khan, 89th Punjabis: On
12–13 April 1916 near Beit Ayeesa, Mesopotamia, Naik Shahamad Khan was in charge of a machine-gun covering a gap in our new line
within 150 yards of the entrenched enemy. He beat off three counter-attacks and worked his gun single-handed after all his men, except two
belt-fillers, had become casualties. For three hours he held the gap under very heavy fire and when his gun was knocked out, he and his two
belt-fillers held their ground with rifles until ordered to withdraw. With help he then brought back his gun, ammunition and one severely
wounded man, and finally all remaining arms and equipment. (13) Gobind Singh, 28th Light Cavalry: On the night of 30 November and 1
December 1917, east of Pozières, France, Lance-dafadar Gobind Singh three times volunteered to carry messages between the regiment
and brigade headquarters, a distance of 1.5 miles (2.4 km) over open ground which was under heavy fire from the enemy. He succeeded
each time in delivering the message, although on each occasion his horse was shot and he was compelled to finish the journey on foot. (14)
Karanbahadur Rana, 3rd Gurkha Rifles: On 10 April 1918, at El Kefr, Egypt, during an attack, Rifleman Karanbahadur Rana and a few
other men crept forward with a Lewis gun under intense fire to engage an enemy machine-gun. No. 1 of the Lewis gun team opened fire
but was shot almost immediately, whereupon the rifleman pushed the dead man off the gun, opened fire, knocked out the enemy gun crew
and then silenced the fire of the enemy bombers and riflemen in front of him. During the remainder of the day he did magnificent work and
finally assisted with covering fire in the withdrawal, until the enemy were close on him. (15) Badlu Singh, 14th Murray’s Jat Lancers: On 2
September 1918 on the west bank of the River Jordan, Palestine, when his squadron was charging a strong enemy position, Ressaidar Badlu
Singh realized that heavy casualties were being inflicted from a small hill occupied by machine-guns and 200 infantry. Without any
hesitation he collected six other ranks and with entire disregard of danger he charged and captured the position. He was mortally wounded
on the very top of the hill when capturing one of the machine-guns single handed, but all the guns and infantry had surrendered to him
before he died}

5
His Majesty’s visit to India opened a new era in the political life of Indians. It seemed as if the gates of heaven
had been suddenly opened and a flood of light broke upon the immense population. They had believed that their
sovereign was God’s Vicegerent on earth. They saw the object of their faith and realized the truth of it.
On several occasions when the crowd, eager to feast their eyes on the royal personage were held back by the
police, His Majesty responded to the wishes of the crowd. Most likely His Majesty expressed his sympathy in
words like these:
“I suffer those men to come unto me and forbid them not, for they are the children of my Empire.” This
sympathy reminds one of a memorable instance in the life of one who was greater than all earthly kings.
Owing to these and other incidents of a similar nature, proving His Majesty’s sympathy for the people, their
abstract notions of loyalty developed into attachment and devotion to the Royal personage. These sentiments in
their turn developed the responsibilities of the subjects to preserve the glory of the Crown, to support the dignity,
honor and prestige of the sovereign. In the discharge of these obligations the millions of India are ready to give
their life, limb and property.
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A river runs its course over miles and miles to meet the ocean, to be merged in the ocean and form a part of the
mighty ocean. But when the river reaches the sea, the sea for a time refuses to absorb the muddy waters of the
river. During this period there is a boundary line showing the difference in color of the two waters.
Such is the position of India in the British Empire. India occupies a place in the outskirts of the British Empire.
As the river longs to merge in the sea and lose its distinctive identity, so had India looked forward to the day when
she would form an integral part of the British Empire, when she would be allowed in the privileges of the Empire
and bear the burden of the Empire in times of trouble and danger. This long cherished hope of Indians was
fulfilled when Your Excellency sent Indians to the theatre of war. We consider this an invaluable boon. The
theatre of war is the altar where sacrifices to the honor of the Empire are being offered. It is the stage where the
history of the Empire is being acted and its glorious future foreshadowed.
How our countrymen have acquitted themselves in the discharge of their respective duties, it is not for us to
recount. We are grateful to His Majesty for having recognized the services of some of them in a manner of which
any soldier in Europe would be proud.
The words which His Majesty addressed to the Indian soldiers at the front constitute a commitment of the
honor, prestige, and the righteous principles of British administration to his millions of subjects in India. This
Royal Commission comes to us through our brethren at the front, who are shedding their life blood to earn for us
the privilege of being reckoned as worthy citizens of the British Empire. Hence it comes to us as a heritage with a
sacred duty attached thereto. The heart of the nation has been moved, and the nation’s resolution to spare neither
life, limb nor property to secure success in the war stands firm and unswerving.
The sympathy shown by His Majesty to the wounded soldiers has put a tongue in every wound, which exhorts
the Nation to persist and persevere in their resolution to uphold the prestige of the Empire. Having put our hand to
the plough, we cannot turn back till the furrows are deep enough to serve as graves for the enemy.
*
The British Empire, like the mighty ocean, has been roused to fury. All the streams in the British Empire over
which the sun never sets are pouring their waters to swell its volume. Its mighty waves with Britannia riding over
them will soon sweep away all opposition, and then the British Empire, like the calm sea, will once more pursue
its benevolent objects to give peace and prosperity to mankind.
It is believed that Germany expected that India would support her in this war. If Germany harbored such an
absurd belief it only shows how the West is often mistaken in its reading of the Indian character. It is all the more
remarkable that this mistake should have been made by a Nation which claims to have made a special study of
ancient Indian literature.
What is this war? Is it not a war between the moral forces of humanity and brute power? The object of the war
is to establish the supremacy of brute power over all that is good and noble and virtuous in man.
Germany made remarkable progress in the cultivation of science and literature. Science and literature are
monuments testifying to the victories of humanity over brute power. Who ever thought Germany concealed an
assassin’s knife under an academical costume, with which she wishes to stab humanity in the head and heart.
*
The great national epic, Ramayana, describes a war just like the present. It was a war between an exiled prince,
spending his days in the jungles, on the one side, and his antagonist was a ten-headed monster, a reigning king
with an enormous army composed of trained stalwart soldiers.
But the forlorn prince had a righteous cause and the moral forces of a saintly personal character. When the
exiled prince decided to punish the monster king for his unrighteous and impudent conduct towards a virtuous,
helpless lady, his righteous cause and his moral character attracted an immense army to support his cause. The
poet says even the animals rendered voluntary service. The result was the ignominious death of the monster king.
The present war resembles the one between Rama and Ravana. It is the Ramayana of Europe.
How intense was the sympathy of the Indians for the virtuous prince, and how intense their hatred of the
monster king, may be judged from the fact that, though centuries have elapsed since the epic was written, even at
the present day, in the most remote villages, this war is reproduced annually in jatras (a primitive form of the
stage), and the people rejoice to see the defeat and ignominious death of Ravana. It is absurd to suppose that a
country, whose millions worship the virtuous hero of Ramayana and anathematize his opponent, would
sympathize with Germany in her ambition to subject humanity to brute power.
We Indians do not believe in the power of the sword to rule over mankind. The sword may slaughter and make
massacre, but the sword can never displace the scepter which it is meant to guard. In the past, in the primitive
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stage of society, the sword was used to kill animals which were the enemies of man, and now it is used to kill
Germans, who are cousins-german of beasts.
*
I am confident I am giving expression to the feelings of my countrymen, inside this chamber and outside its
walls, when I say that India is resolved to risk all she possesses to secure the defeat of this enemy of humanity,
though at present we do not bear arms; but our bare arms will bear arms at the first call of duty.
We know that this war will cripple our means, which would otherwise have been available for the
improvement of the condition of the people and the administrative machinery, but this means only a
postponement of the needed reforms for a future time; whereas the success of the enemy means the replacement
of justice, morality and the principles of civilized administration to brute power. Our success in this war will mean
a century’s peace and prosperity to the World, and no price is too high in such a bargain. With these remarks, I
move the following resolution:
“This Council recommends to the Governor-General in Council the communication to His Gracious Majesty
the feelings of sincere gratitude, devotion and loyalty with which the immense population of India have been
drawn towards the throne by His Majesty’s personal attention to Indian soldiers in the theatre of war and in
hospitals, and the consequent unswerving resolution of the Indians to support the honor, dignity and prestige of
the Empire regardless of the sacrifice it may entail them.”
6
My Lord, we passed the other day a unanimous resolution, which was intended to be communicated to His
Gracious Majesty, in which we gave expression to the determination of the immense population of this country to
secure success in the war at any sacrifice, and Your Excellency was pleased to communicate to this Council today
the fact that this resolution was communicated to His Majesty and read by him with pleasure. We have also just
received the news from Your Excellency that the Indian troops are behaving in a manner at the front which has
won for them the admiration and praise of European officers.
It is really very painful, My Lord, that, at a time like this, this Council should have been under the necessity of
passing a Bill which is of an emergent character and which has been demanded on account of the gravity of the
situation, the nature of which is known to Government. Those people who at a time like this do anything which
casts a slur on the loyalty, the past history and the traditions of the Indians, are to be considered as the worst of
miscreants and in my opinion no drastic measure ought to be considered as too severe for them.
There is also, no doubt, from what has transpired these last few years, that there is a class of men who are
gathering members round them, growing in numerical strength and perhaps in influence, too. A measure of this
nature, as is before the Council, a measure of this character ought not to be considered from our point of view
only, but it has also to be looked at from the point of view of that class of men whom I can best call our enemies.
From the fact that this class is growing by converts from peaceful citizens and they are using their influence to
increase their number, anything in a measure of a legislative character which is ambiguous or which is of such a
nature as would give them an opportunity to make people believe that this Government is of an arbitrary character
would be an instrument in their hands, which they would use to their advantage.
I have looked at the Bill from that point of view; and while I consider it my duty to give my whole-hearted
support to the Bill, I should like the Honorable Member in charge of the Bill\fn{ The Bill was introduced by Sir Reginald
Craddock to provide for special measures to secure the public safety, the defense of British India, and for a more speedy trial for certain
offences} to look at it, or certain portions of the Bill, from this point of view and see whether it is not likely to be

an instrument in the hands of our enemies and used by them as evidence of the arbitrary power of the
Government.
One section provides that this special Tribunal will try offences which are tried in the ordinary courts and are
punishable under the Penal Code. I find that there is a provision for cases in which punishment is ten years’
rigorous imprisonment and there may be cases of criminal breach of property or ordinary cases of arson, and yet
at the same time I find that this clause does not include cases of rioting which are more likely to have a political
aspect; consequently, the section ambiguously or carelessly worded as it stands would be considered by our
enemies as an instance of Government’s object to have an arbitrary power in regard to ordinary offences which
are ordinarily triable in the ordinary courts.
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Another instance to which the attention of Your Lordship has already been drawn is that the judge should be
one of longer experience than one year, and also that capital punishment should not be awarded in cases when
there is any doubt.
But in the circumstances, as I consider that no punishment could be too severe for these men, and as we have
full faith and confidence that under Your Excellency’s Government this Act will never be used in such a way as
really to bring under its purview men who are really friends and loyal subjects of the Empire, I do not consider it
necessary to repeat amendments which have been made. I do really hope that the Honorable Member in charge of
the Bill will take into consideration this fact as to whether section 3 might not be amended so as to give no
occasion to our enemies to consider it as evidence of the arbitrary power of the Government and at the same time
it should include those cases of rioting which are liable to have a political aspect attached to them.
With these words, My Lord, I give my whole-hearted support to the Bill. My Lord, I support the amendment.
7
Sir, a few days ago we had a long discussion with regard to what was called the “ Rainy Circular”. It began
with the name of “Rainy” and was expected to cool an atmosphere outside, which had become hot, but the debate
made it a stormy circular.\fn{ Maulavi Hafiz Nazrul Haqq had earlier moved “that this Council recommends to the Governor-inCouncil to issue instructions to the District Officers to refrain from the policy of adopting repressive measures against noncooperationists.” What was meant by the term itself Das himself defines a bit later in his speech:H }

Now, we have got reference to what has been called the “Hallett Circular”. I must say at the outset that I am
responsible for every word of that circular, though it has been issued over the name of Mr. Hallett. By just a
reference to the wording of the circular, it will be seen that calling it the “HaIlett Circular” is not fair either to the
circular itself or to the author of it. I, therefore, crave your permission, and, through you, the permission of this
Council, to read out that circular which will show the exact nature of the circular, the purpose it was intended to
serve, and whether there is any possibility of its being misunderstood or whether any attempt whatever has been
made to exercise any sort of coercion over the wishes, intelligence and understanding of the people to whom this
circular was addressed.
The circular is addressed to the chairmen of the district boards and municipalities. Municipalities and district
boards are an integral part of the general administration of the Province. It is the duty of the office-bearers and
members of these institutions to refrain from committing any act which might be construed as supporting the nonco-operation movement, which denounces co-operation in any form with the existing system of administration.
The mere presence of persons who have a share, however small, in the administration of municipalities and
district boards at meetings meant to advance the cause of non-co-operation, is likely to be construed into
sympathy with the object of the movement, as these meetings are attended by the ignorant masses.
Much stress is laid on the avowed non-violent character of the movement by the politicians’ propaganda, but it
must be remembered that the work of propagation is carried on by volunteers over whom the author of the
political movement has no control. As people carry on the work of propagation without having direct instructions
from the author of it, it is most likely that the occasion will be used by a class of men who are to be found in the
population of every country for indulging in habitual lawless propensities.
Political teachings undergo transformation, and during propagation this transformation is beyond the control of
the author of these teachings. An instance of this will be found in Mahatma Gandhi’s satyagraha movement. He
admits that his teachings have been misunderstood by the people and have produced a result entirely different
from what he had desired.
The Government at the present moment are doing all they can to make the people realize their responsibility of
self-government and to take an active interest in it. It is absolutely necessary that those responsible for the
administration of district boards and municipalities should avoid even appearing at any place which might be
construed into being in sympathy with the non-cooperation movement.
The Local Government in the Ministry of Local Self-Government invite the attention of all district boards and
municipalities to circular number so and so, that refers to “Rainy’s circular”, an extract from which is annexed.
This circular was rendered necessary because in some districts, Government officers attended meetings held in
support of non-cooperation, and their presence at these meetings was interpreted as showing sympathy with the
movement.
In inviting the attention of district boards and municipalities, the Local Government in the Ministry of Local
Self-Government desire that these institutions should take such measures as they consider suitable to prevent their
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office-bearers, members and employees from attending non-cooperation meetings, or doing any other act which
might be construed as being in support of, or in sympathy with, or acquiescence in the non-cooperation
movement.
Leave it to them to decide. The chairmen of district boards and municipalities are requested to report through
the proper channel what measures they have adopted in order to give effect to the suggestions of the Government.
The Government have left it entirely to them as to what measures they are going to adopt and they have been
asked to report.
*
Now, the last speaker, the Rai Bahadur over there, said—I could not exactly follow the words but from certain
words which reached my ears, I was not aware that I was particularly unfortunate in my auricular appendages—
that there should be discretion, and the reference was also made with a view to differentiate between the
nominated members and elected members, and that while the nominated members may be dictated to a certain
course of conduct, the discretion of the elected members should not in any way be assailed. That was the purport
of the remarks as I understood it.
Now, I do not care, nor is it necessary for my purpose at the present moment, to refer to any acts or deeds or
the plans of non-co-operators as they have been called, but I should take the word itself, “non-co-operation” as it
has been interpreted by the actions of its followers from time to time and ask whether this Council—I am
addressing every member of this Council, the nominated as well as the elected members, and the officials—are
not bound to take a defiant attitude with regard to those who call co-operation?
Who are the followers of it? When did this Council first come in contact with them? What were the
manifestations, the initial manifestations of their activities and energies?
Are you not aware that during the election period people went about preaching that you must not go to the
Council, that it is a place where there is a slavish mentality and where Satan himself sits as the president of a
workshop where they forge the chains which bind all human intellect? Was not this the description that was given
of this Council Chamber to candidates for election; and yet here we are?
If we are to be interpreted by the non-co-operation-wallahs, by what name will they call us? They call us
people who have assembled in Satan’s workshop to work out the destruction, the ruination of their own country.
Now, this is a place where we have, as it were, subjected ourselves to a depth of degradation which is to be found
in a place where Satan alone resides.
*
Now, whatever may be the difference between elected and nominated members. or between officials and nonofficials, there is one point on which we are all agreed. Before anyone of us took any part in the deliberations of
this Council, every one had to swear allegiance to the King. There is no difference between nominated and elected
members here, and by taking that oath of allegiance to the King we have bound ourselves to work out swaraj—if I
may use the expression which has been adopted even by His Gracious Majesty in his latest message to India—we
have decided that we must work out swaraj within this Council Chamber, within certain restrictions.
Our journey to our destination rests through a road which has two boundary lines—the Union Jack—defining
the limits of the road. Outside these limits are a class of men who tells us,
“Where are you going?” They tell us “we are going to have destruction. That is a place where you will meet
Satan—a place where you will find your country ruined and destroyed—there you will find the wrecks and ruins
of your country.”
And is this the state of description which we should allow to go unchallenged? Is not, the Council Chamber the
place where the first and greatest politician in India, Dadabhoy Naoroji, said that the battle of India should be
fought? Is not the Council Chamber the place where men like Gokhale, of revered memory, said that we must
play our part and make every effort to obtain the freedom of India? Is that not the place where we should fight out
the battle for this country? Am, I, after having been associated with this Council work for over 30 years, to stand
still and be the silent target of all these assaults and be accused of working out the destruction of my own country
in this Chamber?
Of course it is open to everybody who says “I denounce that oath of mine and would go out and join and
sympathize with the non-cooperation movement”.
But what have the non-cooperation done? What definition have they put upon us? What designation have they
assigned to us? What is our position in this Council?
Is it not the place where we are to work out the salvation of India? What is our position in the words, in the
language and in the phraseology of the non-co-operators?
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And if we are to take that into consideration, I am sure everybody will agree with me here, not only in this
Council Chamber but outside as well, that these are millions of people whose custodians see no distinction
between the duty of the Government to maintain law and order and the policy of repression. As I suspect, Sir, that
this line of defense is likely to be adopted by the speakers from the official benches, I should like to say a few
words to show that a policy of repression does exist.
8
Sir, I am thankful to Rev. Mr. Whitley for pointing out that a matter like this during the course of discussion
should have been associated with language and remarks suited to the solemnity of the subject. It is to be regretted
that this was not realized by some of the speakers at least. I took upon it not as a measure which would add
anything to the powers of women of the country, but I have read the resolution carefully and every time I have
read it my attention was drawn to the word “disqualification”.\fn{ Dexaki Prasad Sinha had moved that “This Council
recommends to the Government (i) that, the sex disqualification for registration on the electoral rolls, prescribed by rule 7 (1) (b) of the
Bihar and Orissa Electoral Rolls be removed entirely and that regulations be made providing that “women shall not be disqualified for
registration in the electoral rolls by reason only of their sex; and (ii) that in making provision in such regulations for the manner in which
women shall record their votes, due regard shall be had to their habits and customs.” }

It is not a question of conferring certain rights, or of denying the rights to a particular class of persons, but
making the sex itself a disqualification and making this disqualification for a sex which has always been called
the gentler sex—a sex which is a repository of whatever is loving, tender, affectionate and divine in human
nature.
Man has only the sterner virtues of humanity, a masculine sternness. Woman is the embodiment of all that is
divine, of all that is godly, of all that is loving, and these constitute humanity. Go throughout India and you will
find the whole country is studded with temples as the firmament above is studded with stars; go throughout the
country, you will find temples, mosques and other places of worship.
What do they show? Do they not show that India is par excellence religious? The religious element predominates in the Indian nature. Look at the sacrifices that India has made in the cause of religion. If you examine the
lives of some of the ascetics you will find object lessons of sacrifice. Why is it that you find they revere Mahatma
Gandhi? The only reason for this is his life of sacrifice.
Now what better expression or manifestation of sacrifice have we than the mother’s sacrifice for her children?
Whatever you may say, with whatever voice and strength you may oppose this resolution, there is this fact—that
your body, your voice, your tongue with which you speak a word against a woman—these were the gifts of a
woman—your mother.
She made your body with her blood in her womb. She made the greatest sacrifice that she could make, and
therefore you have possession of this body. Every moment of your life, your aspiration, your ambition, your joys,
your sorrows, everything you experience, are the history of your life which began in your mother’s womb. That is
only the living temple—the living temple where God communes with man. In that temple—the mother’s womb—
God puts the soul into the body which the mother has brought into being with her blood.
When I, as a helpless tiny child, was first ushered into this world, it was her blood that sustained my life. She
taught me to develop the first faculty of human nature. In these days of materialistic education people think that
faith is not an intellectual faculty, but faith is as much intellectual as any other faculty. A man lives by faith, and a
child after it is born, in the early days of its life, has faith in its mother—the mother teaches him faith. When this
body of mine will be left behind and my soul will depart from its earthly tenement to meet its Creator, it will be
that faith, which my mother taught me, that will sustain me.
Comte, the French philosopher, held that humanity is represented by mother, wife and daughter. We have been
referred to a history of woman’s position in other parts in the world. We have been told of her position in England
and other parts of the world; what is the difference between India and the other countries?
The history of women in this country in the early period shows that there was progress. Woman did not occupy
then the position that she occupies now. In the West. woman was placed in a position when it was very inferior to
man. Man exercised a dominating power over woman. With all possible respect for the English civilization to
which I owe many things and a good deal of my present life, I must point out this fact: that women in the early
days of Anglo-Saxon law were treated like slaves. There is a good deal of law about witchcraft, and women were
punished in courts. But compare these with India.
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My indignation is aroused to see that we hold this sex disqualification applies to India. Before this materialistic
education was introduced we had women on the high pedestal of a deity. It is not a case of our not giving a
position to women. We are doing them a great wrong by reason of their sex.
*
Nations are not built in a day. We may start a corporation, you may even have a Council Chamber and have
two hundred members to discuss matters; but that is not a nation. A nation has its history, and its traditions.
Nations cannot be built by artificial means, by requisition or by sending round invitations to people to come and
meet at a certain place. You know that India has had a glorious past, but the sun that shone in the firmament of
India has gone down. Still I see the luster of my nation’s past glory and I am proud of my nation’s past history.
Shall I do anything to bring discredit on my proud nation’s past history? Shall I do anything to bring discredit
on my nation? Shall I say that women behaved themselves so badly that on account of their sex they ought to be
disqualified?
It is the disqualification which I object to. Burn and destroy the Mahabharata and the Ramayana, if you are
going to say that women of India are disqualified. Destroy Mahabharata and destroy Ramayana because without
Sita there would be no Ramayana and without Draupadi there would be no Mahabharata.
Whatever may be said of the proverbial chivalry of the warlike Rajput nations, was it not due to the women of
the Rajput nation? Have we not read of the husband who ran away from the battlefield, how his wife refused to
open the door and said,
“Go and die in the battlefield. I would weep much rather that you died on the field and I wept as a widow than
receive a coward like you as my husband.”
When you have instances like that, can anyone be allowed to say that sex is a disqualification?
*
As regards whether women should do this or that work, that is a different thing. Man has been, as I have said,
influenced by foreign, materialistic civilization, but the Indian woman has not been influenced by outside
influences. She is in the zanana.\fn{This speech was delivered in 1921:H}
A zanana means a treasure-room. Does it not mean that that is the place where the nation has its treasures
stored up? She is there and she still retains the pristine glory of the Indian woman. It is for her to decide whether
she will take any part in the politics or not.
I myself do not think that women necessarily should take to politics and I should be really sorry and it will be a
painful and regrettable day in the history of India if Indian women take to such measures to secure their rights as
has been taken by some ladies in England. The Indian woman stands on a high platform—on a high pedestal—
with the magnificence of a dignified deity. You may do anything, but you still worship Saraswati and you still
worship Durga. You have in your language shakti which means real power. Woman’s influence is very great.
Why do you think that the zanana is a prison? It is a temple where the ancient virtues of India have been
stored. We passed a resolution yesterday to give an enthusiastic welcome to the Prince of Wales. English history
has the names of two females, to whose reign England owes a great deal. They are Elizabeth and Victoria.
Auspicious occasions like this are associated with acts of clemency. If some people consider the zanana a prison,
let us release the women from the prison now in connection with the Prince of Wales’ visit.
*
There is another question. I have heard complaints by my countrymen against Englishmen for having withheld
our rights from us. Should we show a spirit of retaliation to the English women in our province? There are certain
English women in Bihar—English women who have property qualifications, there are Parsi women who have
education, and you have to decide not for the women in your zanana, but you have to decide now whether you
will give the right to English women who live here and have property here.
It is not a question which concerns only Hindus and Muhammadans. But it a question which concerns English
women and Parsi women who are residing in Bihar. Let us not take away their rights, let us not be hostile to the
people who are our guests. If there are people here who have no control over their zanana, if the discussion has
made such people nervous about the conduct of the ladies in the zanana, lest they come out of the zanana and
engage in politics, they should understand their women are not concerned with the present question.
The question is, are men going to deprive English women of their right, are men going to deprive Parsi
women, are you going to deprive the Indian Christian women? That is the question.
You have control over your women and if you have control over your women or if you have trust in your
women, if you have your women under control, you could certainly stop them from doing things which you do
not like, but what right have you to consider sex a disqualification?
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I consider this a stigma on my nation, on my country, that this sex itself should be disqualified. I have a sati’s
blood in my veins, and I am not prepared to say that the blood is a stain because it is a woman’s blood.
9
I am not going to deal with or in any way opposing clemency of treatment to political prisoners, co-operators
or non-cooperators, but I am concerned with certain arguments put forward here—some of these arguments as put
forward by a well-known lawyer. They have created some difficulty in my mind, looking at the question from its
purely legal aspects. It is only with regard to that legal aspect that I should like, Sir, to address a few words to the
House.\fn{Saiyid Abbas Ali had earlier moved the resolution: to take early steps to treat the political prisoners including non-cooperators as similar prisoners are dealt with in England during their imprisonment and that the facilities in matters of food, clothing,
lodging, interviews and communication extended to the European prisoners be given to all such prisoners, pending the final decision as to
the arrangements and changes necessary to give to them the treatment extended towards such prisoners in England }

Mr. Yunus said that when people are tried under sections other than those which are specifically called State
offence sections, they may be treated as if they had been guilty under the sections which do not deal with State
offences; they may be tried and sentenced under other sections.
That creates a great difficulty in my mind. Is this possible? Is it within the competence of any Court of Law to
frame a charge under one section and convict him under another section? Can we in this Council recommend
clemency in any form to the law courts?
Politics is a thing which should be kept quite outside the atmosphere of the law courts. We are talking of jails.
Till a man is inside the jail (I do not know, Sir, what the inside of a jail is, but I was within sight of it expecting at
one period of my life to be an inmate)—till a man is inside the jail, the question of how he is to be treated cannot
be dealt with by any of those authorities whose action preterms of the law which they have to administer.\fn{ I have
been unable to find the word “preterm”; but the sense of Das’ meaning seems to be that the treatment of prisoners cannot be determined by
extra-legal means—i.e., by methods or instruments which he considers to be extraneous to normal (traditional) judicial procedures }

Secondly as to what should be done and whether any clemency should be shown to any particular person or
not or what should be the nature or character of the clemency to be shown—these should be left to the Executive
Government. I say Executive Government because it would not be within my department at any rate. That is a
point which I think should be made clear.
We are going beyond the legitimate limits of the question which we ought to discuss. The actual question at
issue is what should be the treatment of persons who had been sent to jail as political prisoners. I certainly, Sir,
should ask you to impress upon this Council the supreme necessity of not allowing the political atmosphere to
enter our law courts, or to ask the law courts to be influenced in any way by political motives, or political objects
or side issues which have nothing to do with the legal aspect of the question before them.
10
Sir, certain thoughts have crossed my mind which I must confess I have not been able to characterize, qualify
or classify. I have read, and what I did read was a correct account because it has been corroborated to me by
persons who were either eye witnesses or ear witnesses, that Mahatma Gandhi made it an important part of his
creed that the untouchable classes should be merged in the higher classes.\fn{ Ganes Datta Singh had earlier moved,
prompting this speech: “The Council recommends that in all Boards and Municipalities the Government be pleased to nominate a member
to represent the depressed classes.”}

Untouchability as a boundary line between man and man should be removed. Very little attention has been paid
to that part of Mahatma’s creed and almost nothing has been done in that direction. But I feel, and feel with pride,
that in this Council Chamber where we are trying to attain His Majesty’s swaraj, we are carrying out the creed of
the non-co-operator with enthusiasm and unanimity. I do not see any reason whatever why, because a man follows
a certain occupation, he should be robbed of those advantages and those privileges which God conferred on
humanity and which law has conferred upon every citizen.
I suppose this idea had its origin in human pride—I do not like to call it caste system or this system or that
system—all those ideas which distinguish between man and man on some flimsy ground are really derived from
human pride. Man has always divided class from class by conferring upon himself, if he is in a superior position,
some mark of superiority, whether it is a sacred thread or whether it points to the color of the skin, or whether it is
a particular position in life or it is the possession of learning or education. All throughout the history of the world
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you will find that there is an attempt by man to efface from humanity the stamp of divinity which it received when
man was created first, when the babe child is born.
The honorable mover of the resolution referred to an incident which he said had made such a deep impression
on his mind that he could recall the incident at any time. I do not know how to communicate my sense of respect
and admiration for the honorable mover of this resolution, because I know he is a Hindu of Hindus. He ought to
be an object lesson to all who take their stand on pride of superior caste.
They ought to see that Hinduism is not inconsistent with the recognition of humanity in certain classes. There
was a time when a certain section of the Hindus considered the Europeans untouchables. I remember an instance
when a Raja shook hands with a Lieutenant-Governor and when he returned home he had to bathe and sanctify
himself in several ways. I heard from a High Court Judge that when he was a junior Joint-Magistrate in one of the
districts of Bengal, he had a pandit who used to come and teach him Bengali. Every morning when the pandit
came he made a salaam and when he left he made a salaam. One day the Englishman asked him,
“Well, my dear pandit, you call me a mlecha, an untouchable; why do you make a salaam?” The pandit said,
“Sir, don’t ask me that question.”
“No,” said the Magistrate, “I must have a reply.” The pandit said,
“Then you will have to pardon me for my impertinence; I never made a salaam to you.” The magistrate said,
“How is that, you did it every day.” The pandit said,
“Sir, it is not a salaam but it is striking my head to show my bad luck.”
*
Perhaps some people here may know that there was a man—I will not name the office he held, neither will I
name the man but he was well-known in Calcutta. He was given an appointment as a copyist by the bara sahib
because his father had done some service in the bara sahib’s house, but the clerks in the office would not allow
him to get into the office. But he had a mighty soul in him; young as he was, he was determined to rise.
He had to sit in the verandah and no one would allow him to buy any sweetmeat from the man who brought
sweetmeat to the office, and the poor young man used to go to the Lal Dighi and drink water there. But he was
there and I knew him personally and I asked him to dine with me.
He told me that he never left any portion of his work undone even if he had to be in office till midnight. He
finished his work and never gave anyone a chance of finding fault with his work and he never asked anybody for
help.
When he got Rs. 200 the people in the office asked him to go inside.
When he got Rs. 500 and had some posts at his disposal these young men used to go to his house and smoke
hookah and eat sweetmeats with him.
Then he went further and got Rs. 600, Rs. 700, Rs. 800, and Rs. 1000 without applying for it. One day his boss
sent for him and asked him if he could suggest the name of a person, who was not an I.C.S.\fn{ Indian Civil
Service:H} whom he could give an important post. That young man named some one in the Punjab and another
person in Madras. His boss asked him if he knew anybody in Calcutta, and he said that he did not know.
The next day the boss sent for him and congratulated him as so-and-so. I have seen that man myself leading a
sankirtan party\fn{A group of people dancing and singing the name of God with feeling, love and faith } in Calcutta.
*
So it is nothing but pride; pride of wealth, pride of learning, pride of position.
But here we have to consider in this Council Chamber the right of man as a citizen.
Does society, does the state not derive any service from the depressed classes? Do they contribute at all to the
upkeep of the state and to the upkeep of man’s position and society?
If they do contribute in any way, then it is the bounden duty of this Government to recognize them as good
citizens as anybody present in this Chamber. I should be the last person to hate a man because he has a certain
origin. But such is human prejudice against certain classes that you cannot possibly ignore the fact that it is not
the depressed classes or oppressed classes who have gone down, but it is those classes who consider themselves
of having the proud privilege of being a superior class and who have kept them down in the scale of society, it is
they who have gone down in the scale of humanity.
That is my sincere conviction, and I am very glad indeed that a resolution like this has come from an orthodox
Hindu gentleman and that it has been so ably, so earnestly and so enthusiastically supported.
And I can assure the honorable members of this Council that nothing will be wanting on my part, if I can in
any way contribute by my humble service to the uplifting of these classes. There will certainly be municipalities
and district boards where you will find a man who belongs to that class itself.
951

I had a man whom I took on, on Rs. 7 a month, and I am now paying that man Rs. 159 a month, and he can do
work which I would challenge any man on Rs. 600 to do, even if I brought him out from England.
With these remarks I support the resolution.
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262.27 Excerpt from Stri Purush Tulana\fn{by Tarabai Shinde (c.1850-c.1910)} Pune?, Pune District, Maharashtra
State, India (F) 6
Let me ask you something, Gods! You are supposed to be omnipotent and freely accessible to all. You
are said to be completely impartial. What does that mean? That you have never been known to be partial.
But wasn’t it you who created both men and women? Then why did you grant happiness only to men and
brand women with nothing but agony? Your will was done! But the poor women have had to suffer for it
down the ages.
One comes across several charges against women both in the written literature and in everyday
discourse. But do men not suffer from the same flaws that women are supposed to have? Do men not cheat
as women do? Theft, incest, murder, robbery, deception, fraud, swindling of government funds, taking
bribes, changing truth to falsehood and falsehood to truth—do men not do any of these? .
First, if, as you claim, a woman has more power than a device for witchcraft or black magic, let me ask
you, you who are endowed with an intellect far more powerful than hers, what have you not achieved with
your intellect? You who have made possible what was believed to be impossible, of what worth can a
woman’s power be before your valiant deeds? Of none.
Second, it may be true that women are a whirlpool of suspicion. But that is because they are uneducated
and all kinds of doubts inhabit their minds. But even then, it must be borne in mind that their suspicions are
usually and necessarily about their own relationships. But if one casts just a fleeting glance at the webs of
doubt in your minds, one’s eyes will surely be dazed. Your minds are full of all kinds of treacherous plans.
“Let’s bluff this moneylender and pocket a thousand rupees from him.” Or,
“Let’s tell that jagirdar such and such a thing and swindle him out of some five hundred rupees.” Or,
“Let’s lie to that officer about that particular case and change his judgment in X’s favor.” Or,
“Let’s register those false documents instead of the true ones.” Or,
“That woman Y, what a coquette she really is! What airs she gives herself! Must corner her one of these
days, and see whether some affair with her can be managed. My current affair has begun to bore me. This is
the chance to end it once and for all and begin a new one.”
Such disgusting thoughts never enter a woman’s mind. This is, of course, not to say that all the women in
the world are as luminous as the sun and as pure as the waters of the Holy Ganges. But even if one takes into
account the entire female community in the world, it would be difficult to come across more than 10 percent
of them who, like you, are caught in the whirlwind of such insidious perfidies, though not a single one of you
is free of them.
Third, women are called the acme of impudence. But does your own species lack this quality in any measure? A
judicious comparison would reveal the balance weighted far heavier on your side in this respect.
Fourth, women are considered a megapolis of inadvertent acts. But what about you, the dastardly, perfidious,
treacherous people that you are? You, who would not hesitate even for a moment in cutting somebody’s throat
immediately after winning his confidence. Do you never commit such insidious acts? You speak as if you are Holy
Temples of Reason! Bravo! Bravo, indeed! You consider yourselves erudite and judicious, don’t you? Yet can you
find a match, anywhere, at any time, for the perfidious acts that you commit every day? On top of all this, you
have the audacity to call yourselves judicious! What can anyone say?
Granted, women are as stupid as buffaloes in the cow pen! They are ignorant and do not know how to read
or to write. But does that mean God did not grant them even an iota of intelligence? Thoughtless and rash they
may sometimes be, but even then they are far preferable to you. Yes! To you who are the bastions of erudition
and wisdom! Why, one has only to visit a prison to get a proof of this! The prisons are packed to capacity with
such people. One can’t even find a place to stand there, they are so packed! As for the “wisdom,” the
“knowledge” that they have, it’s a little too much, if you really ask me! Ev eryone there has a “wise” head on
his shoulders, and a “wise” deed to his credit! Some come there because they have printed false notes, some
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have taken bribes, some for having eloped with someone else’s wife, some for having been in a rebellion, some
for poisoning people, some for treason, some for perjury, some for impersonating kings and deceiving the public,
some for murders … Or would it be more correct to say that the government has most reverently offered you an
honorable place in this prison, I mean, this palace, of merriment for committing such great, why, such superbly
valiant deeds? Now tell me, what woman ever commits such atrocious deeds? Can you show me any prisons that
claim to hold only women prisoners in their fold? I am sure the number of such women will not be more than a
hundred at the most for every two thousand men.
Furthermore, we need to ask, what is the greatest crime that women commit? Adultery. That is the highest peak
of their criminal ventures. They behave recklessly only because of such inclinations. But then, who takes the first
step of sowing the seed of such designs in their minds? Who else but you? However shameless a woman may be,
she will never throw herself into the arms of a strange man. That is an eternal truth. Do you know what a woman’s
idea of happiness is? First, a husband of her choice. One whom she can love. Once their hearts are united, she will
not worry about poverty. She will endure any calamity for him. She will suffer hunger or thirst and put up with
any kind of harassment for the sake of the man she loves. She will be happy even in the worst circumstances
possible. But she will never, in her remotest dreams, think on her own of committing that crime. But let me
tell you something. Can adultery really be considered an act of the most heinous nature? Our
shastras\fn{Ancient books of law, guidelines for moral, social, and political actions; compilations belonging to the postvedic
period} certainly do not seem to think so! There is no need to think that such things did not happen in the past.
In fact, those very shastras that you so very glibly quote are full of the most supreme confusion regarding this
problem. For example, the shastras most freely sanctioned such practices in several circumstances. Suppose a
king died, leaving behind him a queen who did not have a son, she could select any rishi\fn{Sage, seer} of her
choice and beget sons from him in order to augment the family. And she could keep him till she had as many
children as she wanted. What was this if not adultery? But wasn’t it sanctioned by the shastras? Now, instead
of sanctioning such things, had they sanctioned widow remarriages, that would have made even the kingdom
of the deceased king stronger. As you know, many of our states, jahagirs, inams, and other hereditary revenue
rights were dissolved by the government for want of legal heirs. Now that could easily have been avoided and
even the country need not have become a slave.\fn{ Had widows been allowed to remarry } The estates and properties
of many were seized by the government and added to the treasury, for lack of legal heirs. Besides, many times
it so happened that when a king died, he left behind him a bunch of widows and there was no one to protect
that crowd. What happened then? You men swooped down on them like a swarm of locusts and caused
downright ruin. Those royal women, whose feet were never soiled with earth, were as beautiful as goddesses;
but your insatiable lust reduced them to nothing but beggars in exile.
Another charge against women is that they are extremely mean minded and shallow. But they are never
obsessed by such thoughts as “How will I get promoted to a higher office? How will I get more money? When
will I rise to dizzy heights in public esteem? When will people address me as ‘Sir’ or ‘Sahib’ and speak humbly
and meekly to me?” Women never waste their lives as you do, trying to achieve such impossible things. Then why
do you pretend all these things are absolutely unknown to you and charge women with being the sole proprietors
of “reckless vanity”?
The fifth charge against women is that they are the treasure houses of transgressions. But in fact, it is you
who fit that description best. It’s you who cause women to transgress. Let me substantiate this. Many fathers
give away their beautiful and very young daughters, who are hardly ten or eleven years old, to men who are
eighty or ninety in exchange for a purse of gold. They do it with an eye only on his wealth. Their reasoning is,
“Even if the husband dies, there’s no need to worry. She will be rolling in money. She will be able to get the
best of things to eat, and be able to wear nice clothes—at least for a few days. She will have nothing to worry
about. So what if she doesn’t have a husband?”
That is what they think. So without any scruples, they give their daughters away to such old men as lambs to
a tiger. But once he who is her love, her real happiness, passes away, what meaning does life hold for her? The
only man to delight in her new clothes, admire her, and consider her more precious than his life is her husband.
Without him her life is like a desert. Then why would she hanker after those dry festivities? It might seem far
better in the past when women used to burn themselves on their husbands' funeral pyres. At least when one was
reduced to a heap of ashes along with the husband, there was nothing left to worry about. In this world who is
there who would love a woman as much as the husband does, apart from her mother, of course? That is a fact.
But what about her who loses both? Who can she depend on when the red-hot fire of youth is burning in the
pallav of her sari? This, then, is the fate of the women who are married off to old husbands. …
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Many rich men get their favorite daughter married to a boy of rather humble origin and keep the couple in
their house because they love their daughter. Everything goes well while the boy and the girl are both young
and immature. But once she comes of age, this daughter of the rich man, clever, pampered, and used to wealth
right from her birth, starts realizing the difference between herself and her husband. Now, that boy is a
wretched creature of a lowly origin and is ignorant of the real comforts in life. As a result of the marriage, he is
able to experience them for the first time. It is probably solely because of the good deeds he had done in a
previous birth that he married into such a family. But his behavior is far from becoming to his newly acquired
prosperity. The wretched creature is used only to the coarsest things in life! Even if a donkey is fed twice a day
and decorated with silken threads, a saddle, a plume of feathers, and silver knobs, will it ever equal a noble
horse though it be lean and on the brink of death? Naturally she doesn’t like him, since he is a rough patch on a
delicate shawl—and then the inevitable happens. I don’t have to write about that extensively. All those
ridiculous and despicable things that result from such a state of affairs are public knowledge. Now of what use
is the father’s pampering to the daughter? Had he found a suitable hus band for her in the first place it would
have been better. He would have the joy of seeing her happily settled in her married life.
You would not like a bad, ugly, cruel, uneducated wife, full of vices; why then should a wife like such a
husband? Just as you desire a good wife, she also longs for a good husband. Let me remind you of some thing.
When you are young and your parents are very poor, they are greatly worried about your marriage. At that
time, they borrow heavily and somehow manage to marry you off. In such circumstances you can hardly
expect to get a beautiful girl for a wife. At that time, even a wife who is as ugly as an owl seems like a Venus
to you. But later on, when you are blessed by the goddess Saraswati, and have become “learned” and
educated, when you get promoted in your job, you are ashamed of this first wife. Because you are wealthy
now, you consider her to be worthless. She is nothing more to you than a servant or a cook whom you can hire
to keep house for you for a few small coins. For you, she is just a slave you have bought for a thousand
rupees. Perhaps you love even your dog or your horse more than your wife. A wife is nothing but a dark
corner or a heap of rubbish in the house. Who cares for her? But why would a rich man care for his wife? For
him wives come a dime a dozen. The rich are ready to be bridegrooms any day—indeed every day. It is only
because Yama, the God of Death, doesn’t have time to carry off their wives so fast. Otherwise they wouldn’t mind
tying the knot thrice a day. Such men find it very difficult to call an ugly wife their own. When they were poor, in
the past, nobody took any notice of them. But now that they have acquired wealth and prestigious jobs, they have
risen in public esteem. So they want a wife who will match that pomp with her beauty. Just watch all those silly
pranks they get up to at the time of their second or third marriages. Now tell me, do women ever behave in this
fashion? Whether in prosperity or in poverty, they always behave obediently, according to your commands. Have
you ever heard of a woman running off with another man just because her husband is ugly or poor? Now who
deserves to be blamed? Women or men?
The sixth argument against women is that a woman is enveloped in a hundred guises of fraud and deceit. My
friends, as far as these particular merits are concerned, the honor of the first rank undoubtedly goes to you. How
can I describe your deceit? One comes across it virtually at every step. Oh, what guises you don! Those yellowblack stripes that you draw on your body—like a tiger! You are a Gosavi, a fakir, a Haridas, a brahmachari, a
sadhu, a dudhahari, a Giripuri, a bharati, a Nanak, a kanfate, a yogi\fn{Some of these titles for holy men are the author’s
satirical inventions} … what a fanfare you create. You smear your body with the so-called holy ash, grow your hair
long into a mass of matted locks, proclaim that you have renounced the world, and roam all over cheating and
deceiving people with your beguiling tricks.
“Who’s this?” “Ramgirkarbuwa.”
“Who’s that?” “Shastribuwa.”
“And this?” “The, great sage, Ganpatbuwa Phaltankar, a mahasadhu!”
“That one there?” “A follower of Nanaka.” Somebody just has to say “Look at his virtues! They defy any
description! He’s wonderful. Besides, he is free from all worldly desires. He has great magical powers,” and so
on. That is enough of an introduction for a credulous public! Then the fake sadhu goes on prolonging his stay,
putting on grander and grander pretensions. He gorges himself with rich, sweet food like a fat tomcat, and then
begins his “worship.” That is, reposing in a corner, he closely eyes all the women who come for an audience
with him, and selects a few beautiful ones whose names he reiterates on his rosary. That’s the end! All gods are
forgotten promptly and forever. And these “goddesses,” in the form of beautiful women, occupy that place. In his
eyes, their lovely, smiling faces and in his heart a burning desire for money. Torn between these two cravings, the
sadhu hovers between the worlds of sanity and madness. …
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A tulsi necklace around the neck, God’s name on your lips … with this paraphernalia you roam around in the
guise of a Haridas, but what are you really? Nothing but beggars! Respectable-looking beggars! You go to Kashi,
don’t you? But just because you have shaved off your mustache and your beard, do you think you are absolved of
all sin? …
Once you become sanyasis, you shouldn’t hanker after any worldly ambitions. With your holy saffron
clothes, your staffs and pails of holy water in your hands, you declare that all the creatures in this world are
the manifestations of God. You sit on the ghats after bathing in the river, smearing yourselves with sackfuls
of ash, pretending to be lost in meditation. But at the first sound of tinkling anklets, don’t your eyes race up
all the fifty steps of the ghat? The buwa is so utterly flustered that he drops the pail of holy water from his
hand … With what words can I describe your guile? You will assure somebody that he is like a brother to
you, but at the same time wish for his ruin in your heart. You call another your father, but with your eye on
his purse. And when you are friends with someone, you eye everything, from his dog to his wife, with
malicious desire. There are very few among the male sex who are pure. One should hear your gossip with
your friends.
“Why, that Mr. X shows off so much these days! What fun if he is ruined! How that Mr. Y has risen! What
a marvel it is! There were times when that son of a donkey didn’t have enough food to eat! But now the son
of a bitch goes around in a two-horse carriage!”
This is your favorite hobby, isn’t it? The moral of the story is, with evil in your mind, like a crow, you
roam around looking for the weaknesses of people to wreck them. Do women ever behave like that? Tell me.
Did any woman ever disguise herself as a sadhu and carry any man off? Give me just one example.
The next argument against women is this: A woman is temptation incarnate. All right. A woman is full of
charm from top to toe. Everything about her—her limbs, her voice, her gait, her speech—fascinates and attracts
men like a magnet, like a honeycomb attracts a honeybee. But is that any of her fault?
If a great brahmachari sadhu is asked to choose between a pot of gold coins and a beautiful woman, he will
undoubtedly forsake the pot of gold for the golden complexion.
In these days, because of the spread of education and because of the printing press, many works of fiction have
been published. For example, Manjughosha, Muktamala, the play Manorama, and so on. Now it is true that no
story becomes really interesting without a sprinkling of romance, humor, and pathos. But the composers of these
stories should at least check whether such stories are plausible, or whether they have any historical validity,
before starting the composition.
Let’s take a look at Manjughosha first. Manjughosha is the favorite daughter of an emperor. Is it possible that she
could deceive her old father and impudently run away with Vasantamadhava in his airplane? Wouldn’t she have any
sympathy for her old father, who treated her with so much love and affection? She was known as virtue incarnate;
then how could she desert her jeweled palace and forsake its pleasures for a strange prince whose name and origin
she did not know? Didn’t the image of her old father rise before her eyes when she left? Didn’t she feel guilty in any
way? Dear readers, you can judge for yourselves the truth of such a story. It’s thousands of years since the
Dwaparyuga ended and the Kaliyuga began.\fn{ Dwaparyuga is the third of the world’s four ages; Kaliyuga is the present age }
Even the English rule in this country is two hundred and fifty years old. The writer of this book, I’m sure, was born
in this century itself. But I’m sure that all our ancestors put together couldn’t ten generations ago visualize anything
like Vasantamadhava’s airplane.
The English people have invented many machines: trains, airplanes, and so on. But even they haven’t got the
trick of using an airplane for anything they want to. You can decide for yourselves how incredible it is to imagine
that Vasantamadhava mastered its entire intricate mechanism for the sole purpose of carrying off Manjughosha.
Another book in the same tradition is Muktamala. Muktamala was the daughter of a famous knight. Her
husband had been thrown into prison as a result of the king’s wrath. In her attempts to meet him, she got into the
clutches of the despotic officer Bhadraksha. He tortured her and kept her prisoner in a thick forest. But she never
surrendered her virtue, which is a woman’s true religion. It is probably the inten tion of the writer to demonstrate
this. Now what I want to debate is this. A woman is as frail as an ant compared to the towering strength of a
man; why, all the strength in the whole of her body would be less than the strength contained in the arm of a
man. If such a lustful tiger chased a poor helpless cow in a lonely and unprotected place, would he refrain from
killing her as well?
Why, even your gods are treacherous. No wonder you are the same. Indra impersonated Gautama to seduce
a virtuous wife like Ahalya. Didn’t His Holiness, Lord Krishna, go and ruin the virtue of a great wife like
Chandrawal, who loved her husband so much? No, if you start wrecking houses treacherously, what can a
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woman’s pativratadharma\fn{The wife’s religion, i.e., the worship of a husband, whom she must consider a god } do? How
can a woman protect her true religion, her loyalty to her husband?
Krishna at least is a God. He holds in even balance sins and moral achievements. He is omnipotent and
knows the truth. A woman could save herself from your hands only if God himself takes pity on her and cuts
you into tiny pieces at such times. Otherwise she can’t even dream of being rescued. Such stories are true
only in books. The preacher tells us from his pulpit that eating aubergines is forbidden in the Puranas and
one shouldn’t eat them. But the moment he is back from his preaching, all that he has said is promptly
forgotten and he stuffs himself with a hearty meal of those very vegetables. Obviously what he preaches is
only for other people to follow. What use is such knowl edge? And who follows such dicta? Who cares about
the sufferings of a woman? She can escape a tyrant only by smashing her head at his feet. Otherwise escape
is impossible. So what is the intention behind writing such books? They are based on such obviously childish
logic. One who knows the ways of the world can easily see how false the whole thing is.
Let us now turn to the play Manorama. The playwright has delineated four types of situations here. In the first,
the couple Manorama and Ganapatrao are shown to have come to a good end because they are both cultured and
educated. The couple Godubai and Ramrao Phadnis, on the other hand, are most ill matched. This is apparently to
show how young wives ignore their old husbands and how contemptuously they treat them. Later on the writer
presents elaborate descriptions of Godubai reveling in her native vileness after Ramrao’s death, her becoming a
laughingstock in the court of law, the police inspector’s style of working, and the testimony of Saraswatibai and
Tuka the barber. In the third situation, we have the couple Gangu and poor Vinayakrao. Gangu doesn’t love her
husband because of his poverty, and through the machinations of Saraswatibai, she becomes friendly with loafers
and runs off to Karachi to openly become a whore. There, once again we find descriptions of the false affections
of whores, their false words, their hollow promises, and so on.
The fourth section consists of the account of Rambhatji’s daughter-in-law Thaku, who is a widow. Later she
becomes pregnant and after going through every kind of suffering imaginable, she dies in extreme distress of
some horrible disease in Bottlebhoy’s hospital in Bombay.
All these different types of stories have been cooked up by the dramatist, but the question is, To what end? In
fact, by writing such a play the writer has exposed himself in public and made himself a butt of ridicule. It’s true
that a clenched hand contains a million, every house has skeletons in its cupboards, and every house has some
darkness and some light. Every house, however, also has a widow—either a sister, or mother, or daughter-in-law,
or daughter. A stigma to one is a stigma to all. What a grand achievement it is that this author has managed to
malign all widows by one stroke of his pen! Who can claim that all parents will learn their lesson from this play
and get their daughters married only to good and virtuous husbands; and that Lady Luck will smile upon all
women as she did on Manorama!
Similarly, old dogs like Ramrao will never learn a lesson from the play just because they see how Ramrao
married a young adventuress only to have his prestige auctioned off in the crowded court of law. That will
never stop them from marrying young girls in their old age. There shouldn’t be any doubt that those who marry
when they are so old will be disgraced and subjected to ridicule both in private and in public. But it is
impossible to believe that all women will run away from husbands who are inferior to them.
Now it is hardly surprising that Thaku died in the hospital. After all, she was going to die anyway. Either at
home or in the hospital. Dear authors, please don’t imagine, even in your wildest dreams, that you will be able to
strike terror into the hearts of people and persuade them never to do such things again simply by writing such
stories.
In short, it is you who are vice incarnate. Why blame women? Women like Anadibai, the aunt of the Peshwas
who was notorious for her murderous deeds, are far less in number than similar men. There will not be more than ten
women like Vijayalakshmi in a hundred, either.
And even if a woman is guilty of any monstrous deeds, she is, nonetheless, superior to man. Once you win her
over with your various tricks, and become the king of her heart, she trusts you implicitly and loves you with every
fiber of her being. Then you become the most precious thing for her, next to her virtue, of course. She offers you
nothing less than her life. How can she see through your treacherous game? Because at such times you behave
like a slave to her. You win her favors with such an obtrusive and officious manner that you are ready to even
lick her shoes. Yes, your love knows no bounds, but for how long? Until your lust is satiated. Once your desire
is fulfilled, and she becomes pregnant, you leave all the worrying and suffering to her and hide your face like
a scorpion, behind a stone. When that mortified woman, innocent as a deer, crushed to death by that burden on
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her soul, begs the wicked man, that beast in disguise, to help her, he an swers her with such indifference as if it
were none of his concern.
“What can I do about it? You have sinned and now you must suffer for it.”
Ah, what an answer! What must she feel when she hears such words from the same mouth that had uttered
words dripping with love, which she regarded with utmost love, for which she was pre pared to throw away her
life and soul? They are not words, they are poisoned arrows. Think of her condition when she hears such
words. But what can the poor woman do? Utterly destitute, she had no cour age left but to abandon the child,
her own flesh and blood, to save the honor for which she has to undergo so severe a punishment.
Here under the British rule, not a leaf can be moved without a wit ness! But in such delicate affairs,
witnesses are conspicuously absent. The government also deserves to be blamed for this. They have passed a
law that the punishment given to him who offers a bribe will be double that given to him who accepts it.
Similarly, I would suggest that they should pass a law in such cases as well by which the man should get
twice as much punishment as woman gets. Why shouldn’t it be so? Even in ancient civilizations like Rome
and Greece such crimes used to be punished most severely. I have one suggestion to offer in this regard. The
government should brand the stupid prattling mouths of these men with red-hot irons. This will strike terror
in their hearts and such crimes will never be committed! Think of that miserable woman who later on spends
her life in some godforsaken corner, or in the jail, mourning her fate, weeping her heart out, trying to wash
the stains off her character. All her honor is torn to rags by such public disgrace. Many commit suicide, many
abandon their relatives, give up their wealth, and go into exile. Even a cobra is preferable to you. At least it
kills immediately. But the poison that you inject into her afflicts her with intolerable agony and causes her to
die a slow, slow death. Thus, you are more treacherous than even a poisonous snake. You can judge who has
a more generous mind. Will you ever suffer as much as she does for you?
Never, never will you be so kind! Never can you be so generous! No sooner have you ruined one than you
are ready to go after another. Then you won’t remember the first one even in a dream. But a wom an’s love is as
deep as an ocean. She will value the man she loves even more than her own life. He may torture her, but she
will always be on his side. Thus her heart is always full of tender love for him, but look how she’s rewarded.
I’m sure there are very few men who are ruined by women. But it would be difficult even to guess at the
number of women ruined by men. You are far too clever for women. You are, in fact, nothing but scoundrels of
the first order! You are so cunning that you will pass through a sugarcane field without letting those sharp leaves
touch you, let alone scratch you. You organize big meetings every day, deliver impressive speeches, offer
unwanted advice to all and sundry, and do a hundred other such stupid things. You are nothing but learned asses!
Yes, that’s what you are really. It is said that it’s always dark just under a lamp! You are no exception to that rule!
If only you realized how much evil you contain, it would break your heart! …
241.90 An Assembly Of Trees\fn{by Hrishikesha Bhattacharya (1850-1914)} Jaipur? Rajasthan State?, India 1
Now in the deep interior of that great forest, absolutely devoid of animals, we saw many kinds of trees
standing in rows like members gathered in an assembly, steady and motionless as if listening to something with
singular attention, with their leaves steadily upraised as if thrilled, moving their upper parts gently once in a way
as if in consent, and at times even rubbing their palm-like leaves, in delight as it were.
And in the midst of them all stood a very great Holy Fig-tree, its leaves a-flutter like the flourishing hands of a
speaker, saying,
“O great trees! O lamps of the great tree-families! Accompanied by your creeper-consorts and with your teeth
—like soft floral luster. Please listen carefully to what I say.
“The topic of our discussion today is, of course, human behavior. In the entire line of creation, human beings
are indeed the lowliest of creatures. The great intelligence and cleverness that the Lord Creator of the Universe
manifested in evolving fresher and higher forms of life have all at once been washed away by His creation of
human beings.
“We, of course, are inanimate as a result of our acts in previous lives, so we may not talk of ourselves. But in
the entire line of living beings, there is no other creature as deceitful, as self-centered, as fraudulent, as clever and
cunning in behavior and as prone to violence as human beings. All of you see daily with your own eyes wild
animals like lions and tigers moving about in the forest and supposed to be very ferocious by nature; you also
observe their routine and occasional activities. So may I, with due respect, put this question to you? Tell the truth,
sirs, are these animals more murderous than human beings?
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“They, of course, kill, but their purpose is only to allay the fire of their bellies as per the law of nature. Their
cruel activities cease when their bellies are filled. Once full, they do not kill deer and rabbits even if they are in
their hands. They do not wander haughtily from forest to forest to kill creatures. On the contrary, like sages, they
attain a state of peace, become inactive and retire to a secluded, solitary place for rest.
“The violence of men, on the other hand, is endless. For them, killing of animals is a game. Just to amuse a
tired mind they proceed to a great forest and kill animals mercilessly, to their hearts’ content. While human beings
fulfill their killer instinct under the guise of ‘hunting’, do wild animals, despite their so-called ‘cruel’ nature, ever
enter human habitats and perpetrate such heinous misdeeds?
“Not only do human beings exhibit enormous cruelty by killing animals in their pursuit of mundane happiness,
they also reveal a brutal wickedness when, in their hope of achieving transcendental bliss, unalloyed and eternal,
they show similar enthusiasm in killing before their favorite deities wholly innocent animals, crying and
quivering, in terror of their imminent deaths. In fact, even the hearts of inanimate objects like us are shattered at
the sight of their ritual of animal sacrifice.
“Not only do the animals observe a regularity in the matter of food, they also attain satisfaction almost
effortlessly. They are perfectly content with obtaining victuals just enough to fill their stomachs; they desire no
more. As with food, so in other matters too, they attain satisfaction easily, which somehow becomes extremely
difficult for human beings.
“God Almighty has not included contentment in their good fortune. Running constantly after progress and
prosperity, with their hearts agitated by incessant greed, these descendants of Manu strive every moment of their
lives, with all their might, to achieve their selfish ends. They do not follow dharma, do not abide by truth, care a
fig for the deepest love, give up purity like a clod of earth, forsake honesty like an enemy, stifle faith as if it were
inauspicious, are not in the least daunted by sin, are not at all ashamed of repeatedly practicing chicanery and are
not averse for a moment to torturing others, or perpetrating the greatest of crimes—all this only to achieve their
selfish ends. And as they go on realizing their selfish goals, their thirst for sensual pleasures also increases.
“Not only are they lower than animals, they are even more worthless than straws. Straws, until the rise of a
strong wind, do not shake even slightly, do not quiver at all, but remain absolutely still, fearless in mind as it
were. And when the strong wind blows, they fight according to their might for long, like heroes on the battlefield
and fall to the ground when their strength ebbs. They do not, like cowards, give up their ground and flee. On the
other hand, human beings anticipate in their minds the advent of some calamity long before it actually occurs,
tremble in great fear, and pass their time in great misery. Their hearts are overcome by constant and heavy
apprehension. Being confounded, they contrive various counter-measures with great effort. Consequently, the joy
of peace becomes unimaginable in human life.
“Now, destiny is unavoidable and the laws of fortune are insuperable. Therefore, despite all their counterefforts, if some so-called calamity does befall occasionally, their arrogance of learning immediately disappears,
their pride of cleverness and sharp intelligence crumbles, and the great egotism arising out of their self-imagined
omniscience shatters. And soon after, their hearts become sad, their long-nurtured sense of disbelief wanes, and
far recedes their antagonism towards God. They abandon all their self-reliance, bow down with folded hands
seeking refuge with Lord Almighty, the only refuge for all, crying pitiably to be saved. Do you require any further
evidence to establish their worthlessness?
“Therefore, what sort of superior intelligence on the part of the Creator of .the Universe is revealed, in
creating, after the creation of straws, a creature like this—more worthless than straws and lowlier than beasts?”
Thus, the chief of the assembly, Lord Fig-tree, presented at length his views clearly and variously with
arguments and evidence, and then concluded the meeting of the assembly of trees.
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264.32 Quotations of Yogindra Mohini Biswas aka Yogin-ma\fn{by Yogin-ma (1851-1924)} Baghbazar, North
Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) 2
Balaram Babu was related to me, being my husband’s maternal uncle. One day Srti Ramakrishna came to his
house and we went to see him. It was the first time I saw him. The Master was standing at one side of the hall in
deep samadhi. He had no outer consciousness. Since no one dared touch him, people bowed down to him from a
distance. We also did the same. At that time I had no idea what samadhi was. I at first thought that he was a
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drunken devotee of Kali. I could not understand the master at my first meeting. Moreover, it immediately came to
my mind that my married life had been ruined by a drunken husband, and again should I undo my spiritual life
through the influence of this seemingly drunken person? But gradually I became acquainted with the Master.
(141)\fn{These are the pages of the book from which the quotations were abstracted:H }
*
Gradually I began to feel an attraction for the Master. Just the thought of visiting him would make my mind
dance with joy. On the day that I planned to go there I would get up early and finish my household duties as
quickly as possible. My longing to see him knew no bounds. After arriving at his room I would forget everything,
sitting in his presence. The master used to experience samadhi off and on, and at that time we would look at his
face with wonder. He was so compassionate! Whenever I brought him some ordinary preparations he would relish
them like a young boy, saying joyfully, “Very tasty! Delicious!” And always at the time of our departure he would
say, “Come back again.” When I returned home after my visit with the Master, I would spend the whole week in
an intoxicated mood. This established a strong relationship. I cannot express the joy I felt. Even while I was
engaged in cooking or other household activities my mind was with the Master. After some days, when I would
feel my intoxication diminishing, my mind would again long to see him. (142)
*
Whenever I went there Holy Mother would take me into her confidence, tell me her secrets, and seek my
counsel. I used to visit Dakshineswar every seven or eight days, sometimes spending the night there. Then Holy
Mother would not let me sleep anywhere else, but would ask me to sleep in her room at the nahabat. Some time
after my first visit Holy Mother left for her country home. I stood on the bank of the Ganga and watched her
departure, waiting until the boat was no longer visible. After that I returned to the nahabat and wept bitterly. The
Master, on his way back from the Panchavati, noticed me crying, and after returning to his room he sent for me.
“Her leaving caused a great deal of pain for you,” he said tenderly. He then began to console me by recounting the
marvelous spiritual experiences he had had during his days of Tantric sadhana. When Holy Mother returned after
about a year and a half, he told her, “That girl with nice large eyes, who comes here frequently, loves you very
much. She wept a long at the nahabat when you left for home.” Mother replied: “Yes, I know her very well. Her
name is Yogin.”(143)
*
You complained that you do not experience samadhi, but what is all this? (144)
*
Several times I noticed that whenever a question arose in my mind, someone else would ask the Master the
same question. Thus in answering that person’s question, the Master would remove the doubts in my mind also.
He was all-knowing. (144)
*
I want to call on God more and put my mind wholly on him, but it is hard to control the mind. What shall I do?
(146)
*
Sometimes when I was with him I would feel that he was not a man but one of us [women]. Although it is
natural for us to feel a certain shyness before men, we had no such feeling in the Master’s presence. If perchance
that feeling would arise, it would disappear immediately, and we would be free to open our hearts to him. We used
to speak to him about very intimate things without any scruple or hesitation. And how kind, how affectionate, the
Master was to us! When strangers, casually reading the life of Sri Ramakrishna, jump to the conclusion that he did
not like women, we simply laugh. (146-147)
*
What will happen to us? (147)
*
The moment Holy Mother saw me she hugged me and began to shed profuse tears over her separation from the
Master. Both of us became so disconsolate that our days passed in lamentation, and we could hardly attend to our
daily needs. One night the Master appeared to us in a vision and said, “Why are you crying so much? Here I am.
Where have I gone? It is just a change from one room to another, isn’t that so?” These words reassured us and
lessened the intensity of our grief to a considerable extent. (148)
*
I was in such a high spiritual mood that I even forgot whether the world existed or not. (148)
*
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Once I was in such a high spiritual attitude, that wherever I turned my eyes, I would see my Ishta.\fn{ Chosen
state lasted for three days. (148)
*
You are a monk. Your ochre robe is a symbol of renunciation. It is this renunciation that made Sri Ramakrishna
great, and you are following in his footsteps. A little cobra is as poisonous as a big cobra. (150)
*
Devamata, I wonder why Thakur sent you so far away to be born. You belong here. You are one of us. (152)
*
One day, while meditating at the time of worship, I saw two incomparably handsome boys. They came,
smiling and hugging me and stroking my back, and said, “Do you know who we are?” I replied: “Yes, I know you
quite well. You are the heroic Balarama, and you are Sri Krishna.” The younger one then said, “You won’t
remember us.” “Why?” “No, you won’t on account of them,” and he pointed to my grandchildren. (152)
*
Well, Mother, it does not matter. The mantram you will give him has the power to change him in time. Don’t
worry. Initiate him. (153)
*
Ha Gopala! Ha Gopala! (154)
deity} That
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262.141 Excerpt from Vignette From Finland; or, Twelve Months In Strawberryland\fn{by Annie Margaret CliveBayley (1852-1924)} Nagpur, Nagpur District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 3
… The steam-dairy has been established on Admiral de M.’s property for about eight years, and has wrought a
great change for the better in the condition of the poor. There are several steam-dairies in the country, and if
railway communication were opened up with the north, a large number of them would speedily be started, and the
natural resources of the country would be greatly developed. The price of laying the best railway in Finland,
including the building of stations, and the sheds, etc. required, on the most complete scale, is four thousand marks
a kilometer. A light railway is all that would be required, and probably such as were recently made in Ireland
would amply suffice for the purpose. Iron has to be imported, and the Russians have lately much increased the
difficulties of the country, which is poor in all mineral wealth, by levying heavy duties on all raw materials
imported. The country round Urdiala is remarkably ferruginous, but the quality of the iron is very poor. It is,
however, hoped that, should a railway be made, the mineral resources of North-east Finland might be fully
developed, and possibly the iron there may, as is expected, prove better in quality.
*
Finland possesses two and a half million of human inhabitants, and two million cows. “Be a cow, and you will
be well taken care of; but a man or a horse has nothing to hope for,” is the saying.
No doubt a great part of the prosperity of this bright little nation is owing to the fact that men, women, and
children all take their share in tilling the fields and minding the cattle. The whole system of social economy turns
on the fixed seasons, and on the necessity of devoting the long hours of summer daylight to agriculture and its
cognate employments. In summer the bells call to work at 4 A.M., and disperse the laborers at 8 P.M. In winter
the hours are from 8 A.M. to 5 p.m., and not merely are the hours different, but the kind of work is different also.
The sowing of the grain begins about the first week in August, and the ground is clad with rich green before the
first snow falls. After this happens, nothing more can be done in the way of actual field-work, except laying
manure, which is piled without stint on the surface of the snow, and gradually sinks in, to be spread as soon as the
white covering melts in spring.
The cattle are generally housed about September. I went one day to see the new cow-house, or rather palace,
on one of Admiral de M.’s farms. It is very lofty and beautiful, and everything has been done in the newest and
most approved way to house 100 cows in luxury. The seventy-six then in stock were all in the milking-yard, and
the only denizen of the palace was an infant bull, who had a sumptuous abode. We went into the loft, some 150
feet long by 60 or 70 feet broad. It would have made a magnificent room for a village dance.
The model cow-house has attached to it large stalls, in which the young calves are kept. The supply of milk is
pretty even all the year round at these farms, as the calves are generally born in the autumn and winter months,
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whereas the peasants prefer the spring calves. As the cattle do not go out till May, they have eight months’
imprisonment, and they must hate the halter, though perhaps do not despise the good food of winter. The feeding
and caring for the cattle give a good deal of labor, and besides this the two other chief occupations in winter are
carpentering and attending to the forests.
Carts, hay-poles, gates, rakes, sledges, and furniture are all made during the winter months. If timber has to be
felled, it is done in the winter. Transport is then greatly facilitated, for the sledges glide at a great pace over the
even surface of the ground, making tracks in otherwise pathless and impassable roads. The timber is carried to the
banks of the rivers, and floated down to the sea. It sometimes takes two years to get timber down from North
Finland. The gates are always removed in winter, and the boats housed, as the snow would bury the former, and
the lakes are frozen hard, which greatly helps the traffic.
The educational arrangements are in harmony with the wants of the agricultural population. The children are
free from school from June 1 st to September 1st. Education is neither free nor compulsory, though no one is
allowed to be married until he or she can read, and some of the most frequent jokes on this subject allude to the
ways in which this rule is dodged and evaded by the dunces of the country. The percentage of dunces, however, is
very small, and though writing is only now beginning to be practiced, reading is as usual as eating or drinking.
The people read Luther’s works, and consider them very deep; but, as I have said, it is rather difficult to
understand what they find of interest in the diatribes against Roman Catholicism. There are scarcely any Roman
Catholics in Finland, and very, very few “Greeks.” The pastors are, for the most part, farmers of the glebe, and as
they are to a large degree, in this generation, peasants’ sons, it is natural that they should find the occupation
congenial. The glebes are in many instances large, and the pastor may, if he likes, let them, which gives him time
to attend better to his parish. It would hardly pay to let a small farm. Of course the wife and children all share in
these farm duties, and this gives a homely, pleasant interest to the family.
When milk, grain, and firing are plentiful, the pastor is able to help his poor. Tithes are paid in kind, and the
pastor gives out in church the hour and place when he will be in attendance to receive butter, first-fruits of grain,
etc. All this brings the earthly and spiritual matters into close connection, but as a rule the pastors have not much
leisure time after preaching and attending the sick, for more than the christenings, weddings, and funerals of the
parish.
The large forests on the glebe are all carefully guarded, and when a building has to be put up, or rebuilt, the
pastor has to make a request to the authorities, who then generally have some of the trees felled and sold at
auction, and the money realized is applied to the building or necessary repairs. Without these precautions there
might be constantly opportunities of pilfering, and the forests would be endangered; and it must not be forgotten
—though it took me some time to realize it—that the forests form the sole fuel of this far north country.
Some thirty or forty years ago, the Finnish Government imported a large number of Ayrshire cattle. They were
presented in small groups to large landed proprietors. Some five-and-twenty years since there were several
remaining on the farms. The success which attended the importation induced the Government later to repeat their
enterprise, but the agent who was sent to choose the cows was directed not to pay more than fifteen pounds per
head. Consequently he went only among the smaller farms, and bought only inferior cattle. These were sold by
public auction, and fetched very large prices, quite beyond the means of the smaller landowners. Later again,
when a large Scotch proprietor was selling off his stock, another attempt was made. The prices, however, were so
prohibitive that only young bulls and heifers were obtained. By some mischance, at the same time, tuberculosis
appeared among the cattle thus purchased, and since then there has been no general attempt to buy from the same
district. Still, the Ayrshire cattle seem to thrive here, though under conditions so different from those in their own
country.
*
I have wandered very far from the steam-dairy, which I intended should be the subject of this chapter.
All the plant is Finnish, with the exception of the separator, which is Norwegian. All the wood and ice used are
of course procured on the spot, the beautiful lake yielding unending supplies of the latter. There were three
women employed in the dairy of the Urdiala model farm, and also a lad, besides the machinist, who looked
quite a young boy, but did his work well.
The women, as is the custom of the country, wore white handkerchiefs tied round their heads, and very bright
and nice they looked. The head woman was quite young, with a very comely face, and intelligent, energetic
manner. Her duty was to receive every morning, between seven and eight o’clock, the milk for setting for the next
day’s churning. It is brought in tins and cans of all sizes, now by barefooted lads and girls, sometimes by carts,
and in many instances it is sent from distant cottages by boat.
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One little girl brought it in a boat from a village at the far end of the lake, and I must just relate here how her
father—who is now in prison for life—murdered an old woman, rather than build a home for her. He had nearly
finished the house, too, and there it stood by the side of the lake, but I don’t suppose any one will touch it. The
girl’s mother is working the torp or croft—for the terms are the same—and is making it answer, though it went to
ruin in the man’s time.
As each can is deposited on the ground, the dairymaid pours it into a large measure, and thence into a
separator. She enters the quantity at once into the book belonging to the dairy, and into the book belonging to each
customer. She also puts down how many liters of skim milk are wanted back. The pastor, for instance, sends all
the morning milk, but not the evening milk, and he sells all the skim milk, as well as the cream.
But one torper sent 105 liters, sold the cream and 50 liters, and got back 55 liters. In the accounts the amount
he took back is deducted from the whole, and the balance is paid to him monthly. Each customer is paid according
to the quality of the cream supplied, so a regular register is kept of the quality of the milk from each separate torp
or farm.
From the separator the cream goes on to the pasteurizer, where by means of great heat the possibility of
bacteria of any kind is rendered out of the question. The skim milk for the calves is subjected to the same process.
Then the cream is placed in tall, narrow cans, and these are lifted into enormous troughs filled with ice, to wait till
the next morning. The skim milk is then returned in the desired quantities to the customers, and the rest is given to
the pigs. But the skim milk from the farms where there is no separator, and where the cream is hand-skimmed, is
put into carts, and sent off to the nearest station, whence it is forwarded by rail to Tammerfors, which is known as
the Manchester of Finland.
Tammerfors has about twenty thousand inhabitants. The milk is sold in a street running out of the market
square. The day we were there we saw the children standing against the wall of the street, with their cans, waiting
for the milk. The shop does not open till the train comes in, and the whistle is the general signal for a rush towards
the door.
*
To return to the model-dairy. It is entered by a porch, which faces a well some feet farther off. Water from this
well is laid on to every part of the dairy, to secure perfect cleanliness. On the right of the main building there is a
room in which the tin-pots and pans are kept while drying. Beyond this is the room in which is kept the tall can of
sour cream. Butter made from sweet cream is not suitable for the market, and the greatest care has to be taken in
making it sour. It depends entirely on the power of taste which the mairin, or head of the dairy, possesses, whether
the butter is right or not. The “souring” is put into the cream after it has been pasteurized, and a little too much or
too little spoils the whole churning, or makes the butter of an inferior quality. Fortunately, at my friend’s dairy, the
mairin is such a clever person that the butter is always classed and paid for as the highest quality. If the “souring”
is not perfectly fresh, a slight touch of oiliness is at once apparent in the butter, and that also would disqualify it
from being first-class.
Next to the drying and souring-rooms comes the engine-room. There are pipes all round, and hot steam passes
into the great troughs, where all the smaller wooden things are steamed, and scalded in water, in order to render
them perfectly sweet
From here you turn into the large churning-room Two huge churns worked by steam stand in the centre. In the
corner by the window is the separator, and next to it the pasteurizer. To the right of the separator is the press in
which the skim milk is pressed out of the butter, and the salt also is evenly distributed by it. There is also in this
room a large trough and press for skim milk-cheese, but it pays better to sell the milk.
In the next room again are the troughs in which the ice is washed before it is used, and others in which
the cream of one night is stood while “souring,” surrounded by ice. Here also are kept the lactometers, by which
the quality of the milk supplied by each torper, or farmer, or peasant is tested. Outside is the saw for sawing the
wood necessary for the whole service of the engine. If only by way of contrast with the very up-to-date dairy
farming of Finland, I must just describe here the quaint, old-world method of drying hay which still prevails, for it
amused me very much.
We stopped one day in a field to drink some iron water from a chalybeate spring,\fn{ A natural or mineral spring
containing iron salts} and saw that the hay had already been gathered, and was stored in wooden log-houses, some
half-dozen standing in a field of nine or ten acres. As we went on we passed another field, in which the crop was
in process of being dried on sticks like this. The poles are some six feet high, with strong, straight branches fixed
in round them. These latter hold the hay, which is piled on to, and between them, tapering down in shape a little,
so that little or none of the hay touches the ground. Thus it dries very well, the central pole giving ventilation, and
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even in rainy seasons the hay dries on these odd-looking erections. After all, this method is not one to be scorned,
for the labour is much less than that required for turning and raking, and then “cocking” it.
These hay-poles are made in the long winter nights. Oats and tares are treated in the same way. Immense
quantities of the hay are exported, but till it goes it is kept in the log huts when sufficiently dry, and these again
have a curious look, as they are much broader above than below, a shape which shelters them from the snow.
*
Mead is a very useful and palatable product of the Urdiala farmeresses. Indeed, all sorts of drinks—nonalcoholic—abound there, as any sort of spirit is forbidden in the neighborhood by the district council. One can
understand, therefore, that the people have more to spend there than in most places. Once we saw a most
astonishing spectacle in Finland—three soldiers mad drunk in a country cart! My friend told me that they do
get mad with spirits, and then they are really dangerous to encounter, as they think nothing of stabbing you when
they are thus beside themselves. We got past them, however, quite safely, as we met them in an open space. There
was doubtless an inquiry made afterwards, as they must have obtained the spirits illicitly, and probably from some
secret still.
On Saturday night all the soldiers from the reserve go home for Sunday, returning that night to camp. We often
met little groups of them going through the forest—such handsome lads, with fair skin and blue eyes and straight
noses. All the women’s noses seem more or less tip-tilted—generally more! …
245.133 Excerpt from The Rajarshi Of Cochin: Autobiography And Biography Of Maharaja Sir Sri Rama
Varma\fn{by H. H. Sri Sri Rama Varma (1852-1932)} Thrisivaperoor (now Thrissur), Thrissur District, Kerala State,
India (M) 8

I do not remember much about my life myself before I completed the fifth year of existence.
At this age I went through the ceremony of vidyarambham (beginning of study) and was made to attend the
Palace School established for educating solely the members of the royal family. My late lamented sister who was
about seventeen months older than myself was also sent to the same school the same day, and we were, as was
invariably the custom in those days and is even now followed by the majority of young students, made to write on
loose sand, spread on the ground, the Sanskrit alphabets with the ring finger of the right hand.
Before going any further, I shall make a few remarks about the Palace School and its students at the time I
entered it.
*
There was only one teacher who was a Nambiar by caste (hereditary drummer of Chakiar—the hereditary actor
of Sanskrit dramas). He was a good Sanskrit scholar and Professor in the Sanskrit Grammar, but not a very
successful teacher. He was then about sixty years old.
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He has been in charge of the school for many years, and all the princes and princesses of the time except the
Amma Raja\fn{The eldest female member of the royal family } and Kunjamma Rajat\fn{The next to the eldest female member }
were his pupils. The late Raja was the eldest prince attending the school when I entered it.
I was very unwilling to learn and did not let a single opportunity escape to avoid going to school. My sister
always willingly helped me in all my tricks to avoid learning but she always took care not join me in other feats
which were calculated to be received with disfavor by the mother. I was mischievous enough, but not so much,
perhaps, as some others of my class.
Even as a boy of six I was capable and fond of inventing lies which were often taken for truth even by grown
up persons. Most of these were harmless, but sometimes they caused heartburning to others. Once, I invented a
false story that a cousin of mine playing with me on the bank of a tank accidentally fell into it and drank a large
quantity of water, but, that one of his servants who was then on the spot helped him out of the tank and told us to
keep strict secrecy over the incident or our mother would get angry with us and with the servant. Every portion of
this story was a pure invention of mine.
My grandmother, a simple hearted old woman, was the first recipient of the story from me. No sooner the old
woman heard of the news than she got very wild, sent for the cousin and questioned him about it. The poor boy
was quite unprepared for the news, and disowned my knowledge of it, whereupon granny grew wilder, sent for
the servant and asked him about it telling him that she would pardon him, if he spoke the truth. The unhappy
servant was quite puzzled at this requisition and spoke the truth, pleading complete ignorance of the matter.
The simple lady and many others also thought naturally enough that a boy of seven years as myself was
incapable of concocting a story like it, and concluded that my cousin had been tutored by the servant not to speak
the truth, lest he, being the man responsible for the safety of the person of the prince, should be found fault with
for his neglect of duty.
At this my grandmother and the aunt, the mother of my cousin, became very angry with the servant for his
supposed carelessness and the uttering of the lies in order to cover his crime, and sentenced him to half a dozen
cuts with a rattan whip in their presence. The servant was given the last chance of escaping the punishment by
pardon, if he spoke what they thought was true. He was too honest to admit the crime falsely, and denied all
knowledge of the affair.
Upon this, the execution of the punishment was ordered, and my old granny told me to see how the culprit
suffered for his neglect of duty. I do not now remember what my feeling really were then, but have sufficient
recollection that I felt sorry for the innocent man being punished unjustly on account of my mischievous
falsehood. I had gone too for to admit that what I said was an intentional lie; a stratagem, however, occurred to
me. I told granny that I could not say for certain what I saw in a dream or what actually took place.
This new statement of mine made the ladies look extremely foolish, especially in the eyes of the convicted
servant. She nicknamed me polibhattan (King Liar) and called me by that name for many days.
*
I seldom fought with other boys except on defense. My chief profession was play and running about. I could
not count the number of falls I had met with, every day. One of these falls cost me the loss of a small portion of
one of my upper front teeth; the lasting consequence of another is a scar on my forehead.
My mother was over-careful of my health, and there was hardly a day on which I was not made to swallow
some medicine or other. She allowed me only a very simple diet. In fact, I believe I could have been in better
health, were I not made to take so much medicine, and were allowed more nourishing food. My late cousin, the
penultimate Rajah, used to say that the children of my mother could not have been stronger because our body was
built up of medicines, and not of any healthy food.
*
I was very unwilling to learn which gave great uneasiness to my mother who was very anxious about my
education. She very often reprimanded and even threatened me with corporal punishment, but never did so.
Notwithstanding all this, I paid no heed, whatever, to learning. At twelve I could not do anything more than
reading fluently the Malayalam character which, a boy of ordinary intelligence could learn in about an year’s
time.
My guardian was one Ramu Pattar who began to serve my mother when she was seven years old. I then called
him “Amuu”. He is now living and draws a pension of Rs. 40. This man was greatly attached to me and had a
great influence over me which he made excellent use of. He carefully kept me out of bad company which I did not
like, because of its interference with my liberty of doing things as I wanted, then, but for which I do not think I
can ever be sufficiently thankful to him.
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This man kept me engaged in writing Malayalam copy books, for about two hours daily. I considered this as a
great nuisance, but was quite unable to avoid it, as he had my mother’s full support in keeping me under check.
Besides, I felt a very great affection for and some fear of the man and was unable totally to disregard his advice.
*
One day, I wanted to go to Odayathumvathukkal with my comrades (princes) for the Ulsavom in the temple
there. But Ramu Pattar would not let me go on the ground that it was not proper for me to do so, in the then state
of uncle’s (the Raja who died in Makaram 1039)\fn{ January-February 1863} health. I could not agree with his reason
which applied equally to my comrades who were all going to the place. I tried several means—kind words,
threats, tears, etc. to persuade him to waive his objection, but did not succeed: to all that said, he had only one
answer:
“You can not go.”
I got very wild, spoke angularly to him and told him that I would not follow his advice. Ramu Pattar was firm
in his determination and said:
“You shall not go.”
I found my position hopeless, for my mother to whom alone I could appeal, would, I felt sure side with him. I
was thus compelled to yield to Ramu Patter’s wish. I felt more keenly the defeat at his hands which received
much adverse comments from my comrades than the disappointment in not going to Odayuthumvathukkal.
The next day, after the above incident, my last uncle died in Makaram 1039. Ramu evidently knew that His
Highness’ condition was critical, and his objection was presumably due to it. I did not see the soundness of his
advice then or at any near future, but realized it only after several years.
*
In the manner of indifferent talk, Ramu was in the habit of giving me glowing accounts of the superior
intelligence and noble and praiseworthy deeds of some of my predecessors, and often quoted specific instances of
some of them. Ramu was illiterate, but was a man of very strong common sense, of retentive memory and of vast
experience of what had been going on in the State and the Palaces during the past sixty or seventy years. With
several of the things, he said, he was personally acquainted but in other matters, his authority was generally
Ittithama Patteri of Kunnathur, the father of my mother, who took an active part in the administration during the
reign of three Rajas.
So great was Ramu Pattar’s regard for my three direct uncles that he used to say that they were all incarnations
of Vishnu. His remarks about their various good qualities of the head and the heart made such a favorable
impression on my mind that, one day, I said that I should also become one like them, in course of time. To this, he
made the following cutting reply that I shall never be able to go anywhere near them.
All these lessons I received from Ramu when I was a boy of ten and fourteen. But when I grew older and
attained majority, he began to explain to me also the dark side of the careers of my predecessors. He used to quote
not a few specific instances of their failures attributing them to such causes as the influence of favorites and
consorts, unnecessary interferences with the actions of the diwans who received support of the Residents,\fn{ The
various British “advisors” to all the princely courts, who commanded their foreign policy:H } evil advice of interested persons, the
ruin of their health by indulgence in vices and luxuries most fatal to their health, and their repentance to their past
actions after it had become too late.
By these means, Ramu Pattar was able to make such a deep impression on my mind as I can, even now,
remember them as well as their morals distinctly. I think that these early lessons received from my guardian have
had much to build the foundation of my character.
*
My Malayalam handwriting gradually improved under the supervision of Ramu Pattar, but my progress in the
Sanskrit School was almost nil. At twelve, I was worse than a boy of my age and ordinary intelligence who could
with will and care, have studied the language for not more than a year.
My grandmother died in 1036,\fn{ 1860} and the next year, I was, at the special requisition of my maternal
uncle, the then reigning Raja, sent to the Palace English School. There were three Princes then in the school, viz.
the late Raja who was then the first prince, the second and third princes. I was then the fourth prince. The school
was under Messers Robert White, an European, and I. Narayana Iyer, a Brahmin, called senior and junior tutors,
respectively, to the princes. Both of them were students of the well-known schoolmaster, Mr. Roberts of the
Trivandrum school.
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A younger cousin of mine, the then fifth prince, the brother of the second and third princes, was also sent to the
school the same day. I have to add, with deep regret, none of these men to whom I have just referred are now
living.
*
The management of the school was singularly peculiar even for the time. There was neither any division of
classes, any settled curriculum or any timetable, nor any fixed hour for beginning or closing the school. Each
prince was studying a separate book, and, in virtue, was in a separate class. Above us there were three princes, at
different stages of their study. When we joined, a separate class had to be formed. The last two classes were,
generally, held earlier, at 12 noon and the junior tutor attended to their study. The grown-up princes attended
school at about 2 p.m., and the senior tutor who, generally came to the School at l p.m., took them.
The first day we attended Mr. White taught my cousin, and Mr. Narayana Iyer attended to my study. My cousin
who had almost learnt to repeat the alphabet, but was totally ignorant of the symbols, could finish his part wholly
while I had only half finished. The masters who did not know the fact of his previous knowledge of the alphabet
thought that he was an exceedingly smart boy, and to speak the truth, he was, to a certain extent, so. There was
some peculiarity in his smartness, to which I shall refer later on.
I had to leave school that day, learning only half of what my rival learned, although I was not willing to leave;
I felt that defeat very keenly, especially when my cousin, as I thought, seemed to rejoice at his triumph over me.
When I left school, my tutor spoke to me very kindly and encouragingly and assured me that he would teach me
in such a way as would enable me to beat my cousin the next day.
If I felt any desire to learn, about that age, it was the next day, I learned the letters from O to Z in less than half
an hour and to pronounce F properly which I could not do the previous day.
The whole of the second day was spent in learning the small and Italic letters. This day, I was able to leave
school with a lighter heart. From the second day we were solely left to the charge of the second tutor.
On the third day, we were made to read the letters from the last to the first, and to say the letters which were
shown singly. To this my cousin did very badly but I went through the test very successfully.
The fact was, as my cousin knew to repeat the alphabet beforehand and therefore had not any difficulty at first,
he paid no attention to the symbols, whereas the symbols were learnt by me along with the sound. I, therefore
found it easy to point out symbols on sound and vice versa.
The progress I made in my English studies was almost nil though I spent about three hours in the school every
day. After twelve year’s schooling, I was not able to construct a few simple sentences without mistake, or to write
an ordinary letter. The late Mr. Thiruvenkitachariar once sent me a few photos with a note which I wanted to
answer to thank him. I was unable to frame it and so requested Mr. White (as Mr. Narayanalyer was not there at
the time) to draft a letter. He told me to put down what I could and that he would correct it. I spent about two
hours at it, but could not write a single sentence.
*
Out of school, I seldom opened the books, and in the school too, as the teachers had not leisure enough to
watch us all very closely, we spent most of our valuable time in idle talk. The reader, I am sure will not therefore,
be surprised to see that I did not make any good progress in my English studies too. My mother was very anxious
that I should be given a sound education in Sanskrit, but she did not care for my English education much.
But for this great anxiety and her persevering endeavor to carry her wish out and the help she got from Ramu
Iyer, about whose desire for my welfare, and influence over me, I have already mentioned, I would have turned
out quite useless to myself or to anybody else and unworthy of the name of the Cochin Royal Family for learning.
I need hardly say that it is impossible for me to be sufficiently grateful to my mother and Ramu Iyer for their
untiring endeavors to give me a liberal Sanskrit education.
My bad progress if it could be called progress at all, gave my mother great uneasiness, and in the beginning of
1041\fn{1865} I together with my brother the late Elaya Raja and my late elder sister, both of them were as bad as
myself in their Sanskrit studies, were placed under a new teacher, Govindan Nambiyar, a man of the same caste as
my old teacher. As a Sanskrit scholar and teacher he was considered to be second to none in Cochin at the time.
*
This man undertook our education and commenced teaching in right earnest. We had to attend to School from
7 to 9 a.m. when our teacher generally went to bathe and take his meals, leaving us in the charge of one of his
sons who was also a student under him at the time, with strict instructions to see that we did not waste our time
during his absence. From 10 to 2 p.m. the son made us to go over the old lessons. From 12 to 2 p.m. we attended
the English School and from 3 to 5 we were again taught by our Sanskrit teacher.
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Such a state of things continued for more than a year during which time I made some progress in Sanskrit,
which would have been much greater had I coupled all these endeavors of my teacher with a little willingness on
my part. But unfortunately I did everything only under heavy pressure and not with any willingness at all. I felt
the want of time for play very keenly, but could not help, because I [was] watched either by the Nambiyar or his
son always, and could hardly find time for anything but for the actual necessaries such as bathing, eating, sleeping
and going to the temple.
I felt the severity of the school life very strongly but could not avoid it, because my mother and my teacher
were determined to give me education, and had begun it in such a way as I had no chance of avoiding it. Even
during the recognized holidays, we were made to work questions in Sanskrit, Arithmetic and Astronomy. I need
hardly say that I felt the oppressiveness of this life very keenly, as the reader already knows that I did not care for
any study but wanted only to play as much as possible.
I went with this course for a little more than a year when my tutor was attacked with smallpox of a very
virulent type and died. I did not at all feel sorry for the sad event at the time, but only felt greatly relieved
however much unnaturally it might have been.
*
For a little while after the death of the tutor I fell into the habit of the old idle life, which, however, I did not
relish so much as before. Most probably, this was owing to my having grown a little older and thereby feeling it
disgraceful to lead an idle life; or to the natural dislike of a sudden, self-inflicted idleness immediately after active
and honorable pursuits.
At about this time, a cousin of mine who took a real interest in me from a long time ago and who had the
reputation all over Malabar for a model prince, volunteered to teach me and my brother the late Elaya Raja. His
motive in doing so was to improve his own knowledge in Sanskrit and to make us use our time in learning that
language.
He himself was not a good scholar and could not teach us without the help of another. He, therefore, secured
the help of one Raman Nambiyar, a Pushpakan by caste and not a great scholar himself, but [one who] had a good
reputation for his ability in teaching the rudiments of Sanskrit. This cousin of mine was the son of my father’s
elder brother and mother’s elder sister and the first prince who died at Tripunithura in the 33 rd year of his life and
in the year 1055.\fn{1879}
I too had special partiality for and liking to this cousin. There was only a difference of seven years between us
and I was one of his playmates until he underwent the Upanayanam ceremony in this sixteenth year. Besides,
there was an incident which made my attachment to him very strong.
I saw a pretty English padlock with him, one day, and took such a fancy to it as I requested him to give it to
me, but he could not be persuaded to part with it. One day, I went to his palace to see him, but he was not there .at
the time. The lock was there and I made away with it; as a boy of seven, I could not withstand the temptation to
have it. Nobody saw me doing this shameful deed.
When my cousin returned to his palace he saw the lock missing and naturally suspected me. He at once came,
and asked me whether I took it, to which I replied in the negative. Thereupon, he went with me to my palace and
discovered the lock there. Upon this proof, he questioned me again as to how the lock came there. I admitted
having done the infamous act, whereupon, he, instead of abusing and exposing me as I feared, he only gave me a
few pieces of good advice and kindly promised that he would not give out my ignominious action if I would
desist from similar deeds in future.
I solemnly promised to do so, and am glad to say that my cousin or anybody else had no occasion to complain
of my breaking this promise. From this day, we became very thick friends, which friendship lasted unbroken till
his death. Under this cousin of mine, I learned Sanskrit for about three years, and by that time, I gained a very fair
knowledge of the rudiments of the language commonly said to be possessed of Lokavyulpathi. I could understand
and teach ordinary Kavyas and Natakas without much help. In short, I learned all that my cousin and Raman
Nambiyar, already mentioned, could teach.
*
This period extended to two years after my Upanayanam took place. Some six months after my Upanayanam
and when I was under the usual Bhajaram for a year in the Tripunithura temple, I was placed by my mother who
was greatly anxious that I should have higher Sanskrit education, under one Shesha Achariar, one of the Court
Pandits, for studying Sanskrit Logic (Tharkam). This Acharyar was a thorough master of the Sanskrit Logic and
possessed of a fair knowledge of the Sanskrit Grammar. His education was sound and substantial, and moreover,
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he was a man of exemplary character. In short, he was second to none in Southern India in the soundness and
thoroughness of his knowledge in the Sanskrit Logic.
A short experience taught me that the study of Sanskrit Logic was no easy joke, but that it involved a good
deal of time, patience, and trouble to undergo which I was not quite willing. Most of my contemporary princes
were not in any way more accomplished than myself and they were indulging themselves in idle habits and
harmless pleasures—harmless but that they caused wastage of the most valuable time of one’s life.
I generally spent my time during the succeeding three years in the following manner: took my breakfast at
about 8 a.m., indulging myself in playing chess till 12 noon, went to the palace school and spent about three hours
there (which I made use of less to learn anything than to waste the time in talking to my schoolmates), returned
home at about three p.m., again played chess till about 5, then went out for a ride at about 5 and returned home at
6, took my supper at 7 and went to bed at 9.
I usually spent the time between 6 and 7 p.m. with my affectionate cousin, already mentioned, whose company
I enjoyed most. This cousin, too, spent the time in the same way as I did. My life during this whole period was
almost a repetition of all that has been said above. I generally spent the hot months of Meenom and Medom
(Malayalam Era) either at Chowara or at the Hill Bungalow. There, too, my habits were the same as above
mentioned with the exception that I did not attend school and go out riding, but spent that time too, in playing
chess. I, thus made good progress in the game of chess and riding horse.
*
At about the beginning of the year 1045,\fn{ 1869} an event took place which effected a material change in my
life and pursuits.
A thirupad of the Puthanmadom branch of the Kannezuthu family, who was better known by his nickname
“Nounhi” than by his real name Cochunny, was the playmate of my brother, the late Elaya Raja and myself from
our boyhood, and was a man of great conduct, but of very ordinary intelligence and capacity. He always thought
and said that he was an equal to us in the knowledge of Sanskrit, but was, in fact, much inferior to either of us.
When we began to study Sanskrit, he also began to do so under one Rangappa Achariar who was another Court
Pandit also holding the post of the dalava of the Appeal Court.
This Achariar, too was a well-read man, but was not half so good as our tutor. As I have already stated, we
studied Sanskrit Logic only in name, but the tirupad paid all his attention and time for his studies and made some
progress in it. He, of course, took advantage of our backwardness in the studies, and began to treat us as inferiors,
which we were in a manner obliged to admit, although we were quite sure that the difference between him and us
was due to our not paying any attention to our studies while, on the other hand, he paid every attention to his.
This attitude of Nounhi we could not brook to, especially as we knew that the man could not dare to approach
us, if we only paid half the attention that he paid to his.
I was up to this time (1043-1045) living in a palace called Kizhakke Kovilagam near the eastern gateway to the
Amroa Raja’s palace. Only half of this building was given to me. This half consisted of a hall, a bed room, a
closet, a kitchen and a storeroom. The building was an old one, very damp and close to a tank; it had also a gutter
near it which contained the refuse of the kitchen, and the stench coming from it was simply abominable. I lived in
this miserable house for about three long years.
In the beginning of 1045 I removed myself to a new palace expressly built for me. This palace stood in a better
locality and was roomy enough for all my purposes.
*
Soon after I began to live in this house, we (my brother, myself, one Pativattathu Narayanan Namboory and a
thampan of Chazhoor Kovilagam, whose name was Cochunny, but who was better known as Karuthoppa) began
our study of Sanskrit Logic in right earnest. At the commencement of this course of our study there took place
some hindrance, some domestic calamities in the family of our Achariar. It took more than a year for us to
complete the first book Mukthavali but we did it very thoroughly. In reading the second book (Dinakaram) in
Logic, too, there were many unexpected interruptions, and it took a very long time (over 18 months) before we
completed the book.
However, when we had completed the book, we found ourselves to be thorough masters of it. We, then, took a
special liking for Sabdabodha and studied Vyulpathivada. Sometime after, my brother got tired of this book and
took Anumana Khanda of Gadadhari, continued studying the same work. Thence forward, we separated in our
studies for the first time, and we never afterwards studied together.
When I was still continuing my studies in this way, I got a sharp attack of dyspepsia, attended with severe, pain
in the chest, beginning at regular intervals after meals and lasting between 2 and 3 hours each time, belching, loss
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of appetite and sleep and general weakness. This took place early in the Chingom of 1052. For some time, even
after this attack, I did not discontinue my studies, and the illness continued growing worse and worse and I was
obliged to put a stop to my Sanskrit studies as advised by the Native Physician, Thakad Itteiri Moossathu under
whose treatment I placed myself ever since I took ill. I continued this treatment until Vrischigom 1053, but was
only getting worse gradually.
*
At last I made up my mind to place myself under the treatment of Dr. D. Gunther, father of Robert Gunther,
went to Ernakulam in Dhanu and began English treatment. In a week’s time; I felt slightly better, my appetite
showing some tendency to improve. This improvement continued steadily though very slowly, when I was
obliged to return to Trippunithura owing to a threatening condition of my only elder sister’s health.
About two weeks after my return to Trippunithura, my sister died on the 14 th Makaram, 1053, leaving five
children, a girl and four boys. The eldest was the girl who was only eight years old. The youngest boy who is the
present 14th Prince was then only two years of age or more correctly two years and two bare months.
This calamity and the burden of taking care of the children made my health somewhat worse for about two
months. I however returned to Ernakulam and continued Dr. Gunther’s treatment, regularly. The improvement,
however, became very slow now; but no doubt there was some improvement. This hot season was completely
spent in Chowara.
I then remained at Ernakulam and Trippunithura, alternately for about a year. During this time I improved
considerably in health. The pain abated considerably and appetite, sleep and general health improved palpably. By
the end of 1054, I felt almost all right.
During the years of 1052, 1053 and 1054 my study was nil. During the last year and a half, however, I
practiced writing English letters a little and read certain light works (mostly Duk’s novels and Arabian Nights
entertainments) of English literature. When I felt all right again, I attempted to revive my Sanskrit study, but
found it unequal to any hard work, yet, and had to be satisfied with a kind of reading certain higher works of
Gadadhara in a very indifferent way.
In the Edavom of 1054 my cousin, the first Prince, about whom mention has already been made before, got
married, and ever since, my mother became anxious that I should marry a girl who was the daughter of the then
Huzur Shirastadar, one Edakkunny Ittuthara Varier and Komarathu Kunhikali Amma. The latter was a great friend
of my mother. The proposal was made to me, but I did not agree on the ground that my health had not sufficiently
improved to think of any such things.
My real objection was that a good deal of my liberty for action would be lost if I married and got children. I
was also anxious to study a little more of Sanskrit as well as English which, I thought, I would not be able to
accomplish if I got married. Moreover the general tendency of the time was against marriage on account of the
Raja being a bachelor.
My mother, however, did not give up her point altogether, but, worked her way quietly by trying to persuade
me to marry. Sometime after, I agreed to her proposal. The reason for this change of mind was not merely to
please my mother. It was, of course, one of the objects; but the principal thing which affected the change was that
a desire to marry was suddenly created in me. Most probably this was owing to the constant thought I had to
spend over the matter on account of my mother and my age also helped in creating the desire.
I married the girl in Vrischigom of 1055. My wife was about sixteen years of age at the time of our marriage.
She was very pretty and amiable, and was also a good musician, and, in every way, a very agreeable wife. We
loved each other intensely. She did not live with me always, she sometimes stopped with her parents at
Ernakulam, and I also occasionally went to [the] palace at Ernakulam and lived there some time.
*
In the Medom of this year (1055) the first prince died and I became the second prince. As was already stated, I
was very much attached to this cousin of mine, and his death therefore affected me not a little. In short I felt
altogether a helpless man without an adviser in the time of difficulty. In the month of Thulam, ensuing (1056) my
wife died of typhoid fever. This was another calamity that I had to face, soon after the first.
Somehow or other I did not feel this loss as people would have expected me to do. My married life was
comparatively short to make that strong affection for the wife which causes intense grief at the separation.
Moreover my Sanskrit studies for which my desire was still very great, had suffered much during the last eleven
months, and I determined to renew my studies which allowed me no time to weep over the sad events.
*
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At about this time Cheruvathur, notorious favorite of the penultimate Raja, began to show towards me and my
late brother unmistakable signs of hatred for which neither the man nor ourselves could at that time, or can even
now account satisfactorily. What I, then heard as reason, for his attitude towards us, was that he expected pujas
from us which he thought he was getting from others.
I never bothered myself about his attitude nor ever cared for his good-will. I had good reasons to believe that
he tried to spoil the ear of H.H. the Raja against us, and that he had at least pattly succeeded in prejudising his
mind against us. My brother attempted to thwart him by several means, one of which was to have articles sent to
newspapers exposing some of the man’s evil doings.
Though these articles did not check the man in practisinghis taking bribes, it did annoy him and his protégés a
great deal. I purposely avoided everything in the directions by devoting all the time at my disposal to study
Sanskrit Grammar.
At about this same time, my brother discontinued his Sanskrit studies and took to the study of English. For this
purpose he went to Ernakulam and placed himself under the tuition of Mr. V. K. Rama Menon, the present Special
Revenue Officer. For about three years, matters went on, more or less in the same fashion. During this time also
Cheruvathur tried his best to annoy us as much as possible but his power to do so being very limited, he
succeeded but very little. Now and then, I heard that my cousin the Raja made some remarks against me or my
brother, with regard to some petty things which, in my opinion, was too mean and silly even to be noticed by a
person of such exalted position and status as the Raja. But, as I knew that all this was the effect of the evil work of
Cheruvathur, I soon became indifferent to it.
*
In the Palliyil house at Trippunithura, there was a girl who was the step daughter of the late Raja who was then
the Elaya Raja. This girl about sixteen years old had a regular husband I proposed to become paramour to her,
and, as the husband raised no objection to this course, it was done so. This kind of things was not considered
improper at the time, and nobody therefore, said anything about it.
My mother was very glad of this thing because the mother of the girl was very much liked by her and she was
sure that this would please the Elaya Raja also. The girl could not boast of anything which may be called beauty
and she had nothing which might be considered accomplishment. She was, with all, very good natured, very
smart, and very agreeable in all her ways. In short, I loved this girl more than my late wife. Cheruvathur and
others, however, gave out that I did this simply to please the Elaya Raja but not because I loved the girl.
*
Seeing that the Sanskrit education of some of our nephews, nieces, brothers and sisters were not going on
satisfactorily, we (myself and my two brothers) thought of opening at own cost a Sanskrit School solely for the
use of the princes and princesses of our house, and one was accordingly opened in the end of the year 1060 M.E.
After some fighting and troubles, we managed to have this school completely maintained by the Sirkar. The
management of the institution still continued to be with us. I was its manager I became the Raja. This school was
called after the name of the great Pandit Shesha Achariar who was our esteemed Sanskrit tutor.
When Mr. C. Achyutha Menon, the present Secretary to the diwan was appointed as Assistant Tutor in the
Palace School at Trippunithura, [I] read some English lessons under him for about a year or so.
*
In the course of the last two years, my brother began to attempt at certain radical changes in social and
religious matters which gave rise to very severe criticism all over Trippunithura. My mother also felt some
uneasiness at all these things. They attributed this sudden change of ideas in him to his English Studies. A set of
newly English educated men of the State had just returned from the schools, and, they had, no doubt, some
misunderstood ideas of liberty and independence of action which the people of a State as a whole or individually
possessed and they tried to instill the same into their fellows, as much as possible, in the belief that it was their
duty to do so.
They seemed to have spent very little thought as to the fitness of the persons upon whom they attempted to
force their ideas. They spoiled their cause and rendered themselves obnoxious to the majority of the people.
Somehow or other, these men gained the sympathy of my brother and a few other princes, all of whom were
under the tuition of the new B.As. My brother, though very intelligent and well-educated in Sanskrit, was
somewhat hasty in coming to conclusions and acting upon them. He was also very, very obstinate. More than
once, I pointed out to him his mistake, but he was not prepared to agree with me. Instead of taking my advice, he
tried to convey me into his belief, and when he saw that there was no chance of accomplishing that, he fell out
with me, and ever since tried to annoy me in several ways.
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From this time forward we began to pull the ropes in opposite directions, with equal force, and the
consequence was that we never became friends again. No event in my life I considered to be more calamitous
than this falling out between us. From childhood onwards we were comrades in everything, we studied together,
and all our difficulties we faced together. In short, no two persons could ever be thicker in their friendship than
ourselves. But, alas! this happy friendship and union broke for ever. I cannot express how keenly I felt it at first;
but, in course of time, I got used to this never-anticipated contingency and did not even wish for a reunion.
*
In the year 1060, six elephants fell in the pits at Kodachery, and the late first prince who died at Gaya and
myself went to Kompanpara to see them. Here I saw the Kodachery river from Mr. Kohloff’s Bungalow and was
very much taken up with its beauty. The next year, I spent about a month in this place during which time I
explored Kanjirappilly and determined to build a Bungalow there. In 1062, I went to the place and made
arrangement with Mr. Kohloff, the then Conservator of Forests about the construction of the house. It was in
Kanny of this year that the first Prince died at Gaya, and I became the first prince. In 1063 the construction of the
bungalow at Kanjirappilly was well nigh finished and in Meenom I began to stay there. From the middle of
Meenom till the 10th of Edavom, I stayed there. In the Mithunom of the same year,\fn{ 1887} the Raja died and I
became the Elaya Raja. My diary and copies of correspondence will give an idea of my subsequent life.
1853

237.133 Excerpt from Mother & Daughter, or A True Picture Of Hindu Life Of Bengal\fn{by Damodar Mukherji
(1853-1907)} Calcutta?, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 7
1
It was the sixth day after the new moon which immediately precedes the Durga Puja Festival (the grandest
festival among the Hindus of Bengal) when about 4 o’clock in the afternoon Sarat Kumari enquired of her
mother:
“What time does father come home, mother?” Smoothing the disheveled locks of her daughter’s hair
Sulochana replied:
“After dusk. Why, my dear, do you not know he comes home at nightfall on the eve of the Puja every year?
And this time, too, we expect him about the same hour.”
“What sort of cloth,” asked the daughter with a smile, “will father bring for me, mother? All our neighbors
have put on their new clothes already.”
“You will also get a pretty one when he arrives after sunset, and tomorrow morning you will wear it and go to
see the idols.” A smile passed over the girl’s face, and she turned her attention to something else. Sulochana began
thinking:
“Evening is drawing nigh, he is coming tired and weary, it is time to set about getting his dinner ready.”
Sulochana’s husband was named Uma Charan Banerji. He worked in some office in Calcutta on a salary of 25
rupee a month; out of this he used to send his wife fifteen rupees and with the remainder manage with great
difficulty to pay for his own board and lodging. Sulochana was a very prudent and sensible woman. With the
small sum of money that was sent to her monthly, she would defray her household expenses and save two or three
rupees besides, which helped her to make some ornaments now and then for her daughter. Excepting her husband
she had no other relatives to claim her for their own in this world. She was left an orphan in her earliest
childhood.
Sulochana was a strikingly beautiful woman of five and twenty. Her well-developed frame was resplendent
with the charms of youth and loveliness. Poverty or physical labor did not mar the exuberance of her spirits or
detract in the least from the beauty of her person. The abundant flow of her spirits only lent additional luster to
her charms.
Her cheerful frame of mind may be ascribed to two chief causes. In the first place, being brought up in a poor
family, privation or hardships had scarcely any effect on her spirits; in the second place, she enjoyed her
husband’s unbounded love which kept her feelings so buoyant that trivial worldly cares had no place in her heart.
In this respect we consider her happier and more fortunate than many queens and consorts of princes. Her
husband was handsome, wise and learned. And he loved Sulochana with all the love that a man can possibly
971

bestow on another human being.
Then what more could Slilochana want? Devoting herself wholly to prmoting the comfort and happiness of her
husband, she passed her days in blissful content.
Sarat Kumari was the only issue which blessed the union of Uma Charan and Sulochana. Eight summers had
now passed over her. She was a very lovely child. Her color was of a bright gold like that of the Champaka.
Delicate and well-turned were her limbs. Masses of thick black hair covered her back. Her large, bright eyes
shone with intelligence.
In her leisure moments after her household duties were over, Sulochana would diligently teach her daughter
reading and writing. Being naturally quick and intelligent Sarat Kumart soon learnt all that was possible to learn
at her age. Sulochana had prepared a meal and made everything ready for her husband’s comforts; then with
expectant joy she awaited his arrival.
The evening passed away, but no Uma Charan came.
“Why has not father come yet, mother?” questioned Sarat anxiously. Sulochana’s anxiety was much greater
than her daughter’s and yet suppressing the same she replied calmly:
“Perhaps he has missed the train, or else he must have much work to get through. However he will be here
presently.”
Scarcely had she uttered the last sentence when a knock was heard at the outer door, and a sound of a
stranger’s voice became audible. Sulochana came out eagerly, followed by Sarat Kumari. A man called out:
“Open the door, please, madam. The Babu has come.”
Sulochana hastily opened the door. Sarat was behind her. On opening the door Sulochana found Uma Charan
lying stretched in a palanquin. He was unable to sit up. As soon as he saw Sulochana, he, exclaimed:
“Very ill—take me in.”
Hearing this Sarat Kumari burst into tears. Thrusting both her hands within the conveyance, Sulochana.
clasped her husband; then when he was able to sit up, she held him by one arm, and got one of the bearers to hold
him by the other and so laid him on the bed while she ordered Sarat to remove all the articles from the palanquin
and bring them in. Uma charan gave the key of the bag to his wife from which she took out some copper coins
and, paying the fare, dismissed the bearers. Then with eyes full of tears she sat down with her husband’s feet on
her lap, and Sarat Kumari took her seat on the opposite end of the bed where her father’s head rested and began to
stroke it gently with her hands.
*
From what Sulochana had heard from her husband about his illness, she felt it advisable to have him at once
attended to by a doctor. The only medical man the village could boast of was one, Ram Charan, by name. He had
never taken the trouble to study medicine. His learning consisted of a smattering in English picked up from the
Second Book of Reading, and such knowledge of Bengali as he could derive from the study of some worthless
books of Bat Tala (the Grub Street of Calcutta).
With this splendid and extensive study Ram Charan thought himself an educated man in the true sense of the
word, and he did not think of the necessity for acquiring any more learning. When it became absolutely necessary
for him to earn his livelihood, Ram Charan made up his mind to set up as a doctor, as this profession was, in his
opinion, the easiest of all.
There were some reasons which led him to believe himself capable of practicing as a physician. When the
necessity for money was troubling him, he had come down to Calcutta in search of employment. Most of those
with whom he lived at the time were students of the Medical College. Ram Charan saw that all of them had
something to do in the handling of bones and skeletons of the human body. When none remained in the lodgings;
Ram Charan, summoning up all his courage and invoking the name of his god, had ventured twice or thrice to
touch the whole set of bones. Then he came to the conclusion that if this was all that was needed to make a doctor,
what need had he to fear?
It was thus he decided to adopt the medical profession. He made many enquiries of those students about the
science, took down the names of a few medicines, and armed with a copy of a Prescription Book in Bengali, set
himself up as a doctor at Rup Nagar.
In a short time he began to command an extensive practice there. About the patients who fortunately recovered
under his treatment, he dogmatically affirmed:
“This disease is incurable. I could not have cured him put for my great experience and knowledge of
medicine.” About any that fell a victim to his treatment, he would say:
“The fact that his disease is incurable is written down on the Pharmacoepia quite distinctly; he would have
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succumbed the very day I was called in , but it was only my treatment that made him linger for three days.”
Most of his patients untimely got rid of the ills that flesh is heir to through his kind treatment. But whatever
might be said of his education and intelligence, there was no doubt that he commanded a large practice and made
a. sufficient name for himself. He was the Secretary to the Local Vernacular School; he imposed taxes on the
villagers at pleasure; he was the Ma Bap (mother and father) of the chowkidars (constables); he was the
Supervisor of the Census; and he filled many other public capacities besides.
Ram Charan was of opinion that a medical man to be worthy of the name must occasionally take a glass of
wine. In fact, if this was one of the qualifications needed in the making of a doctor, Ram Charan was no mean
doctor, for he acquired the greatest proficiency in it from constant devotion to it. The people of Rup Nagar had no
other medical man to look up to, as already mentioned, than this presumptuous and self-conceited fellow.
Sulochana could not but decide to call him that very night.
But the question was who would care to go to Ram Charan at such a late hour? After much reflection she wrote
a letter for her husband which ran thus:
Sir,
I am very seriously ill. Will you be kind enough to come to my house with the bearer of this note? As delay may be
dangerous, kindly pay me a visit this very night and oblige,
Yours faithfully
(sd) Uma Charan Banerji

Then she sent for a low-caste neighbor, and besought him to take the letter to the proper place.
Sulochana was liked by all the inhabitants of the village. It is true she was poor herself. Yet she helped her
poorer neighbors, sometimes with rice, sometimes with cast-off clothes, and occasionally with a copper or two.
So the neighboring poor had a great regard for her and looked upon her in the light of a near and dear relation.
Sulochana’s sympathy for those that were better off than herself in their prosperity as well as adversity, the help
she rendered them with her own labour, her kind and sweet words, her good wishes for them had endeared her to
them all.
Sulochana informed none else that night of the unforeseen calamity that had come upon her. She thought it
more advisable to attend to his treatment before informing her neighbors about the illness; after sending the man
for the doctor, she, took her seat again at her husband’s feet.
She found him talking at random with no connection and meaning to his words. Gently she put him minute
questions about his sufferings, but got no satisfactory reply. Sarat Knmari, finding her father in this state cried out,
“Father!, Father!” Imprinting a kiss on her lips Sulochana soothed her saying:
“Do not be afraid, dear. The doctor will soon come and cure him. Do not fear.”
Veiling her own agony with the greatest difficulty she tried to cheer and console her weeping child. But who
could understand the workings of her soul during that trying hour?
*
Gradually the evening wore on till it struck eleven. Sulochana grew restless for the doctor’s arrival. She
became extremely anxious because she was afraid he would not come at such a late hour. She was suffering more
than the patient in her intense anxiety when she caught the sound of heels striking against the outer door. She ran
in that direction and asked:
“Who is it?”
“Doctor Babu is here, madam,” was the reply.
Sulochana opened the door in breathless haste. Hitherto her face had been seen only by her nearest relatives;
no other person had ever seen or talked with her. But the emergency that pressed her now overweighed all
considerations of delicacy (which restrict a Hindu female living in the zenana). She addressed the doctor with the
words:
“Come in, Sir.”
The doctor had come with a servant who carried a lighted lantern in the hand. Finding the inner apartments
dark, he told the man to bring the light there. When it was brought in, the doctor cast his eyes upon Sulochana’s
face. He was not inclined to turn his brutal gaze from the sight. He forgot his business and the patient he had
come to see. Sulochanas enchanting beauty had entirely captivated his senses. Fixing his rude and unhallowed
stare on that graceful and lovely face he stood absolutely still and in the same attitude. Sulochana hastened to
observe:
“Sir, my husband has come down from Calcutta, seriously ill. I believe he has the honor of your acquaintance.
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I have troubled you tonight to place him at once under your treatment. Kindly do all that you can to bring him
round soon to his usual health and then prove a savior to us all.”
The doctor was rather the worse for liquor, which had got into his head, and as a natural consequence, his
speech was not very coherent. He said:
“Er—yes—er—go on. What do you fear as if you have anything to be anxious about! Go on, go on.”
The bearer came with the lantern up to the door of the room. Then Sulochana entered closely followed by the
doctor. A dim lamp was burning in the room, which Sulochana trimmed into a brighter glow. The doctor, instead
of bestowing his attention on the patient, centered his gaze on Sulochana’s lovely person.
In the meantime the patient gave a loud shriek in delirium. In the twinkling of an eye Sulochana was bending
over him, requesting the doctor to look to his condition without further delay. It was then that the doctor put the
question:
“What are his complaints?”
“It is for you to find out what he is suffering from,” responded Sulochana.
Sulochana related all she knew and heard from her husband about his illness, but not a word of what she said
entered the ears of the doctor. He was, as before, steadily and longingly gazing on her fine features, and was
deeply absorbed in observing the graceful motions of her person. Sulochana stopped speaking but the doctor was
yet as unmindful of the patient as ever—perceiving which she again entreated the doctor to examine the patient
and prescribe some remedy. A smile flitted across the face of the doctor as be said:
“What’s this anxiety for? I can go through fire and water to serve you. You want me to examine him! Very
good. Uma Charan, let me feel your pulse.”
But Uma charan Babu, was quite insensible, and of course it was impossible for him to extend his hand. Ram
Charan then said to Sulochana:
“Well then, your hand will do.”
“What do you mean by this?” she interrogated. “Why will you feel my pulse?”
“Where is the harm?” the doctor went on with a smile. “It is all the same whether I feel his pulse or yours, you
two are but the halves of each other, and moreover, there are many things worth seeing in your hand.”
Ram Charan again turned his eyes towards her face—a face which bore an unmistakable impress of grave
anxiety and misery. Overwhelmed as she already was with grief for the critical condition of her fondly loved
husband, this brutal conduct of the doctor pained her still more. But there was no help—her life’s happiness
depended on the treatment of this doctor. Consequently she patiently bore all the insult and humiliation. Drawing
near to her husband she held up his wrist and asked the doctor to feel his pulse.
Then Ram Charan—a fiend in human form—instead of taking the patient’s wrist caught hold of Sulochana’s
hand, which shamed in softness the softest butter. The outraged, wounded and mortified lady, strong in her virtue
and innocence, forcibly wrenched away her hand from the grasp of the villain, and stepping back a few paces,
stood with her head hung down towards her breast where anger and shame were contending with each other with
equal force.
Alas! How different are the propensities we find, in a human being on the face of the earth! One person is
overwhelmed with distress for a certain cause, and the very same cause leads another to try and accomplish his
own vicious motive. Can both of these be classed under the category of the human race? If society classes them
both under the same genus, then why should not the jackal, the bear, the serpent, etc., be classed under it?
Their claim is obviously greater as they are more harmless. They have not the power to judge between right
and wrong. But whatever you, Ram Charan or a murderer or myself would do, we are all perfectly aware what its
consequences are likely to be. But with all that, if we do not refrain from such wrong acts, then there is no doubt
that we must be considered much lower than the jackal, bear, serpent and such other lower animals. Ram Charan
was a little nonplussed at Sulochanats displeasure and said:
“What did you say? How long has he been suffering?”
Sulochana repeated all she had said. Ram Charan did not know how to diagnose a disease. So first, by feeling
the patient’s pulse, secondly, by laying his hand on his forehead, and thirdly, giving a pressure upon his abdomen
with his hand, he decided that the patient must take castor oil the following morning. It was probable that the
doctor had thought of some other sort of medicine for the patient, but he reassured Sulochana in these terms:
“I am sending you a medicine at once which you must administer during the latter part of the night, and I am
sure he will come round by 8 o’clock in the morning. About that time I will call again, and prescribe for him
according to the exigencies of the case.”
Sulochana expressed her thankfulness with a cheerful heart. Then the doctor added:
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“You have no cause for anxiety. I shall again come tomorrow morning. Now good-bye.”
Ram Charan did not think it advisable to push matters to an extreme that night. So he prepared to leave her.
When he came out of the room, Sulochana offered him a rupee with the words:
“I trust you will not forget to call tomorrow, and I hope you will do your best to help him to become well.”
Ram Charan declined her offer of the rupee, saying:
“Do you think I shall accept any money from you? For shame! A single word of yours is worth a lakh of
rupees. Why offer money again?” Sulochana replied with down-cast looks:
“Why do you speak to me in that way? Poor as we are, do not please despise us on that account.”
“You poor?” rejoined Ram Charan “If you are poor, whom am I to call rich? We think ourselves fortunate if we
could only get a chance to serve at your feet.”
Sulochana did not utter a word. Reduced by urgent necessity she could not very well kick him out of the room.
So she stood silent. Just before Ram Charan left the place with the light-bearer he repeated:
“I will send the medicine through my own servant at once.”
As soon as Ram Charan went away, Sulochana bolted the door and came in. Sarat Kumari clasped her neck
and asked:
“You said that father would be all right as soon as the doctor came, mother. Now he has come and gone, but
father is in no way better.”
“Oh dear child” the mother said kissing her daughter, “God is our help. God can easily do what is impossible
with us. Offer your heart-felt prayers to Him, and He will certainly listen to you.”
2
Sulochana and Sarat Kumari sat up the whole night by the sick bed. The mother had repeatedly told her child
to go to bed. But how could a daughter loving her father as she did so? Taking her seat near his head she went on
nursing him assiduously. The medicine was administered to the patient in due time.
*
The following morning Sulochana sent word to all her neighbors, and there were a good many .honest
Brahmans and Kayasthas (a high caste next to the Brahman) who could be counted as such. Elderly woman and
experienced old men dropped in one by one at Uma Charan’s place. Of the males some were those who were
versed in the shastras; some priests, some teachers some muhurirs;\fn{Clerks} while others were traders; none of
them had any knowledge of the science of medicine. Although they were in reality only neighbors and
acquaintances, yet they claimed, in virtue of immemorial custom and usage, various relationships with Sulochana,
some posing as her husband’s uncles, some brothers and the like. .
Sulochana brought the whole matter to their notice through\fn{ Young Hindu women as a rule consider it extremely
improper to speak to people who do not directly belong to the family circle, and of these latter even there are many occupying positions of
respect and authority who are prohibited from holding any converse with them } the women assembled there. On observing the

condition of the patient, and hearing everything, they talked over the matter for a long time, but they could come
to no definite conclusion whatsoever as regards the nature or the gravity of the disease. Those that had business of
their own went away, while the rest awaited Ram Charan’s arrival.
The doctor soon made his appearance. It was then 8 o’clock in the morning. After examining the patient the
doctor said:
“He is much better today.”
In fact Uma Charan was not out of his senses nor was he delirious. It was true he was very weak, and so unable
to sit up, yet to all outward appearance he looked much better indeed.
While Ram Charan was attending to the patient, every now and then he managed to cast side-long glances at
Sulochana; but the presence of such a large number of people in that small room gave him no such opportunity, as
he had last night, of indulging in his amorous jokes. He inwardly abused all these people, who were gathered
there, for their officiousness, and wished them gone with all his heart.
Ram Charan sought a pretext to prolong his stay by raising various indifferent topics in the hope that they
would get tired of waiting there for any length of time. Some of them left him as they thought it unnecessary to
stay there any longer, while others remained there as they bad no other business to attend to.
Ram Charan prescribed various medicines and diet for the patient, and promised again to send over the
medicines himself. The patient exchanged various civilities with him, and he, too, talked on several subjects.
Although a pretty long time was taken up in this manner, yet to Ram Charan’s discomfort the wretched female
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neighbors did not choose to go away, as if they were determined to end their days there. Had they no homes of
their own to repair to? Could they not seek out any other place to waste their existence in?
When he perceived that these she-devils, as he abused them in his mind, persisted in inflicting their vexatious
presence, with great reluctance and dejection of spirits he rose to go, not without bestowing a fond glance upon
Sulochana. As soon as the doctor left, the neighbors, too, took their departure, one by one.
Sulpchana now left the room to attend to her husband’s diet. Sarat Kumari sat by her father when he called out
in a weak voice:
“Where are you, my pet?”
“I am by your side, Father,” was the response. Uma Charan clasped his hand in hers with a loving fondness.
Sarat Kumar said:
“Father, you had lost your senses yesterday, you could not speak; you suffered much—was it not so?” Uma
Charan asked:
“Were you then very anxious for me, child?”
Sarat could not answer him by words, but two drops rolled down her cheeks and fell on Uma Charan’s hand.
Uma Charan said:
“Do not be afraid or anxious, darling: no one is going to live in this world always. I am dangerously ill, no
doubt; but why should you weep if I were to die? Weeping will not restore the dead to life.” Tears ran down from
Sarat Kumari’s eyes in torrents, and she spoke in a voice almost choked with weeping:
“Do not say so, father. Who could live without you?”
“Do you expect parents to live forever, Sarat? I, too, had my parents, but now they are no more,” added Uma
Charan.
“Do not speak of other people, Father; whatever might happen to them, my father will live forever,” continued
Sarat Kumari.
The medicine sent by the doctor was brought in at this moment. Sulochana came into the room with it. Finding
her daughter crying she enquired:
“What is this? Why do you cry?” Sarat gave no reply.
“Everyone’s father under the must die,” observed Uma Charan, “when his time comes, but Sarat cannot bear
that her father should die.”
“So much the better,” replied Sulochana, “this sort of answer quite becomes my daughter. My firm belief is
that God above is the friend of the poor. He is All-merciful. He grants the desires of every human heart.” Having,
said this, Sulochana poured a dose of mixture into a cup and gave it to Uma Charan who as he took it remarked:
“It is true that God alone is the help of all. But death too is His immutable decree. Everyone should be
prepared to meet death.”
“All other people are welcome to rest contented with the belief that death is certain. I for one am quite content
to rest blindly on the belief that you will be yet spared to me,” replied Sulochana.
At this, Uma Charan’s face brightened up. He said:
“The above remark exactly suits the mother of my child.”
“Why, what do you mean?” rejoined Sulochana. “Do you mean I am like the average class of people? What
similarity is there between them and myself? Who is blessed with a husband so accomplished and noble as mine?
What husband loves his wife with such a degree of tenderness and warmth? Is there another like him who, in spite
of poverty, diffuses such happiness around him? What princess on earth can boast of a happiness equal to mine?
Can anybody’s condition be compared with my own in this respect? The usual standard of the world does not hold
good in the case of one to whom the Great Disposer of events has been so gracious, and the height of whose
happiness is simply inaccessible to others. Do not tell me that I am subject to the same standard which regulates
them. Do not bid me to be ready to act as the world does, because my case is different from theirs: I know that the
rules by which I am guided are different.”
Saying all this, Sulochana, who was the flower of: her sex, and whose pride consisted in the deep love of her
husband began to wipe with the corner of her cloth the little drops of perspiration that had collected on her
husband’s brow. Uma Charan made no reply, but he prayed to God inwardly that this inestimable stream of love
might flow undiminished forever. He prayed also that the violent tempests of worldly troubles and the cruel
inroads of stern Time might not have power to destroy his fair castle of happiness. A tear started to his eye as he
thus prayed inwardly for his beloved.
The medicine was to be taken every two hours. Sulochana now busied herself in carefully attending to the
nursing of the patient.
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3
The patient did not remain in the same state long.
A new complication appeared. At first beads of sweat gathered on his brow; then gradually his whole body
began to be bathed in perspiration.
Uma Charan was fast sinking. His body became cold as ice. Overcome with fear and anxiety at this change in
his condition, Sulochana flew to her neighbors to inform them of this fresh peril. A few elderly persons of both
sexes responded to her call, and seeing him they knew the symptoms to be very unfavorable. The doctor was sent
for in hot haste as the gravity of the case demanded, but he did not come till about noon. A gentleman of
advanced age hastened to receive him and requested him to examine the patient’s condition very carefully. Ram
Charam merely looked at the patient and said,
“Well, he is all right. What more then? Tomorrow morning I shall again and prescribe him medicine and diet.”
Saying this he cast a furtive glance at Sulchana and found that like a lifeless statue her gaze was concentrated
on the half-closed eyes and calm and placid countenance of her husband. Ram Cahran said:
“Uma Charan Babu is almost well. Why, then, do you still look so miserable?”
Sulochana made no reply. A case or two of a similar nature had come under her observation and she was well
aware how they terminated. This knowledge was enough to keep her mute in spite of the hopeful assurances of
the doctor. She thought within herself:
“What have I to fear? I will bear as much as flesh and blood can be expected to bear, and after that the remedy
is entirely in my hands.”
Finding it impossible to express the feelings he entertained towards Sulochana in words, Ram Charan thought
he might use his eyes for the purpose of expressing some of the sentiments of his heart. Accordingly he tried. his
best to attract her attention. But unfortunately for him she never lifted her eyes in his direction. His attempts thus
proving fruitless, Ram Charan suddenly left the room when Dina Nath Chatterji, an elderly neighbor, enquired of
him:
“How did you find him now?”
All right, The skin is quite cool. No feverish symptoms whatever. He is almost convalescent now,” was the
reply.
“How is that, Sir? Such perspiration, such cool skin and such an unconscious condition: are they not most.
unfavorable symptoms?” ejaculated the questioner.
“What nonsense!” retorted the doctor. “What you are speaking of denotes a serious complication. We might
apprehend such a condition after twenty or twenty-five days. These symptoms can never be unfavorable after a
day’s fever, but on the other hand, they are exceedingly favorable.”
“You are a medical a man of vast experience,” added the questioner, “what you assert cannot be called in
question. But we are afraid matters are not taking a favorable turn.”
“Let us first see the turn it takes,” said Ram Charan with a smile. “Send word if you apprehend any danger. I
will call again at 8 o’clock in the evening.”
The doctor went away, but that aged neigbor once more entered the room, and having examined the patient
very carefully he came out. An old woman accompanied him. She asked anxiously:
“What do you think of the patient now?” At this Dina Nath heaved a deep sigh and exclaimed:
“Very bad. I am afraid he won’t survive the night.”
At this the poor questioner’s eyes filled with tears. She remarked, weeping:
“What a handsome and fair-spoken man! How amiable his disposition! Indeed we shall not look upon his like
again. And alas! for the daughter and the wife who must be thrown adrift on the world!”
“Whatever God wills must take place. Let three or four of you continue to remain here, while I go away and
have my dinner and return to keep watch with this poor family.” …
262.151 Excerpt from The Compte de St. Germain\fn{by Isabel Cooper-Oakley (1853/54-1914)} Amritsar, Amritsar
District, Punjab State, India (F) 12
Among the strange mysterious beings, with which the eighteenth century was so richly dowered, no one has
commanded more universal comment and attention than the mystic who was known by the name of the Comte de
St. Germain.
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A hero of romance; a charlatan; a swindler and an adventurer; rich and varied were the names that showered
freely upon him. Hated by the many, loved and reverenced by the few, time has not yet lifted the veil which
screened his true mission from the vulgar speculators of the period. Then, as now, the occultist was dubbed
charlatan by the ignorant; only some men and women here and there realized the power of which he stood
possessed. The friend and councilor of kings and princes, an enemy to ministers who were skilled in deception, he
brought his great knowledge to help the West, to stave off in some small measure the storm clouds that were
gathering so thickly around some nations. Alas! his words of warning fell on deafened ears, and his advice went
all unheeded.
Looking back from this distance of time it will be of interest to many students of mysticism to trace the life, so
far as it may yet be told, of this great occultist. Sketches are to be found here and there from various writers,
mostly antagonistic, but no coherent detailed account of his life has yet appeared. This is very largely owing to the
fact that the most interesting and important work, done by M. de St. Germain, lies buried in the secret archives of
many princely and noble families. With this fact we have become acquainted during the careful investigations
which we have been making on the subject. Where the archives are situated we have also learned, but we have not
yet in all cases received permission to make the necessary researches.
It must be borne in mind that the Comte de St. Germain, alchemist and mystic, does not belong to the French
family of St. Germain, from which descended Count Robert de St. Germain; the latter was born in the year 1708,
at Lons-le-Saulnier, was first a Jesuit, and entered later in turn the French, Palatine, and Russian military services;
he became Danish Minister of War under Count Struensee, then re-entered the French service, and at the
beginning of the reign of Louis XVI, he tried, as Minister of War, to introduce various changes into the French
army; these raised a violent storm of indignation; he was disgraced by the king and finally died in 1778. He is so
often confounded with his mystic and philosophic namesake, that for the sake of clearing up the ignorance that
prevails on the matter it is well to give these brief details, showing the difference between the two men;
unfortunately the disgrace into which the soldier fell is but too often attributed to the mystic, to whom we will
now turn our entire attention.
*
That M. de St. Germain had intimate relations with many high persons in various countries is quite undeniable,
the testimony on this point being overwhelming. That such relations should cause jealousy and unkindly
speculation is unfortunately not rare in any century.
Let us, however, see what some of these princely friends say. When questioned by the Herzog Karl August as
to the supernatural age of this mystic, the Landgraf von Hessen-Phillips-Barchfeld replied:
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We cannot speak with certainty on that point; the fact is the Count is acquainted with details about which only
contemporaries of that period could give us information; it is now the fashion in Cassel to listen respectfully to his
statements and not to be astonished at anything. The Count is known not to be an importunate sycophant; he is a man of
good society to whom all are pleased to attach themselves. … He at all events stands in close relation with many men
of considerable importance, and exercises an incomprehensible influence on others. My cousin the Landgraf Karl von
Hessen is much attached to him; they are eager Freemasons, and work together at all sorts of hidden arts. … He is
supposed to have intercourse with ghosts and supernatural beings, who appear at his call.

Herr Mauvillon, in spite of his personal prejudice against M. de St. Germain, is obliged to acknowledge the
feeling of the Duke towards the great alchemist. For on his supposed death being mentioned in the Brunswick
newspaper of the period, wherein M. de St. Germain was spoken of as “a man of learning,” “a lover of truth,”
“devoted to the good” and “a hater of baseness and deception,” the Duke himself wrote to the editor, expressing
his approbation of the announcement.
In France M. de St. Germain appears to have been under the personal care, and enjoying the affection of Louis
XV, who repeatedly declared that he would not tolerate any mockery of the Count, who was of high birth. It was
this affection and protection that caused the Prime Minister, the Duc de Choiseul, to become a bitter enemy of the
mystic, although he was at one time friendly to him, since the Baron de Gleichen in his memoirs says:
M. de St. Germain frequented the house of M. de Choiseul, and was well received there.

The same writer, who later became one of his devoted students, testifies to the fact that M. de St. Germain ate
no meat, drank no wine, and lived according to a strict régime. Louis XV gave him a suite of rooms in the royal
Château de Chambord, and he constantly spent whole evenings at Versailles with the King and the royal family.
One of the chief difficulties we find in tracing his history consists in the constant changes of name and title, a
proceeding which seems to have aroused much antagonism and no little doubt. This fact should not, however,
have made the public (of the period) dislike him, for it appears to have been the practice of persons of position,
who did not wish to attract vulgar curiosity; thus, for instance, we have the Duc de Medici traveling in the years
1698 and 1700 under the name of the Conte di Siena. The Graf Marcolini, when he went from Dresden to Leipzig
to meet M. de St. Germain, adopted another name. The Kur-Prinz Friedrich-Christian von Sachsen traveled in
Italy from 1738 to 1740, under the name Comte Lausitz. Nearly all the members of the royal families in every
country, during the last century, and even in this, adopted the same practice; but when M. de St. Germain did so,
we have all the small writers of that period and later calling him an adventurer and a charlatan for what appears to
have been, practically, a custom of the time.
Let us now make a list of these names and titles, bearing in mind that they cover a period of time dating from
1710 to 1822. The first date is mentioned by Baron de Gleichen, who says:
I have heard Rameau and an old relative of a French ambassador at Venice testify to having known M. de St.
Germain in 1710, when he had the appearance of a man of fifty years of age.

The second date is mentioned by Mme. D’Adhémar in her most interesting Souvenirs sur Marie
Antoinette. During this time we have M. de St. Germain as the Marquis de Montferrat, Comte Bellamarre or
Aymar at Venice, Chevalier Schoening at Pisa, Chevalier Weldon at Milan and Leipzig, Comte Soltikoff at Genoa
and Leghorn, Graf Tzarogy at Schwalbach and Triesdorf, Prinz Ragoczy at Dresden, and Comte de St. Germain at
Paris, the Hague, London, and St. Petersburg. No doubt all these varied changes gave ample scope and much
material for curious speculations.
A few words may fitly here be said about his personal appearance and education. From one contemporary
writer we get the following sketch:
He looked about fifty, is neither stout nor thin, has a fine intellectual countenance, dresses very simply, but with
taste; he wears the finest diamonds on snuff-box, watch and buckles. Much of the mystery with which he is surrounded
is owing to his princely liberality.

Another writer, who knew him when at Anspach, says:
He always dined alone and very simply; his wants were extremely few; it was impossible while at Anspach to
persuade him to dine at the Prince's table.
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M. de St. Germain appears to have been very highly educated. According to Karl von Weber,
he spoke German, English, Italian, Portuguese and Spanish very well, and French with a Piedmontese accent.

It was almost universally accorded that he had a charming grace and courtliness of manner. He displayed,
moreover, in society, a great variety of gifts, played several musical instruments excellently, and sometimes
showed facilities and powers which bordered on the mysterious and incomprehensible. For example, one day he
had dictated to him the first twenty verses of a poem, and wrote them simultaneously with both hands on two
separate sheets of paper—no one present could distinguish one sheet from the other.
*
In order to arrive at some orderly sequence, it will be well to divide our material into three parts: (1) Theories
about his birth and character, with personal details, some of which we have briefly noticed. (2) His travels and
knowledge. (3) His political and mystical work.
*
Beginning, then, with our first division, the theories about his birth and nationality are many and various; and
different authors, according to their prejudices, trace his descent from prince or tax-gatherer, apparently as fancy
dictates. Thus, among other parentages, we find him supposed to be descended from (1) The widow of Charles II.
(King of Spain)—the father of a Madrid banker; (2) a Portuguese Jew; (3) an Alsatian Jew; (4) a tax-gatherer in
Rotondo; (5) King of Portugal (natural son); (6) Franz-Leopold, Prince Ragoczy, of Transylvania.
This last seems to have been the correct view, according to the most reliable sources that have been found, and
other information to which we have had access on this point. This theory is also held by Georg Hezekiel in his
Abenteuerliche Gesellen, i., 35, Berlin, 1862. Karl von Weber (op. cit., i, 318) also says that M. de St. Germain
openly appeared in Leipzig in 1777 as Prince Ragoczy, and that he was often known as the Graf Tzarogy, which
latter is merely an anagram for Ragotzy (Ragoczy). This last fact we have verified in another interesting set of
articles, to which we shall refer later, written by a person who knew him at Anspach under the name Tzarogy.
Another writer remarks:
His real origin would, perhaps, if revealed, have compromised important persons.

And this is the conclusion to which, after careful investigation, we have also come. Prince Karl of
Hesse, writing of M. de St. Germain, says:
Some curiosity may be felt as to his history; I will trace it with the utmost truthfulness, according to his own words,
adding any necessary explanations.
He told me that he was eighty-eight years of age when he came here, and that he was the son of Prince Ragoczy of
Transylvania by his first wife, a Tékéli. He was placed, when quite young, under the care of the last Duc de Medici
(Gian Gastone), who made him sleep while still a child in his own room. When M. de St. Germain learned that his two
brothers, sons of the Princess of Hesse-Wahnfried (Rheinfels), had become subject to the Emperor Charles VI., and had
received the titles and names of St. Karl and St. Elizabeth, he said to himself: ‘Very well, I will call myself Sanctus
Germano, the Holy Brother.’
I cannot in truth guarantee his birth, but that he was tremendously protected by the Duc de Medici I have learnt from
another source.

Another well-known writer speaks on the same point, an author, moreover, who had access to the valuable
Milan archives; we refer to the late Cæsare Cantù, librarian of the great library in Milan, who in his historical
work, Illustri Italiani, ii., 18, says:
The Marquis of San Germano appears to have been the son of Prince Ragotzy (Ragoczy) of Transylvania; he was
also much in Italy; much is recounted of his travels in Italy and in Spain; he was greatly protected by the last Grand
Duke of Tuscany, who had educated him.

It has been said that M. de St. Germain was educated at the University of Siena; Mme. de Genlis in her
Mémoires mentions having heard of him in Siena during a visit that she paid to that town.
The whole life of M. de St. Germain seems to have been more or less shadowed by the political troubles and
struggles of his father. In order to understand this we must take a brief survey of his family history, a survey
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which will moreover give us some clues, helping us to unravel the tangled web of mysterious elements which
surrounded the life and work of the great occultist.
Few pages of history are more deeply scored with sorrow, suffering and impotent struggle than those which tell
the life story of the efforts of one Ragoczy after another to preserve the freedom of their principality, and to save
it from being swallowed up by the rapidly growing Austrian Empire under the influence of the Roman Church. In
an old German book, Genealogische Archivarius aus dem Jahr 1734, pp. 409, 410, 438, Leipzig, a sketch is
given, on the death of Prince Ragoczy, of his family, his antecedents and descendants, from which we will quote
some leading facts:
Francis Leopold Racozi, or Rakoczy, according to the later spelling—the father of the famous mystic—made
ineffectual efforts to regain his throne, the principality of Siebenbürgen. The Ragoczy property was wealthy and
valuable, and Prince Francis, grandfather of the mystic of whom we are writing, had lost his life in a hopeless
struggle to retain his freedom; on his death, his widow and children were seized by the Austrian Emperor, and
hence the son, Francis Leopold, was brought up at the Court of Vienna. As our informant says:
The widowed Princess (who had remarried Graf Tékéli) was forced to hand over her children with their properties to
the Emperor, who said he would become their guardian and be responsible for their education.

This arrangement was made in March, 1688. When, however, Prince Francis came of age, his properties, with
many restrictions and limitations, were given back to him by the Emperor of Austria. In 1694 this Prince Ragoczy
married at Köln-am-Rhein, Charlotte Amalia, daughter of the Landgraf Karl von Hesse-Wahnfried (of the line of
Rhein-fels). Of this marriage there were three children, Joseph, George and Charlotte. Almost immediately after
this period Prince Ragoczy began to lead the conspiracies of his noblemen against the Austrian Empire, with the
object of regaining his independent power. The history of the struggle is most interesting in every way, and
singularly pathetic. The Prince was defeated and all his properties were confiscated. The sons had to give up the
name of Ragoczy, and to take the titles of St. Carlo and St. Elizabeth. Let us notice what Hezekiel has to say on
this point, for he has made some very careful investigations on the subject:
We are, in fact, inclined to think the Comte de St. Germain was the younger son of the Prince Franz-Leopold
Ragoczy and the Princess Charlotte Amalia of Hesse-Wahnfried. Franz-Leopold was married in 1694, and by this
marriage he had two sons, who were taken prisoners by the Austrians and brought up as Roman Catholics; they were
also forced to give up the dreaded name of Ragoczy. The eldest son, calling himself the Marquis of San Carlo, escaped
from Vienna in 1734. In this year, after fruitless struggles, his father died at Rodosto in Turkey, and was buried in
Smyrna. The eldest son then received his father’s Turkish pension, and was acknowledged Prince of Siebenbürgen
(Transylvania). He carried on the same warfare as his father, fought against and was driven away by Prince Ferdinand
of Lobkowitz, and finally died forgotten in Turkey. The younger brother took no part in the enterprises of his elder
brother, and appears, therefore, to have been always on good terms with the Austrian Government.

Adverse writers have made much mystery over the fact that the Comte de St. Germain was rich and always had
money at his disposal; indeed, those writers who enjoyed calling him a “charlatan and a swindler” did not refrain
also from hinting that his money must have been ill-gotten; many even go so far as to say that he made it by
deceiving people and exercising an undue influence over them. If we turn to the old Archivarius already
mentioned, we find some very definite information that not only shows us whence the large fortune possessed by
this mystic was derived, but also why he was so warmly welcomed by the King of France, and was so well known
at all the courts of Europe. No obscure adventurer is this with whom we are dealing, but a man of princely blood,
and of almost royal descent.
Turning back to the old chronicle we find in the volume for 1736 the will of the late Prince Franz-Leopold
Ragoczy, in which both his sons are mentioned who have been already named, and also a third son. It also states
that Louis XIV had bought landed property for this Prince Ragoczy from the Polish Queen Maria, the rents of
which property were invested by the order of the King of France in the Hôtel de Ville in Paris. We also find that
considerable legacies were left which were to be demanded from the Crown of France. The executors of this will
were the Duc de Bourbon, the Duc de Maine and the Comte de Charleroi and Toulouse. To their care Prince
Ragoczy committed his third son, to whom also he left a large legacy and other rights on this valuable property.
Hence we must cast aside the theories that M. de St. Germain was a homeless and penniless adventurer,
seeking to make money out of any kindly disposed person. These were the views and ideas of the newspaper and
review writers of that day, put forward in the leading periodicals. Unfortunately the law of heredity prevails in this
class of people, and there is a remarkable similarity between the epithets hurled by the press of the nineteenth
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century at the venturesome occultist of today and those flung at M. de St. Germain and other mystics of lesser
importance and minor merit.
*
We will now pass from this portion of our subject to some of the personal incidents related of M. de St.
Germain; perhaps the most interesting are those given by one who knew him personally in Anspach during the
period that he was in close connection with the Markgraf. It appears that the mystic made two visits at different
times to Schwalbach, and thence he went to Triesdorf. We will let the writer speak for himself on this point:
On hearing that a stranger, both remarkable and interesting, was at Schwalbach, the Markgraf of BrandenburgAnspach invited him to come to Triesdorf in the spring, and the Graf Tzarogy (for this was the name under which he
appeared) accepted this invitation, on the condition that they would allow him to live in his own way quite unnoticed
and at peace. He was lodged in the lower rooms of the Castle, below those occupied by Mademoiselle Clairon. The
Markgraf and his wife lived in the Falkenhaus.
The Graf Tzarogy had no servant of his own; he dined as simply as possible in his own room, which he seldom left.
His wants were extremely few, and he avoided all general society, spending the evenings in the company of only the
Markgraf, Mademoiselle Clairon, and those persons whom the former was pleased to have around him. It was
impossible to persuade the Graf Tzarogy to dine at the Prince’s table, and he only saw the Markgräfin a few times,
although she was very curious to make the acquaintance of this strange individual.
In conversation the Graf was most entertaining, and showed much knowledge of the world and of men. He was
always specially glad to speak of his childhood and of his mother, to whom he never referred without emotion, and
often with tears in his eyes. If one could believe him, he had been brought up like a Prince. One day Tzarogy showed
the Markgraf an invitation which he had received, sent by a courier, from the Graf Alexis Orloff, who was just
returning from Italy; the letter pressed Graf Tzarogy to pay him a visit, as Graf Orloff was passing through Nuremberg.
…
The Markgraf went with Graf Tzarogy to Nuremberg, where the Graf Alexis Orloff had already arrived. On their
arrival Orloff, with open arms, came forward to meet and embrace the Graf Tzarogy, who now appeared for the first
time in the uniform of a Russian General; and Orloff called him several times, “Caro padre, Caro amico.”
The Graf Alexis received the Markgraf of Brandenburg-Anspach with the most marked politeness, and thanked him
several times for the protection which the Markgraf had accorded to his worthy friend; they dined together at midday.
The conversation was most interesting; they spoke a good deal of the campaign in the Archipelago, and still more about
useful and scientific discoveries. Orloff showed the Markgraf a piece of unignitable wood, which when tested produced
neither flames nor cinders, but simply fell to pieces in light ashes, after it had swollen up like a sponge.
After dinner Graf Orloff took the Graf Tzarogy into the next room, where they remained for some considerable time
together. The writer, who was standing at the window under which the carriages of Graf Orloff were drawn up,
remarked that one of the Graf's servants came, opened one of the carriage doors and took out from the box under the
seat a large red leather bag, and carried it upstairs to the other room. After their return to Anspach the Graf Tzarogy
showed them, for the first time, his credentials as a Russian General with the Imperial seal attached; he afterwards
informed the Markgraf that the name Tzarogy was an assumed name, and that his real name was Ragotzy, and that he
was the sole representative and descendant of the late exiled Prince Ragotzy of Siebenbürgen of the time of the
Emperor Leopold.

So far this narrative is tolerably accurate, but after this point the author proceeds with the history of what he
considers the “unveiling” of the “notorious Comte de St. Germain,” in which all the various theories about his
birth, to which we have already referred, are retold with embellishments. Amongst other wild reports, it was
stated that M. de St. Germain had only become acquainted with the Orloffs in Leghorn in 1770, whereas there are
various historical proofs showing, without doubt, that he was in 1762 in St. Petersburg, where he knew the Orloffs
well. We have moreover heard in Russia that he was staying with the Princess Marie Galitzin at Archangelskoi on
March 3rd, 1762. The following details were found in Russia, and sent by a Russian friend:
The Comte de St. Germain was here in the time of Peter III. and left when Catherine II came to the throne, M.
Pyliaeff thinks even before Catherine’s time. At St. Petersburg St. Germain lived with Count Rotari, the famous Italian
painter, who was the painter of the beautiful portraits which are in the Peterhof palace. The street where they lived is
supposed to be the Grafsky péréoulok (péréoulok means small street, and Grafsky comes from Graf-Count) near the
Anitchkoff bridge where the palace is, on the Newsky. St. Germain was a splendid violinist, he ‘played like an
orchestra.’ In the ‘Story of the Razoamovsky family’ Alexis R. was reported to have spoken of a beautiful moonstone
St. Germain had in his possession.
M. Pyliaeff has seen (he cannot remember where now) a piece of music, some air for the harp, dedicated to
Countess Ostermann by St. Germain’s own hand signed. It is bound beautifully in red maroquin.\fn{Morocco leather}
The date is about 1760. M. Pyliaeff thinks that St. Germain was not in Moscow. He says the Youssoupoff family have
many MSS. in old chests and that St. Germain was in relations with a Prince Youssoupoff to whom he gave the elixir
for long life. He says, too, that St. Germain did not bear the name of Saltykoff (Soltikow) in Russia but that in Vienna
he did take this name.
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About the music signed by St. Germain, M. Pyliaeff now recollects that it belonged to him himself. He bought it at
some sale and had it for some time. Then he gave it to the famous composer Peter Chaikowsky as a present. It must
now be in Chaikowsky’s papers, but as the great musician had very little order, M. Pyliaeff thinks it very unlikely that it
could be found, especially as at Chaikowsky’s sudden death all was left without any directions being given about the
property.

*
We have said that the political events in his family had to some extent shadowed the life of M. de St. Germain;
one remarkable instance of this we will now cite: it is, as far as we know, the only one in which he himself makes
any direct reference to it, and it occurs some time later than the events which we have just been relating.
After the return of the Markgraf from Italy, whither he had gone in 1776, and where he had heard some of the
legends and fabrications above referred to, he appears to have sent the writer whom we have quoted to
Schwalbach to see the Graf Tzarogy, and to test his bona fides. We will continue the history as he gives it.
On his arrival, he found M. de St. Germain ill in bed. When the matter was explained to him, he admitted with
perfect coolness that he had assumed from time to time all the names mentioned, even down to that of Soltikow; but he
said he was known on all sides, and to many people, under these names, as a man of honor, and that if any calumniator
were venturing to accuse him of nefarious transactions, he was ready to exculpate himself in the most satisfactory
manner, as soon as he knew of what he was accused, and who the accuser was who dared to attack him. He steadily
asserted that he had not told the Markgraf any lies with reference to his name and his family. The proofs of his origin,
however, were in the hands of a person on whom he was dependent (i.e., the Emperor of Austria), a dependence which
had brought on him, in the course of his life, the greatest espionage. … When he was asked why he had not informed
the Markgraf about the different names under which he had appeared in so many different places, the Graf Tzarogy
answered that he was under no obligations to the Markgraf, and that since he offended no one and did no person any
harm, he would only give such personal information after and not before he had dealings with them. The Graf said he
had never abused the confidence of the Markgraf; he had given his real name … after this he still remained at
Schwalbach.

A little later the author of the paragraph just quoted remarks:
What resources M. de St. Germain had, to defray the necessary expenses of his existence, is hard to guess.

It appears curious to us that the writer knew so little of contemporary history. As we have seen, all the sons of
Prince Ragoczy were amply provided for, and the proofs were even more accessible than they are in our day. He
goes on to say in conclusion:
It would be an ungrateful task to declare that this man was a swindler; for this proofs are required and they are not to
be had.

This is truly an ingenious statement, but borders somewhat on libel; to speak of any one as a swindler without
any proof is beyond the bounds of ordinary fairness, and it is especially incongruous in view of the final
paragraph, which is as follows:
As long as the Graf had dealings with the Markgraf, he never asked for anything, and never received anything of the
slightest value, and never mixed himself up in anything which did not concern him. On account of his extremely simple
life, his wants were very limited; when he had money he shared it with the poor.

If we compare these words with those spoken of M. de St. Germain by his friend Prince Charles of Hesse, we
shall find they are in perfect accord. The only wonder is that a writer who speaks such words of praise can even
hint that his subject might be a “swindler.” If such words can be rightly spoken of an “adventurer,” then would it
be well for the world if a few more of like sort could be found.
We shall find similar extraordinary contradictions in various writers as we proceed further with the life of M.
de St. Germain.
2
Let us now trace, as far as we can with any detailed information, the steps of M. de St. Germain in some of his
extended travels. That he had been in Africa, India and China we gather from various hints he gives us, and also
from facts stated by many writers at different times. That such travels should seem aimless and trivial to the same
writers is not a matter of surprise, but to students of mysticism, and especially those to whom the “Great Lodge”
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is a fact and a necessity in the spiritual evolution of mankind, to those students the widely extended travels of this
“messenger” from that Lodge will not be surprising; rather they will seek below the surface, and try to understand
the mission and the work that he came to do among the children of men.
We must bear in mind, moreover, that in the ancient world the arts and sciences were regarded as divine gifts;
the gifts of the gods.
Kings of the ‘Divine Dynasties,’ they gave the first impulse to civilization, and directed the mind with which they
had endued men, to the invention and perfection of all the arts and sciences.

Conceited in their shallow ignorance the generality of mankind scorn the gifts and turn away from the givers.
Some few centuries ago such givers and teachers were silenced at the stake, like Giordano Bruno, and many
others whom time has now justified in the eyes of men. Then, later, after the reaction of free thought in the
eighteenth century we find Mesmer and the Comte de St. Germain giving up, not their lives, but their good names
and characters in trying to help those to whom they were sent by the Great Lodge.
Let us now take up the thread of these travels, and in order to make them as clear as possible follow them in
the order of their dates. These range, as we have seen in our last chapter from 1710 to 1822. We shall, however,
not be able to deal very fully with each period, for M. de St. Germain often disappeared for many months at a
time. The earliest records we can gather are as follows:
There appeared at the Court in these days an extraordinary man, who called himself Comte de St. Germain. At first
he distinguished himself through his cleverness and the great diversity of his talents, but in another respect he soon
aroused the greatest astonishment. The old Countess v. Georgy who fifty years earlier had accompanied her husband to
Venice where he had the appointment of ambassador, lately met St. Germain at Mme. de Pompadour’s. For some time
she watched the stranger with signs of the greatest surprise, in which was mixed not a little fear. Finally, unable to
control her excitement, she approached the Count more out of curiosity than in fear.
“Will you have the kindness to tell me,’ said the Countess, ‘whether your father was in Venice about the year 1710?”
“No, Madame,” replied the Count quite unconcerned, “it is very much longer since I lost my father; but I myself
was living in Venice at the end of the last and the beginning of this century; I had the honor to pay you court then, and
you were kind enough to admire a few Barcarolles of my composing which we used to sing together.”
“Forgive me, but that is impossible; the Comte de St. Germain I knew in those days was at least 45 years old, and
you, at the outside, are that age at present.”
“Madame,” replied the Count smiling, “I am very old.”
“But then you must be nearly 100 years old.”
“That is not impossible.” And then the Count recounted to Mme. v. Georgy a number of familiar little details which
had reference in common to both, to their sojourn in the Venitian States. He offered, if she still doubted him, to bring
back to her memory certain circumstances and remarks, which—
“No, no,” interrupted the old ambassadress, “I am already convinced. For all that you are a most extraordinary man,
a devil.”
“For pity’s sake!” exclaimed St. Germain in a thundering voice, “no such names!”
He appeared to be seized with a cramp-like trembling in every limb, and left the room immediately.
I mean to get to know this peculiar man more intimately. St. Germain is of medium height and elegant manners; his
features are regular; his complexion brown; his hair black; his face mobile and full of genius; his carriage bears the
impress and the nobility common only to the great.
The Count dresses simply but with taste. His only luxury consists of a large number of diamonds, with which he is
fairly covered; he wears them on every finger, and they are set in his snuffboxes and his watches. One evening he
appeared at court with shoe buckles, which Herr v. Gontaut, an expert on precious stones, estimated at 200,000 Francs.
A matter worthy of remark is that the Count speaks French, English, German, Italian, Spanish and Portuguese
equally perfectly; so much so that when he converses with any of the inhabitants of the above countries in their mother
tongue, they are unable to discover the slightest foreign accent. The Learned and the Oriental scholars have proved the
knowledge of the Count St. Germain. The former found him more apt in the languages of Homer and Virgil than
themselves; with the latter he spoke Sanskrit, Chinese, Arabic in such a manner as to show them that he had made some
lengthy stay in Asia, and that the languages of the East were but poorly learned in the Colleges of Louis The Great and
Montaigne.
The Comte de St. Germain accompanied on the piano without music, not only every song but also the most difficult
concerti, played on various instruments. Rameau was much impressed with the playing of this dilettante, and especially
struck at his improvising.
The Count paints beautifully in oils; but that which makes his paintings so remarkable is a particular color, a secret,
which he has discovered, and which lends to the painting an extraordinary brilliancy. In his historical pieces, St.
Germain always introduces into the dress of the women, sapphires, rubies and emeralds of such brilliant hue that they
seem to have borrowed their beauty from the original gems. Vanloo, who never tires in his admiration of the surprising
coloring, has often requested the Count to let him participate in his secret; the latter, however, will not divulge it.
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Without attempting to sit in judgment on the knowledge of a fellow-being, of whom at this very moment that I am
writing, both court and town have exhausted all surmises, one can, I think, well assert that a portion of his miracles is
due to his knowledge of physics and chemistry in which sciences he is well grounded. At all events it is palpable that
his knowledge has laid the seeds for him of sound good health; a life which will—or which has overstepped the
ordinary time allotted to man; and has also endowed him with the means of preventing the ravages of time from
affecting the body.
Among other statements, concerning the Count’s astounding qualities, made to the Favorite by Mme. v. Georgy after
her first meeting with the Count after this lapse of years, was that during her first stay in Venice, she received from him
an Elixir which for fully a quarter of a century preserved unaltered the youthful charms she possessed at 25. Elderly
gentlemen, whom Mme. de Pompadour questioned concerning this peculiar incident, gave the assurance that this was
the truth, adding that the standing still in youthful appearance of Mme. v. Georgy supported by the testimony of these
old men would make it appear still more probable.
One evening at a party St. Germain accompanied several Italian airs for the young Comtesse afterwards so
celebrated under the name of Comtesse de Geniis, then aged ten years. When she had finished singing, the Count said
to her:
“In five or six years you will have a very beautiful voice, which you will preserve a long time; in order to perfect the
charm you should also preserve your beauty; this will be your happy fate between your 16 th and 17th year.”
“But, Count,” answered the child, while allowing her pretty fingers to glide over the notes, “that does not lie in
anyone’s power.”
“Oh yes,” answered the Count carelessly, only tell me whether it would give you pleasure to remain at that age?”
“Truly that would be charming.”
“Well, I promise it you.” And St. Germain spoke of other matters.
“Encouraged by the friendliness of this fashionable man, the Countess’ mother ventured to ask him if Germany was
his Fatherland.
“Madame,” said he, sighing deeply, “there are some things of which one may not speak. Suffice it to know that at
seven years of age I was wandering in woods, and that a price was set upon my head. On my birthday my mother,
whom I was not to see again, bound her portrait round my arm; I will show it to you.”
At these words St. Germain threw up his sleeve and showed the ladies the miniature of an exceptionally beautiful
woman, but represented in rather a peculiar costume.
“To what date does this dress belong?” asked the young Countess. Without answering this question, the Count put
down his sleeve again, and brought forward another topic.
Every day one was surprised by a fresh miracle in Count St. Germain’s company. Some little time previously he had
brought Mme. de Pompadour a bonbonnière which was universally admired. It was worked very beautifully in black
enamel, and on the lid was an agate. The Count begged the Marquise to place the bonbonnière near the fire; a few
minutes later she went to take it away. How great was the astonishment of all present: the agate had disappeared, and in
its place was to be seen a pretty shepherdess in the midst of her flock. After the bonbonnière had again been placed
near the fire, the shepherdess disappeared, and the agate reappeared.

This episode was written down in 1750, but the facts mentioned took place in 1723. It must be carefully
noticed that all the personal friends of M. de St. Germain were in high position, chiefly Austrians and Hungarians,
all men of high birth and noble family, his own kith and kin; among them we find Prince Kaunitz, Prince
Ferdinand Lobkowitz, Graf Zobor, Graf Maximilian Joseph von Lamberg, men of public position, and well
known families.
From 1737 to 1742, our mystic was at the Court of the Shah of Persia, and it is here that he probably acquired
his knowledge of diamonds and precious stones, for according to his own very credible statement, it was here that
he began to understand the secrets of Nature; but his arduously acquired knowledge leads us to infer a long period
of careful study. These hints we gather from F. W. von Barthold in his interesting work, and they confirm the
statement made by another writer that M. de St. Germain had been pursuing his researches in Persia.
We next find him in England, during the Jacobite Revolution of 1745, suspected as a spy, and arrested. Two
interesting extracts can here be quoted. The first is from Horace Walpole’s amusing letters to Sir Horace Mann,
the British Envoy at Florence. Writing on Dec. 9 th, 1745, Walpole, after relating all the excitements produced by
the Revolution, says:
The other day they seized an odd man who goes by the name of Count St. Germain. He has been here these two
years, and will not tell who he is or whence, but professes that he does not go by his right name. He sings and plays on
the violin wonderfully, is mad, and not very sensible.\fn{ W has made public the full text of this anecdote, noting that the parts
quoted in brackets ([]) were “censored by Walpole’s editors until 1954”: “The other day they seized an odd man, who goes by the
name of Count St. Germain. He has been here these two years, and will not tell who he is, or whence, but professes [two wonderful
things, the first] that he does not go by his right name; [and the second that he never had any dealings with any woman—nay, nor with
any succedaneum].\fn{Succedaneum is Latin for “substitute”:H} He sings, plays on the violin wonderfully, composes, is mad, and not
very sensible. He is called an Italian, a Spaniard, a Pole; a somebody that married a great fortune in Mexico, and ran away with her
jewels to Constantinople; a priest, a fiddler, a vast nobleman. The Prince of Wales has had unsatiated curiosity about him, but in vain.
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However, nothing has been made out against him; he is released; and, what convinces me that he is not a gentleman, stays here, and
talks of his being taken up for a spy.”}

The second reference to this stay in England may be found in Read’s Weekly Journal or British Gazetteer, May
17th, 1760, and is as follows:
The author of the Brussels’ Gazette tells us that the person who styles himself Comte de St. Germain, who lately
arrived here from Holland, was born in Italy in 1712. He speaks German and French as fluently as Italian, and
expresses himself pretty well in English. He has a smattering of all the arts and sciences, is a good chemist, a virtuoso
in musick, and a very agreeable companion. In 1746 [1745 according to Walpole], he was on the point of being ruined
in England. One who was jealous of him with a lady, slipped a letter into his pocket as from the young Pretender
(thanking him for his services and desiring him to continue them), and immediately had him taken up by a messenger.
His innocence being fully proved on his examination, he was discharged out of the custody of the messenger and asked
to dinner by Lord H. [Probably William Stanhope, Earl of Harrington, who was Secretary of the Treasury and Treasurer
of the Chamber at this date; he died 1760.] Those who know him will be sorry (says M. Maubert) to hear that he has
incurred the Christian king’s displeasure.

This last paragraph alludes to what occurred at a later period.\fn{ W reports yet a third reference, thus: “The
Count gave two private musical performances in London in April and May 1749. On one such occasion, Lady Jemima Yorke
described how she was ‘very much entertain’d by him or at him the whole Time—I mean the Oddness of his Manner which it is
impossible not to laugh at, otherwise you know he is very sensible & well-bred in conversation”. She continued: ‘He is an Odd
Creature, and the more I see him the more curious I am to know something about him. He is everything with everybody: he talks
Ingeniously with Mr. Wray, Philosophy with Lord Willoughby, and is gallant with Miss Yorke, Miss Carpenter, and all the Young
Ladies. But the Character and Philosopher is what he seems to pretend to, and to be a good deal conceited of: the Others are put
on to comply with Les Manieres du Monde, but that you are to suppose his real characteristic; and I can’t but fancy he is a great
Pretender in All kinds of Science, as well as that he really has acquired an uncommon Share in some.’” ( The Musical Times, vol.
144, no. 1885 (Winter, 2003), pp. 40-44)}
After this date, 1745, it seems that M. de St. Germain went to Vienna, and spent some time, in that city, and in
1755 went to India, for the second time, as we gather from a letter of his written to the Graf von Lamberg, to
which we shall refer again later on.
I am indebted for my knowledge of melting jewels to my second journey to India, in the year 1755, with General
Clive, who was I under Vice Admiral Watson. On my first journey I had only a very faint idea of the wonderful secret
of which we are speaking; all the attempts that I made in Vienna, Paris and London, are worthless as experiments; the
great work was interrupted at the time I have mentioned.

Every writer, adverse or favorable, mentions and lays stress on the wonderful power of improving precious
stones that was possessed by M. de St. Germain. Indeed almost every sort of art seems to have been more or less
known to him, judging by the many testimonies that we have on these points.
Our next date, 1757, brings us to the period which is best known to the public. M. de St. Germain was
introduced at Paris by the then Minister of War, Maréchal and Comte de Belle-Isle; but as we have seen from the
records already cited, neither M. de St. Germain nor his family were unknown to Louis XV. Hence we do not
wonder at the cordial and gracious reception with which he met, nor can we be astonished that the king assigned
him a suite of rooms at his royal Château of Chambord. Here there was a laboratory fitted up for experiments, and
a group of students gathered round our mystic. Among these we find the Baron de Gleichen, and Marquise d’Urfé
and also the Princess of Anhalt-Zerbst, mother of Catherine II. of Russia. Madame de Genlis, speaking of him at
this period, says:
He was well acquainted with physics, and was a very great chemist. My father, who was well qualified to judge, was
a great admirer of his abilities in this way. … He had discovered a secret respecting colors which was really wonderful,
and which gave an extraordinary effect to his pictures. … M. de St. Germain never would consent to give up his secret.

Madame du Hausset relates in her memoirs an interesting instance of his knowledge of precious stones.
The King ordered a middling-sized diamond which had a flaw in it, to be brought to him. After having it weighed,
his Majesty said to the Comte:
“The value of this diamond as it is, and with the flaw in it, is six thousand livres; without the flaw it would be worth
at least ten thousand. Will you undertake to make me a gainer of four thousand livres?” St. Germain examined it very
attentively, and said,
“It is possible; it may be done. I will bring it to you again in a month.”
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At the time appointed the Comte de St. Germain brought back the diamond without a spot, and gave it to the King. It
was wrapped in a cloth of amianthos, which he took off. The king had it weighed immediately, and found it very little
diminished. His Majesty then sent it to his jeweler by M. de Gontaut, without telling him of anything that had passed.
The jeweler gave him nine thousand six hundred livres for it. The King, however, sent for the diamond back again, and
said he would keep it as a curiosity. He could not overcome his surprise, and said M. de St. Germain must be worth
millions, especially if he possessed the secret of making large diamonds out of small ones. The Comte neither said that
he could or could not, but positively asserted that he knew how to make pearls grow, and give them the finest water.
The King paid him great attention, and so did Madame de Pompadour. M. du Quesnoy once said that St. Germain was a
quack, but the King reprimanded him. In fact, his Majesty appears infatuated with him, and sometimes talks of him as
if his descent were illustrious.

One fact in this Parisian period must not be omitted; it appears from statements made by Madame du Hausset,
Herr von Barthold and the Baron de Gleichen, that a young Englishman, at that time resident in Paris, Lord
Gower by name, used to amuse himself and other idle people by passing himself off as M. de St. Germain, so that
most of the silly and foolish tales about him, which ran riot in the gossiping “salons” of the period, originated in
the sayings of this idle young fellow. Various details of his doings are to be found, but they are not worth further
notice, beyond the fact that M. de St. Germain had to bear the blame for utterances which did not originate with
him. Says Heer van Sypesteyn:
Many of the wild stories had probably nothing to do with M. de St. Germain and were invented with the object
of injuring him and making him ridiculous. A certain Parisian wag, known as “Milord Gower,” was a splendid
mimic, and went into Paris salons to play the part of St. Germain—naturally it was very exaggerated, but very
many people were taken in by this make-believe St. Germain.
Meanwhile our philosopher worked on with those whom he was able to help and teach in various ways. In
1760 we find him sent by Louis XV to the Hague on a political mission: the circumstances are variously told by
different writers. In April, 1760, we find M. de St. Germain passing through East Friesland to England. Next, in
The London Chronicle of June 3rd, 1760, we have a long account of a “mysterious foreigner,” who had just
arrived on England’s shores. It is also said by one writer that he was well received at Court, and many papers of
the period mention him as a “person of note” to whom marked attention was paid.
In the British Museum there are pieces of music composed by the Comte de St. Germain on both his visits, for
they are dated 1745 and 1760. It was said everywhere, by enemies as well as by friends, that he was a splendid
violinist; he “played like an orchestra.”
There is one most interesting souvenir of M. de St. Germain, which we have had the good fortune to see. It is
preserved in the library of the grand old castle of Raudnitz in Bohemia, the property of Prince Ferdinand von
Lobkowitz.
Amongst the MSS and other treasures of that rare collection we found a book of music composed by M. de St.
Germain, from which, by the gracious permission of the present Prince, we have had traced the inscription and
autograph. It runs thus:
Pour le Prince de Lobkowitz, Musique Raisonée, selon le bon sens, aux Dames Angloises qui aiment le vrai goût en
cet art. Par … de St. Germain.

The first letter, or letters, of the signature are quite undecipherable, although they have been most carefully
traced for us by the librarian at Raudnitz.
We next have to pass on to St. Petersburg where, according to the words of the Graf Gregor Orloff to the
Margrave of Brandenburg-Anspach, M. de St. Germain had “played a great part in their revolution.” He is
mentioned as having been in St. Petersburg by another writer, or rather in an anonymous book, the translation of
the title of which runs:
A few Words about the First Helpers of Catherine II. (xviii. Bk. 3, p. 343, 1869).

The writer has other details in her possession, but as they are at present unverified and come rather as
fragments, it is better to wait for more accurate information, which she hopes to procure. Various hints, however,
lead us to suppose that M. de St. Germain passed some time in Russia. As we have noticed already the Princess of
Anhalt-Zerbst, the mother of Catherine II., was very friendly to him; indeed he passed much time at her house in
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Paris. In 1763, however, we get a deeply interesting account of our philosopher in the shape of a letter from the
Graf Karl Cobenzl to the Prince Kaunitz, the Prime Minister. The details it gives are so interesting that it is better
to quote it in full [It is dated: “Brussels, April 8th, 1763. Graf Karl Cobenzl to Kaunitz”]:
It was about three months ago that the person known by the name of the Comte de St. Germain passed this way, and
came to see me. I found him the most singular man that I ever saw in my life. I do not yet precisely know his birth; I
believe, however, that he is the son of a clandestine union in a powerful and illustrious family.
Possessing great wealth, he lives in the greatest simplicity; he knows everything, and shows an uprightness, a
goodness of soul, worthy of admiration. Among a number of his accomplishments, he made, under my own eyes, some
experiments, of which the most important were the transmutation of iron into a metal as beautiful as gold, and at least
as good for all goldsmith’s work; the dyeing and preparation of skins, carried to a perfection which surpassed all the
moroccos in the world, and the most perfect tanning; the dyeing of silks, carried to a perfection hitherto unknown; the
like dyeing of woolens; the dyeing of wood in the most brilliant colors penetrating through and through, and the whole
without either indigo or cochineal, with the commonest ingredients, and consequently at a very moderate price; the
composition of colors for painting, ultra-marine is as perfect as is made from lapis lazuli; and finally, removing the
smell from painting oils, and making the best oil of Provence from the oils of Navette, of Colsat, and from others, even
the worst. I have in my hands all these productions, made under my own eyes; I have had them undergo the most strict
examinations, and seeing in these articles a profit which might mount up to millions, I have endeavored to take
advantage of the friendship that this man has felt for me, and to learn from him all these secrets. He has given them to
me, and he asks nothing for himself beyond a payment proportionate to the profits that may accrue from them, it being
understood that this shall be only when the profit has been made.
As the marvelous must inevitably seem uncertain, I have avoided the two points which appeared to me to be feared,
the first, the being a dupe, and the second, the involving myself in too great an expenditure. To avoid the first, I took a
trusty person, under whose eyes I had the experiments made, and I was fully convinced of the reality and the cheapness
of these productions. And as to the second, I referred M. de Zurmont (which is the name that St. Germain has taken) to
a good and trustworthy merchant at Tournay, with whom he is working, and I have had advances made which mount up
to very little, through Nettine, whose son, and the son-in-law of Walckiers, are the persons who will carry on these
manufactures, when the profits of the first experiments place us in a position to establish them, without risking
anything of our own. The moment for deriving the profit is already close at hand.

From another source, also, we hear of de St. Germain at Tournay, namely, from the memoirs of Casanova.
Casanova on the road to Tournay was informed of the presence of M. le Comte de St. Germain, and desired to be
presented to him. Being told that the Comte received no one, he wrote him to request an interview, which was granted
under the restriction of coming incognito, and not being invited to partake of food with him. Casanova found the Comte
in the dress of an Armenian with a long beard.

In this interview, M. de St. Germain informed Casanova that he was arranging a Fabrique for the Graf
Cobenzl.\fn{W prints some extended comments from Casanova in connected with his first meeting with St. Germain in Paris in 1787:
“The most enjoyable dinner I had was with Madame de Robert Gergi, who came with the famous adventurer, known by the name of the
Count de St. Germain. This individual, instead of eating, talked from the beginning of the meal to the end, and I followed his example in
one respect as I did not eat, but listened to him with the greatest attention. It may safely be said that as a conversationalist he was
unequalled. … St. Germain gave himself out for a marvel and always aimed at exciting amazement, which he often succeeded in doing. He
was scholar, linguist, musician, and chemist, good-looking, and a perfect ladies' man. For awhile he gave them paints and cosmetics; he
flattered them, not that he would make them young again (which he modestly confessed was beyond him) but that their beauty would be
preserved by means of a wash which, he said, cost him a lot of money, but which he gave away freely. … He had contrived to gain the
favor of Madame de Pompadour, who had spoken about him to the king, for whom he had made a laboratory, in which the monarch—a
martyr to boredom—tried to find a little pleasure or distraction, at all events, by making dyes. The king had given him a suite of rooms at
Chambord, and a hundred thousand francs for the construction of a laboratory, and according to St. Germain the dyes discovered by the
king would have a materially beneficial influence on the quality of French fabrics. … This extraordinary man, intended by nature to be the
king of impostors and quacks, would say in an easy, assured manner that he was three hundred years old, that he knew the secret of the
Universal Medicine, that he possessed a mastery over nature, that he could melt diamonds, professing himself capable of forming, out of
ten or twelve small diamonds, one large one of the finest water without any loss of weight. All this, he said, was a mere trifle to him.
Notwithstanding his boastings, his bare-faced lies, and his manifold eccentricities, I cannot say I thought him offensive. In spite of my
knowledge of what he was and in spite of my own feelings, I thought him an astonishing man as he was always astonishing me.” }

From 1763, the date at which we have now arrived, up to 1769, we only get the details of one year in Berlin,
and this account comes from the memoirs of M. Dieudonné Thiébault, who gives the following interesting sketch:
There came to Berlin and remained in that city for the space of a year a remarkable man, who passed by the name
of the Comte de St. Germain. The Abbé Pernety was not slow in recognizing in him the characteristics which go to
make up an adept, and came to us with wonderful stories.
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The author then goes on to relate that the Princess Amélie went to call on him, and he also remarks that the old
Baron Knyhausen was always addressed by M. de St. Germain as “my son.” Says our author
Madame de Troussel was also anxious to see him. The Abbé Pernety arranged the matter for her, and the Comte
came to her house one evening to supper. They chanced to make mention of the “Philosopher’s Stone,” and the Comte
curtly observed that most people who were in pursuit of that were astonishingly illogical, inasmuch as they employed
no agent but fire, forgetting that fire breaks up and decomposes, and that consequently it was mere folly to depend upon
it for the building up of a new composition. He dwelt much upon this, and finally led the conversation back to more
general topics.
In appearance M. de St. Germain was refined and intellectual. He was clearly of gentle birth, and had moved in
good society; and it was reported that the famous Cagliostro (so well known for his mystification of Cardinal Rohan
and others at Paris) had been his pupil. The pupil, however, never reached the level of his master and, while the latter
finished his career without mishap, Cagliostro was often rash to the point of criminality, and died in the prison of the
Inquisition at Rome. … In the history of M. de St. Germain, we have the history of a wise and prudent man who never
willfully offended against the code of honor, or did aught that might offend our sense of probity. Marvels we have
without end, never anything mean or scandalous.

The exact date of this visit to Berlin we cannot accurately give, but it comes in before the stay in Venice, where
he was found by the Graf Max von Lamberg, at this time Chamberlain to the Emperor Joseph II, and in his book
we have some most interesting details. The Graf finds M. de St. Germain under the name of Marquis d’Aymar, or
Belmare, making a variety of experiments with flax, which he was bleaching to look like Italian silk; he had
established quite a large place, and had about a hundred workers. It would appear that he then traveled with the
Graf von Lamberg, for in a paper published at Florence Le notizie del Mondo (July, 1770), under the heading
“News of the World,” we find the following paragraph [dated “Tunis, July 1770]:
The Comte Maximilian de Lamberg, Chamberlain of M.M.L.L. II. and RR. having paid a visit to the Island of
Corsica to make various investigations, has been staying here since the end of June, in company with the Signor de St.
Germain, celebrated in Europe for the vastness of his political and philosophical knowledge.

No further details are given of this journey, but we hear of M. de St. Germain being in Mantua in the year
1773.
One important point which belongs to the year 1770 has been omitted. M. de St. Germain was at Leghorn
when the Russian fleet was there; he wore a Russian uniform, and was called Graf Saltikoff by the Graf Alexis
Orloff. It was, moreover, in this year that he returned to Paris, on the disgrace of the Prime Minister, his enemy,
the Duc de Choiseul.
All his abilities, especially his extraordinary kindness, yes, even magnanimity, which formed his essential
characteristics, had made him so respected and so beloved, that when in 1770, after the fall of the Duc de Choiseul, his
arch enemy, he again appeared in Paris, it was only with the greatest expressions of sorrow that the Parisians allowed
him to depart. … M. de St. Germain came to the Hague after the death of Louis XV (May 10 th, 1774), and left for
Schwalbach in 1774. This was the last time he visited Holland. It cannot be ascertained with accuracy how often he was
there. … It is stated in a German biography that he was in Holland in 1710, 1735, 1742, 1748, 1760 and 1773.

This last date brings us to the period that we have already noticed, the stay at Triesdorf and at Schwalbach,
where many alchemical and other experiments were carried on by the Markgraf and the Comte. The former we
hear was proud of his medical knowledge, and obtained from the English Consul at Leghorn a copy of the
prescription for the “Russian Tea” or “Aqua Benedetta,” made by M. de St. Germain, which was used in the
Russian fleet, then in the Archipelago, to preserve the health of the troops under the severe heat.
From 1774 until 1776 we have the visit to Triesdorf; in 1776 we hear of our mystic in Leipzig, and the
following year in Dresden; with these periods we shall have to deal in our next paper. About 1779 we hear of M.
de St. Germain at Hamburg; thence he goes to Prince Karl of Hesse and stays with him for some time as his loved
and honored guest. They began various experiments together, experiments which were in all cases to be of use to
the human race. Writing of the knowledge and alluding to the early education of M. de St. Germain by the Duc de
Medici, the Prince says:
This House (Medici), as is well known, was in possession of the highest knowledge, and it is not surprising that he
should have drawn his earlier knowledge from them; but he claimed to have learned that of Nature by his own
application and researches. He thoroughly understood herbs and plants, and had invented the medicines of which he
constantly made use, and which prolonged his life and health. I still have all his recipes, but the physicians ran riot
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much against his science after his death. There was a physician, Lossau, who had been an apothecary, and to whom I
gave 1,200 crowns a year to work at the medicines which the Comte de St. Germain taught him, among others and
chiefly his tea, which the rich bought and the poor received gratis. … After the death of this physician, disgusted by the
talk I heard on all sides, I withdrew all the recipes, and I did not replace Lossau.

Looking back at the record of all the powers and abilities possessed by this great man, one point comes out
clearly: either he was following some definite plan, a plan not known to the general world, or he wandered from
place to place without aim, without family, without human ties—a sorrowful life, truly, for so gifted a mortal, if
this were so. But since he appeared always contented, though knowing more than those with whom he came into
contact, always giving, and never in need, ever helping, but never claiming aid—surely with such evidence it
becomes obvious to even the critical skeptic that some power, some plan, must have guided the footsteps and life
of the Comte de St. Germain. Indeed, one of the writers before quoted says:
Sometimes he fell into a trance, and when he again recovered, he said he had passed the time while he lay
unconscious in far-off lands; sometimes he disappeared for a considerable time, then suddenly re-appeared, and let it be
understood that he had been in another world in communication with the dead. Moreover, he prided himself on being
able to tame bees, and to make snakes listen to music.

The author seems unaware that the ordinary Yogis of India have this power over snakes; and doubtless M. de
St. Germain learned his knowledge in India. The power, also, of communicating with the dead has had more light
thrown on it in this nineteenth century, thanks to those who follow in the footsteps of M. de St. Germain and who
are aiding in the same great work. Nevertheless, although the above-quoted writer is skeptical on these points, he
awards a tribute of honest merit to our philosopher worth noticing, when writing:
However this may be, St. Germain was in many respects a remarkable man, and wherever he was personally known
he left a favorable impression behind, and the remembrance of many good and sometimes of many noble deeds. Many
a poor father of a family, many a charitable institution, was helped by him in secret … not one bad, nor one
dishonorable action was ever known of him, and so he inspired sympathy everywhere, and not least in Holland.

Thus clearly stands out the character of one who by some is called a “messenger” from that spiritual Hierarchy
by whom the world’s evolution is guided; such is the moral worth of the man whom the shallow critics of the
earth call “adventurer.”
263.74 Excerpts from The Gospel Of The Holy Mother Sri Sarada Devi: “Sayings Of Sri Sarada Devi”\fn{by Sri
Sarada Devi aka Saradamani Mukhopadhyaya (1853-1920)} Jayrambati, Bankura District, West Bengal State, India (F) 6

I am giving you the fruit, but it is the fruit of the gift that belongs to you. 5\fn{In what follows, the quotations are taken from
The Gospel of the Holy Mother, followed by the page numbers from which they are taken:H}

*
Always be engaged in some work or other. It is conducive to the health of both the body and the mind. (7)
*
The inner soul feels for a sincere devotee. (10)
*
The less you become attached to the world, the more you enjoy peace of mind. (10)
*
True, even the impossible becomes possible through devotion. {13)
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*
One must do some work. Through work alone can one remove the bondage of work, not by avoiding work. Total
detachment comes later on. One should not be without work even for a moment. (14-15)
*
Birth and death are extremely painful. (17)
*
Women should not get angry so easily. They must practice forbearance. (19)
*
You should not doubt the words of your own teacher. (20)
*
Brahman exists everywhere. The prophets and incarnations are born to show the way to a benighted humanity. They
give different instructions suited to different temperaments. There are many ways to realize the Truth. Therefore all
these instructions have their relative value. (20)
*
Meditate on and pray to the particular aspect of the divinity revealed to you. Worship ends with absorption in
meditation. Start here (the heart) and end here (the head). Neither a Mantra nor scripture is of any avail: Bhakti or
devotion alone accomplishes everything. (22)
*
He alone is blessed who can devote himself to God from very childhood. (22-23)
*
First of all, one should be fit; otherwise, the instructions prove futile. (23)
*
All teachers are one. The same power of God works through them all. (26)
*
It depends upon the grace of God. He bestows His grace upon anyone He likes. Grace is the important thing. (27)
*
At the time of creation, people were born with the quality of Sattva, light. They had wisdom from their very birth.
Consequently they at once realized the unreal nature of the world. They renounced it and practiced austerity. They were
liberated in no time. The Creator found that the purpose of His creation was going to be frustrated. These wise men,
who were thus liberated, were unfit for the continuance of the play of the world. Then He again started the work of
creation and mixed the qualities of Rajas (activity) and Tamas (inertia) with the Sattva. Thus His purpose was fulfilled.
(29)
*
Service, in the real sense of the word, is not a joke. One should be extremely careful about making His service
perfectly flawless. But the truth is, God knows our foolishness and therefore He forgives us. (31)
*
Spiritual progress becomes easier if husband and wife agree in their views regarding spiritual practices. (33)
*
Misery is only the gift of God. It is the symbol of His compassion. (37)
*
Sri Ramakrishna was a perfect soul. Certainly one can be free from sin by confessing it to one like him. And one
thing more, if at a certain place people talk of virtue and vice, those present there must take a share of those qualities.
37
*
The vision of God—it lies, as it were in the palm of my hand. Whenever I like it, I can have it. (37)
*
What the books say is not always correct. (39)
*
However spiritual a man may be, he must pay the tax for the use of the body to the last farthing. But the difference
between a great soul and an ordinary man is this: the latter weeps while leaving this body, whereas the former laughs;
death seems to him a mere play. (41)
*
A worldly-minded person can never be trusted in money matters. Only a real monk can resist the temptation of
money. (46)
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*
Nothing can be achieved without sincere love. (47)
*
Everything, husband, wife, or even the body, is only illusory. These are all shackles of illusion. Unless you can free
yourself from these bondages, you will never be able to go to the other shore of the world. Even this attachment to the
body, the identification of the self with the body, must go. (49)
*
Always remember, “I have at least a Mother, if none else.” (55)
*
The monk’s life is always beset by dangers. (58)
*
The monk must always practice renunciation and dispassion. (58)
*
Whatever you do for the realization of God cannot have any sinful effect. (58)
*
Self-control is absolutely necessary. All the hard disciplines enjoined upon Hindu widows are meant to help them
practice self-control. (58)
*
Have intense devotion to God. You must work hard. How can one achieve anything without effort? One must
devote some time for prayer even in the midst of one’s household duties. (59)
*
If one is steady in meditation, one will clearly see the Lord in one’s heart and hear His voice. The moment an idea
flashes in the mind of such a one, it will be fulfilled then and there. You will be bathed in peace. (59)
*
In the fullness of one’s spiritual realization, one will find that He who resides in one’s heart, resides in the hearts of
others as well—the oppressed, the persecuted, the untouchable and the outcast. The realization makes one truly
humble. (59-60)
*
This mind is just like a wild elephant. It races with the wind. Therefore one should discriminate all the time. One
should work hard for the realization of God. (61)
*
A son is always a son to the mother. (61)
*
Everything is real. Nothing is untrue. (69)
*
In time the mind itself becomes the Guru. If one is able to pray to God and meditate on Him for even two minutes
with full concentration it is very good. (70)
*
God loves to sport as a human being. (74)
*
The body is one thing and the soul another. The soul pervades the whole body. {76)
*
The mantra purifies the body. Man becomes pure by repeating the Mantra of God. (76)
*
Everything depends upon one’s mind. Nothing can be achieved without purity of mind. (76)
*
Love for the sake of divine love is not possible so long as a man has any desire. (80)
*
Even the injunctions of Destiny are cancelled if one takes refuge in God. Destiny strikes off with her own hand what
she has written about such a person. (85)
*
God is realized in spirit. One sees God in spiritual vision, talks to Him, and establishes relationship with Him in
Spirit. (86)
*
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Reasoning does not disappear as long as one has not attained to perfect knowledge. (87)
*
Realization of God cannot be achieved without ecstatic love for Him. (87)
*
As long as a man has desires, there is no end to his transmigration. It is the desires alone that make him take one
body after another. There will be rebirth for a man if he has even the desire to eat a piece of sweetmeat. (89)
*
It is all His whim. (90)
*
No one will suffer for all time. No one will spend all his days on this earth in suffering. Every action brings its own
result, and one gets one’s opportunities accordingly. (92)
*
Nothing can happen without the will of God. (92)
*
One must live very carefully. Every action produces its results. (94)
*
Everything comes into existence in time and also disappears in time. (94)
*
After attaining wisdom one sees that gods and deities are all Maya. (94)
*
In course of time one does not feel even the existence of God. (94)
*
Everything becomes One. This is the simple truth. (96)
*
One’s love of God depends entirely upon one’s inner feeling. Love of God is the essential thing. (102)
*
God is one’s very “own”. It is the eternal relationship. He is everyone’s “own”. One realizes Him in proportion to
the intensity of one’s feeling for Him. (102)
*
The whole world is a dream. Even this (the waking state) is a dream. {102)
*
One has to take up some work. That keeps the mind in good shape. (105)
*
Man is prone to weakness. (106)
*
The word of the Mantra is living. (108)
*
Man knows in his own mind how far he had advanced and how much knowledge and consciousness of God he has
attained. He knows in his innermost soul how much of God he has realized. (109)
*
It is possible only for God to be omniscient in this realm of Maya. (112)
*
God has the nature of a child. {114)
*
Everything depends upon karma (one’s past actions). The moment one’s karma comes to an end, one realizes God.
This is one’s last birth. (114)
*
One’s mind cannot be colored always by one’s former condition. (116)
*
Karma is exhausted gradually. When one realizes God, He endows one with spiritual illumination within. One
becomes aware of it oneself. (117)
*
The thought that is uppermost in mind before one loses consciousness determines the course of one’s soul after
death. (117)
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*
One only invites misery for oneself by constantly dwelling on defects in everything. (119)
*
One’s nature is what really counts. (121)
*
Forbearance is a great virtue. No other quality is greater than this. (121)
*
Those who are one’s “own” are companions age after age. (122)
*
A holy man must not lay things by. (125)
*
Peace is the principal thing. One needs peace alone. (126)
*
Today man is, and tomorrow he is not. (126)
*
He who has created the world looks after all. (127)
*
All our sufferings are on this earth. (128)
*
Everything is due to desire. (130)
*
So long as the ego exists, desires also undoubtedly remain. (131)
*
He can do whatever He likes by His mere will. This also is a sport of God. (132)
*
Karma alone is responsible for our misery and happiness. (132-133)
*
The result of karma is inevitable. But by repeating the Name of God, you can lessen its intensity. (133)
*
Everything in the world results in suffering. (135)
*
There are different kinds of perfect souls—perfect from very birth, perfect through spiritual disciplines, perfect
through the grace of the teacher, and made perfect all of a sudden. (135-136)
*
The mind is everything. It is in the mind alone that one feels pure and impure. (136)
*
To see the faults of others! One should never do it. I never do so. Forgiveness is tapasya (austerity). (136)
*
No one will accompany a person after his death. Only his actions—good and bad—follow him, even after death.
(144)
*
A narrow place makes the mind narrow, while a commodious place expands it. (145)
*
Those who are having their last birth suffer from the effects of past karma in this one. (148)
*
There is no other virtue higher than forbearance. (149)
*
He who warns in time is a true friend. (149)
*
God has infinite patience. God’s patience knows no limit. (149)
*
Death moves with us as our shadow. (151)
*
Infinite is He. (151)
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*
The Scriptures are filled with many useless things also. One cannot observe to the letter the injunctions of the
Scriptures. 151
*
He alone is our father and mother. He alone has become our father and mother. (153)
*
Some disciples make quick progress, and some do it slowly. It depends on the tendencies of the mind acquired by
one’s past deeds. (156)
*
Power passes through the Mantra—the Guru’s goes to the disciple and the disciple’s comes to the Guru. (156)
*
It is the body alone that changes, the Atman\fn{The true self of an individual beyond identification with phenomena, the
essence of an individual:W} always remains the same: renunciation of “lust” and “gold”! (159)
*
God is everything. (171)
*
An impure mind does not easily become pure. The more you emphasize your obsession, the more obsessed you
become. It is true of all things. (172)
*
It is the ignorant person who is always seized with fear. He alone gets entangled and becomes polluted by sin. (173)
*
He will reveal Himself to the devotee when it is His sweet will. (174)
*
The truth is: He who is really anxious to cross the ocean of the world, will somehow break his bonds. No one can
entangle him. (174)
*
Call on the Lord who pervades the entire universe. He will shower His blessings upon you. (174)
*
It is the very nature of the mind to go to lower things, to objects of enjoyment, but the grace of God can make the
mind go towards higher objects. (175)
*
God has this infinite creation. If you do not pray to God, what does it matter to Him? There are many people who do
not even think of God. If you do not call on Him, it is your misfortune. Such is the Divine Maya that he has thus made
people forget Him. He feels, “They are quite all right let them be.” (175)
*
Continue to pray without losing heart. Everything will happen in time. (175)
*
When a pure soul performs Japa, he feels as if the holy Name bubbles up spontaneously from within
himself. \fn{Japa is “a spiritual discipline involving the meditative repetition of a mantra or name of a divine power. The mantra or
name may be spoken softly, enough for the practitioner to hear it, or it may be spoken purely within the reciter's mind. Japa may be
performed while sitting in a meditation posture, while performing other activities, or as part of formal worship in group settings. The
practice of repetitive prayer is present in varied forms within most religions in the world, although the religions of India generally give
more emphasis to it as a specific discipline”:W}

*
The mind will be steadied if one repeats the Name of God fifteen or twenty thousand times a day. (177)
*
One gets everything when the mind becomes steady. (178)
*
The goal is to call upon Him and to attain to Him. If you call upon Him, He will lead you by the hand. (193)
*
Be content in all circumstances and take His name. (195)
*
All persons are not born for the same purpose. (195)
*
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It is the pure mind which shows man the path. (207)
*
To anyone, his own Guru is far superior to even an incarnation of God. (208)
*
Those who rely on Him are protected from all dangers. (212)
*
If one wants to achieve something noble, he must be sincerely arduous and seized with a firm resolve. (212)
*
Spiritual practice in a solitary place is essential. When worldly thoughts crop up in your mind, and they
possess it, then you should go away from the company of others and pray to Him with tears in your eyes. (214)
*
If the mind is kept engaged in some work, it doesn’t indulge in silly thoughts. But if you sit idle, the mind is
likely to indulge in various kinds of thoughts. (214)
*
Spiritual discipline means holding the mind steadfast at His holy feet all the time and immersing the mind in
thoughts of Him. (214)
*
The aim of life is to realize God and remain immersed in the contemplation of His holy feet always. (215)
*
A monk must be free from anger and hatred, he must tolerate everything. (215)
*
Do your spiritual practice ardently. Repeating His name will make your mind steadfast like the flame of a lamp
protected from wind. Wind makes a flame unsteady. Similarly, desires prevent the mind from becoming
concentrated. (219)
*
Money is such a thing that one develops an attachment for it, if one is associated with it for long! You may
think that you have no attachment for it, that since you have renounced it once for all you will not get attached to
it, that you will be able to be free from it whenever you wish. Oh, no! Never harbor such an idea in your mind.
Money will find its way somehow to grip you unawares by the neck, as it were. (237)
*
Money is at the root of all evil in this world. (238)
*
It is difficult to properly assimilate even one thought. (239)
*
Selfishness—well, it persists as long as a person is self-assertive, but not when that is overcome. (241)
*
Calling upon God with one’s mind steadfast is equivalent to a million repetitions of the mantra. (242)
*
Collectedness of one’s mind is essential, then only His grace descends. (242)
*
Nothing else overwhelms a man like mourning. (248)
*
One has to gracefully accept the sorrows and miseries that God is bestowing. Whatever He wills, comes to
pass. (251)
*
The world is like a tree of poison. Poison permeates the whole of worldly life. But those who have plunged
into worldly life—what else can they do now? Even if they understand the implications of worldly life, they can’t
act otherwise. (253)
1854

109.14 Convicted Out Of His Own Mouth\fn{My title:H}: A Folktale\fn{by Dahima (1854- )} Chandarva,
Ahmedabad District, Gujarat State, India (F) –1
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Dala Tarwadi was a Brahman.
One day his wife asked him to bring an eggplant so that she could make a curry out of it. So Dala Tarwadi
went out to a farmer’s field. In the field belonging to Vasaram Bhuvo, a very hardworking farmer, he found
eggplants in abundance. Seeing no one around, Dala Tarwadi sneaked into the field to help himself. To ease his
conscience he then asked out loud,
“Field, field, may I pick one of your eggplants?” To have a reply he then said,
“Oh, well, dear Dala Tarwadi, why not take ten or twelve?”
So, indeed, Tarwadi did.
Dala Tarwadi’s pilfering soon became routine. But Vasaram Bhuvo was a smart and watchful man.
“Why are there always less eggplants than blossoms?” he thought to himself. “There must be something
wrong. I take great care with these plants. Let me keep a good watch over them and see if I can discover the
reason.”
One morning Bhuvo came earlier than usual to his field and quickly hid in the bushes. A little later Dala
Tarwadi came along to pick eggplants, as usual. Again he used his own, original way of asking permission.
Vasaram Bhuvo watched.
Suddenly he jumped from his hiding place and rushed over to grab Dala Tarwadi. The Brahman did his best to
escape but he couldn’t. Vasaram Bhuvo caught him and tied him up. Then he took Tarwadi to the irrigation tank
where there was a water lift that had a large leather bucket on one end for dipping out water. He tied Dala Tarwadi
inside that leather bucket and lowered him to the surface of the water. Then Vasaram Bhuvo asked the well,
“Well, well, how many times shall I dip? Tell me!” In reply, he answered himself saying,
“Oh, my dear Vasaram Bhuvo, why should you give him only one or two? Be generous! Give him ten or
twelve!”
Drenched and near drowning, Dala Tarwadi now begged to be released. Vasaram Bhuvo finally relented and
untied him on one condition: that he should never set foot in his fields again.
Dala Tarwadi promised this and ran away as fast as he could.
262.52 & 265.20 1. The Mother’s Birthday 2. Morning Serenade\fn{by Aru Dutt (1854-1874)} Calcutta, Calcutta
District, West Bengal State, India (F) 1
1
Thou so good, O! thou so perfect.
Who lovest us with so much love,
Mamma with joy we hail thy birthday,
Day all other days above.
In exchange of all our presents,
Of our songs composed for thee,
Of our field-flowers and our roses,
Give us kisses tenderly.
2
Still barred thy doors!—The far east glows,
The morning wind blows fresh and free,
Should not the hour that wakes the rose
Awaken also thee?
*
No longer sleep,
Oh, listen now!
I wait and weep,
But where art thou?
*
All look for thee, Love, Light and Song;
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Light, in the sky deep red above,
Song, in the lark of pinion strong,
And in my heart, true Love.
*
No longer sleep,
Oh, listen now!
I wait and weep,
But where art thou?
*
Apart we miss our nature’s goal,
Why strive to cheat our destinies?
Was not my love made for thy soul?
Thy beauty for mine eyes?
*
No longer sleep,
Oh, listen now!
I wait and weep,
But where art thou?
1855

231.12 A Letter To The Editor of Somprakash, Dated December 26, 1872\fn{by an otherwise unknown Hindu Kulin
girl (c.1855?- )} Calcutta?, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) 1
Everything is determined by fate; else why should man and God both be unfair to the fair sex? I know not what
mortal sin caused me to be born in this world among the Hindus. At four and a half years I fell into the hands of a
sixty-one-year old saintly soul as if into the fell hand of Time itself. I am now nineteen and have a smattering of
education. Although my husband is alive, I am at the moment so deprived of food and shelter that I may truly be
called a destitute. I pray that you will deign to answer my questions below to provide me a little relief.
1. I am a free autonomous human being. Why, then, should I suffer the consequences of sins committed by my
father, mother or other relations? It is the just dispensation of God that if I remain thus unprotected it is I (and not
my parents) who must be responsible and do penance for it. Then why should I incur the wrath of God for the
sake of others? Would you advise that I should?
2. Every daughter of a kulin brings shame upon her family. Who is to suffer the retributions for her sin of going
astray? Is it our fathers, mothers or maternal relations, husbands, or even we ourselves who are culpable, and to
what extent? Should the king himself share some of the guilt of our offence?
3. There is no atonement for voluntary sins. Even if there is it must be awesome. Kulin girls step into sin
knowing the consequences full well. But what is the legitimate decree of contrition for one who is not willing to
sin? Is it the prescription of eternal abstinence, or any other esoteric practice of yoga? And is it acceptable to our
reason and sense of justice that such prescriptions of endless chastity be observed? Is it even the will of God?
4. If one observes with eyes unblinkered by superstition it will surely be obvious that marriage is but the union
of two hearts. No matter how subservient to binding laws men are, in their inadequacy of knowledge, no law apart
from that which has the sanction of voluntary decision (gandharva) may validate a marriage.\fn{ According to the
Puranas and other ancient Hindu scriptures, the gandharva form of marriage could be solemnized without any formal ceremony, simply by
the mutual desire of the persons involved } Thus considered, my marriage stands null and void. And if the marriage itself

is invalid, the man chosen by my father cannot be my husband; and if he be not my husband after all, why should
I not be able to forsake (though not truly forsake) him to accept the hand of a virtuous man of my own choice?
Ancient men in their blindness will surely raise objections, but will you not sanctify it?
5. Should I get married thus, or should I call down calumny upon my family? Which way would you ask me to
tread? And if it is legally sanctioned that widows may get married again why should it be denied to women as
wretched as me?
6. Should I comply with your advice, or act in deference to the wishes of my parents? Should I not keep to the
way prescribed by law? Nor do I wish to withdraw filial respect from my parents, but if I happen to transgress
divine dispensation at the behest of superstitious parents, shall I be redeemed in the life hereafter?
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7. Eight manners of marriage are sanctioned by the customs of our land—Brahma, Daiva, Arya, Prajapatya,
Gandharva, Paisacha, Rakshasa and Asura. But it will certainly be apparent to the discerning eye that no
marriages excepting those sanctioned by the law of Gandharva union have yielded happy fruits. The history of
previous ages bears testimony to this fact. What more proof do we need? So many people are married these days
but would you find a single married person in our time who has attained the true blessings that are attributed to
matrimony? It is possible that despite the purity of the knowledge and intelligence of your readers it is simply the
manner of marriage that has corrupted their hearts, keeps corrupting, or will corrupt as inevitably as sin. Now may
I inquire if I, without corrupting my mind and body, or sullying my life in this world and the next, can retain my
purity by accepting the hand of a young man whom I have chosen for myself—should I do so? And why should I
not?
8. Between man and God—who ought to be feared?
9. The ways of the world and minds of men are strange indeed. There is no predicting towards whom one’s
heart blossoms in love. That is the natural course of the mind, and it does not stop to consider beauty or merit.
True love is not born of fear, or of greed, or self-interest, nor can it be destroyed by any of these.
Affection is never inspired unless there is a parity of circumstances. Therefore, can I be held culpable that no
affection for my husband ever sprang in my breast? And if one’s heart does not blossom in love for one other, can
it be made to love that man? You and your readers will surely be in love with someone or other. Was that love
born of greed or fear, or was it born of spontaneous desire? Can you or your reader refrain from loving the ones
you so care for? Could you love, or go on loving any and everyone that comes your way? And if I love someone
selflessly with all my soul am I to blame for it? Why should I not love such a one?
10. Every compassionate person in our time is committed to promoting widow remarriage, resisting polygamy
and child marriage, and uprooting the poison dregs of kulinism. But what is their prescription, may I ask, for the
Shyamis and Ramis\fn{Representing common names for girls, that is, any young woman } of our society? Do they realize that
Shyami and Rami have as much heart and soul, flesh and blood, hunger and thirst as do their men? And that they
were all created by the same hand of God? My ideas will offend some people no doubt—it is not proper for a
woman to speak with such frankness. But again, if I may ask, are those people willing to take our burden upon
themselves? The Hindu scriptures permit a husband or wife to divorce the spouse; why should such laws not be
revived in our own time? You may rest assured that the world will be flooded with heinous sins if this is not done.
241.1 Excerpt from Saraswatichandra\fn{by Govardhanram Madhavram Tripathi (1855-1907)} Nadiad, Kheda District,
Gujarat State, India (M) 4
… When Chandandas’ men went away leaving Saraswatichandra and the bania in the grass Saraswatichandra
was unconscious and his hand was bleeding, but the cunning bania\fn{A trader} had not even a bruise on his body.
The bania was a resident of Ratnanagari. Originally he owned a grocery, but having made a profit initially in
speculation he had become addicted to it. He earned forty thousand rupees from speculative activity but
subsequently luck turned against him and he not only lost all his wealth but became a debtor. He tried his luck in
Bombay but did not succeed and his efforts in several other places also failed.
His name was Arthadas. When he had become rich for a while, he had married a dark-skinned girl named
Dhankore. Since he did not belong to a family of high lineage he had to pay eight thousand rupees to Dhankore’s
father.
Dhankore was a cunning girl who by cheating, stealing and cajoling her husband amassed for herself various
articles worth eight thousand rupees, which Arthadas could not even touch. As if this was not enough, today he
lost Dhankore herself and that too with all the jewelry on her person.
While Saraswatichandra lay unconscious, Arthadas was brooding over his past happiness and misfortunes. At
the time of his marriage Dhankore was seven or eight years old and when she went to live with him she was at the
immature age of eleven years. From childhood she was hyperactive and coquettish. The husband was also of a
like nature. If he did not give her even a paisa she managed to steal and hide twice that amount. When Arthadas
found it out he reprimanded her but would be secretly glad and say to himself,
“A clever bitch cunning enough to cheat me. Let her steal and conceal. When my creditor attaches everything,
what she has would be saved.”
But Dhankore was so clever that even if it meant her husband being on the death-bed, she would give away
nothing of what was hers. However much Arthadas would persuade her to part with the money, he would fail and
give up, and even in his defeat would feel satisfaction at the fact that she was one up on him and of a proper pair.
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Dhankore was equally good at economizing and pinching. At home also she harassed everybody. She would
make her mother-in-law weep, give no quarter to her sister-in-law, run down the wife of her husband’s elder
brother, make the wife of his younger brother grind grain, bark like a dog at his brothers and cry piteously when
alone with Arthadas. She was mistress of herself and of the house as well.
But she had one good quality. Her character was pure. Her coquettish nature could have made her a girl of easy
virtue at a young age, but Arthadas had diverted her coquetry into the channels of domestic work at home where
her sexual instinct was suppressed completely by her greed for money. As a result, in spite of being a virago in
many respects, she was respected in the house and everyone tolerated her abrasive tongue. In important matters
Dhankore never yielded to anyone’s wishes. At the moment Arthadas was therefore worried about her.
“The bitch—who knows where she is and that too with so much jewelry on her. But she is near Manoharpuri,
so it’s all right. After all she is a woman—her body and wealth, both are in danger. Poor bitch will learn a lesson
today. Where would she be roaming with those dacoits? But she is a match for them. No weakling, that one. What
will happen to her—I won’t get another one like her. But let her knock around—she is so tight-fisted that she is
not of use to me even for taking poison. Poor girl! The ornaments were all hers but even they will be lost. All said
and done a woman is a woman—no better than a child. Oh God!”
Arthadas got up crying and saw Saraswatichandra lying close by. Seeing his lackluster face and his plight
Arthadas felt pity for him and he thought of rousing him and helping him. At the same time he thought,
“Is he dead or alive? Why not run away from here? What if other dacoits come? Why should I bother about
him?”
But he remembered that Saraswatichandra was placed in this predicament because he went to the rescue of
Dhankore and his sense of gratitude prevailed over his selfishness. The bania went to the Brahmin and his heart
was filled with pure pity.
*
Saraswatichandra had bled profusely but somehow the bleeding had stopped. Arthadas brought water from a
lake nearby and, by sprinkling it on Saraswatichandra’s face, awakened him. He woke up, looked around the
strange place and was surprised. Fever, weakness caused by the wound, fatigue, hunger, the feeling aroused by the
strange place and the time, all made him look pale and helpless. He had been hurt by his father’s words; had
found Kumudsundari’s reproach unbearable; had wept before Chandrakant; had given up immense wealth and
luxury without batting an eyelid; the heart had been crushed while breaking the harp of love for Kumudsundari;
and yet his mind had not looked back in its haste to reach the pinnacle of detachment. His faith in God had made
him oblivious to the question, “What will happen to Kumudsundari?” which he was duty-bound to consider.
The desire for detachment from worldly life which had sprouted in childhood was strengthened by Aryan
learning, and having been freed from rituals, through western education it had become assertive and independent.
The detachment had become intensified by his wealthy lineage that it seemed arrogant to the world around him
which knew him not. He considered rich businessmen and big men with a large entourage mere watchmen of
large palaces or just peons who had the right to talk with highly placed Englishmen. Considering the fact that
even prostitutes had both wealth and a large number of servants, Saraswatichandra could not take pride in his
status, attained by his wealth and maintained through his numerous employees.
He thought that the big British officers, including governors and princes, were puppets of history. He called
newspapers and writers “lackeys of reformism”. Though he conceded their usefulness he did not respect their
opinions a whit more than the opinions of ordinary men, friends or people he conversed with. He knew what sort
of judgment would be passed by the orthodox people and by those who held modern views on his action which
amounted to an adventure in the eyes of the world—Chandrakant had also explained this to him—and yet he had
remained firm in his views.
But the uneven conditions created by Time, the great potter, produces various kinds. of deficiencies from man
to man, and accordingly, the consequences of the external world, which the deficient vision sees vary from one
individual to another—this was what Saraswatichandra believed.
“In any place in this world, in any situation, if one is not aware that ‘I am conditioned’ one cannot become
conscious on one’s own or other people’s limitations. If one is greater than somebody, one is also smaller than
someone else; one who has any kind of limitation is deficient; one whose mind is self-sufficient from the
beginning to the end is truly rich.” Saraswatichandra had such ideas from his youth, and with advancing age and
learning had nourished and cultivated them.
“One who is aware of his deficiency cannot be rich in the true sense”, was the view which his education, his
poetic nature, his inborn culture and his position in life had formed in him.
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“To think of objects, animals and events of the world as small or big is itself a limitation and to enclose
consciousness and joy within one’s own eyes is greatness”—this view had fascinated Saraswatichandra and it was
that fascination which had brought upon him this dark calamity.
Someone who can make us imagine the kinds of fascination which our schools and colleges create is yet to be
born; but in the meantime it will not be surprising if those who are standing outside the curtain find the faint
shadows of the movements behind the curtain miraculous. How can the sleeping world even imagine what kind of
actors have been placed behind the curtain of tomorrow by night, the stage-manager? It will be surprising if he
does not think of the description of the actors as a figment of the imagination. In all those countries where these
curtains were raised strange scenes had been seen and the same scenes will be seen in this country too.
Only God knows what kind of child will be born by the inter-caste marriage of Sanskrit and English education
in this land of strange experiences; but on self-examination Saraswatichandra imagined himself to be such a child.
His queer opulence made him act in a queer way. What he called detachment at first he later started calling
“richness” (of spirit). He had got involved in pleasure, and after so getting involved had opted out of the world;
after opting out he had gone to Suvarnapur to test his detachment and to verify his expectation—that “one who is
separated from the moon will shed the form of the night and assume the form of the day by the sun’s rays”:
meaning thereby that Kumud would adapt herself to her new situation and, forgetting the past, would be happy.
This had come true.
He was trying to see whether in spite of all this his spiritual richness remained or was destroyed. It was not his
intention to go to Suvarnapur, to be seen by Kumudsundari and to become a cause of her misery—that was only
an accident.
“I made so many people unhappy; Cupid is so strong,” he felt. Such experiences taught him that
“I am a fool-my spiritual wealth suffers from limitations—man is weak.”
While leaving home he experienced many passions, was possessed by jealousy and envy, got angry and yet it
was his internal detachment which was the source of Saraswatichandra’s external detachment. That was the
reason why, though full of sorrow, he did not feel helpless.
But now on regaining consciousness, and seeing that between the sky above and the land beneath there was no
companion except the bare trees, he felt that he was helpless. And suddenly remembering Kumudsundari he felt
the pangs of separation for the first time in life. Calamity starkly presented itself before him. Every part of his
body cried out in pain and “spiritual richness” looked like nothing but smoke.
I do not like knowledge, oh saint
I, your child, beseech you to give me food.

Only today he had understood the true meaning of these words of the wife of Sudama. Gazing at his wounds,
suffering from hunger and feeling feverish, feeble and exhausted, the miserable man looked at Arthadas helplessly
and felt as if the bania was telling him,
“You have reaped as you have sown.”
“Why should anyone pity me? Nobody from the vast sky will come to help me. Even if God exists, He is not
mine”—such thoughts made him giddy and grief-stricken. And he remembered the heart-rending lines of an
English poet:
Changing circumstances dwell in the heart
and the poor heart pines for a further change.
There is nobody near me to heal the wounds
nor to make me forget them.

Which poet had been able to describe all that? Immense wealth, opulence like Indra’s, respect from the
learned, and prestige in a city like Bombay; constant companionship of a friend like Chandrakant and the divine
fragrance of Kumud; the firm strength of detachment and the soft magnificent song of love; one who was amongst
all these—where was he now? Worse than a beggar, because he had not even a vessel for alms; without even the
ashes of a mendicant to protect him from cold and heat; even among fools, humiliated and discarded in the forest,
like a dead fox; the company of a bania in the place of a friend; instead of Kumud this ruthless dark forest;
helplessness of body and mind in place of detachment, and instead of the charm of love, heart-breaking remorse!
At the thought of this topsy-turvy state of affairs Saraswatichandra's head began to reel.
“Keats! Keats! What you have said is true! Where did you get such experience?”
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*
His voice became loud and the bania was startled. The bania helped Saraswatichandra to rise and sit up.
“Do the dacoits know you? That mendicant called you by your name,” said Arthadas as he began to examine
his wounds from which blood had stopped oozing. Then taking from there something which looked like cotton he
recalled with a twinkle in his eyes that Sursang had spoken the name “Chandarbhai” (a corrupt form of
Saraswatichandra) and making the name more corrupt, said:
“Chandabhai! Look at this magic of God! Your wound has almost healed. Take this!”
Hearing that his wound was healing, Saraswatichandra gained strength just as the third corruption of his name
startled him. He straightened himself and asked:
“What is that?” The bania said,
“This is called ghabajariyun; it had grown with grass which stuck to your wound and it has stopped the
bleeding.”
“Has it any medicinal qualities?”
“Yes, it heals wounds; see, is there any pain now?”
“No, it’s no longer paining.” Saraswatichandra looked down lost in thought and then said in a choked voice
with a hand on his chest:
“Oh God, this is how you rescue us from calamities in spite of our foolishness. I was lying unconscious in the
forest and you were standing at the grassy door.”
This prayer came spontaneously to Saraswatichandra. With a new thrill and a sudden sensation in his pained
eyes, helpless heart and excited brain, he felt the presence of God.
The meaning of his calamity became clear to him and made him see God for the first time. He realized now
that prayers in books, temples and congregations were purposeless and futile. He looked at the bania with a
melting heart and eyes full of gratitude. He remembered that it was the bania who made him aware of the blade of
grass. He felt that it was he who preached God to him and was, therefore, his teacher. He said to the bania,
“Dear friend, what is your name?”
The suspicious bania found this question somewhat unwelcome. He said to himself,
“That dacoit knew this fellow’s name—is he also a dacoit? But Arthadas is not so naïve as to give his name.”
He only laughed. Evading the question he put a counter-question:
“Oh yeah—Chandabhai! How did you come to this place? What’s your occupation? Which is your native place
and where are you going? You will feel better—no doubt it will take some time.”
“You know from where I came and you have seen yourself how I came to this place.”
“But what is your occupation?”
“Occupation? To eat, drink and wander.”
“Oh I see,” said Arthadas getting more suspicious and with a trembling heart asked, “and where are you
going?”
“Wherever fortune takes me. If you take me to your house I will go there. Both of us must be equally hungry.”
Arthadas thought,
“Look at this dacoit! He wants to go to my house! Then why did he fight to rescue my wife and get wounded?
Who knows? Suppose he did it as a secret agent of the dacoits!”
His selfish mind could not imagine that anyone could have an altruistic motive. Saraswatichandra repeated the
question,
“Will you take me to your house? I am a stranger to this region and you must be familiar with all the roads.”
“Why should I take you to my house? I don’t want to die! Arthadas is not the one to give you shelter,” said
Arthadas to himself. Aloud he said,
“Sure—why not? But on one condition—that you give my wife back to me.”
“How could I do that? But if you take me to your house I will try to find her.”
“Scoundrel,” thought Arthadas, and aloud he said,
“All right, Chandabhai! How long shall we remain here? Let’s go towards the village.” Again he said to
himself,
“I will hand him over to the police. Then the police of Ratilanagari and this bania will take care of him.”
They started walking towards Manoharpuri. On the way Arthadas started his tricks. Suddenly he sat down on
the road and began to cry,
“Oh my mother! What will happen to you? Oh …” Startled, Saraswatichandra tried to pacify him,
“What is it? What happened to your mother?”
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“Those people kidnapped my wife—she will die in their hands—Oh my mother—my wife!”
“Be patient! Let’s go to the village. We will do something.”
“But what about the jewelry? That is my whole worldly wealth! Now what will I eat? There is not even a paisa
in my house even for buying poison! How will I pay rent to my landlord? My pots and fuel wood will be sold by
the landlord! And what will I pay to my grocer and to the authorities for searching for my wife! Oh Chandabhai, I
will die here!”
Saraswatichandra tried hard to persuade him to get up but he did not budge. Finally, with wide eyes he cried
and said,
“Now I will hang myself. God did not make me even a Brahmin, otherwise I could have begged for flour and
satisfied my hunger with it. My stomach is contracting with hunger. Can’t get up and can’t speak. Oh
Chandabhai-abbabab-” He stammered as if his tongue was tied. Arthadas lay down on the ground, rolled his eyes
and began to froth at the mouth.
Saraswatichandra felt pity for him and his voice choked with emotion.
“Oh God! What should I do to free him from pain? His sorrow has killed my appetite. He is not grieving for
his wife but for money. I had enough money to remove his sorrow but I have given it up. I forgot that money
could be of use on such occasions. God has not given him knowledge—nor is he a rich man! Woe to my spiritual
wealth. For him money is the medicine but from where will I get it for him? Had I not given up my wealth, this
situation would not have arisen.” But after a while he thought calmly,
“But if I had not given up my wealth how would I have known that people have sorrows like Arthadas?”
*
On recovering his mental poise Saraswatichandra remembered the jeweled ring tied to his sacred thread—and
he felt happy.
“So I have found the way for this fellow’s salvation.” He took the ring and thought,
“O bejeweled ring! I got you made for gracing the delicate finger of Kumudsundari-to give her joy and cheer!
That purpose has been completely lost. You will now be a means of happiness for this poor bania. You would
have shone splendidly on Kumud’s finger as the sun shines on the horizon. The sun will soon be defiled by the
horizon as you and I were overshadowed by Kumud! You will open the door of a poor man—that is your good
fortune! But there is a gulf of difference between Kumud and this bania. Anyway it is certain that I do not deserve
you. Leave this villain and open the door of this poor man, O jeweled ring! The last relic of wealth! The only
memento of darling Kumud still left with me! The only remaining gift of my father’s splendor! My cruel hand
which has broken the heart of dear Kumud does not deserve you! My sacred thread has been defiled—my body is
the home of devils! Oh, the ashes remaining in the crematorium of my love! I am giving you up without staining
you with my tears! Go and light the poor man’s house.”
Saraswatichandra sat near Arthadas, put the ring on his finger and the young man, weakened by hunger,
sorrow, pity and separation, fell unconscious, overwhelmed by emotion.
Arthadas was lying on the ground pretending that he was poor and unhappy. Thinking that Saraswatichandra
was a dacoit he was planning either to hand him over to the police of Ratnanagari, or to make Saraswatichandra
run away from him in contempt of his utter weakness.
But now he found a different situation confronting him. He looked at the ring, examined it and failed to
comprehend what was happening before his eyes. As soon as the ring was on his finger and Saraswatichandra on
the ground, he—thief that he was—thought himself to be smart and took to his heels and never looked back. …
33.9 & 231.30 & 262.33 1. Excerpts from To Whom? 2. Words From Times Past 3. Excerpt from The
Uprooted Vine\fn{by Swarnakumari Devi (1855-1932)} Jorasanko, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) 17
1
Man’s love is of man’s life a thing apart
’Tis woman’s whole existence.

… The person who wrote these lines was a man. It is a wonder that a man could so capture the essential nature
of a woman. When I consider my own life I feel this to be literally true. However far I look back into the past,
ever since knowledge dawned on me, it would seem, I find all I have done is to love. Love and life are
synonymous for me. If I detach love from myself, life becomes empty and without substance—I lose my own
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selfhood.
How old was I then? I cannot exactly tell you the year or the date. Neither my sister nor I have a birth almanac
with which we could have settled the matter. I had once noted the date down at the back of a music book, but sure
enough, when I went looking for it in the pile of papers, everything turned up, including the useless scraps on
which I practiced my first alphabets—everything except that one crucial book, which was missing.
Men will probably find all this unconvincing, and will not trust my innocence, but women should appreciate
how difficult it is to pin down the exact date or year. It is far easier to recall festive seasons or days, but if you try
and ascertain the exact astronomical date, it will doom the occasion to complete oblivion. For instance, when I try
to remember my sister’s wedding, I see quite vividly the gorgeous, festive full-moon night in spring. But the exact
year is not fragrant with the vernal blossoms in Falgun\fn{ A note reads: A month in the Bengali calendar .} shining
radiantly in the full-moon light. Reliving the atmosphere and color of the occasion does not help one to
distinguish one year from the next. And to calculate it by counting back ten years from now is more like
contemplating a shapeless and formless Reality.
The problem, however, lies in the fact that one cannot determine the exact date of one’s own birth by the
common means of falling back on the evocative power of one’s memory—the Lord has made that impossible. I
cannot understand this unique mystery of creation. When human beings are born on earth, the stars immediately
enter into close relationship with them, weaving their destiny, but at this stage they have nothing to do with that
most intimate of companions, memory.
The main problem now is to try to remember a precise date as an exact mathematical symbol. I constantly
forget whether it is 1282 or 1283.\fn{A note reads: The dates in the Bengali calendar correspond roughly to 1875-1876 .} But
come to think of it, who stands to lose from such a mistake? Neither the reader nor ourselves. Though, of course,
a loss of three hundred and sixty-five days or twelve long months from the puny life span of a man is no light
matter. Fortunately or unfortunately, time will not leave me alone, however much it slips out of my mind—my
age will remain fixed—down to the last pice.\fn{A note reads: A pice was the smallest denomination of currency at that time.}
As for my reader, it makes little difference whether I am twenty instead of nineteen, or twenty-one instead of
twenty. As far as I can understand, she or he is only interested in the final denouement. What does it matter if I
remember my age correctly or not? Anyway, let us assume that I was then eighteen or nineteen …
I am still unmarried. Does this surprise anyone? What is there to be surprised at? Nowadays there are many
who remain unmarried even longer—so let me be what I am. But; if this is considered surprising, then a greater
surprise is to follow—I am in love even before I am married. Besides, I did not fall in love with the person with
the idea of getting married. Not only that, this is neither my first, nor last, love. When I did not love this person I
loved another, neither was my heart vacant before I had loved the other person.
I do not remember my mother. I lost her in childhood, but I doubt if any child could love his or her mother as
intensely as I loved my father when I was a child. There is a popular notion that it is inappropriate to compare
one’s love for one’s parents to conjugal love—the two being poles apart. I do not know if you will agree with me,
but according to my experience there is very little difference between filial love in childhood and conjugal love in
youth. As in the case of one’s beloved in one’s youth, our parents are our only objects of dependence, worship,
and love in childhood. Both the loves have the same symptoms—a constant craving to be near the loved one,
wanting to keep them within sight throughout the day, the desire to monopolize the other person, a sense of
frustration when it cannot be done, being happy in the other person’s happiness, a sense of fulfillment at being
able to sacrifice oneself for the sake of the other—all these are common to both.
*
My sister was having a siesta after the late night dinner party and I was trying to read a novel sitting on an easy
chair by the drawing room window—but I could not concentrate. Only a few days back, when I read through
some novels, taking time off from the texts prescribed for the examinations, I used to think that the ultimate bliss
was to be steeped in novels for the rest of my life—nothing more could be desired. Not even a year has passed
since then—how quickly one changes one’s conception of happiness!
The book lay open before the eyes. I kept on reading silently, reciting the letters mechanically. I realized very
soon that not a single letter had registered in my mind. Was I really reading or musing? But there was no direction
even in my musing. Indistinct, unrestrained, undisciplined thoughts, rebellious desires, revulsion against those
present and attraction for those absent, not bothering to formulate their exact shape or location. Occasionally my
eyes fell on the eastern sky—my empty heart would merge in its expansive, silent beauty like a dream … I would
suddenly wake up with a start and turn my gaze to the book.
It struck four—I saw a lovely red cloud in the sky and I remembered the sea. This calm, streaked sky suddenly
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brought to my mind the menacing, storm-tossed look of the sea on the way to Cuttack—who knows how this
scene was related to that? It also brought to my mind a few lines from a novel I had read a long time ago:
In certain places and certain periods the aspect of the sea is dangerous—fatal; as at times is the glance of a woman.

I had liked the analogy when I had read it; hence it probably lay dormant, tucked away in one corner of my
memory. I could remember neither the name of the book nor what I had made of it. It occurred to me that the look
that was compared to the sea is bound to be an angry one. Are women’s angry looks so frightening to men? I am
not a man, so I couldn’t identify myself with the sentiments; I only chuckled inwardly at the thought of man’s
cowardice. I on my part cannot imagine that such an angry look or angry sentiment in a man could throw me off
gear, quaking with fright! People think of me as softhearted. In fact, my eyes moisten at even slight provocation; I
cannot stand other people’s suffering. I give up otherwise uncontrollable desires when it comes to love—but could
anger have subjugated me? If my words had made him angry the other day and if he had rudely cursed me and
threatened vengeance, would I have felt this pain or become so anxious to alleviate it? More likely it would have
roused my contempt for him.
The anxiety of love alone is the real anxiety. Is there anything that hurts one more than to hurt someone who
loves and who is loved in turn? It is not the angry look but the sad, loving look that is truly “fatally dangerous.” I
remembered his sad, parting look. I had no more doubt that the author of the book had used the analogy in the
latter sense. Such a look quietly inundates the heart just as floods come and wash away trusting people standing
on the dry shore—one cannot simply turn back, though one is fully aware of the danger. Most of the time people
know the danger yet cannot turn back. Often they do not wish to turn back, but drown voluntarily. That is the
most frightening aspect of it.
My reverie was broken by the rustling noise of shoes. I started, turned round, and found him. He did not smile
but entered in a melancholic grave mood and stretched his hand out. After shaking hands in silence, he sat himself
down on the divan nearby.
His mood depressed me. I realized that he was disappointed not to have received a letter. It became impossible
to explain myself easily—which I might have done if I had found him more cheerful. Despite a thousand wishes
to the contrary, how was it possible for me to speak out in such an awkward situation?
After a little while he said:
“I hope you received my letter.”\fn{ A note reads: In Bengali this sentence contains the formal second person pronoun. I believe
that would change the sentence to read: “I hope thee received my letter.” } I noticed the changed mode of address. My heart
froze with his distant manner and his cold, hard language; I too spoke in an unnaturally subdued and grave tone.
“I did, but did not answer because you were coming soon.”
“May I expect an answer now?”
Of course you may; I am ready to speak. All these days I had mentally rehearsed, ad nauseam, how I was
going to explain myself to him in full. Now when I tried to express myself, I realized how different it is to
actually say it. I could not remember what to say, where one might begin. Words encircled my brain with a
haphazard randomness. I blurted out, my head swimming with suppressed emotion:
“I … I … what shall I say—your fault!”
He said:
“Still the same answer—it is my fault.”
I had not intended to say that—I had wanted to say that it was not his fault but mine, etc. But he mistook my
words before I finished and framed a reply to them. He said, after what I mentioned above:
“All right, perhaps it was my fault, but can you not marry me despite my faults? I am not being merely selfish.
Please consider your own loss if this marriage is broken off. Please do not make your decision only because 1
love you and will suffer if this marriage does not take place. Please make your decision after considering your
own welfare.”
These words originated in altruism, but my entire nature rebelled against them. Where were the reasons for
which 1 could have forgiven all his faults? Where was the madness of love in these well-calculated, neatly
constructed words? Was the rumor that was circulating true? Had his love been bought by a few thousand silver
coins?
My pride rose. I said distinctly, without hesitation:
“I do not count my losses—you do not need to do that either—I do not wish to marry for convenience. Since
your happiness does not depend on it, I beg to be released.”
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His voice rasped in his dry throat:
“Let it be so.” …
2
The relationship of the former editor of Bharati with Manilal Ganguly is both sour and sweet. He has married
my granddaughter, and is thus a grandson-in-law. When food becomes unpalatable, it is the taste of something
sour that brings back the appetite. He has been very persuasive,
“You must write of the times past.” This gentle request from the new editor has eased even the bitter task of
writing, and the responsibility of penning down words also seems lighter today.
Do I have to write of the times past? Oh, really! I have already become a part of the past! If I do not repeat this
constantly; I tend to forget it. It was only the other day when our poor grandmothers would be fed-up with our
present-day behavior, and we, the new women, would very easily bear with their old-time reproaches and feel as
proud as heroines.
By right of being older, the very potent weapon of reproach is our prerogative today; yet instead of using it we
thought it best to keep it under lock and key. The winds of evolution have gathered so much strength that not only
the Women’s Suffrage group in England, but also women’s groups and societies all over the world are impatient
to gain their rights.\fn{The question of women’s voting rights became an issue in the late nineteenth century, and the struggle was
particularly intense in Great Britain and the United States. In 1897 in Britain, the various suffragist societies united into the National Union
of Women’s Suffrage societies. Later, a segment of the women suffrage movement became more militant under the leadership of Emmeline
Pankhurst and her daughter Christabel, who led violent action and undertook hunger strikes after the defeat of seven suffrage bills in
Parliament in the early twentieth century. During World War I the women’s suffrage organizations made considerable contributions to war
efforts and support for their cause grew. British women won the right to vote in 1918. [The passage of the 19 th amendment to the
Constitution did the same thing in the United States in 1920:H] } Modern Bangla literature proves quite positively that the

Bengali woman too is not weak anymore. Of course, I am quite afraid that she will soon stop me by taking away
my weapon. I know very well that if I try to blame her, she will say,
“‘Today’ was brought into being by ‘yesterday’, so you alone are responsible for our deeds.”
True enough, but then what insolence! Could we have answered in a similar manner in our days? Our hearts
would burst and still our lips would remain sealed. So you see, the more equipped the girls are today to express
and to understand, the less their capacity to sustain and to endure.
In brief, that is the main sign of this age. Good health, labor, normal delivery are now counted as fashions of
bygone days. There is nothing else apart from this that I can think of saying. What was not there in our times is
still non-existent. It is the seeds and the saplings of the past that are now in full bloom. But the tree that has
withered and the flower that has fallen are yet to be replaced.
Of women’s education I can say this that although the B.A.s and M.A.s that you now have did not exist then,
yet learned women were even at that time held in high esteem. At least that is the example I saw in my family.
And it was in our days that the foundation of modern methods for the education of women was laid.
What I wrote many years back in a journal called Pradip regarding education in the antahpur\fn{The women’s
rooms around the inner quarters of the house, also referred to as “inner house” } may be new to many now. With this hope and
faith I shall relate what I had promised and conclude this essay.
It is almost a century since my mother came to our house as a bride. Then my great grandfather’s family had
filled our antahpul: Grandfather Dwarakanath Tagore and his brothers and sisters were all living with their
families in one house. It is said that no woman in these families was illiterate. On the contrary, there were a few
who were particularly learned and therefore respected. Even then they took pride in women's education.
This then is what the past was like for me. And the trend continues even to our day. I have seen a distant
relative, a cousin sister of my mother’s age, writing in excellent flawless Bangla. She also had some knowledge of
Sanskrit. So she was respected not only among the women, but among the male members in the family as well.
Indeed, I have not encountered such respect for education in their grandchildren. Some were even illiterate. The
young women of the next generation perhaps did not find the same atmosphere of learning and education that had
nurtured the old and the elderly ladies in our family. Studies, along with food, recreation and worship, were a
daily ritual among women in our antahpur. As the milkmaid came every morning with her milk, the all-knowing
priest with his almanac to talk about the auspicious and the inauspicious on the quotidian level, so also, after her
holy bath, the white-clad, fair-complexioned lady Vaishnavi would appear in the antahpur to disseminate the light
of learning.\fn{Traveling as mendicants, the Vaishnavas were treated with a great deal of respect in upper class households. Both male
and female Vaishnavas acted as preachers and singers, with the females Vaishnavi having more mobility than women in upper class
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households and acquiring some literacy as part of their religious pursuit }

Her intellect and learning were extraordinary. Quite
well-versed in Sanskrit, she evidently knew BangIa well. Moreover, she had an excellent flair for descriptions and
she would enchant everyone with her art of storytelling. Even those who did not wish to acquire knowledge
would be curious to listen to lady Vaishnavi’s descriptions of Gods and Goddesses and of the dawn and would
thus gather round her. I did not have the good fortune to meet lady Vaishnavi and so I do not have a first-hand
knowledge of her descriptive abilities. But for the appreciation of the new generation I quote from memory her
description of the dawn as narrated by my aunt.
The night is far advanced, but cannot bid farewell; dawn has arrived at the edge of the eastern horizon, but is unable
to make herself visible, for Sri Krishna and Radhika are sleeping locked in each other’s arms in an embrace of love.
Poor lovers, they have spent the whole night pacifying each other and so in the early hours of the morning they have
fallen into a deep sleep. Oh, look! Oh, the heaven and the earth, the entire cosmos is struck motionless at the meeting of
Radhika, the symbol of love, with Sri Hari, her life’s breath. The night birds are silent; the streams and rivers are bereft
of current, animals, men and women are in deep sleep, the morning star is unable to set in the eastern sky and the Sun
God on his golden chariot is afraid of making his appearance. Chaos is about to overtake creation. The Sun God in
anxiety turns his chariot and comes to the door of Brahma and tells him of the impending disaster.
Brahma silently takes note of the danger and sinks in meditation. After meditating he still cannot find any solution
and so he calls Krishna’s bird Rampakkhi.\fn{The cock} When the bird arrives, he says,
“O bird, devotee of Krishna, only you can save us from this danger. O the last resort of the resortless, the devotee of
devotees, who else but you can dare to disturb the sleep of Vishnu? So taking mercy upon Gods and Goddesses, men
and rakshasas, go and wake him—else the whole of creation will now be lost.”
The bird, satisfied with the words of Brahma, reassures him, goes to the door of Vrindavana and calls out
—“Kukkuhuk” or “Wake up, do!”—“Kukkuhuk! Kukkuhuk!”
Sri Krishna opens his lotus eyes and sees that it is dawn. As far as I remember Sri Krishna was not ashamed. On the
other hand, for the sin of interrupting his joyful amorous union, he cursed the bird. It is because of the curse that the
holy venerable cock of ancient days is now untouchable to the Hindu and the food of non-Hindus.

It is not as if I have recited the entire story in the language of my aunt—no doubt it has been transformed. It
was as a very small child that I would pester my aunt for the story. With all my heart and all my soul I would wait
for the word kukkuhuk. I would not pay attention to the first part because I would be waiting impatiently for the
bird to call out. But I have heard the story so often that it is possible for me to remember and to reconstruct it now.
The Vaishnavi would come for the ladies confined within the four walls of the antahpur; newly wed young
wives and young married daughters of the house would receive their education from her. But the young unmarried
daughters of the house would go along with the boys to the village school or pathshala run by the guru. This at
least, if nothing else, laid a similar foundation for the education of both boys and girls.
That was before the time of Vidyasagar’s Barnaparichay.\fn{Published in 1856} The lady Vashnavi used a
booklet called Sishubodhak\fn{Also published in 1856} to teach the letters of the alphabet, which I came across when
I grew up. This single booklet taught everything from letters and spellings to invocations of Gods and Goddesses,
to descriptions of various hours of the day and methods of writing. The language of invocations and descriptions
was so difficult and obscure, that if one could read and understand it one would, in a way, complete the learning
process of BangIa.
First they would practice writing on palm leaves and then on banana leaves. The process of writing with pens
of bamboo twig on coarse paper came last.
In my childhood everyone in the antahpur betrayed a love for learning. My mother would always have a book
in her hand during her leisure hours. A special favourite of hers was the Chanakvasloka—she would often take the
book and repeat the slokas. One of my brothers would frequently be called to read out the Sanskrit Ramayana and
Mahabharata to her.
My grandmother—mother’s paternal aunt—was a real bookworm. Of course, there were the novels and poetic
works; but she would not rest until she had tried the most complex translations of Tantropurana, Samkhya or
other philosophic texts. If she did not find any other book she would take the dictionary and sit down with it.
There was no one else who understood my elder brother’s Tattvavidya as she did.
My aunts, sisters and the newly-wed young women, of course, preferred novels. Ever since I learnt to read I
was assigned the special task of reading out the Ramayana, the Mahabharata and Hatemtai to our aunt. I
remember what excitement there was in the women’s wing when the flower-woman came to sell books. She
brought all the new books-poems, novels and tall tales—from Battala—and increased the size of the library in our
antahpur.
As there would be cupboards full of dolls, toys, clothes, and so on, so also there would be chests full of books
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in every household. As I grew older, I had the occasion to shuffle through those books of times past Manbhanjan,
Probhasmilon, Dutisambad, Kokilduta, Rukminiharan, Parijatharan, Geetgovinda, Prahladcharitra, Rotibilap,
Bastraharan, Annadamangal, The Arabian Tales and The Persian Tales in Bangla, Chahardarbesh, Hatemtai,
Gul-e-b-quawali, Layla Majnun, Basabdatta, KaminikumaI; and so on. The reader can well see that only one out
of all these books has a title with a social bearing; Kaminikumar is a novel written in verse. Novels in prose had
not been written at that time.
Much later, during our childhood, Ramnarayan Tarkaratna,\fn{ 1822-1886; he wrote the first structured play in Bangla }
after having translated Sanskrit plays in prose, composed social plays such as Kulinkulasarvasya, Bahubibaha
Natak and so forth. Kali Sinha’s\fn{Kaliprasanna Sinha (1840-1870)} Hutom Pyanchar Naksha and Pyari Chand
Mitra’s\fn{1814-1883} novels came even later. Yet why could I not find Kaminikumars name in the list of literary
works? Kaminikumar is a novel in verse, but it is unique in that it did not really imitate Vidyasundar, for earlier
Bharatchandra\fn{The first metropolitan poet of Bangla literature (1717-1760) } would always figure as the model for
“Kavya” literature!! It has been stated that when Madanmohan Tarkalankar\fn{1817-1858} started writing
Basabdatta, he vowed to outdo Bharatchandra even while imitating him. But when his book came out he was
heartbroken at the verdict of the connoisseurs and in frustration he consigned his beloved Basabdatta to the
flames. Madanmohan’s fame remained confined to the few books he had published before.
I can hardly say that the poetic or the novelistic value of Kaminikumar is great—yet it deserves a place in the
history of literature. It is the first text where men and women from contemporary Bengali society are the
protagonists. As far as I can remember the story of Kaminikumar goes like this—there is first an account of the
nayaka and the nayika, then a description of their beauty followed by their meeting as they grow into adults and
fall in love with each other. Next they set out on a journey hoping to meet each other. The places where they
travel are described and they meet several times. Kamini is disguised as a man and is therefore a stranger to
Kumar, but Kamini recognizes Kumar and engages him in a tantalizing conversation. Eventually both return
home, meet and get married. The writer is Girindranath Tagore, my second eldest uncle.\fn{ 1820-1854} My
father \fn{Maharshi Debendranath Tagore (1817-1905), the son of Prince Dwarakanath Tagore (1794-1846) } was known both as a
pious man and a religious reformer. And since in our country religious and social customs are not separate but
linked together, a certain degree of social reform inevitably follows religious reform. My father was also known,
to a lesser extent, as a social reformer. But this was not undertaken as a less important task. We alone can bear
testimony to the fact that he was devoted to social reform in the same manner as he was to religious reform. It was
he who laid the foundation of higher education for women and was the first to bring in reform in the sphere of
child marriage as well as in matters such as the introduction of civilized clothes for women. In religious reform
Rammohan Roy’s name precedes others, but it would not be an exaggeration to say that in Bengal, my father was
the pioneer of social reform. My father was among those who disregarded social criticism and sent his daughters
to Bethune School soon after its establishment.\fn{ A school for girls in Calcutta, founded by John Elliot Drinkwater Benthune
with the help of local people on May 7, 1849, a pioneering effort in the cause of women’s education } Educational reforms in the
antahpur stopped completely after my father left for the hills. It was only when he returned that things truly began
to change for the better. It was then that both religious and educational reform gained momentum.
The first thing my father did after returning was to do away with the salgramsila/fn{The black stone that represents
the God Narayana} and convert the entire family to Brahmoism. Every day he would talk about true religion at the
time of worship, and at other times he would speak in a simple and lucid manner on various scientific topics and
thus cater to the equal refinement of the intellect, knowledge and religious sensibility of his family members,
especially of the antahpur. He was not just satisfied with removing idolatry; gradually he also did away with
long-standing and debasing women’s rituals in our antahpur. These were prevalent in the whole of India. He fixed
a particular age for the marriage of young girls, though lower than what is the custom today, and initiated a new
method for marriage ceremonies. Our family, right from the marriage of my second sister, has followed the same
wedding customs. When his daughters became old enough to receive education, they began to be taught through a
superior and upgraded method. A Sanskrit teacher was appointed for us. We finished our second primer and began
to study Sanskrit along with Bangla. A European lady began to come to the antahpur.
Keshabbabu\fn{ Keshabchandra Sen (1838-1884)} became my father’s disciple while these innovations were taking
place. in our family. This was the first time that someone who was not a relative was allowed to enter the
antahpur that was untouched by the sun and be welcomed like a very close relative. Many witnessed in this
incident an act of great courage and were surprised. But was it all that surprising that my venerable father, who
had not hesitated to sacrifice friends and relatives, comforts and pleasures for the sake of religion, should reject
social norms and welcome Keshabbabu as a son to his house? Keshabbabu who had been thrown out of his house
1008

for embracing the true religion and who had come as a disciple with his wife to take shelter in my father’s house?
What surprises one is something else that came later. All that I have said so far relates to the time prior to the
departure of my second brother\fn{ Satyendranath Tagore, 1842-1923} for England. A few years after he left for
England a gentleman not related to the family gained access to the antahpur. My father did not think that the
English lady’s method of teaching had produced the desired results. A new acharya of the Adi Brahmo Samaj,
Alodhyanath Pakrashi,\fn{d.1873} was appointed teacher in the antahpur. My third brother, Hemendranath
Tagore,\fn{1845-1884} was already married by then. The wives of my three brothers, my aunt, my elder sister and
we three younger sisters studied with her. We studied arithmetic, Sanskrit, history and geography in English from
school textbooks.
One could not wear a single sari, the usual dress of the Bengali lady, before a stranger and so on this occasion,
there was a dress reform in the antahpur. My elder sister, our aunt and my sisters-in-law would go to study attired
in a pretty peshowaj\fn{Baggy pajamas worn by women in north India } and a long scarf. My father had a lifelong distaste
for the attire of the Bengali woman and wanted to bring about its reform. He put his wishes into practice by
constantly experimenting with his young daughters and occasionally with his sisters. In those days children in our
house would wear clothes similar to those worn by children in aristocratic Muslim families. But when we grew a
little older we would frequently dress ourselves in new costumes. Out father would look at pictures and order our
clothes; the tailor would come to him every day and so would we. Yet, in spite of all these tests, he failed to find a
dress which really satisfied him. He was satisfied only when my second brother’s wife\fn{ Jnanadanandini} came
back from Bombay dressed in the pretty and befitting manner of Gujarati ladies. This dress, by combining
tradition, taste and propriety, gave him exactly what he had wanted and by catering to a long and deeply felt need
of the Bengali woman, gratified his long-standing wish.
After returning from England my second brother, Satyendranath, began to work in earnest on projects dealing
with the uplift of women. It was not as if he had been silent and inactive in this sphere all these days, but then the
son had been helping the father who provided leadership, and now having become independent and capable, he
installed himself in his father’s place after his retirement. Since his childhood he was a friend of women, in favour
of women’s education and women’s freedom. Indeed before going abroad he had published a book justifying the
women’s cause with substantial arguments. Most of the unconventional work that my father undertook for the
welfare of the inner house was inspired and suggested by him. He was like my father’s right hand in all these
activities and he would also constantly try to induce my mother to improve the condition of the inner house.
When he became independent and capable he tried with an unfailing enthusiasm to translate into practice the ideal
that he had cherished and nurtured in his heart as a kind of vow ever since he was born. From now onwards, not
only in our house, but in Bengali society itself, it was the beginning of his era. The father had laid the foundation
for women’s higher education, the son built a castle on it; the father had planted a sapling in his antahpur that the
son very carefully brought to fruition, distributing its product in society; The father became a pioneer in Bengal
by introducing reforms at home, while it gratified the son to hand over to others the example of the household.
One was the progenitor of higher education for women, the other a pioneer of women’s freedom.
My second brother returned from England at the end of 1864 and started working from 1865. The tradition of
keeping women confined to the inner house was very much in force then. At that time, even when women were
going from one house to another in the same courtyard, there would be an accompanying guard running along
with the fully covered palanquin. Then if mother, after a lot of entreaties and supplications, did get the permission
to go and bathe in the Ganges, the palanquin bearers would take her, dip the palanquin into the water, and bring
her back. My second brother took his wife to Bombay by sea, but even then he could not get her to walk to the car
from the antahpur to the outer courtyard. For a lady of the house it was so new, so shameful, that the entire
household voiced its disapproval. And so eventually she went in a palanquin and boarded the ship. A French lady
designed the new dress that she would wear outside.
But even destiny succumbs to the tide of invincible desire—why speak of man? When my brother returned
home with his wife after two years, no one could ask her to come home in a palanquin. Yet the sorrow that was
expressed at the sight of a lady of the house getting off a car at the main gate is beyond description.
During this period they lived in a kind of segregation even within the house. The other women in the house
were afraid of eating and drinking and even of mixing freely with my sister-in-law. But several years later when
my brother returned from Bombay the second time, there was less rigidity; I had just been married at that time.
My husband too, acting in accordance with his faith in the uplift and education of women, had to suffer a great
deal in life. He joined my brother wholeheartedly, thus strengthening his position and bringing about a great
change of opinion in many members of the family.
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In 1873 when I was fourteen my husband left me in Bombay for my education. I hardly knew any English
then; I had learnt just a little. I was there with my daughter Hiranmoyee for a year. We returned home together at
the end of that year.
The river banks of conservatism that had started eroding caved in over a large area. On returning to Calcutta,
my brother was no longer isolated, but found many others on his side. Gradually within a few days the
atmosphere in the house changed completely.
It is important at this point to mention the relentless encouragement and endeavour on the part of my third
brother, Hemendranath, for the education of the younger family members, and he was someone who had not
talked about women's independence. Before his marriage he would often teach us himself. After his marriage he
concentrated his efforts on his wife. He was the first to break traditional norms and make his wife\fn{ Neepomoyee}
take music lessons from Bishnu, a regular singer in our house. Maharshi also did not disapprove of this. Pratibha
Devi, who stands in the front rank of Bengali ladies proficient in music, is Hemendranath’s daughter. My husband
too appointed an ustad to teach me to play the sitar when I returned from Bombay and we began to live on our
own.
It was from this time that gradually education began to gain more importance in our house. Young children
were well taught in the spheres of music and education. Even my sisters began to learn English in a rigorous
manner at home. It was no longer discreditable to travel by car, and palanquins were more or less discarded.
It is about half a century now since my second brother returned from England and during this period through
his efforts and example a vast change has taken place in our inner house. And why just talk about our house? My
brother Satyendranath’s example has spread to the whole of Bengal. It is no more as embarrassing or as novel for
a respectable lady to go out of her house. There is no dearth of civilized garments to put on and face the world.
Women’s education and women’s independence have spread far and wide. The thorny path which
Satyendranath cleared and broadened is now simply and easily available to any Bengali woman. Leave aside the
advanced ones—the stream of progress flows through the inmates of the antahpur as well. Now the bridegroom’s
family, while coming to see the bride, asks about the daughter’s level of education at the very beginning. The
pursuit of education in earnest, daughter-like behavior even with parents-in-law, travel by car, dressing in
accordance with the fashion of Bombay—are all now a part of Hindu social norms. And fifty years back the one
who initiated this reform had to move forward by throwing aside a hundred hindrances single-handedly.
Some family members were afraid of joining him. Yet he was so firmly resolved in ameliorating the condition
of women, and received such joy from thoughts of women’s well-being, that in his single- minded, concentrated
strivings he did not acknowledge any hindrance, nor did he bend down to any insult. Even today there are men
who feel ashamed at being singled out as people who have brought one or two women with them to a social
occasion attended overwhelmingly by men. Moreover, they do not introduce their wives to those belonging to a
different group, that is, to those men who do not take their wives out. My brother's feelings and beliefs were
totally against such an attitude and if someone raised the issue, he would say,
“Why shouldn’t I take one or two women to a gathering where many men will be present? How will those who
do not take their wives out learn if we do not bring our wives before them? How will they change their habits?”
Those were not just words, for he acted accordingly. It was not possible to invite him alone to formal or to
informal gatherings. Everybody knew that if the women of the house were not invited, he would not come.
Respect for women was such an integral part of my brother’s character that it was impossible for him to think of
any respectable gentleman looking at women with disrespect.
If you were to tell my brother that men are intellectually superior to women, if you were to say that higher
education as in the case of men is unnecessary for women, that in the domain of work they are not equal to men,
he would at once take up the cause of women and start arguing with passion. If the women in the household
wanted to go to the museum, to the zoo or to attend a lecture and no male escort was available, my brother, if he
got to hear of it, would take them to the desired destination in spite of his inconvenience or disability. He would
be the advocate if the women wanted to make an appeal to the head of the family; the women of the family knew
that there was no friend like mejodada,\fn{Second eldest brother} no support comparable with his and their trust in
him was infinite.
Actually it was rare to find such a devoted well-wisher of women, one who could act as their leader and one
who was endowed with such a large, open and magnanimous soul. I would not be able to say this in such a clear
voice before everyone if I were to think of him as my brother. As a critical evaluator of his deeds I can place him
as someone belonging to the people and in an impartial manner simply give him his dues.
Happily, his total devotion and endeavor is now successful, his childhood wish fulfilled, for Bengal today
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occupies the first position as far as progress in women’s condition is concerned. I would be deviating from the
truth if I did not say something here. It is doubtful whether such progress could have been achieved within such a
short time without my husband lending his helping hand to my brother. At least it cannot be doubted that he has
contributed a great deal to advance this process of progress.
3
Jagatchandra Gangopadhyay is a prosperous gentleman. His father left a fortune for him and he has himself
enhanced it considerably as a successful doctor. The front part of Jagat Babu’s house gives sufficient indication of
his wealth, but the inner apartment, which is the domain of his wife, does not give any hint of the presence of the
goddess Lakshmi. The rooms in the inner apartment are small, as they generally are in any ordinary Bengali
household and their decor is simple.
Let us now enter Jagat Babu's bedroom, the largest one in the house. There is a bed on one side with a sofa
next to it. Facing them are two cupboards, a big and a small one, with various things heaped on top of them. In the
centre of the room stands Jagat Babu’s writing table. To the right is his wife’s clotheshorse, next to which hangs a
switch of false hair from an iron hook.
On the other side is a folk painting of Krishna and Radha. There are a few more paintings on the wall and
some pictures too, amongst which are two old and faded photographs of Jagat Babu and his first wife.
Just below these photographs are two recesses in the wall. One of them is empty but has abundant water and
oil stains. One doesn’t need to be a scholar to guess that the lamp is placed here at night. There is an idol of
Lakshmi in the other recess and in the left-hand corner of the room beside it there are two iron safes, covered with
designs in oil and vermilion. Their flaming red color attracts the eye at once and the mistress of the house derives
great satisfaction by looking at them frequently. The duplicate keys of the smaller safe are in the possession of
Jagat Babu and his wife and the key of the big safe he keeps himself.
There is also a mat which adorns the floor at present, but unlike the rest of the things, it does not occupy a
permanent place there. Depending on the requirements of the inmates, it is sometimes spread out on the floor or
rolled up to embellish a corner of the room. Constantly shifted from one place to another, it does not enjoy a
comfortable existence. This is apparent from its frayed and shabby condition.
If Jagat Babu had his way, this mat would have been relieved of its function a long time ago. He wished to
have a seating arrangement on the floor with a carpet and counterpane, but things did not work out according to
his wishes. His wife, known as the Mistress, who bullied him no end, was totally opposed to the idea. She
declared that all this style was best suited to the women of the modern generation, and she would have none of it.
Jagat Babu had remarked,
“Why, you are not a grandmother, my dear. You also belong to the present age.”
After that Jagat Babu’s wife did not speak to him for a whole week, and when he tried to placate her, she burst
into such a flood of tears that Jagat Babu was nearly drowned. With great difficulty he saved himself and resolved
there and then that he would never broach the subject again.
Right now the mat adorned the floor not by itself but by the presence of the four ladies who were seated on it,
engaged in a game of cards. Jagat Babu’s wife had a set of trumps in her hand. She gestured to her partner to
move trumps. The partner acted accordingly. One of the opponents exclaimed,
“Bou has given a signal to her partner. 1 won’t let her play trumps.” Jagat Babu’s wife shook her plump body
which occupied most of the space on the mat and, flashing her nose ring strung with pearls, protested,
“Nonsense, I never did such a thing.”
Tagar, her eight-year-old daughter, was sitting next to her. She had been fiddling with the cards from time to
time and as such had been told to leave the room. So she was sulking, and this was her chance to take revenge.
She said,
“Of course, Mother, you did it just now.” This enraged the mother and she said angrily,
“Get out of here, you hussy.”
“I will not go,” the child retorted. The mother said,
“Have you ever seen such a cussed girl?”
Tagar was not scared of her mother. Although she scolded her frequently and even thrashed her at times, she
made up immediately afterwards and indulged her so much that the child, uninitiated in the sense of right and
wrong, continued to follow her own wayward impulses. These occasional outbursts of temper, apart from giving
the mother an emotional release, did not benefit the child at all; rather they caused her great harm for she did not
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take her mother seriously, and became more and more unruly. So when her mother called her a hussy, she pertly
retorted,
“Calling me a hussy? You are a hussy yourself!”
Saying this she quickly moved away from her mother for she knew that it was not wise to be too close to her
just then. Here the mother was clearly in the wrong, as she had set a bad example for the daughter, but she was
incapable of realizing it. Tagar could see that while her mother had her way by screaming and shouting, she could
not do so herself and the unfairness of it all troubled her far more than any physical violence.
Tagar thought that by moving out of the reach of her mother she was safe but she was mistaken. Anger made
the Mistress agile despite her weight. Throwing down her cards on the mat she sprang on Tagar and began to
shower blows on her. Tagar started yelling at the top of her voice.
Thakurjheell from the Old House got up to intervene and pulled Tagar away from the mother. The girl freed
herself, stretched out on the floor and began to howl, whilst Thakurjhee tried to pacify her. Immediately the
Mistress came forward, patted her on the back and said,
“Stop it now, child, don’t cry.”
This made Tagar howl even more loudly. The mother said,
“Good girl, stop crying now. I’ll give you some money.” Tagar had no faith in her mother. She promptly said,
“Give it to me now. I’ll buy something to eat.” The mother said,
“Let the sweet seller come. I’ll give you the money then.” The girl said,
“No, give it to me now.”
The Mistress took out two coins from the cupboard and gave them to Tagar who calmed down and settled
herself on the bed. The ladies returned to their places on the mat and resumed their game. Thakurjhee shuffled the
cards. The Mistress cut and announced with a smile,
“The King of Spades! Thakurjhee is not destined to get a red one, even in a game.”
Jiban’s mother was a friend of the Mistress and received a stipend from Jagat Babu for her son’s education. So
she never let go of a chance to speak on her behalf. She said,
“It is really a misfortune for a red (fair) person not to have a red partner.” Thakurjhee said,
“If I were black myself, I would surely get a red one. This is how the world is. Topsy-turvy.” She had turned
the joke on the Mistress since Jagat Babu was fair and she was dark. The Mistress in the meanwhile moved a
trump and said,
“My dear, the Babu is quite enamored of me whether I be fair or dark. Besides, your brother is no Englishman
either. Your turn, sister.”
The Mistress forgot that even though a gentleman may not be an Englishman and his wife may be an angel
from heaven, in the eyes of a sister, the brother’s wife is never good enough for him. Thakurjhee played her card.
The Mistress’s cousin by marriage, the fourth member of the party, spoke up,
“Didi, you are right. This lady is much too proud of her brother. Come on, pick up your cards.” Thakurjhee
said to the Mistress,
“And you are too proud of yourself.” Jiban’s mother rose to her defense.
“And why should she not be proud? How many people have you seen with such an imposing personality? Oh,
why did you playa ten, now they’ll get it.” Thakurjhee continued,
“I say it would be better for you to be a little less imposing. Really, sister, you have put on too much weight.”
The cousin said,
“No, it’s not that. Actually didi is becoming bald, so she has lost her looks.” Jiban’s mother added,
“And she has become darker too.” The Mistress agreed,
“Yes, Ma was saying, ‘My Tara’s complexion is not the same.’ Didn’t she say that, Tagar?” Thakurjhee said,
“But my dear, your complexion has always been like this. Of course, I don’t know how it was when you were
a child.” Tagar, who was playing with her coins on the bed, said,
“Didn’t granny say that Ma had become thin? Ma, when will granny bring me my doll?” Thakurjhee burst out
laughing.
“Get a little more plump, then, sister. This nose ring does not suit your thin face.” Jiban’s mother protested,
“No, if she cannot carry off this nose ring who can, I would like to know.”
The Mistress did not say anything. She just smiled with satisfaction and lowering her eyes, glanced at her nose
ring. Although she was not more than thirty or thirty-two, she did not like to be called a modern woman and her
ways were quite old-fashioned. As such, if anyone complimented her on the quantity of vermilion in her hair and
1012

the size of the nose ring, she felt really flattered. The sight of modern girls wearing just a hint of vermilion, no
ring in their noses, and tight-fitting jackets infuriated her.
She did not mind sending her daughter to attend religious festivals in an English frock and a bonnet, but she
lost her temper if Jagat Babu suggested that the girl could wear a jacket with her sari, for she jumped to the
conclusion that Jagat Babu was taking his revenge on her by making her daughter a memsahib. There were
frequent clashes between them over such trifles, but, needless to say, the Mistress always won.
Jiban’s mother noticed that her comment had pleased the Mistress. She continued,
“The pearl nose ring looks so pretty against your lips, red with betel.” Whereupon Thakurjhee remarked,
“Sister, you have finished up all the betel yourself it seems. There is nothing left for us.” The Mistress called
out to her daughter,
“O Tagar, go and fetch some betel for us, please.” The child replied,
“I won’t go.” The Mistress frowned,
“You are being naughty again, I see.” The child said,
“You order me about all the time. Why don’t you ask Konedidi to do it?” The Mistress said,
“Yes, that is right. Where is she? Is she going to play the whole time? Call her, Tagar!”
Tagar did not object to that. She got up and yelled for the girl who answered back saying she was coming.
When she entered the room, Tagar said,
“Where were you all this while? Ma has run out of betel.” Normally, in this situation the Mistress’ voice would
have been louder than Tagar’s but in the presence of the visitors she said in a softer tone,
“Are you going to play all day long, child? You know there are visitors in the house. You should have been
around. Go, bring some betel for us.”
The girl brought some betel leaves on a plate. The Mistress told her to arrange for their snacks. Tagar shouted,
“Didi, get me a glass of water first.” The girl brought water for her and when she finished drinking, took the
glass away.
In the meanwhile the Mistress had won a great victory in the game of cards. She offered the booty in jest to the
male relatives of her opponents and then got up to serve the snacks to their better halves.
Just then, Shyama, the matchmaker entered the room.
*
Shyama, the matchmaker, was a Kayastha by caste. Although she had adopted a Brahmin’s profession, she had
maintained the dignity of her calling. Her well-preserved body, long strides, and measured speech indicated that
she was a person of importance. It was not easy to tell whether her husband was alive or whether she was a
widow. She had no vermilion in her hair but she wore heavy gold bangles and a sari with a broad, red border.
Entering the room with a haughty air, she settled down near the mat and enquired why she had been sent for.
Women, everywhere, love the subject of marriage. In our country they like nothing better. At this moment the
women were being taken to the other room for snacks. One of them had stood up. The Mistress was holding the
hand of another who had declined the offer and was urging her to observe the proper code of a guest. All this
came to a halt as soon as the matchmaker entered the room. The lady who had got up promptly sat down again.
The Mistress also abandoned her gesture of hospitality, let go of the hands of her kinswoman and settling down on
the mat, said endearingly to the matchmaker,
“You haven’t come this way for a long time.” The matchmaker said,
“I come only when there is work to do. Why, I came a few months ago, but the Master gets angry at the
mention of any proposal. Keep your daughter with you if you don’t want to get her married. It is none of my
business. Why have you called me again? Is the Master willing now?”
“Forget about the Master. One can’t follow his whims regarding everything.” Looking in the direction of
Tagar, the matchmaker asked,
“Is this the girl?” The Mistress replied,
“O, no, no, not this one right now. It is the other one, the one who has been brought up in this house. Let her
marriage be arranged first, what do you say? Is it right to get one’s own daughter married before someone else’s?”
Jiban’s mother remarked,
“She is very particular about doing the right thing.” The matchmaker said,
“So you are not getting her married to your son?”
“To my son?” retorted the Mistress. “Am I so base as to marry my son to a girl who has devoured her own
parents?” Thakurjhee protested,
“But your mother-in-law was very keen about it. She used to call her ‘the bride’.” The cousin agreed,
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“I believe Jagat Babu has also set his heart on it.” The Mistress frowned.
“What can I do about that? But I am not going to get her married to my son.” The matchmaker said,
“So, it’s her marriage that has to be arranged first? Say, what dowry will you give her? She is an orphan, you
will not get a match for nothing.”
The Mistress’s sari had slipped off her head. Covering the bald patch on her scalp with her left hand, she said,
“My dear, I have fed and clothed someone else’s daughter, and now I have to get her married too. I cannot
shower everything on her. We also have our own children to think of.”
It may be pointed out here that the girl being referred to had come to live in Jagat Babu’s house only two years
ago. The matchmaker said,
“In that case you won’t get a boy from a good family. Will the Master consent to that?”
“Who wants a royal family for her?” said the Mistress. “An ordinary household will do. And it is not as though
we will not give her anything at all. We’ll give some cash and jewelry too.”
Certainly, this would not be done if the Mistress had her way. She was well aware that on this issue Jagat Babu
would not listen to her. She continued,
“But I won’t be able to give her what I would give to my own daughter.” The matchmaker said,
“Of course there will be no problem in the case of your daughter. The moment you broach the subject you’ll
get two hundred suitors.” Thakurjhee spoke up,
“Why, that girl is not bad looking either. All you can say is that she has no money. Had I a son, I would have
certainly agreed to a match.”
Jiban’s mother also wanted that girl as a daughter-in-law but did not express her desire openly thinking that the
Mistress might not like it. The matchmaker said,
“A fair or dark complexion does not matter these days. It is money that matters.” The Mistress’s cousin said,
“She is a fine girl.” The Mistress said,
“She is not like our Tagar. It is not enough to have a pale skin. What do you say?” The matchmaker said,
“Exactly. Your daughter’s face is like Radha in a painting and she is nice and plump.”
We must confess that we would not have thought of this comparison but the matchmaker’s statement was not
too far-fetched either. Tagar did not have very big eyes but her small forehead, joint eyebrows, sharp nose, and
rounded face would probably be accepted as a model by folk artists. Yet we would not consider it a suitable
comparison for the simple reason that Radha in a folk painting does not have a lively expression; rather, she has a
blank, placid look.
But whatever flaw Tagar’s face may have had, it was certainly not a lack of expression, rather her face had a
fierce and harsh aspect. Had her hair been allowed to frame her face loosely, perhaps this harshness would have
been softened a little, but due to her tight hairdo, the parting in her hair had widened and the childish face of the
eight-year-old girl had already acquired a mature and severe look.
But tastes differ. The Mistress liked no other hairstyle. She made Sneha do all the housework but did not allow
her to do Tagar’s hair because she could not tie it up tightly like her. Not that the Mistress had any desire to keep
this unique art of tying the hair to herself. She had tried her best to impart this skill to Snehalata by making her sit
by her side when she plaited Tagar’s hair. But it seemed Snehalata would never learn it—she always tied the hair
loosely.
A big, strapping girl of ten didn’t she have the strength to do it? No, it was plain mischief on her part. She just
wanted to dress Tagar in that unsightly manner and make her look fashionable. The Mistress had understood this
very well but could you imagine a bigger fool than Jagat Babu, because whenever Snehalata dressed Tagar’s hair
in that horrendous manner he actually praised it, driving the Mistress into a fury.
Earlier she used to let Snehalata do up Tagar’s hair now and then, but after this she never allowed Snehalata to
touch her head. Even if she had a thousand things to attend to, she would drop everything and comb Tagar’s hair
herself. Tagar had also got used to having her hair tightly plaited and was not pleased unless her mother did it for
her.
The matchmaker’s appreciation of Tagar’s looks made everyone turn in her direction. She smiled and hid her
face behind her mother’s back. On the arrival of the matchmaker she had once again resumed her place beside her
mother. Presently Snehalata entered the room with a book in her hand and announced that the snacks had been
laid out. The Mistress looked at her and remarked,
“See, how tall she has become! There is no flesh on her body, she is just growing taller day by day like a palm
tree.”
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As though this was also her fault and she could have become plumper instead of taller if she had so desired!
Everyone looked at Snehalata. What a difference there was between the two girls! Snehalata was truly sylph-like,
slightly tall for her age, which made her look rather pretty. She was well proportioned, delicate and graceful in
every limb. If their features were analyzed, critics would probably declare Tagar’s to be more perfect, because
Snehalata’s nose was not as sharp as Tagar’s, nor her eyebrows as black; her forehead was slightly larger and her
thick, black curly hair fell carelessly on it. There was a sad expression in her eyes, she seemed to be more mature
than her years and her smooth, pale complexion added to the loveliness of her face. Just as a dust-laden jasmine
flower does not attract the eye immediately, but when it does, its quiet beauty melts the heart, so was everyone
moved by Snehalata’s beauty. The matchmaker said,
“The girl is beautiful. You will get a match all right, my dear.”
Since the matchmaker addressed Snehalata directly, she felt embarrassed and tried to leave the room. Suddenly
Tagar rushed towards her, and pounced on her hand like a kite exclaiming,
“Didi, you have taken my book!” Snehalata clung to her book and said crossly, “No, Tagar, this is my book,”
and freeing herself, tried to slip away. Tagar ran after her, crying. The Mistress said angrily,
“Look at her, she is making the girl cry. Give it to her. Her book has been missing for some time. I just wonder
where the books disappear everyday. Give it to her, I tell you!” Snehalata replied,
“No, Mashima, it is my book. Tagar will tear it up right away. See, my name is written on it.”
As soon as she lowered the book to show her name, Tagar grabbed it. Its cover got half torn in the scuffle.
Afraid that the other half would also get torn, Snehalata let go of it. Tagar seized the book and rushed to her
mother. Snehalata’s eyes filled with tears of helpless rage. She cried out,
“Mashima, why should Tagar take my book away?” Thakurjhee said,
“Tagar, my child, why did you take her book?” The Mistress retorted,
“Her book? As though she has brought it from her father’s house!”
Snehalata had no answer to this. Her tears overflowed. Thakurjhee said,
“Sister, are you crazy? Why do you treat a child like this?” The Mistress exclaimed,
“So much fuss about a book! What is the world coming to? As though they will all wear turbans and go to
office.” Snehalata said between sobs,
“Mashima, I have to learn my lesson just now. Meshomoshai will hear me say it.” The Mistress grumbled,
“The man has lost his wits. He ought to look for a groom for this grown-up girl, instead he is teaching her to
read and write!”
At this point, Tagar’s brother Charu entered the room. Seeing the commotion he asked what the matter was.
Holding the book nervously Tagar drew close to her mother. Snehalata said,
“Tagar has taken my book.” Tagar said,
“No, it is my book.” Charu said,
“Well, let me see whose it is.'
Despite Tagar’s resistance and the mistress’s pleading, he snatched the book from Tagar’s hand, but as he
handed it to Snehalata, his elbow knocked against the clock on the table which fell down and was broken.
Everybody cried out in dismay. Tagar started crying and said,
“Serves you right! I’ll tell Baba who has broken it.” The boy replied,
“Then I’ll also tell him that you have torn Sneha’s book. And I won’t give you toffees.” Tagar said,
“Then give me a toffee.”
Charu took out some toffees from his pocket and gave them to the girls. Then he said,
“Ma, give me my food.” Sneha said,
“Charu, I have laid out your food in the other room. Come, I’ll serve it to you.” When they left the room, the
Mistress remarked,
“See, how perverse she is? She made the little one cry, broke the clock, and made so much fuss about a book!”
Thakurjhee said,
“It seems she is quite interested in studies.” The Mistress said,
“O, but she is not like our Tagar. There is no counting how many books I have got for her. I say to her, what is
the use of reading so much. You don’t have to take up a paid job, but she doesn’t listen. It seems she is going to be
another Lilavati.” Tagar asked,
“Ma, what shall I tell Baba when he asks?”
“About what?”
“About the clock.”
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“Just tell him it broke by itself, otherwise he’ll scold your Dada. Does one report such matters?”
Once again venting her anger on Snehalata, the Mistress took her guests to the next room.
*
Jagat Babu did not normally return home before sundown but today he returned early. After finishing her work,
Snehalata was standing, as usual, in the verandah connecting the inner and the outer sections of the house,
looking out of a window at the road he would come by. Seeing him from a distance, she was overjoyed.
Since the death of Jagat Babu’s mother he had been everything to Snehalata—her father, mother, family, and
friend. Hence, he was more precious for her than for anyone else in the house. As soon as he came into the
verandah, she took his hand enthusiastically and said,
“Meshomoshai, you have come quite early today. Why don’t you come at this time everyday?” Jagat Babu’s
right hand being engaged, he patted her cheek lightly with his left hand and said with a smile,
“That is what my Lata wants, but which Scripture says that if I come early once, I have to do it every day,
Buri?.” Snehalata only smiled in reply and holding his hand, pulled him along.
At this moment Tagar also made her appearance in the verandah and seeing Jagat Babu caught hold of his
other hand. Sandwiched between the two of them like the goddess Shashti, Jagat Babu walked towards the inner
apartment. Snehalata prattled happily,
“Meshomoshai, today I have prepared mohanbhog for you myself.” Tagar put in,
“Well, Konedidi, Hara’s mother was standing by you.” Snehalata was a little embarrassed.
“O yes, Hara’s mother showed me how to make it, otherwise I would have taken it off the fire before it was
done. But she did not stir it. You’ll have to eat it all, Meshomoshai.” Jagat Babu said,
“What will you give me if I do?”
“I’ll give you some more mohanbhog and you’ll have to eat it.”
“I’ll have to eat that too?”
“Yes, and I’ll give you a betel leaf after that.”
“But if I collapse after eating so much; how will you bring me back to life, Buri?” Tagar said,
“No Baba, don’t eat so much mohanbhog. Then you won’t be able to eat any luchis. Ma will be angry and
you’ll have to put up with her scolding.” Jagat Babu said,
“Thanks for reminding me, Buri. I am willing to stomach anything but that.”
Tagar laughed heartily at this remark but Snehalata’s laughter died on her lips. She knew well how painful it
was to be scolded and she did not find it amusing.
After a wash and a change, Jagat Babu came into the dining room and sat down to eat. Snehalata had laid out
his food. When he was seated, she placed everything before him and sat near him. The Mistress was not present in
the room. Tagar went into the verandah and shouted,
“Ma, come upstairs. Baba has arrived.”
Jagat Babu did not generally return early, so the Mistress was not prepared for it. When she came upstairs after
changing her clothes, Jagat Babu had finished eating and was drinking water. But the Mistress noticed that two
luchis and one-and-a-half sandesh still remained on his plate. She glanced at the plate and then at Snehalata and
said,
“I say, couldn’t you have called me earlier? I can see that he hasn’t eaten anything today.” She said to Jagat
Babu,
“Please eat the manohara sandesh. My mother sent it.”
Jagat Babu knew that another bout of pleading would begin now, and if he did not cut it short, the Mistress
would compel him to eat the two luchis and sandesh. Getting up promptly, he quipped,
“In this worthless world, only what comes from the in-law’s house is precious. Don’t I know that, Mistress? I
have had a whole sandesh and yet you accuse me of neglect?”
This did not pacify the Mistress. Pulling her sari a little more over her forehead, she said,
“If you have eaten one, can’t you eat two? You people have this bad habit of wasting food. As though it is all
junk and can be thrown away and does not cost anything.”
Jagat Babu scratched his head and thought that one should also value one’s health, but not daring to express his
sentiments openly he slipped into the verandah. The attendant was waiting there for him with a jug of water and a
towel.
The Mistress had to abandon the hope of getting him back to eat, but she was not willing to give up the idea of
redeeming the leftover. She turned to Tagar and said,
“Why should so much food be wasted? You sit down to eat.”
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Unfortunately, Tagar was not hungry either. She had already eaten her share of luchis earlier. She turned down
the suggestion, infuriating the Mistress. She was never comfortable about the way the girls’ life was being ruined
by Jagat Babu’s example and his indulgence. Now this anxiety drove her to desperation and when she saw that
Tagar was ready to walk away, disregarding her command, she caught hold of her hand and without mincing more
words dragged her to Jagat Babu’s seat. Ignoring her protests and excuses, she made a ball with the luchis and
sandesh and thrust it into her mouth.
Yielding either to such use of force or the taste of the sweet or compelled by both, Tagar finished the morsel
like an obedient child and when her mother tried to feed her again she did not make any more fuss. Thus the
Mistress was able to dispose of the two remaining luchis and the sandesh successfully and felt somewhat relieved;
but she could not be fully reassured either, for she began to worry about the likely ill-effects of Tagar consuming
all that leftover food.
That wretched Snehalata was the cause of all this mischief. It made the Mistress boil with rage to think that she
did not inform her of the Master’s arrival on time.
Meanwhile, Jagat Babu had retired to the bedroom. Reclining on the sofa, he was smoking his hookah.
Snehalata was sitting on a stool by his side, plucking his gray hair and chattering away to her heart’s content.
Jagat Babu had shut his eyes and was encouraging her to carry on by responding in monosyllables. After feeding
Tagar, the Mistress came into the room and, sitting on the sofa near his feet, asked,
“I say, are you sleeping?” Jagat Babu replied,
“No.” Tagar, who had accompanied her mother added,
“Baba shuts his eyes and pretends to sleep.” The Mistress looked at Snehalata and said,
“Aren’t you going to give out the provisions?” Snehalata replied that she had already done it. The Mistress
said,
“Then don’t you have any other work? Go and plait Tagar’s hair.”
Snehalata was not a little surprised at this. Ordinarily, the Mistress would get irritated if she ever saw
Snehalata handling Tagar’s hair but what was she saying today? Right now she was not at all inclined to leave
Jagat Babu’s side. She said,
“Tagar will not get her hair done by me.” The Mistress said,
“See, how obstinate she is! She is refusing to budge from here.”
Jagat Babu understood that the Mistress had something to tell him and wanted to send the girls away. He said
to Snehalata,
“Lata, you plait hair very well. Do it for Tagar today. Tagar, go to the other room, and get your hair done by
didi. Go, Sneha, take her along.”
Tagar didn’t raise any further objections. Sneha went into the other room with her. Jagat Babu said to the
Mistress,
“You could have told them to go plainly. Do they understand all this indirect talk? Is it right?” The Mistress
retorted,
“No, whatever I say is not right. How can one be plainer? You only find fault with me.” Jagat Babu realized
that any further discussion would only backfire, so he dropped the subject and said,
“What do you have to say, tell me.” The Mistress said,
“I say, how long will you keep her unmarried? I cannot show my face to anyone now. The women from that
house are saying all kinds of things. You don’t have to listen to such talk.” Jagat Babu said,
“She is just ten years old and there is already so much talk!” The Mistress said,
“Is ten so young? And she looks like a sixteen-year-old wench already.” Jagat Babu said,
“If you really want to get her married so soon we’ll have to make the arrangements. However, I wanted Charu
to grow up a little more.”
The Mistress’s nostrils flared up along with her nose ring. She said,
“See, let me tell you frankly, Charu won’t marry her. If you insist on that, I’ll hang myself.”
As long as Jagat Babu's mother was alive, the Mistress was not able to speak up. She knew that it would be
futile to do so. But since her death, the Mistress had repeatedly said that Charu would not be married to Sneha.
Let another groom be found for her.
Jagat Babu did not think along that line. It was his wish to bring the Mistress round to his own point of view
gradually. So there was frequent disagreement and exchange of hot words between them on the subject. Jagat
Babu said,
“My dear, just think of it, will you ever get such a good girl anywhere?” The Mistress replied,
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“Good girl! I know how good she is. You would know it also if you had to run the house. Even that may be
overlooked, but marrying a girl who has devoured her parents will not be auspicious for the boy. I will not allow it
as long as I am alive.” Jagat Babu said,
“Will your superstitious nature never change? This marriage should be arranged in order to disprove your
conviction.”
The Mistress realized that she would have to change her tactics. She knew how to state things in a way that
would touch him to the quick. She brought tears to her eyes and spoke in a nasal tone,
“See, you have taken me as a wife but you have never made me happy. Will you not even allow me to be
happy with my son?”
Jagat Babu was silent. He got perplexed whenever she adopted this tone and was reduced to scratching his
head. The Mistress knew that her tactics had worked. She continued,
“I am so unfortunate that none of my desires have been fulfilled. Should a person who hasn’t received her
husband’s love ever hold any hope or expectation? Still, it is hard to accept it. I wanted to get a good match for
Charu and enjoy some happiness but if you cannot endure it, go ahead and get him married to Sneha.” The
Mistress had to pause here for Tagar came running and said,
“Ma, see how didi has tied my hair. It is so loose. You do it again.” Saying this, she settled into her mother’s
lap, looked at her face and continued,
“Dada’s marriage? With whom? With didi?”
At that moment Snehalata also entered the room. Jagat Babu breathed a sigh of relief. At least for the time
being he could have a respite from the onslaught of the Mistress. Rising quickly from the sofa he said to Tagar,
“Tagri, it is your test today. I hope you remember that. Bring your book to the verandah.” Tagar said,
“Baba, my book is lost. Jadu hasn’t brought one for me.” Jagat Babu said,
“Should you lose your book every day? It seems the mother and the daughter will have the same kind of
education. Come, Sneha, let me see how much you have learnt.”
Sneha had come with her book. Jagat Babu took her hand and proceeded to the verandah. Then he suddenly
stopped and said,
“Wait, let us take the clock with us. I have to go somewhere at seven sharp.” Saying this he came to the table
and not finding the clock there, exclaimed,
“Where is the clock?” The Mistress said,
“The clock? Bless me, what d’you call it, the tomcat came and dropped it. It broke into pieces. See, I have kept
it on the top of the cupboard.”
Jagat Babu could not believe this. He knew his wife very well. Examining the broken pieces he asked Tagar,
“Tell me who broke the clock?” Tagar looked at her mother and faltered,
“It broke by itself.” Jagat Babu asked Snehalata,
“Sneha, who broke the clock?” Snehalata turned pale. Her voice trembled, yet she managed to say,
“Charu.” Jagat Babu put the broken pieces on the table, and looking impatiently at his wife, said,
“You tell lies yourself and teach the kids to lie too?” Charu came into the room at this moment. Jagat Babu
questioned him angrily,
“Charu, who broke the clock?” A frightened Charu did not have the nerve to confess his fault. He said,
“Baba, I have come in just now.” Jagat Babu’s patience was exhausted. Twisting the boy’s ear, he said,
“Charu, you are lying. You don’t have the courage to speak the truth after doing wrong!”
Charu began to sob. Sneha and Tagar stood petrified. The Mistress started sniveling, and pulling Jagat Babu’s
hand away, shrieked,
“Oh my, you are beating such a big boy! What shall I do now? What wretched luck was I born with!” Jagat
Babu let go of Charu’s ear and muttered,
“Charu, I wanted to buy a watch for you. Now I won’t. That is your punishment.”
Charu went away whimpering. Sneha and Tagar followed him. Jagat Babu’s nature was such that immediately
after taking a step in anger he felt contrite; the Mistress realized that this was the moment to get the upper hand
over him. Whenever Jagat Babu over-reacted like this, the Mistress felt a secret satisfaction. She could manipulate
him on such occasions as on no other and was always on the look out for them. Knowing this to be an opportune
moment, she continued her whining,
“My dear, how have I wronged you? I have laid down my life for you, always. I have ruined my health for the
sake of your household, and yet …”
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The Mistress could not go on any further. The scene had suddenly taken a poignant turn. Her tears were
flowing profusely. Jagat Babu was dumbfounded. He began to scratch his head in great perplexity and presented a
far more pathetic spectacle than his weeping wife. At this juncture a servant appeared and announced,
“Master, somebody has brought a carriage for you. You will have to leave immediately.”
What could be better news than this for Jagat Babu? The servant had really saved the situation for him.
Without a moment’s delay he made his departure from the house. …
239.23 Excerpt from The Story Of My Life\fn{by Utthamadhanapuraam Venkatasubramanian Swaminathan (1855-1942)} “in
the house of his maternal grandfather”, Suriaymoolai Village, nr. Kumbakonam, Thanjavur District, Tamil Nadu
State, India (M) 24
1
Some two hundred years ago, a ruling Prince of Thanjavur set out with his retinue on a tour of his domain. He
offered worship at sacred shrines and delighted in the natural scenery of the countryside.
He camped one day at a spot near Papanasam, fifteen miles to the east of Thanjavur. After dinner, he rested a
while and chewed paan (betel leaves). Talking with his followers, he found that the day was Ekadasi. As a rule, he
restricted himself to a single meal on Ekadasi day and abstained from chewing paan.
Now, he had inadvertently indulged in chewing paan. He regretted the lapse and wished to atone for it if he
could. The elders consulted by him suggested the founding of an agraharam in expiation. He could build a row of
houses and gift the houses, along with some land, to Brahmins well versed in the Vedas.
“O, that’s easily done!” said the Rajah. He felt relieved and happy.
“We shall do it at this very spot.”
He ordered the building of forty-eight houses, sent for forty-eight Vedic scholars from far and near and gave
away the land and the houses to them.
The area was thus newly settled by means of a remarkable gift. As a result it came to be known as
Uttamadanapuram—the Best-of-Gifts village. All the families settled there led lives of exemplary morals and
manners, and conformed strictly to their religious code. The place still retains that name and continues to this day
as a village in Papanasam Taluk of the district of Thanjavur.
That is my native village, the village of my ancestors.
There is, however, a world of difference between the Uttamadanapuram I pride myself on as mine own and
what it looks like today. Enshrined in my heart is the place as it appeared in the days of my boyhood.
True, it then lacked most of the modern amenities of life. There were no regular roads, no shops, no
government officials, no whistling of engines and sound of moving trains.
But there was beauty. There was peace, quiet. There was contentment in the hearts of the people. They had
deep piety. Their faces were radiant with happiness. Prosperity shed her light in each one of their homes.
There was once a Brahmin at Uttamadanapuram of the name of Anna Josyar. He earned a competence as an
astrologer and as a member of the priestly community, and lived an altogether carefree life. A man of sturdy build,
he was returning home one day after partaking of a feast in some other village, chest covered with sandal. paste,
mouth filled with paan, and hair with flowers tucked in them spreading fragrance all around
The Collector of Thanjavur, an Englishman, was then camping at Papanasam, which was on the Brahmin’s
route. He happened to be standing outside the office, with his Indian sheristadar as Anna Josyar passed that way
and caught his eye. Impressed with his excellent physique, the light that shone in his eyes and his gait like a
temple bull, the Collector sent for him on a sudden impulse and talked to him. The sheristadar acted as
interpreter.
“Have you learnt to read?”
“Yes; I can both read and write.”
“Can you keep accounts?”
“Of course! I have practiced astrology for long, and so am well grounded in arithmetic.”
“Would you care for the job of village accountant?”
“If it is offered to me, yes. I shall do the job well.”
Anna Josyar’s bold and dignified manner while answering his questions pleased the Collector. He felt sure he
could order people about as to the manner born and people would obey him. He made him a karnam (village
accountant) then and there.
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There was, in those days, no scramble for jobs. The authorities used to look a man over and, if he had the right
girth and stature, give him a job straightway.
Let no one go away with the impression that Anna Josyar was the only man with the personality to attract a
Collector’s attention. Every one was blessed with such health and strength in his time. People took only two
meals a day; but every particle they ate nourished and strengthened them.
Uttamadanapuram, I admit, is a petty little village, but mine own. It sweetened the thoughts of my boyhood. It
cast a spell on me when my eyes had not looked on the wide world elsewhere. How could any other village, or
city either, ever possibly compete with it for the warm place it has in my heart?
2
The story goes that a person once approached his Ruler and said,
“I intend feeding ten thousand Brahmins; I request Your Majesty to help me with the means”; and the Rajah
gave him more than enough.
Thus supplied, the man took just two Brahmins to his house, fed them sumptuously, handed them an extra
money gift and sent them away.
A neighbor was watching this. He knew what tricks the man would be up to.
“You cajoled our Maharajah into giving you a lot saying you would be feeding ten thousand. How is it you fed
only two?” he asked.
“Why?” the man answered, “I have in all fed eleven thousand—one thousand more than the stipulated ten!”
“What a fraud!” exclaimed the neighbor, as he returned to the charge. “You feed two and you claim to have fed
eleven thousand?”
“Look here, my man. One of the two I fed is in God’s truth Eight Thousand. You know it. The other is three
Thousand. Don’t they together make up that eleven thousand?”
The force of the witticism dawned on the neighbor. One was a member of the Ashta-Sahasram or “Eight
Thousand” community. The other was a Dikshitar of Chidambaram (Thillai Moovayirathar), traditionally counted
as “Three Thousand”. Eight and three thus made eleven!
I cannot vouch for the truth of this story. But I have often put the point to good use in fun!
“Even though I am just one individual, in actual fact I am eight thousand, Ashtasahasram” I would
state,\fn{The author’s sub-cast was Ashtasahasram} playing upon words. Those who listened might put their own
construction on it, when finally I explained,
“Eight Thousand is the name of one section of the Brahmin community, and I belong to that.” The pun would
be made clear, and they would laugh.
*
My great-grandfather was called Venkata Narayanaiyar. Being rather lean, he was nicknamed Chonan. Is it not
a common practice in our parts to designate a lean man as Chonan or Choni. His house continued to be called
“Chonan’s house,” even after his time. That house was ours.
In ancient days, where heroes fell, it was customary to put up stones and offer worship. Maasatik-kal was the
name given to stones put up either to mark where chaste women died or just to honor their memory. Such stones
are souvenirs. To keep my great-grandfather’s memory green, a stone came to be associated with him even in his
lifetime.
There is a stone slab on the edge of our village tank which is called grandfather Chona’s stone. After bathing in
the tank, it is said, Venkata Narayanaiyar used that smooth slab of stone for washing his clothes. That stone came
for all time to be named after him. So many people use so many stones for washing their clothes. But do all these
stones achieve such greatness? Even today, when I see that slab, I muse,
“This mere stone—with no inscription on it of any sort—still preserves my great-grandfather’s name. It has
been hallowed by his touch”—and my arms fold in spontaneous reverence.
I remember my grandfather well. He was called Venkatachalaiyar. It was he who taught me the Tamil alphabet.
He also made me learn by rote prayers and psalms without number. All these I have forgotten now, but I have not
forgotten the smacking I got at his hands.
He had been in his time a schoolmaster. But I have no recollection of him in that role. I knew him only as my
grandfather of an advanced age. My grandmother had predeceased him. It therefore devolved upon my mother to
attend to his needs.
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He had a disturbed mind. The loss of his. wife in old age and frequent separation from his son accounted for
his low spirits. The thought also preyed upon his mind that no one looked after him properly.
I acted as his messenger to convey to my mother whatever he liked to have from time to time. Playing this role
of messenger for my grandfather, I earned in my boyhood the nickname of “Brinjal Chutney”.
Grandfather would be sitting on the verandah of the house opposite ours, basking in the morning sun. Those
were days when father was away. Mother would send me to ask grandfather just what dishes he would like to
have for dinner. I must have been about six at the time.
“What shall be our menu today, grandpa?” I’d ask.
“Menu for today?” he would repeat in reply, drawling out each word. His manner showed his disgust for all
things under the sun.
“Menu? Yes. A lump of earth, street dust and ash dumplings.”
How could I realize at that age that the words he spoke were a sign of his disgust at the entire world? I would
dash off to mother and repeat word for word what grandfather had said.
“Get away, you fool!” mother would say, and send me trotting off again. “Go and find out what dishes
grandfather would like me to cook for him.” Back again, I would repeat the question.
Grandfather would ponder over it, taking his own time.
“Have we got brinjals?” he would ask. It meant another trip back and forth.
“Yes, we have,” I’d report.
“Are they quite tender?” I’d rush off to find out that.
“Having roasted the brinjal.” A short pause. Then,
“Do you follow? Having roasted the brinjal well and seasoned it with mustard.”
I should punctuate each word of his with a mild grunt of assent. Otherwise the thread of his discourse would
snap.
“While frying the mustard she would add black-gram and spoil it. Ask her not to do that. Let her not put in too
much oil for frying either.”
Anger would hold him up at this stage, and he would be silent for a while. Then he would continue,
“It should be kneaded well into a paste by running, running, running, running the roller from end to end.”
He would repeat the word “running” several times. Looking at his hands with their eloquent movement as he
spoke the word one felt that even those who actually kneaded brinjal for chutney would never take such pains
over it. Having heard him out I’d take a step or two when I’d be summoned again.
“Come here, you fellow,” he would say. “Do you fully understand? The kneading should be done really well,
with might and main. And black-gram should not be added on any account!”
He would repeat his warning. I’d carry it in my head and deliver it verbatim to mother.
This mission I executed quite often. The neighbors overheard all our talk about the recipe for brinjal chutney
(my grandfather’s favorite dish) and the procedure to be adopted in preparing it. So they gave me the nickname
“Brinjal Chutney”, and it stuck.
Lying on his death-bed, grandfather sent for the inmates of the house one by one and gave suitable advice to
each.
“You have attended upon me tirelessly. And I have often addressed harsh words to you. Don’t be upset on that
account. You are, I know, a good child,” he said to mother and drew out a small bundle from under his pillow.
Then he slowly untied a knot.
“I've kept these with me for years and they have been quite useful. Here, take these for a keepsake. What else
is there that I could give you? I give you my blessings.”
So saying, he handed mother two well-worn needles; he had used them often to mend his clothes. Mother
received that gift with reverence, and preserved it with care for years.
I could count some Tamil scholars too among my ancestors. The father-in-law of my grandfather,
Odanavaneswaraiyer by name, was at home in both literature and grammar. He also had a flair for music and for
giving discourses. He often visited places like Pondicherry, gave series of discourses on Tiruvilaiyadal, Ramba
Ramayananm, Bharatam and such like, and got back with the things people had given him in remuneration.
3
Ghanam Krishnaiyar is one of the musicians who achieved fame in Tamil Nadu during the last century. He was
my grandmother’s uncle. His original name was simply Krishnaiyar. Of the three “schools” of music, Ghanam,
1021

Nayam and Desikam, each with its distinct principles and methods, he practiced ghanam and became highly
proficient in it.
He was born in the village of Tirukkundram in Udayarpalayam Taluk. He studied music in his younger days at
the feet of his father Ramaswami Aiyar and later under Pachai Mirian Adiappaiyar, court musician of Thanjavur.
Later he was himself for a time one of the court musicians of Thanjavur.
There was in those days a famous musician of the name of Kesavaiya in Bobbili. He was a great exponent of
the Ghanam school. He paid a visit to Thanjavur and sang in the presence of the Rajah. Many among the
audience, including the Rajah admired this new mode and gave the musician high praise. No one in Tamil Nadu
was conversant with the Ghanam mode of singing at that time.
“It would be a good thing,” thought the Rajah, “if some musician of my Court came forward to learn ghanam,
with this artiste’s assistance. It would redound to the credit of my Court too.”
He also gave expression to his wish in a gathering of his Court musicians. Yet, no one volunteered. One needed
robust health and great persistence to pick up this art. That was why few men chose to undergo the rigorous
training.
Krishnaiyar was quite a young man then. He had the courage to stand up and say he was prepared to learn it.
He first grasped the principles of both ghanam and the allied mode of singing, chakra-tana, as explained to him
by Bobbili Kesavaiya.. He then went and settled down at nearby Kapistalam, under the patronage of a landowner
named Ramabhadra Mooppanar, for intensive practice.
By degrees he acquired remarkable proficiency. The day came when he came forward to give a demonstration
of his skill in the Rajah’s presence. Bobbili Kesavaiya himself was lost in admiration at the performance and
lauded his disciple’s prowess and from that day Krishnaiyar came to be known only as Ghanam Krishnaiyar.
He was patronized for a time by Amarasimha, a scion of the royal Mahratta line, who held court at
Tiruvidaimarudur. Sri Gopalakrishna Bharati, author of Nandan Charitra Kirtanai, came to Tiruvidaimarudur to
study under the palace musician, a revered gentleman of the name of Ramadasa. He also cultivated Ghanam
Krishnaiyar’s friendship and learnt certain compositions from him.
Ghanam Krishnaiyar then left for Udayarpalayam, having been invited there by the then zamindar, Kachi
Rangappa Udayar. He adorned that court for the rest of his life.
There were people at Udayarpalayam who were eaten up with envy at the distinction he had attained. Some of
them carried tales, and brought about a certain coolness on the part of the zamindar towards him. This was Kachi
Kalyana Ranga Udayar, son of Kachi Rangappa.
When GhanamKrishnaiyar went one day as usual to the palace, the zamindar just ignored his presence and
carried on as if preoccupied with other work. It didn’t take long for this musician gifted with an acute mind to
conclude that some one had tried to create misunderstanding between them. He felt rather hurt by his patron’s
conduct. But he was also keen on letting him know he had grasped the situation, the root of the trouble.
It would not do to speak in plain terms about the pain in his mind. He would use a pointer in a way he alone
could do. Music and poetry were ever at his beck and call. He composed on the spot a song in the erotic
convention then in fashion—in the form of a mistress addressing her lover.
Enough, enough, I say, of this wheedling and feeling,
As though you had bestowed bag after bag of gold
And bags—ten full bags—stuffed with pearls and pendant of diamonds
In full requital of all that singing of mine, all that dance!
I know you what you are; you can fool me no longer.”
So ran the song in the raga\fn{Song-type} Surati.

The zamindar was taken aback. The Surati tugged at his heart-strings. If Ghanam Krishnaiyar had felt like it,
he knew, he could have gone and lived in princely luxury, welcomed with open arms in the courts of the greatest
of the chieftains in the land. His stay at Udayawalayam, he knew full well, had nothing to do with any expectation
of reward. He was there merely bound by love and friendship. Thoughts such as these cleaned out the poison
poured into his ears by evil men.
The very first notes of this song revived the zamindar’s old generous nature, and love asserted itself.
“What an ass I’ve made of myself,” he thought in his remorse. ”Have I ever given him a bag of pearls or a
diamond pendant? Is it not I who stand to gain by his presence? Is it not for my sake that musicians from other
courts keep visiting in this wilderness? How stupid of me to forget all this.”
“Forgive me, Sir,” he said. “I’ve been unintentionally rude to you.” His repentance was genuine.
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The piece had served its purpose. So Krishnaiyar now recast it, turning into a compliment what had been a
reproach.
You proffered to me, O Prince, gifts all unasked,
As bags—ten full bags—stuffed with pearls and pendant of diamonds,
And proved yourself an adept too in the art of love
Overwhelming me with caresses on bed of thrice-driven down.

The zamindar’s face lighted up with joy.
“How dutifully the muses of poetry and music wait upon you hand and foot!” he exclaimed. Krishnaiyar
laughed.
“Who am I to be waited upon hand and foot? I’m no zamindar. Have I authority over anyone?” he said.
“You have authority over me. Why, your music would command the allegiance of a thousand men,” the
zamindar exclaimed. Thus were the two reconciled.
It was this Krishnaiyar who taught my father music.
4
My father’s parting advice to me was,
“Be a good devotee of Siva all your life.”
The little service I have been able to render in the cause of Tamil and the support friends have given me, I truly
believe, are all the fruit of my faithfully carrying out my father’s advice.
I was a bit slow to realize how much my father loved me and was concerned for me in his heart of hearts.
When I did I was deeply moved. My reverence for him has been growing more profound with each passing year.
He took pains, in my early years, to get me a proper teacher and guide. He enabled me, later, to give all my
time, undisturbed, to my beloved Tamil palm-leaf manuscripts by shielding and sheltering me from worldly cares
of all kinds.
The joy that devotion to Siva could give—that joy he experienced. His life was a standing proof of it. That joy
was revealed in actions little short of miracles. Could I ever forget all this?
The utter purity of his life, his self-discipline, his daily routine of devotions which was inspiring to see, his
mastery of music—all these made him in my eyes a veritable god.
He never gave a demonstration of his love, but cherished it like gold in his innermost heart. I saw the light
shine through on special occasions.
Originally he was named Venkata Subramanya Aiyar. This got shortened to Venkatasubbaiar. Out-of respect to
elders who had borne that name before, people called him simply Sami.
He had a younger brother, called Srinivasaiyar; when father became Sami, he, in his turn, became Chinna
(younger) Sami. That name was his for life. Both father and uncle picked up Sanskrit and Tamil at grandfather’s
feet when they were little children. Grandmother had music in her blood. Father inherited her aptitude, and his
love of music grew with each passing year.
Father was in due course invested with the sacred thread. Grandmother had always wanted him to specialize in
music. She wished to entrust him for that to her uncle, Ghanam Krishnaiyar, who was well known at this time as
court musician at Udayarpalayam. Grandfather approved of the idea. As for father, he could hardly contain his
eagerness to start.
An auspicious day was soon found and grandmother set out for Udayarpalayam with her beloved son. She
entrusted him to her uncle, stressing her ambition for him.
“Look here, my boy,” said Krishnaiyar. “Sing some piece you know. Let us see how you do it.”
Grandmother had taught him a few of Ghanam Krishnaiyar’s own compositions. Father selected one of them.
The rendering was all that could be desired.
“Why,” said Krishnaiyar, “the boy has a voice, and what is more, you have given it the right direction. He will
go far.” Grandmother was happy.
“He is a lucky fellow indeed. I place him in your hands without reserve,” she said.
“Other things are all right,” Krishnaiyar continued. “Just one thing he lacks—a good physique. He should eat
well and learn to work hard.” Father said to himself,
“We are of the same blood. That is why he is so much interested in my well-being.”
He was wrong.
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Learning ghanam is beyond most men’s physical powers. One needs for that the sinews of an elephant and the
vocal chords of a lion. Krishnaiyar being blessed with both, he stood the strain well and shone as a musician.
Most teachers just give a voice-test and stop there. The expert in ghanam that he was, he insisted on physical as
well as vocal excellence. He spoke from experience.
“How could we help it now, Uncle?” said Grandmother in reply. “That is the way he is made. He should
conserve what energies he has and make the best of a bad job.” She stayed for a few days, then took leave of her
uncle and went back to Uttamadanapuram.
*
Life with the master—Gurukula Vasa—started in right earnest for father. The master here had a dauntless mind
and great magnanimity. He looked after his pupil with every care and affection. But he was also a strict task
master. Father had to heat water for his bath and wash his clothes for him every day.
The zamindar, Kachi Kalyana Ranga, treated Ghanam Krishnaiyar too like a zamindar. He saw to it he had
every comfort and luxury he could wish for. Krishnaiyar used to ride. So he gave him a beautiful riding-horse. He
also gave him a palanquin.
“Grand Uncle lives like a prince,” father used to say. “His figure is stately. He has an air of command and a
domineering manner. Looking at this, people felt he ought to have been born a king, but was, by mistake, born a
Brahmin.”
When Krishnaiyar went riding, father sometimes trotted alongside, holding the reins. He felt sore about it. A
sensitive young man, he smarted under the indignity.
“When I came, I came, being a relative, expecting decent treatment. This really is too much,” he would think. .
The next minute all this rebellion in his heart would vanish. Such was the kindness that overwhelmed him, the
solicitude with which nothing but the best in food and other creature comforts was lavished on him under his
master’s own eyes.
I tend to think today that Krishnaiyar set such tasks only as part of his plan to give father the constitution of
iron he needed for his study. The training was as thorough and systematic as it could be. It lasted twelve years in
all.
With the passing years, Krishnaiyar developed a deep affection for father. When he went to different places, he
never failed to take his pupil with him. He also took him to the palace and got him acquainted with the zamindar.
And the zamindar himself grew fond of the young musician.
“Venkatasubbu!” he called him with affection. He gently drew him out and took pleasure in listening to his
talk. By and by he also placed him on his pay-roll.
Krishnaiyar often sang before select audiences of experts. On those occasions he made father sing with him.
Sometimes he made him sing by himself too and showed his appreciation. All these things were incentives that
made father study harder and become more proficient in his art.
*
All of a sudden, illness overtook Krishnaiyar. He had already become weak with age. Now he developed acute
pain. He felt he should leave Udayarpalayam and go to stay at his own village of Tirukkunram. He took leave of
the zamindar and left. The zamindar sent him money, food-grains and suchlike and continued to look after his
needs. He also engaged messengers to bring him regular reports.
Father, of course, went with his master. He waited upon him in his illness and served him with devotion. It was
a great grief to him to find the good man getting worn and thin. All the care and affection he had lavished on him
came to his mind. It was a bitter sight to witness that form, once so elegant, so full of regal dignity, now
languishing in pain and altered beyond recognition. He wept. Krishnaiyar noted the young man’s concern for him,
and his grief.
“I am nearing my end,” he said “The life of luxury I have lived cannot last for ever. The sum of happiness that
is each man’s lot, is predetermined. It is no use pining for more.” He kept silent for a little while. Then he
continued:
“Venkatasubbu, dear boy draw near. Have you writing materials? Well and good. I’ll dictate a piece. Take it
down.”
The song he now slowly put together was in raga Bhairavi. The Pallavi ran thus:
Know you not, oh poor distracted soul,
Fortune ever is foreordained by divine decree?
Why fret
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When fate hath set
Strict measures to all we can have or save?

When all his strength had gone, the thought reigned supreme in that great musician’s mind that the only thing
that mattered after all was to lead the mind to God and let it dwell there. His imagination took him to the Siva
temple at Udayarpalayam, where the Deity is named Payaraneesa. The Anupallavi therefore shaped itself thus:
Who, who so brave
At the hour I lay me down and die
Would tread that lonesome path with me? It were best
To rest
Every hope in Lord Payaraneesa and make sure of His grace.

Three more verses followed. Father wrote them all down. He was torn between admiration for the creative and
inventive faculty of his master that remained unimpaired to the last and grief at the impending separation from
him. Tears welled up in his eyes.
Just two days before death overtook him, Ghanam Krishnaiyar composed another piece. It was in raga Pantu
Varali in honor of Ananda Nataraja, the Deity at Chidambaram. Father took it down also to his dictation.
O, may my spirit, refined, shorn of all flesh,
Pure wisdom absolute,
Never fail,
O Lord of Chidambaram,
To bow down to thee
Day after day
At Thy temple-step of the mystic, wonderful Five-Letter Spell.

The end came. Father’s grief was intense. His reverence for his guru had never dimmed at all as long as he
lived.
“I shan’t see the like of him again,” he used to say with deep emotion.
*
Father then went to Udayarpalayam and lived there, patronized by the zamindar. He was also his court
musician for a time.
Could a family man in the present day devote his entire life to worship of God, prayer, meditation and similar
austerities, without making a single effort for anything materialistic, keeping himself absolutely pure in thought,
word and deed? That would surely seem impossible. But Mother’s father lived like that. He was called Krishna
Sastrigal.
He lived at the village of Surya Moolai, on the north bank of the Cauvery, a mile and a half to the north-east of
Kanjanoor. He was an authority on the Rig Veda, and a peerless devotee of Siva. The Lord’s name issued from his
lips in an uninterrupted flow, in the gentlest and sweetest of tones, like the humming of a bee in summer. I
listened to it entranced in my boyhood. Quite unawares, I also started repeating Siva’s name in prayer from my
sixth year onwards. I continue to do it to this day in all my waking moments, whether seated, on my feet, lying
down or on the move.
The sweetness of the Lord’s name, flowing from Krishna Sastrigal’s revered lips, was strongly impressed on
me while I was quite young. As was but natural, at a later date I was initiated into several mantras. It was,
however, the divinely inspiring name of Siva that had been first implanted in my mind of its own accord, long
before the others. The guru who implanted it there was, of course, Krishna Sastrigal, my maternal grandfather.
His father had taught him, when he was a boy of fourteen, two modes of worship. One of them is with an
image fashioned of fresh earth. The other is with an image formed of sphatika crystal—transparent quartz,
worshipped under the name of Chidambaresa.
As part of his daily prayer, Krishna Sastrigal repeated the name of Siva a hundred thousand times. Reciting the
appropriate chapter of the Vedas, he made obeisance to the Sun, prostrating himself 132 times. He then used to go
over the verses setting forth the Thousand Names of the Lord. Thus, most of his waking hours, from about two
hours before dawn to ten at night, he was engaged in spiritual exercises of some sort or other.
Surya Moolai is today corrupted into Surya Malai. The north-east direction is sometimes spoken of as the
corner of the Sun. As it lies to the north-east of Kanjanoor, the village came to have that name. In Sanskrit it is
1025

referred to as Surya Koti; and the presiding deity in the village temple goes by the name of Surya Kotiswara. It is
not a big village, nor is the temple counted among our more sacred shrines.
A dip in the stream Pazhavaru flowing by the village was to Krishna Sastrigal more sacred than a dip in the
Holy Ganges itself. The extensive space to the back of his house, and to the west of it, he converted into a garden.
He planted in it many kinds of flower-bearing trees, creepers and shrubs. In particular, there were the five kinds of
trees whose leaves are specially indicated in the worship of Siva. He culled every day large quantities of flowers
and leaves from these and offered them in worship. He would never go through that routine of devotion unless he
had cow’s milk for God’s symbolical bath and bilva leaves to be used one by one with each divine traditional
name and attribute.
He lavished the same care in rearing and cherishing cows that yielded such milk as he did in the tending of
trees and plants that yielded the flowers. He would gather luscious grass in the evenings and feed it to cows with
his own hands.
If he had felt like it, he might have spent his time looking after the cultivation of his lands. But he had no bent
that way. His heart was set on cultivating instead a flower-garden that would provide flowers for worship.
Ineffable joy was his when he offered those flowers, using the string of one hundred and eight names celebrating
Siva in his Celestial Abode, Maha Kailasa.
*
Krishna Sastrigal had one son and five daughters.
Grandfather and grandmother had for sometime been on the look-out for a suitable bride for their son. They
came to have the highest regard for Krishna Sastrigal, and so fixed upon his third daughter, Saraswathi for
daughter-in-law. When father’s marriage was thus settled, the zamindar of Udayarpalayam provided the means,
and the wedding was properly celebrated.
The zamindar of Ariyilur came once to Udayarpalayam on a visit. He was the son-in-law of the zamindar of
Udayarpalayam. He picked up father’s acquaintance then, and felt drawn to him on account of his musical
attainment. He requested him to go with him to Ariyilur and stay there. He also mentioned his wish to Kachi
Kalyana Ranga, his father-in-law, who gave his consent. Father accordingly left for Ariyilur with his family and
settled down as the court musician there.
Father’s singing in those days delighted everybody. His repertoire included the works of many gifted
composers.
People held him in high regard for his skill in music. They also paid the honor due to him as a disciple of the
great Ghanam Krishnaiyar.
5
Seemantha is an auspicious function celebrated shortly before one’s first child is due to be born. Father’s
Seemantha was duly celebrated at Uttamadanapuram. My mother’s father then chose an auspicious day, and took
mother with him to his village of Suryamoolai.
There I was born on the night of Monday, the 19th of February 1855.
Mother stayed at Suryamoolai till I was five months old. Grandfather then took mother and me to Ariyilur, left
us there and went back to his village. I entered with my mother the house that had been newly built for our
residence.
Every mother considers her child a lucky creature. She takes pleasure in attributing all the good that comes her
way, to that child’s own unique good fortune. My mother also used to speak like that. She believed that our
getting a house of our own in the year of my birth was directly due to the good luck I brought with me when I was
born. Not only that. A monk who lived in that area was reported to have said,
“A miracle will take place here in the year Ananda, but I am destined to leave without witnessing it myself.”
He said so when he was at the point of death, and died. Everyone felt that the introduction into this country of
the railway and the telegraph in the Ananda year was the miracle he had referred to.
It is just likely that Mother thrilled with delight in her innermost heart, counting my arrival also as one more
miracle to take place in that year of miracles. But she would not declare it openly in so many words. She would
simply say often enough in later years,
“That was the prophecy a holy man made. And it was in that year you were born.” My well-beloved mother’s
tone and manner would be most endearing when speaking about it thus to me.
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They named me Swaminathan when I was born. God Muruga at the sacred shrine of Swamimalai is known as
Swaminathan. People from our village and from elsewhere used to visit that shrine. Members of my family too,
being His ardent devotees, named me after that Deity. They then called me “Sama” for short.
*
Father’s younger brother married Lakshmi, the daughter of Seshaiyar of Mahadana Street, Mayuram. The
wedding took place while we were living at Ariyilur.
Father had therefore occasion to go to Mayuram several times both before and after that wedding. Gopala
Krishna Bharatiyar was living there in those days. Father got acquainted with him. Bharatiyar grew attached to
Father as he was both a disciple and relative of Ghanam Krishnaiyar, under whom he himself studied for a short
while. Whenever they met, he made Father sing Ghanam Krishnaiyar’s compositions and listened to them with
enjoyment. They talked long about things connected with music. They had other interests too in common. Both of
them were devotees of Siva, and both were well versed in Advaita philosophy. .
Gopala Krishna Bharatiyar had a big reputation in those days as the author of Nandanar Charitra Kirtanas. He
used to give musical discourses based on this opera at various places. The work had then become quite popular
throughout Tamil Nadu. Father never missed meeting Bharatiyar whenever he visited Mayuram.
This close friendship between the two resulted in my Father introducing here and there in his own Ramayana
discourses a few songs from that opera too. These, with the simplicity of their style and their devotional content,
won the hearts of the audience.
Mother has told me about an idiosyncrasy I had in my childhood. I simply must have a bite the first thing even
as I got up from bed in the morning. Bread, biscuits and such like were unheard of in those days. Mother baked a
small pie in a ladle and placed it on a leaf at my bedside, with a bowl inverted over it for protection. When I woke
up, I toppled the bowl with a smart slap and helped myself to the pie inside. Whatever else she failed to do,
Mother said she never once forgot to keep that pie baked and handy by my bed. Shortly after eating the pie, 1
used to have a breakfast of cold rice too.
Grandfather and Grandmother had both become weak and infirm with age. Grandfather’s one standing worry
was about death—as to when it would overtake him. He never felt happy over leaving his ancestral village and
coming to live in a different place: He had come to Ariyilur because it couldn’t be helped. But he didn’t like to
continue there forever. He wished to breathe his last in his own place and in the midst of his own kith and kin. The
very thought of dying not at Uttamadanapuram, a region watered by rivers, but in an arid tract, caused him grief.
Grandfather told Father about this one day. Already burdened with family cares, Father now began to worry
even more.
“We have somehow got settled here at last. By God’s grace we also had brother married without running into
debt for it. If we go back to our village now, how are we to make both ends meet?” Such was the tenor of his
thoughts.
Grandfather kept harping on his own desire. Father found himself in a dilemma. It would be graceless not to
accede to his father’s wish expressed in his extreme old age. It would not do either to send both Grandfather and
Grandmother by themselves to Uttamadanapuram. It was only with the object of remaining with him that
Grandfather had come to Udayarpalayam and later to Ariyilur. He surely could not bear separation from his son.
Finally Father decided that, whatever might happen, he was in duty bound to keep his father happy at all costs.
He took leave of the zamindar of Ariyilur and his other friends there, and went back with all his family to
Uttamadanapuram.
My grandparents were blessed with a few more years of life even after their return to our village. In between,
Father gave Ramayana discourses from time to time at the places he went to and brought home his earnings.
6
I was put to school in my fifth year. It was grandfather who taught me the alphabet first. A few months under a
Narayanaiyar, and then a few years under a Swaminathaiyar—this was the schooling I had at Uttamadanapuram. I
learnt the several kinds of multiplication and other tables then in vogue; and also some Sanskrit works. What I
learnt at school was supplemented by what grandfather, Father and uncle taught me at home.
Narayanaiyar was a handsome man of about thirty-five. My schoolmates and I were terribly afraid of him; for
he never spared the rod. My picture of him today is only that of a person who gave the boys repeated floggings. ..
When it came to flogging boys, it made little difference to him whether they were the sons of farmers or boys
belonging to the Brahmin community. He was quite impartial.
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I think of Fichu who was the son of a rich man, and so, rather bold and arrogant. When the teacher hit him he
tried to hit back. It never occurred to that teacher that using brute force was the last thing to make boys amenable
to him. His cane was to him his scepter. He could’ understand why Fichu alone should protest while every other
boy there took his flogging meekly. Such conduct was just what provoked him to greater fury. He laid on with a
vengeance, and finally dismissed the boy from school.
Some of us really envied Fichu his freedom. He was set free for good from the drudgery of school. He never
cared to pick up anything after that; all that Fichu Aiyar knew in his later years was to sign his name. What did it
matter whether he was well-read or illiterate, so long as he had pots of money?
All that Narayanaiyar could teach was to say by rote the alphabet and the tables. Having finished this, I passed
on to Swaminathaiyar’s school. There, for the first time, I learnt to write.
Writing-paper was yet to reach the schools; so was the slate. The pupil started learning by first writing on sand.
Then he practiced, by himself, writing on palm leaf with a stylus.\fn{ The text has: style, here and elsewhere:H}
Swaminathaiyar knew two things in addition: music and Sanskrit. He taught me Sankshepa Ramayana (a
resume of the entire epic), Vishnu Sahasranama (the verses containing the Thousand Names of Vishnu), an
anthology of didactic verse called Nitisara and three cantos of Amara, the Sanskrit lexicon in verse-form. All
these I learnt by heart. These were in addition to the usual Tamil and arithmetic. He was a little less severe than
Narayanaiyar. But all village school masters of the time swore by the rod for teaching the young properly;
Swaminathaiyar was no exception.
I, of course, joined my school-fellows at play on holidays. I did so, however, out of Father’s sight for fear of
punishment. He wished to see me at my books all day, both at school and at home.
My budding interest in music I should trace to my sixth year. Music ran in our family. As I seemed to share the
family trait, uncle took me through the first exercises in the regular notes. I kept listening when Father and uncle
sang. Then, in private, I tried to imitate them.
I also had a flair for drawing. I cut patterns on paper and shaped them into flowers. I made sketches of birds
and animals, of the elephant and the swan. I then drew portraits of some gods. I felt naturally drawn to the
paintings in the temples I visited, and examined them all in detail.
My interest and delight in temple paintings I owed to the smattering I had of well-known episodes in the
Puranas. That smattering itself I had gathered from Uncle’s teaching and from nightly narrations of puranic
episodes, which were a regular feature of village life.
Father took Mother and me once on a trip to Swamimalai. After offering worship we went round, noting one
by one the pictures drawn on the pavement. At one place we saw the figure of a grown-up standing with bated
breath in an attitude of humility, arms folded and fingers on lips, with a child on a high seat nearby.
“Who might this be?” thought Father as he drew near for a closer look.
“Could this possibly be Muruga in the act of teaching His Father?” I asked.
Father was overjoyed. He took me in his arms and gave me a big hug. The Puranas have it that Muruga once
taught the highest of Truths to Siva at that spot; and the temple was put up to commemorate just that event.
Mother used to take me with her occasionally when she visited her own native village of Surya Moolai. As I
watched my grandfather’s flawless and unchanging routine there, the devotions he practiced, and his kind and
gentle nature, I came to hold him in the deepest reverence. I joined him at dinner, which was at two in the
afternoon, after he had gone through the services of worship for the day. As I partook of the meal there was a
noticeable change in me, felt in the blood and felt along the heart. What brought this about was the conviction that
every grain I ate was sanctified by divine grace. The purity of my grandfather’s life thrilled and inspired me.
My grandfather started the day uttering Siva’s name. He continued it as he meditated in the long afternoons,
and at night too. That gentle sound fell in my ears, and, from there, slowly flowed into my heart. I was drawn to it.
I also fell into the habit of repeating it myself in the same way whenever I was free.
He happened to notice this one day. It was for him a pleasant surprise. It also made him view me with special
favor. Then and there he taught me the Mrityunjaya Stotra. He explained to me the episode of Markandeya—how
those sixteen verses helped him to win long life and immunity from death.
“Dear child,” he said, “repeat these verses, one by one, every day, just after sunset. Meditate on God as you do
it, and prostrate yourself, with Him in mind. It would ensure you longevity. It would also lead you into a state of
grace.”
I have from that day faithfully carried out his instructions. The physical strain of prostration has proved too
much in recent days. So I now rest content with reciting the prayer.
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English enjoyed the highest prestige in those days. Even those whose knowledge of it didn’t amount to much,
easily secured jobs. That language was taught in a few city schools. It would naturally take some more time for it
to reach the countryside.
I picked up only Tamil numerals in my childhood, as only these were taught in village schools. My teacher,
Swaminathaiyar, had a relative named Sivaswami Aiyar, who used to visit him often. He had had an English
education. Whenever he came to Uttamadanapuram, my teacher asked him to teach me the English alphabet. He
did so. I also learnt the English (or Arabic) numerals from him.
Picking up the English alphabet made me tread on air. It was a distinction few could come by. Knowing merely
the letters made a man feel elated in those days. The ability merely to sign in that language was enough to keep
him happy and proud.
Grandmother was taken ill, and died in May-June 1860. I was then in my sixth year. Exactly a year later, in
May-June 1861, Grandfather followed her.
When both his parents had passed away, Father decided that the only way to get out of our difficulties was to
go back to Ariyilur and set up house there as before. In the month of Aippasi (October-November) 1861, we
returned to Ariyilur.
7
Our old friends at Ariyilur rejoiced to hear of our arrival there. Many came to meet Father and talk to him as a
gesture of their love and goodwill. I was seven at the time, and so scenes and incidents of the day were all
strongly impressed on my memory. I found everything exciting—the places we went to and the people we met.
Whatever happened was new and refreshing to me. Ariyilur was my dream-city and the zamindar, the Prince
Charming of my fairy-tales.
After we returned to Ariyilur, I studied first under. an elderly teacher named Krishna Vadhyar. Many parents
sent their boys to him. He was a good Tamil scholar. He taught many minor classics like Aatti Choodi, Moodurai,
several “centuries” of verse like Manavaala Narayana Satakam, Ratna Sabhapati Maalai, Naaladiyar and Kural,
and also arithmetic. We were too young to study and understand works like Naaladiyar and Kural; but our teacher
insisted on our getting them by heart.
We learnt to write a good hand by practicing with a stylus on palm-leaf; and also on rough paper with a reed
pen. If our handwriting was slovenly, our teacher never hesitated to make the punishment fit the crime. He hit us
on the thumb with the big stylus he had. Whoever studied under him thus developed a good and steady
handwriting.
I learnt by heart everything Krishna Vadhyar taught me. Father made me report to him each day what I had
learnt at this school. 1. had to recite in. his presence five stanzas every day. If I failed, I was liable to be punished.
Father worried himself constantly about my education. He had set his heart on making me too a musician. All
musicians of the day were well acquainted with Telugu. They used to sing compositions in all three languages—
Tamil, Telugu and Sanskrit.
Father felt that a knowledge of Telugu would be helpful to a tudent of music. So he took me away from
Krishna Vadhyar’s school, and put me in another school which was run by a Veera Saiva (a staunch worshipper of
Siva) named Muttu Velayudha Pandaram. He taught Telugu, and I learnt just a little of that language from him.
I had, I should admit, a bias towards music and Tamil—none at all towards Telugu. Father was disappointed
when he noted that.
“You are a good-for-nothing,” he said. “You are unfit even to be a cook!”
I was stung by his words. But what could I do? I loved to read. Music and Tamil gave me joy. I didn’t find
such joy in Telugu. Even at the outset I realized that Telugu and I were poles apart. The dislike was natural, not
deliberate. Seeing that I didn’t take kindly to that language, Father stopped me from school. He himself started
teaching me “centuries” of verse and other such works in Tamil. He took me through the graded first lessons in
music like Sarali and Alankaram. If I flagged the least little bit in my diligence, he never spared me. I smarted
under the punishments he gave me; Mother too grieved to see me suffer.
Thus I came to leave school and studied at home as Father wished me to do. Those two languages (Telugu and
Sanskrit) and I parted company for good, and they sped far towards the horizon.
Father was very much concerned about my future; he wished that I should learn some trade that would really
enable me to earn a living. So he took me to Tillai Govinda Pillai, the village accountant, and entrusted me to him
with the request that he should teach me to keep village accounts. I proved an amenable pupil, and started
learning the subject under him.
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*
It was at this time that there came an occasion to visit Big Tirukkundram. A cousin was to be invested with the
sacred thread, and my parents took me to that village. Many relatives had gathered there for the celebration.
A concert was part of the celebration. The musician who sang that day treated the audience to certain
compositions of Gopala Krishna Bharatiyar also. A few of them were from Nandanar Charitram, which was in
vogue just then throughout Tamil Nadu. His rendering of a particular piece in raga Kaanada, describing Nandanar
allowing himself to be enveloped in flames for his transfiguration—that piece was superb.
Not only the whole song, but the way the men sang it, was well impressed on my mind. I had learnt a few
songs like this by ear, in addition to those Father taught me. I used to sing them to myself, and also before others.
They would compliment me on my singing and encourage me, especially in view of my being such a small boy.
There was only one person in whose presence I couldn’t bring myself to sing, out of fear; and that was Father.
One day I was making a display of my skill before a few people who had come for the function. One of them
then said, “Come on, give us next Teeyinil Muzhukinar”—that fine piece I have referred to, about Nandanar
leaping into the flames. I took special delight in singing it. I now blurted it out with gusto. Father had been
listening, hidden, quite nearby. It was only then that he discovered my taste for music and the practice I had given
myself in singing. It is just likely he had been thinking that I had given the go-by to music too, as I had done to
Telugu. There was deep contentment in his heart that day. He then stepped forward. Fear brought my singing to an
abrupt end.
“Why should you fear? Carry on” he said. “It does seem you’d do well as a songster!”
The expression on his face, and his words, showed that he was happy and satisfied. He then cast about in his
mind for some one who would undertake to teach me both music and Tamil literature.
*
Satakopa Aiyangar of Ariyilur was a good scholar in Tamil, who was equally proficient in music. He also
played the veena. Sometimes, when Father sang, he used to accompany him on his instrument. They often met for
holding intimate discussions on music.
Father decided that Satakopa Aiyangar was just the man who could be my guru. He took me to him one day,
shortly, after we had returned to Ariyilur.
“This boy has a taste for music and for Tamil. Nothing else seems to attract him. I have taught him so far, but
am unable to do so any longer. I request you to accept him as your pupil and give him the training he needs in
both these subjects,” he said. That teacher received me with open arms.
Father’s main aim in getting Satakopa Aiyangar to have charge of me was primarily to shape me into a
musician. Knowledge of Tamil was to be secondary. With me, however, it was the other way about! I preferred
Tamil to be my main subject of study, and music, a helpful auxiliary.
Truly that was a red-letter day in my life when I went and sat at Satakopa Aiyangar’s feet. I then set foot right
into the wide and blessed expanse which Goddess Tamil rules as her domain. He was the first to teach the
language in such a way as to make me fall deeply in love with it. Are not children readily won over by a display
of beautiful dolls? Similar were the methods he employed. It was he who put before me in the days of my nonage
the excellences, the full beauty, inherent in Tamil poetry, and sowed the seeds in my mind of Tamil scholarship.
Satakopa Aiyangar was short and stout in build, and of a medium complexion. He was a man of immense
strength. His voice, when he spoke, was a bit dim. But it cleared wonderfully when he started to sing. Listening to
him as he read Tamil poetry was a treat.
His love of teaching was inborn. He used to get up at five in the morning, go through the prescribed
observances with meticulous care, then take up his books and go and sit at the extreme end of the pial\fn{The raised
floor of a verandah:W} outside his house. Whatever poem he took up, he would read aloud and revel in. Passers-by
would stop a moment to do obeisance to him. Some would come and sit respectfully on the verandah. That would
serve as a signal for him to start reading and elucidating a poem of his choice, and fill his listeners with delight.
Many would come, drawn by report, just for the purpose of hearing him read and explain poetry. He had made a
close and detailed study of Advaita philosophy and also of Sevvai Chooduvar’s Bhagavatam in Tamil. He would
quote extensively from the latter work and go on for hours, bringing out the meaning and the beauty of the verses.
His audience would find the same pleasure there as at a first-rate musical performance; they would scarcely be
conscious of the passing hours, and would remain lost in admiration.
He had also a few regular pupils. Day after day he would come and sit on the pial and teach. He never would
feel fed up with teaching.
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“Teaching is something priceless” he would say. “No use teaching only with the pupil before us in view. Even
a pillar would do for an audience. The person who benefits most from the teaching is the teacher himself. It is his
knowledge that grows by degrees fuller and more precise.”
Once we were living in the house opposite to his. One day we noted that he was going on endlessly, teaching
something to somebody. His voice was at a higher pitch, too, than usual. His words kept flowing without
interruption. A suspicion got into our minds.
“Whom is he teaching today? Why doesn’t the pupil ever make him pause and clear a doubt?” we wondered.
A fine surprise awaited me when I peeped out. There, sitting bolt upright before Satakopa Aiyangar, was
Gopalaswami Aiyangar, sitting, it is true, but not deriving the least benefit from the teaching, being stone deaf!
SatakopaAiyangar too knew it. Then I recalled his dictum that teaching is its own reward and that even a pillar
would do for a pupil. Now he had proved it. When teaching is the thing, there is then very little to choose between
the two—a deaf man and a pillar to fill the role of pupil.
The man who bore such love to learning was himself quite poor. But he did not allow his circumstances to
affect his peace of mind. The Ariyilur estate had declined and fallen on evil days. It could no longer extend its
support to him. He therefore led a precarious life with what little assistance his pupils could give him.
In the evenings he would take a walk through the bazaar. He would borrow my towel and put it on his
shoulders. That would serve as his mantle for the duration of his progress through the town.
There was no shop-man but would stand up at his approach in great respect. They would offer him a seat and,
when he was seated, place before him a wooden plate with four betel leaves and two areca-nuts on it as their
offering. The tribute thus collected he would take home with him with the utmost care. The sale proceeds of the
whole lot would enable him to buy something needed in his household. The amount would after all be a pittance.
But what of that? Would it not procure for him a little supply of salt?”
Such a predicament as this had nothing at all to do with the joys of poetry that filled his life. That was a
different world altogether over which he ruled supreme. That world knew no hunger, no poverty, no weariness of
the flesh or of the spirit. And into that world of bliss, he took me.
He had a way of saying things which made whatever he taught quite exciting. He limited himself to just two or
three stanzas in a session. But he led up to the meaning of each by means of good illustrations and illuminating
anecdotes, and fixed it in the mind for all time. The content of the poem led him on as he taught it and he drew his
pupils too that way after him. The taste of the nectar that is Tamil—to which he treated me in small doses in my
seventh year—that taste is sweet in the mouth to this day.
The first poem he taught me was a set of ten stanzas he himself had composed in honor of the Deity in the Siva
temple at Ariyilur. It was entitled Aalandurai Eesar Padigam. In music too he taught me first a song of his own
composition. That song was in raga Sahana. From the way he taught it, the raga as well as the song fascinated
me. I became enamored of Sahana then, and it has continued to grow upon me to this day.
*
As I was going seven, Father started to worry.
“He should be invested with the sacred thread. How am I to manage it?”
Every time he went ahead and took one step forward, Fate set him back two. He found himself quite helpless.
One of Father’s patrons of those days, named Kumara Pillai of Kotta Vaasal, just then made a courtesy call,
and enquired in detail about our welfare. He came to know of Father’s worry regarding my Upanayanam. He
asked Father not to worry about it any longer, and promised to let him have the cash he needed, four days before
the function.
We had to keep the first anniversary of Grandfather’s passing in June 1868, and arranged to go to
Uttamadanapuram for the purpose. Father had full trust in the promise Kumara Pillai had made regarding money,
and so planned to get through the Upanayanam in the month of Ani, following the anniversary.
We reached Uttamadanapuram. The anniversary function was performed. Then Father started making
arrangements for the Upanayanam. He wrote to Kumara Pillai, mentioning the date he had fixed for the function.
Just four days before that date, two young farmers arrived with the money that good benefactor had sent us. As
Father took it from them both Father and uncle (who stood nearby) were moved to tears.
According to the tradition prevailing in our family, at the time I was invested with the sacred thread, I was
given the name Venkatarama Sarma. Father and others seemed to like that name; and thereafter I was generally
called Venkataraman by most people.
We all returned to Ariyilur after this function had concluded. My new-found taste for Tamil poetry made me
take firm hold of Satakopa Aiyangar again.
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*
A grand-uncle of mine, named Aiyakkutti Aiyar, was once on a visit to us at Ariyilur. People expressed a wish
to hear him read and expound Haalaasya Maahaatmyam, dealing with the glory and greatness of Madurai. He
complied with their request, and started the readings in our house. I was a regular listener.
One of the episodes in that work describes how God Somasundara rescued and blessed a maiden of the name
of Gowri. In Tiruvilaiyadal Puranam, the Tamil version of Haalaasya Maahaatmyam, that incident is described in
“Vriddha Kumaara Baalaraana Padalam”, the chapter that treats of God as successively taking roles of an old
man, a young man and an infant. In that context, Aiyakkutti Aiyar said,
“Gowri’s father initiated her into the Gowri mantra, which is capable of doing immense good.”
He also gave out that mantra and indicated the way it should be pronounced and used in prayer. I got all this
fixed firmly in my mind. Though the narration was made in public, I took it as my personal initiation at his hands,
and started that very night reciting the mantra a fixed number of times in silent prayer.
While living at Ariyilur, Father would often be invited to places nearby for giving recitals; and people used to
give him small sums in appreciation. What he earned thus in a few villages enabled him to repay the loan he had
taken from Kumara Pillai for my Upanayanam. He was court musician only in name. The zamindar was up to the
ears in debt, and the aid from the estate came in due course to be absolutely nil.
Father had learnt from experience how misfortunes quickly line up, as in a queue.\fn{ Line} He had come to
Ariyilur counting on the zamindar’s support. Now, where was he to go? My education was for him a harder nut to
crack than even supporting a family. Ariyilur provided facilities for my education, but no means of livelihood.
Such cares weighed heavily upon his mind.
8
Chidambaram Pillai was revenue accountant at the village of Kunnam which lies to the north of Ariyilur.
Being a good Tamil scholar, he used to speak to me kindly, and give me all the encouragement he could when he
learnt of my Tamil studies.
It did not take him long to find out that Father was eating his heart out over something. While talking with him
one day, he noted the absence of the usual tone of self-confidence in his speech. He guessed that worries of some
sort were at the root of it all. Gently, questioning him, he learnt with regret that the zamindar had long ceased to
support him and that he had run into debt.
“You need not stay here a minute longer,” he said to Father. “Come with me to Kunnam and settle down there.
My friends and I will see to it that you are freed from family cares, and also find a way to get you out of your
debts.”
Chidambaram Pillai engaged a country wagon for our journey, provided us with enough funds for our expenses
and then took leave. The wagon stood ready at our door at four in the morning. Father and I stepped out of our
house. With a prayer to God on his lips, he lifted me with his hands and set me inside the wagon.
Sounds of the pipe and the drum playing at the Vishnu temple fell on our ears as he did so. Father turned round
to see where all that came from. The image of Krishna had just been installed on a miniature temple car, and
camphor lights were being waved before the Deity at the gate of the temple. Father was thrilled.
“We have a very good omen,” he said with deep emotion. “We shall start, placing all our trust in Him!”
The Vishnu temple had a programme of renovation on foot. The officials of the temple had selected that hour
to take the Deity—Krishna dancing on the hood of the serpent Kaalinga—on a round of the villages nearby on a
fund-raising drive. Their installing the image on the car in front of the temple, and Father assisting me to board
the wagon, synchronized admirably. The camphor light that lighted up the Divinity’s face also illumined Father’s
heart that had been weighed down with its load of trouble and anxiety, and dispelled the gloom in it. All the
suspense and uncertainty in leaving an old place for a new one vanished at one stroke. The assurance that God
was with him on his journey through life filled his heart with peace.
Mother got in; and then Father. When all three of us had settled down in comfort, the wagon started and slowly
moved towards Kunnam.
*
It was shortly after nine when we reached Kunnam. We found Chidambaram Pillai and his friends waiting
there, eagerly expecting our arrival. We got into the house that had been fixed up for our residence.
When, in the afternoon of that day, Father went to Chidambaram Pillai’s house to meet him, he took me with
him. A good number of people had gathered there on the pial. We noted that their faces were all smiles, and our
hearts leapt up with hope.
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Chidambaram Pillai invited Father to step in. There, in the passage leading from the threshold, was his
bookcase, with the shelves well stocked with books. He showed that to Father, who took out one book. It
happened to be the works of Tayumanavar. He opened it at random, placed it in my hands and said,
“Here, read this. Let them have a sample of your reading.”
The book had opened at the section where one set of the saint’s prayers is addressed to God as formed of the
Highest Bliss. I read the poems, setting them to music as I went on; choosing a different raga for each piece,
starting with Todi. In all that he wrote, Tayumanavar has conveyed his own spiritual experience with feeling, in
diction everyone can follow. Without a trace of shyness or self-consciousness, I did my best, my young voice
adding a zest to that poetry and flooding my audience with delight.
“This gentleman from Ariyilur, you see, has given excellent training to his son, and he is sure to win
distinction like his father.” They exchanged such comments among themselves.
Thus, the very day we entered the village of Kunnam, we were also able to enter the hearts of the people there,
with “God in the Highest Bliss” for a guide.
There were four headmen in that village. They put their heads together and, with Chidambaram Pillai’s
approval, proposed that Father should give nightly discourses on Arunachala Kavi’s Ramayana. Uncle had come
from Uttamadanapuram and joined us by then. The series started, with the pial in front of Chidambaram Pillai’s
house serving as the venue.
*
The enthusiasm shown by the people proved infectious; and their friendliness put new heart into Father. Uncle
was there to support the chief performer; and I too joined in from time to time. I was in good voice as a result of
repeated practice, and came in for a greater share as days wont on. People marveled that a boy so young could
sing so well, and their appreciation served as my best incentive.
The Ramayana discourses had been in progress for some two months, when one day we reached that stage of
the story which deals with war and Hanuman’s great exploit—his fetching from a great distance the entire hill-top
on which celestial herbs grew, for reviving those who had died or fainted.
Lakshmana lay on the ground, bound by Brahmastra, Rama’s excessive grief, as he noted his brother’s plight,
and his swooning away, were narrated in such a moving manner that the audience were stirred to sorrow and pity.
All the trials Father had passed through, and all the wounds that misfortune had given him, still hurt. So the
pathos he knew at first-hand he was able to pass on vividly to his listeners; and they were steeped in emotion to an
equal degree.
At the moment feelings touched the brim, the story took a sudden turn. Hanuman went in quest of divine herbs.
He arrived, bringing with him the entire hill-top on which those herbs grew. Their mere scent, that came wafted
through the air, made Lakshmana and the others rise refreshed, as from sleep.
The audience cheered. They were, it seemed, not people merely listening to a narration of the Ramayana, but
spectators on the battlefield, sharing the sorrow of the heroes, and elated with joy at their rescue.
*
To Father, being forced to leave Ariyilur had been a great wrench, comparable with being struck down by
Brahmastra, and the support that Kunnam extended to him comparable with the rescue effected by Hanuman. The
war that Father described in his discourses had its counterpart in his own mental strife; and so every word he
spoke had the ring of reality. The emotions he portrayed, of pathos and of jubilation, were not put on, but actually
lived through and experienced by him, and so enabled him to capture completely the hearts of his audience.
When the discourse for the day was over, people spoke about it in terms of the highest admiration.
“This series will be over in a few days,” they said, “but it has whetted our appetite for more. We should have
this opportunity given to us over and over again.”
They tried to see if it would be possible by some means to make us settle down in that village for good.
Finally, Chidambaram Pillai and eleven others decided that each of them should contribute a sum of five rupees in
turn for a month. This decision they duly set down in writing on a palm leaf and signed it—all the twelve of them.
They placed this document before Father and requested him to approve of the arrangement. Father agreed, and
told them how sincerely grateful to them he was for their help.
The payment came regularly, as promised, every month. As we eked it out in several other ways, we were soon
able to live in comfort.
*
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The time came round for keeping Grandfather’s death anniversary, and Father took us to Uttamadanapuram for
the occasion. With the money he had brought with him he proposed to settle part of the family debts. But certain
elders among our relatives protested.
“For the first time in a long while you are in possession of some funds. Can you point to any trinket you have
presented so far to your wife in all the days you have been married to her? There is no mortal hurry about paying
your family debts. The debtors have been awaiting payment for a fairly long while, and can afford to wait a little
longer. As sure as the sun rises, you’re going to earn much more, and the debts are all going to be paid in full.
“But will your wife remain young forever? Everything, please in its season. Who would go and adorn his wife
with jewels after she has passed her prime? Now order a few in gold. Whatever money is left over then would do
to pay your debts,” they said.
Father saw the force of their argument and yielded. All the gold Mother had been wearing till then was the
sacred symbol of marriage around her neck. Everything else was tinsel. He now ordered for the amount he had
with him three pairs of gold ornaments for the ears, which were then in fashion. They were to be worn at the side
and at the lobes of the ears.
The day came when Mother put them on and felt boundlessly happy. She never once forgot that good omen
that had blessed us, the waving of camphor lights in front of the Deity at the gate of the Vishnu temple at Ariyilur.
She stands before me today, in the eye of memory, the gold adorning her ears and her face beaming.
*
Chidambaram Pillai’s friendship was valuable to us in more ways than one. He was a good Tamil scholar, and
had specialized in certain medieval classics, in Tiruvilaiyadal Puranam and such other works. I started taking
lessons from him.
It is good to have several strings to one’s bow—such was the trend of Father’s thoughts concerning my future.
Supposing one day I found neither Tamil nor music could help me to earn my livelihood, would it not be better
for me to have a second string and a third, so to say, to my bow?
Great prestige and influence attached to the status of a village accountant in those days. He was the man who
counted most in the village. His word was law. No one could incur his displeasure and get away with it. I had
missed an English education, and so it would be nice if I secured, as the next best thing, the place of village
accountant. Such was the plan Father had in mind for me.
*
So I soon came to be Chidambaram Pillai’s assistant in the role of village accountant.
We used to get printed forms of different kinds for entering different heads of account. Starting from ruling,
those sheets, I slowly came to do all kinds of work, including the posting of figures.
It was part of Chidambaram Pillai’s duties to go out daily to the fields and check up the crops raised in
different areas, and the condition of those crops. I used to accompany him on such trips. His time would be taken
up with his official routine, while mine was packed with delight at the scenery I found spread out before me.
There is always wonderful variety in the crops grown in dry areas. The ears that had just started sprouting in
millets of different kinds with pulses growing here and there for a change, would form a very pleasing sight.
And then there were the wild flowers and plants and trees that no human hand had grown or tended, creepers
of fragrant mullai (jasmine) tulasi (basil), the aromatic herb so beloved of Vishnu, and sacred bilva (wood-apple)
and the vanni trees, and clumps of oleanders in bloom—all these proclaiming the beauty of Nature in all her
pristine freshness and loveliness.
The village accountant’s interest and pleasure would be wholly centered on the crops. He would all the time be
making a good calculation in his mind of the cash value of the yield expected. Though I moved with him closely,
my thoughts refused to run on such lines. I found the same beauty both in the millets weighed down with grain
and the basil with its endless cluster of blossom. I could make no distinction in my mind between the millets that
have a market value and the basil that has none. Both lent the same enchantment to my view. The bilva and the
vanni trees were part of the design in Mother Nature’s own timeless image of beauty. They have a light, a gleam
of their own, as they shoot up wild from the earth, a beauty we can never find in trees man has carefully planted
and nurtured.
Rills and sluices flowed everywhere. The luscious vegetation on their banks never failed to arrest my attention.
I noted such spots, and made my way there in the early morning to collect the wealth of flowers and leaves that
Father could use in his worship.
*
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One day there came to Kunnam, with an imposing body of retainers and grandiose paraphernalia, a self-styled
poet. He rode in a palanquin, and was followed on foot by about fifteen men—disciples and servants. As I had
heard that in olden times kings honored poets with the gift of a palanquin, I was happy to come across one who
had achieved that distinction and therefore was likely to have a store of valuable information I could draw on.
The poet alighted in front of Chidambaram Pillai’s house. Some of his disciples officiously spread a carpet on
the pial, placed a cushion for a seat and a bolster for him to lean on. The poet took his seat giving himself airs.
Some held palm-leaves ready in their hands to take down the verses he would soon be inspired to utter. Others
just waited upon him to do his bidding. The villagers were soon standing about in knots, drawn by this unusual
sight.
“Where do you come from, please?” Chidambaram Pillai asked, when he met the poet.
“We belong to Tribhuvanam,” the poet replied. “We are the poet-laureate at Maharajah Pratapa Simha’s court,
a poet-laureate born and bred.”
He then recited the verses he had composed specially in honor of Chidambaram Pillai. His stentorian voice, the
air of importance he put on and the grandeur with which he surrounded himself led everyone to assume he should
really be the poet-laureate of some big ruler.
But the verses he recited gave the game away. The fine scholar that he was, Chidambaram Pillai sized him up
at a stroke, and knew he was dealing that day with an arch-impostor.
He pointed out the presence of redundant syllables in two lines out of four in one of the stanzas of the poem.
The poet was not the man to be daunted by such criticism.
“Redundant syllables? Yes. I have put them in so that they might redound to your credit. Surely it would not do
to prune and reduce your redundant graces!”
He said that, and then looked proudly round as if he had scored a victory in the battle of wits. He was then
merely punning on the word “seer”, which in Tamil means “feet” in scansion,\fn{ Scansion is the act of determining and
(usually) graphically representing the metrical character of a line of verse. A system of scansion is a way to mark the metrical patterns of a
line of poetry. In classical poetry, these patterns are based on the different lengths of each syllable, and in English poetry, they are based on
the different levels of stress placed on each syllable. In both cases, the meter often has a regular foot. Over the years, many different
systems have been established to mark the scansion of a poem } as also riches, splendor and so on in general.

Chidambaram Pillai asked a few more questions. The answers the poet gave were all quite irrelevant, but
spoken in a tone of such aggressive self-confidence as to make the bystanders assume that the man was also
master of effortless répartée. His impudence made Chidambaram Pillai laugh. But he was also indignant at the
man’s rank imposture.
“After all he has come all the way here, in the cause of Tamil, and professing to practice Tamil poetry. And he
has quite a large number of dependants too to support,” so thought Chidambaram Pillai, as he handed him a sum
of three rupees.
“Do you take me for a beggar?” the poet demanded in wounded pride. “You don’t seem to assess me at my real
worth. Remember, please, I am the poet-laureate of a Prince!”
Chidambaram Pillai was more than a match for such men. He continued to smile as he took the pseudo-poet
aside and told him in private,
“You can impose upon others, but not upon me. I have already taken the measure of your attainments. This
sum of three rupees is given to you not in recognition of your talent, which is nil, but out of charity. If you decline
this, you are welcome to go back empty-handed, and starve. I am the last man on earth to be taken in by all this
show, or to be intimidated by your bombast.”
What a pity! Not a word did the poet utter now. He took the proffered three rupees and beat a hasty retreat with
his men.
9
While we were yet living at Kunnam, there was a wedding in the house of a Sree Vaishnava of that village.
Some of the guests who had come belonged to Kargudi, a village to the north of Kunnam; and one of them, called
Kasturi Aiyangar, was a friend of Chidambaram Pillai. Chidambaram Pillai described him to me as a very learned
man, a scholar the like of whom could not be met with in those parts, one who had specialized in Kamba
Ramayanam and such other works, and was besides an able and eloquent speaker. The desire at once rose strong
in me that I should meet this gentleman and acquire whatever valuable knowledge he might be pleased to impart.
Kasturi Aiyangar himself came to where we were, the day after the wedding. Our landlord was his relative, and
he came to see him. Several others too came with him. They all sat down together and had a long conversation. I
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stood nearby listening. It was a treat to listen to Kasturi Aiyangar. He interspersed his talk with verses, and
explained beautifully the meaning of the verses he quoted.
“How I wish,” I kept saying to myself, “how I wish he might notice me and talk to me, or just ask me about
something!” One of the group who had guessed my thoughts drew the great man’s attention. He said,
“This boy, sir, is an earnest pupil. He has been most anxious to meet you and is now standing there, listening to
your talk.”
“Is that so?” said Kasturi Aiyangar. “I am glad.” Then turning to me he asked,
“Under whom are you studying?”
“Under the village accountant here.”
“What have you been studying?”
“Tiruvilaiyadal Puranam.”
“Has anyone else taught you before?”
“Yes. I have studied under Satakopa Aiyangar of Ariyilur and a few others.” I then gave a list of the works they
had taught me.
“Really? Satakopa Aiyangar is a very fine scholar. I am much gratified to hear you have been his pupil. Come
along; let us hear you recite just one poem,” he said.
I then gave out a stanza from Tiru-Vengadattantaadi, in raga Bhairavi. He asked me for the meaning. I gave
that too, briefly.
“Well done!” he said, his pleasure showing in his tone. I felt as if he had covered me head-to-foot with a
shower of gold. How fortunate I was in that a scholar of such eminence should first notice me, then listen to what
I recited, and finally compliment me on my performance!
“If there is any other bit you remember, you may recite that too.”
That was all the prompting I needed. I came out with a few selections from the “centuries” ( Sathagams) of
verse I had studied.
“Are you acquainted with Tiru-Vengada-maalai?” he asked.
“No, Sir,” I said.
“I shall dictate one verse now. Take it down.”
“What a great piece of luck!” I thought. “My stars smile so propitiously on me today.”
He repeated one poem slowly, enabling me to write it down. He then explained its meaning.
“Now, let us see how you read it and repeat the meaning,” he said.
I was keen on winning his good opinion. I carefully went over the poem and just as I had heard it, repeated the
meaning too with trepidation in my heart. It was easy to see he liked me.
“Be a diligent student,” he said. “You are quick on the uptake.” One of those present then asked,
“Could you yourself undertake to teach him?”
“By all means. If he comes to Kargudi I shall arrange for everything he needs, and teach him. He is quite a
promising pupil.” Father had been there all the time, watching the conversation and where it pointed. He now
came forward and said,
“We shall readily come to your place, sir. There is nothing else on earth in which the boy is interested. You
should somehow see your way to teach him.” Every word he spoke was charged with feeling.
Kasturi Aiyangar’s assurance made us feel we had come upon a real treasure-trove. He said to Father,
“Select, please, an auspicious day, and come to our place.” To me he added,
“So you are willing to come to me? Then, do come.”
He then took leave of us and left. Father noted my impatience to go to Kargudi. He took Mother and me there
on an auspicious day. Kasturi Aiyangar had led the Sree Vaishnavas of Kargudi to expect us; and so they had
made all arrangements to make us feel at home in their midst.
*
The first thing Kasturi Aiyangar taught me was the standard work on Tamil grammar, known as Nannool, with
the commentary on it by Visakhapperumal Aiyar, and the gloss and exegesis pertaining to it. I formed the habit of
repeating from memory the whole of Nannool once every day. The tenets of grammar thus came slowly into view
like objects in moonlight.
Nannool enjoyed great prestige at the time. A mastery of it was the hall-mark of a scholar. But few people took
as kindly to grammar as they did to literature; and the scholars were rare who could grasp and teach the pros and
cons set down in the commentaries. By a thorough mastery of the tense rules of Nannool and their commentary, I
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knew I would be taken to be a budding grammarian. All the same I did not lose sight of the fact that there was
plenty more to be learnt under that head.
Six months later, we took leave of Kasturi Aiyangar and others, and returned to Kunnam. The good people of
the village continued to cherish and support us as generously as ever.
There is a village called Venmani to the east of Kunnam. We went there for a spell, invited by the well-to-do
people of the place; and Father gave discourses there on Arunachala Kavi’s Ramayana. On the day the series
concluded, he got twenty pagodas (seventy rupees) as remuneration.
10
One day there came to Venmani a scholar of the name of Amrita Kavirayar. He would have been about seventy
at the time. Though he was not widely read, the few works he knew he knew thoroughly; and he was, besides,
master of the art of clear exposition.
He stayed with the village munsiff, and gave a talk in the presence of a small gathering. Among the poems he
quoted and explained was a selection from Tiruvarangathantadi.
“Here is an opportunity for me,” I thought, “to satisfy a long-felt need. It is just likely he has been taught the
whole poem by a good master. It would be worth while to get him to teach it to me even if it involves payment of
a fee.”
At once I ran home post-haste and brought the book, and requested him to explain to me one stanza in that
series. He did so in great detail. I fixed it all carefully in my mind. Then I read the next piece. If he thought fit to
teach the entire work, I was that moment prepared to learn it all from him, just like that, at one sitting right
through! But it did not prove as easy as all that for me to get my wish fulfilled that day. I stopped at the last line
and looked up at his face. I had been hanging on his lips till then; and I eagerly hoped to learn several more
stanzas in the same manner as the last.
He began with an elaborate preface which paved the way to I knew not what.
“Tiruvarangath-antaadi is full of yamaka, (the art of repeating in the same stanza words and syllables similar
in sound, but entirely different in meaning) and most people would be unable to make head or tail of it,” he said.
“The effort the student has to put in, to grasp just one stanza of this work is equal to the strain of trying to
understand a hundred stanzas of any other work. That’s where the trouble lies, you know.”
When one starts teaching a poem, it is usual to say a few words first about its author, and then about the way
the poem has shaped at his hands. I thought the Kavirayar was doing just this work of introduction. I knew from
my own experience how hard this poem proves to be to a beginner. So I said,
“What you say, sir, is true. Even Sami Aiyangar of Kargudi admitted that his mastery of the work was confined
to no more than twenty-seven of the stanzas.”
“Exactly! Now you catch my point. We can teach occasional verse easily. We can even deal in detail with the
whole of Naidadam (the story of Nala). This antadi defies such an approach. Guess-work will not do here. Only
by the sweat of our brow can we master it, word by word. Oh, I have slaved over it for days and days! Each
stanza in it is a veritable treasure.”
“True; no doubt about that,” I said to myself.
“It won’t do at my age, you know,” he went on spiritedly, “to give away to you for nothing what I have
acquired with such enormous effort. Who would scatter to the winds the treasure he has accumulated, a particle at
a time? Moreover, you see, I have almost lost my voice for today. Good-bye!” he said, as he got up and left.
I was keenly disappointed.
“What a slip between the cup and the lip!” I thought in sadness. “With the same amount of energy he wasted in
talk, he might easily have taught me two more stanzas at least.”
There were people there at the time listening to what had passed between us. I had their sympathy. They noted
my disappointed look and said,
“What a pity! The boy approached him with such longing in his heart and with such hope. This old man
doubtless has a heart of stone to turn him away like that. When he called Tiruvarangath-antaadi a treasure, he
was cent percent right. It is a treasure, and he the dragon guarding it.”
*
When the Ramayana discourses concluded at Venmani, we all returned to Kunnam, which continued to be our
chief stay and support. The village accountant Chidambaram Pillai and his friends did everything in their power to
confirm the attachment we felt for their village.
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Chidambaram Pillai had many palm-leaf manuscripts in his possession. He stored them with care in a separate
room, classified in groups. I used to read some of them when I felt like it.
As my mind had long been steeped in the collections of verse I studied, I naturally took to composing verse of
my own, with these to serve as my model. I was familiar enough with the rhythm of old poems, with their
movement, to imitate them successfully. I knew also how to embellish what I wrote with alliteration and rhyme.
But I was totally ignorant of the rules of prosody, the combination of long and short syllables to make up different
kinds of feet, and their distribution in lines of different length to make up the required meter.
I composed poems, which were replicas of the hymns I had studied, in honor of the Deities worshipped at
Kunnam temple—Adi Kumbheswara and Mangalambika. I lifted bodily for this purpose the ideas to be found in
the works of Tayumanavar, Pattinattuppillaiyar and others.
“Infatuated with pretty women, O Lord, my life I have all misspent!” I wrote; as also,
“What boots it\fn{ What good does it do; what does it profit one:H } to dance attendance upon the great and keep before
them incense kindled at the muse’s flame?”
Being able to recapture the tone and the sentiment of older poets, turned my head a little. I felt sure Father
would pat me on the back for my achievement, and regaled him one day with a few choice specimens.
“Don’t make an ass of yourself, and waste your time writing such stuff,” he said.
“Why, what could be wrong in my writing in the same manner as others before me?” I asked.
“What they lived through and knew from experience they drew upon when they wrote. Aren’t you a bit too
young to claim to have been ensnared by women and all that?”
I put down Father’s objection as perverse. Was there a law that one should compose poems only about what
one has experienced in life? Others said they had first been infatuated with beauty, outgrown that infatuation later
and found enlightenment. My mind was steeped in their poetry; and so it seemed quite the proper thing to do,
touch up their ideas a little here and there to make them sound different, and reproduce the diction and the
movement in the best way I could.
I could not realize that it was silly to speak about the pangs or the foolishness of passion at an age when one
could have no idea of love at all. I made no effort when I wrote to think up something original and put it in verse
form. I found my own work quite pretty, and found pleasure in repeating it to myself at all hours. It kept me both
happy and proud.
Father had carefully assessed the educational progress I made from day to day. It was easy to see that I came to
occupy his thoughts more and more as the days passed. He had been so far exerting himself only to give me a
good education. Now he cast about for a way to get me married too.
*
Child marriage was the order of the day. A man would lose face if his children didn’t get married by a certain
age. I was going thirteen when Father started to worry. In those days it was mostly the boy’s parents that had to
take the initiative and go in search of a suitable bride, and not the other way about.
It was again the boy’s parents who had to foot the bill at a wedding, for the greater part. Formerly, when Father
felt encouraged by the support people at Kunnam extended to him, the thought was uppermost in his mind that he
should first clear the family debts with whatever he was able to save. Now he changed. his mind.
“Debts could be paid even by disposing of our lands. But marriage cannot wait. Whatever I get I should
hereafter earmark for that,” he decided.
He set about in right earnest searching for a suitable bride for me. A gentleman of the name of Ramaiyangar,
who belonged to Kalattoor in Perumpuliyoor Taluk, used often to visit Kunnam. Father got acquainted with him,
and the two became friends. He noted how Father was worried over my marriage.
“Do come to Kalattoor, please. You will obtain there all the facilities you need for the wedding. There will be
an end to all your worries too about money,” he said.
Ramaiyangar sent a carriage for our journey within a few days of his return to his place. He was a wealthy
man; and his house was a big two storeyed building. When we reached Kalattoor, he placed a part of that house at
our disposal. We found everything fixed to enable us to live there in the utmost comfort and all our wants supplied
in full.
Ramaiyangar and his friends selected an auspicious day for Father to start giving his Ramayana discourses.
These lasted from eight to eleven each night, and the response was quite encouraging. Father introduced a number
of illustrative quotations in his discourses. These included the works of other composers, poems in Tamil and apt
verses from the Sanskrit original. When the time came to use any of these, he would prompt me. I’d take the cue
and sing the desired piece at once. I noted the favorable reaction to this among the audience. The appreciation
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they showed of my voice and the manner of my singing made itself felt when my turn came again. I’d just let
myself go.
It is perhaps a weakness to value praise and appreciation sincerely given far more than payment made in
money or kind. Such weakness is shared by all men. It is no wonder therefore that, in the days of my youth, I too
set much store by the admiration I aroused in people by my singing.
*
Rama’s coronation at Ayodhya, marking the completion of the series of discourses, was celebrated on a grand
scale at Kalattoor. Ramaiyangar and others collected and presented a sum of one hundred pagodas (three hundred
and fifty rupees) which was five times as much as we had been usually presented till then. The pooling of the
musical talents of three people—Father, Uncle and myself—had as much to do with the size of the purse as the
occasion for which the series had been programmed, namely, my marriage. One hundred and fifty rupees went for
expenses, and the balance of two hundred was deposited with Ramaiyangar himself to be drawn at the time of the
wedding.
When the Ramayana discourses concluded, the people there wanted Father to take up Nandanar Charitram
next. That work had reached every nook and corner of Tamil Nadu at that time. Every one knew that, since the
author, Gopala Krishna Bharatiyar, was a good friend of Father’s, that opera was Father’s specialty. He would
render each song faithfully, just as the great composer himself had set it to music.
Father complied with that request. Being himself an ardent devotee of Siva, he did full justice to the exalted
devotion that is the main theme of the story.
Among his audience there was now one who belonged to Maravanattam, a village that lies to the north of
Kalattoor. He was a man of great wealth, and was particularly noted for his piety and devotion. The symbols
associated with Siva worship—the sacred ashes smeared on the body and the strings of Rudraksha beads worn
like jewels—he was never to be seen at any time without these. His heart was also ever filled with pity and
compassion for the poor. He had an altogether impressive personality, with a very fair complexion. His name was
Chidambara Udaiyar.
The theme being so congenial, this gentleman was eager to attend this series, and did not miss a single day’s
discourse. As Father went on with his narration, Chidambara Udaiyar could not keep back his tears. He could be
seen there, transfigured with emotion, hair standing on end, and completely identified in spirit with the hero,
Nandanar, who, having heard of the greatness and sanctity of Chidambaram, yearned day and night to visit the
holy city. Like Nandanar too, he kept repeating the name of that place, Tillai (Chidambaram) at all hours.
11
Mother and I stayed at Kalattoor. I continued studying Tamil poetry as usual, regretting all the while my
inability to secure the services of a good and proper guide. Father toured the countryside, wherever we had
relatives, seeking a bride for me.
After searching far and wide, he came upon a likely party for our alliance at Maalaapuram, close to our own
village. One Ganapati Aiyar of that village belonged to a family closely related to ours for a long time, and he had
a daughter named Madhuraambika. Her horoscope agreed with mine, the marriage was settled, and the fact
intimated to us.
The conditions included payment of two hundred rupees towards wedding expenses, thirty-five rupees for the
bridal dress, and a hundred and fifty rupees for jewels—all of which Father agreed to pay to Ganapati Aiyar.
Taking into account the expenses connected with the bride’s entry into our house after the wedding, and the cash
we had on hand, we found we needed another hundred and fifty to see through the whole celebration without
pinching.
Father went therefore to Maravanattam, met Chidambara Udaiyar and told him about our need. He rejoiced to
hear that my wedding had been settled, and said,
“Why should you, of all persons, worry about anything? Lord Nataraja has blessed you in full with His divine
grace. What is there on earth that you cannot obtain?” So saying, he made Father go with him to his lime-grove
hard by, opened the bag he kept tucked into his waist-cloth, took out one hundred rupees and gave the amount to
him.
“Take this, please, for the present. I shall give you fifty more at the time of the wedding.” He then added,
“If there is need for more, there is plenty more where this comes from.” Father received the money, and
requested Udaiyar to honor him by attending the wedding without fail.
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“I shall certainly attend,” he replied. “I have to keep the anniversary of my father’s death. I shall set out after it
is over; and when I come I shall bring money with me. Don’t worry! Everything will be all right,” and he bade
him good-bye.
Father took Mother and me to Uttamadanapuram from Kalattoor. Preparations for the wedding were afoot at
Maa1aapuram. Those were days when travel did not have the speed of the railway trains and buses of today.
Relatives kept coming from far and near for a whole month before the wedding-day. The preparations went on
slowly, and everyone present would be engaged in these for well over a month.
I was going fourteen at the time; and the bride was eight. Rarely did the bridegroom meet the prospectivebride before the wedding day in those days. I knew the bride by sight, it is true, but had not met her or talked to
her. Both of us looked upon the function as good fun, and nothing more. Those who derived greater fun and
entertainment out of it were surely the wedding-guests who played pranks, made us do things just to please them,
and laughed.
I was married on the sixteenth of June, 1868. That night Chidambara Udaiyar arrived from Maravanattam,
covering the whole distance on horseback. He would have come the previous day, but for the ceremony he had
had to perform. So he had started in the morning of the wedding-day, and reached Maalapuram the same night.
Within a moment, he met Father and placed in his hands the sum of fifty rupees as promised. The gift was timely,
and Father assured him how grateful he was for such welcome assistance.
When Chidambara Udaiyar alighted from his horse in front of that house, everyone present was impressed by
his presence, and rightly concluded he must be a man of wealth and status. The money jingled as it changed
hands, and filled bystanders with astonishment. Only then did people infer that Father was a man with plenty of
influence in the right quarters.
The wedding extended over four days, and on the evening of the fifth day the bride set foot in our house, the
event being celebrated with even greater pomp and splendor than the wedding. Our fellow-villagers were happy
to note that we had not suffered, but rather gained, by leaving our village and going to seek our fortune elsewhere.
I could not perceive any change in myself as a result of my ceasing to be a bachelor and becoming a married
man. There seemed very little to be gained from all this travel, this endless getting and spending, and the details
associated with the wedding function. The only business in which I was interested was the study of Tamil
literature. It was all the wealth I hankered after; it was the bread of life to satisfy my knowledge-hunger. The
closer I got to it, I was convinced, the greater would be my zest for life, my sense of achievement, and the
satisfaction of profit derived from a life well-lived.
It was so when my life began; it was so when I was a man; and it is so now when I have grown old. That
attitude of mind has never changed.
*
While we were at Kalattoor, we got a greater quantity of millets than of rice. We used to exchange the millets
for more rice. One day I happened to notice something unfamiliar on Mother’s leaf as she ate. I found it was
millets prepared for food. Seeing that rice was a bit rare and scarce in that area, she had served rice to Father and
to me, and confined herself to a diet of millets. She had been doing this, it seems, for some time.
“Why do you do like this, Mother?” I asked her.
“Millets. you know, are good for health. I decided it would be meaningless therefore to exchange them for rice,
and forgo the benefit.”
“If that is so, why do you keep serving rice to us?”
Mother was nonplussed. She then complied with my request, and began to take rice as we did.
*
As Deepavali drew near—it was the month of Aippasi—we went to Uttamadanapuram for the festival, the first
one following marriage being always considered to be of prime importance. My father-in-law had sent us an
invitation; and we celebrated Deepavali duly at Maalaapuram. With it was combined the function usually known
as the Sixth Month, denoting the completion of half a year after the wedding.
Clothes with a gold-thread border, worth seven rupees, for Deepavali, and a cash-gift of fourteen rupees for
the Sixth Month—these were the presents I received that day. As I was already wearing bracelets of silver, they
now, in accordance with Mother’s wishes, ordered a silver chain also for me to wear.
Father lay ill with fever after Deepavali was over. So for six whole months we remained at Uttamadanapuram.
12
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We had occasion to go to Kumbakonam one day on business. Father took me to the house of a lawyer of the
name of Venkata Rao, who was his friend. In answer to the enquiries he made about me, Father said,
“He is studying Tamil literature now on his own, and is also picking up some music. He is in need of a proper
guide. We hear that Tyagaraja Chettiar of this place is an eminent scholar; and so he wishes to become his pupil if
he could.” Father then made me recite a few verses I had composed. Venkata Rao said,
“This poetry business is all quite interesting. But what is the good of practising such stuff in these days? It is
only waste of effort. Let him drop this for good, and take to English instead. I shall contribute my mite, and
persuade my friends to do like me. In a few years you will see what excellent prospects he has.”
His words disappointed me; and I was in no mood to make allowances for his good intentions. On the other
hand, I strongly resented his advice to me to learn English, when I had come all the way on purpose to get him to
recommend me to Tyagaraja Chettiar. I’d have nothing to do with English or the prospects it would open out to
me. So ran my thoughts in the bitterness of my failure. Father continued,
“He has already tried his best to learn the English language, as also Telugu. But his mind balks and shies at
both. He has a bias only towards Tamil and nothing else; and I have given up as useless all attempts to divert him
from that course.” We then took leave of Venkata Rao and returned to Uttamadanapuram. In due course we got
back to Kunnam; and Father resumed his musical discourses, I grew listless, and found the taste of the books I
had read already insipid with endless repetition. There was nothing I could do to cut myself off from my
moorings.
Just then it so happened we had one day a visitor. He belonged to Arumbaavoor in Perumpuliyoor Taluk, and
was a man of immense wealth and standing. He was on his way to Ariyilur, when he stopped at Kunnam and
stayed with us as our guest. He was a good scholar and, what is more to the purpose, an intimate friend of Sri
Minakshisundaram Pillai. As he chatted with me, he realized the love I bore for the Tamil language and literature.
He spoke at length about Sri Pillai as someone quite unique.
“Why do you keep your boy, who has such a thirst for knowledge, confined to this out-of-the-way place?” he
said to Father. “If you take him to Sri Pillai and leave him in his hands, he will make his mark in no time. Left
here, he would as surely eat his heart out and soon become good for nothing. Well, I don’t like the boy being kept
here a minute longer than could be helped. That’s all I can say,” he concluded.
“Supposing I take the boy to Sri Pillai,” Father asked, “how could we count on his agreeing to teach him?”
“Don’t doubt it!” our friend assured us. “You have no idea of the number of pupils whom he is teaching, and
the number that have risen to eminence as a result of having studied under him. There is nothing he likes so much
in life as teaching. Just at present he is at Nagapattinam, engaged in his arangetram (first public recital) of the
purana he has composed in honor of that town. I had the privilege of spending a month with him there. You can
always find him in the company of the pupils he teaches, for teaching is the one thing he never tires of.”
“Granting that what you say is true, how can I find it in my heart to send the boy there all by himself? Should I
not first secure the means also for his food and other expenses for the duration of his stay there? We have just had
to spend a big amount on his marriage. How can I afford to spend any more money, now, situated as I am?” Thus
spoke Father. Our friend heard him out.
“I have told you my mind. It is for you to come to a decision. I can’t see anyone else who has the same
capacity as Sri Pillai to give the boy the guidance he needs. That is all!” With these words he got up, and was soon
on his way to Ariyilur.
We continued to get similar reports from several others too about Sri Pillai, and his pre-eminence as scholar, as
teacher and as a large-hearted gentleman. My mind got fixed on him, to the exclusion of every other thought.
Would God ever vouchsafe me my prayer?
*
One morning I was on the verge of despair. I had in my hands a book—Tiruvilaiyadal puranam, which I had
taken up to read. It was a time-honored custom to get a small boy to insert a string into a sacred book, like the
Ramayana or Tiruvilaiyadal, at random, and then to use the verses at the foot of the page that opened to our view
to read our fortune. If the purport was favorable, it boded well for the future; otherwise, no. It struck me I too
could try this course, and see if it would serve to assuage my grief.
A small boy obliged me by inserting a string into the book, and I opened it quite slowly at the page indicated.
The chapter dealt with God expounding the meaning of the Scripture. Some sages who had not been able to make
out the sense of the Vedas came to Madurai, and performed penance there to propitiate the Divine Teacher of
Teachers, Dakshinamoorthi, and were enlightened by Him.
1041

Such was the episode before me. The verses described how beautiful was the Form assumed by
Dakshinamoorthi when He appeared before the sages. Torn between fear and hope, I had looked at the page. I had
been quite anxious that the last verse on it should somehow happen to be of the right sort. My heart almost missed
a beat when I came to it at last.
That stanza thrilled and stirred me to the roots of my being. Tears welled up in my eyes. I stood transfixed with
emotion, for my prayer seemed to have been granted to me. All I had asked for was a teacher; and there in that
stanza stood revealed in visible Form the great Omniscient God Himself as the Divine Teacher, Dakshinamoorthi.
What more could I aspire for?
Hope dawned again with the conviction that God would never forsake me. God Minakshisundara of Madurai
had taught the sages the wisdom they sought for. What was there now to prevent my getting a teacher too who had
the same name, Minakshisundaram?
I was further heartened by the fact that it was in the Form of Minakshisundara that God was worshipped in our
own home by Father with such steadfast devotion. Father rejoiced greatly when I told him of the excellent omen I
had thus been favored with.
Our problems stared us in the face. How could I go to that great Teacher, how find the money for the years of
study under him, and how could I stay alone there, separated from my parents? All the same, the stanza that had
turned up by divine will was in my favor; and it made us await with confidence what the future would bring us. A
sort of instinct within us buoyed up our hopes.
Our landlord at Kunnam, Ramaiyangar by name, understood the yearning in my heart, and extended his full
sympathy to me. One day he suggested to Father that he should entrust me to Chinnappannai Vriddhachala
Reddiar of Senganam, and assured him that he would agree to teach me without fail. .
“I don’t know who he is, this Vriddhachala Reddiar,” said Father.
“He lives at Senganam; he is a very rich man noted for his philanthropy. He is also an eminent scholar who can
teach both grammar and literature equally well.”
“What arrangements could we make there for our food and other needs?”
“When you go there, you should take your family with you. He will himself make every arrangement that is
necessary. I shall take you there and introduce you to him myself, for he is an old friend,” said Ramaiyangar; and
then went on expatiating upon that gentleman’s excellent qualities of head and heart.
We left Mother at Kunnam, and went to Senganam with Ramaiyangar.
*
This boy is bent on studying Tamil, and is not interested in anything else. He may be taught all the great
classics. Moreover, his family also may be cared for, for the duration of his studies,” said Ramaiyangar. Reddiar
agreed to do so.
“Can you tell me what books you have studied so far?” Reddiar asked me. I gave him a list of the books, and
also the name of the teacher who had taught each one of them.
“It is true, sir, I have gone through all these works. But I can’t say I have clearly grasped them from end to end.
It is up to you, Sir, to make my knowledge thorough,” I added. He smiled and said,
“Yes. As you have studied the commentary on Nalinool quite thoroughly, there is no need to take you over
grammar and usage relating to letters and words. You know such things well. The next step would be to teach you
prosody, the rules and laws relating to the art of poetry. We shall first take up Yapparungalakkarikai, the standard
work on prosody. We shall think of other things afterwards.” He then turned to Father, and asked him to come and
settle there with his family.
Our joy knew no bounds. We took leave of Reddiar, returned to Kunnam, and then set out for Senganam again
on an auspicious day, taking Mother with us. After a fairly long break, I now could resume my studies, which
made me quite happy.
*
I had been totally ignorant of prosody till then, and so it would have been an up-hill task for Reddiar to teach it
to me. But he was a past master of the art of teaching; and his knowledge matched my own eager love of the
subject; and so I came to have a clear grasp of it quite soon.
It was in December 1869 that my studies at Senganam commenced. My teacher would wake me up at four in
the morning, and make me recite the twenty stanzas known as Tiruvembavai, a part of Tiruvaachakam. He would
then give a resume of the lessons for the previous day, and question me closely on them. Such questions were of
great benefit to me; he knew from experience that continuing a lesson was of little use unless he could judge how
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much of the ground already covered had been clearly understood. Teaching becomes effective, and knowledge
gets confirmed, only when the mind is led to dwell on the subject again and again by repeated questioning.
Even while he was teaching me, he used to speak about the scholars whom he knew. He used to say that he had
met Tyagaraja Chettiar, who was Tamil Pandit in the College at Kumbakonam, and that he was a great authority
on grammar. He used to speak of Sri Minakshisundaram Pillai also fairly often and point out the beauties in the
laudatory verses he had appended to editions of Tirukkural and other works.
“I haven’t had the honor of meeting him yet” he would say, “but I have known him for long by reputation. He
is said to be an inspired poet from whom verses flow like a mountain torrent. He is always surrounded by a host
of disciples, and there is no literary work which he does not know. I am in doubt about the meaning of certain
passages, both in poetry and in the commentaries on it, and have long wanted to go to him to have them cleared;
but I wonder when I am going to have the opportunity.” He would, as he told me these things, show me also the
palm leaves in which he had jotted down those points which had proved difficult to him.
Not content with merely hearing what others usually said about Sri Pillai, I would also ask them for further
details about him. I had already told Reddiar about my wish to become a pupil under him, and also about my
experience on the day I had used Tiruvilaiyaadal puranam as an oracle. We often went on talking endlessly about
Sri Pillai’s remarkable gifts. Reddiar would conclude whatever he said with an exhortation on these lines:
“Yes, it is only by going to him that you can study a number of other great works; and he is certainly the most
competent teacher you can get to give you complete satisfaction by his teaching. We here are like springs on a
plateau, storing a little rainwater. He is, on the other hand, a mighty perennial river like the Cauvery. It is but
proper that you should go to him.”
Such words confirmed in my heart the desire planted there already by the advice given by so many others. Not
content with speaking to me about this, Reddiar also took Father into his confidence.
“Don’t, please, for a moment suppose that I say this because I do not want you on my hands any longer. I can
afford to support you all for any number of years with the means God has placed at my disposal. It is I that really
stand to gain by your son studying under me, since I derive both pleasure and satisfaction by teaching him and
discussing with him matters of purely literary interest. I can continue like this forever, since I have reached the fag
end of my life, and have few other interests left; whereas your son has a whole lifetime of achievement awaiting
him. The best thing would be for you to take him to Sri Piltai and leave him in his charge. I have done my best to
teach him what I know; and it is high time he was taken to the right place for further progress in his studies. I
shall certainly find the parting quite painful; but it would be selfish on my part to detain him here any longer for
my own benefit, and block his advancement even for a minute hereafter. It would be a sin, a crime, to attempt
that.” He went on stressing this opinion of his at every opportunity.
“Wherever I go,” Father told him in reply, “I find people unanimous in their views regarding the boy’s future.
It seems to be God’s will also. I cannot afford to be indifferent to that any more.”
He thus decided to take me to that great teacher without delay, and made ready to leave Senganam with
Reddiar’s permission.
Our stay at Senganam extended from December 1869 to March 1871 …
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Calcutta 13 January 1876
My dear Mary,
I received your welcome letter on Sunday last. I have not been able to answer it sooner, on account of being
very busy copying out my book for the press and correcting the proofs. The book consists of about one hundred
and sixty pieces of French poems translated into English. I shall send you a copy as soon as the book is out. It is
to be printed only, not published, and it will be ready about the end of February.
Many many thanks or your kind wishes, and for the Christmas card; it will be all the more precious as being
made by yourself. 1 should indeed very much like to have a sketch or two of your own drawings, if it is no trouble
to you.
I have sent off a packet to your address, containing three photographs of our garden at Baugmaree. I hope you
will receive it safely.
The Prince left Calcutta on Monday last. We had capital opportunities of seeing him, though we did not go out
with the fixed purpose of seeing His Royal Highness. Once we were out driving in the forenoon, on the Strand,
and we saw him driving down to the Serapis, to lunch. We were going rather slowly, and his carriage was also
going at a slow rate, so we had a good look at him. Our carriages passed each other, and I had a good view of his
pleasant and rather handsome face and his merry blue eyes. I suppose you have seen him, have you not? He has
very beautiful auburn hair, though he is a little bald near the forehead. Russell described him, when he was going
to be married to the Princess, in the well-known lines of Scott, only varying one or two words for the occasion.
Blue was his eagle eye,
And auburn of the richest dye
His short moustache and hair.

We saw him again on the morning when he was going to open the Chapter for conferring the honor of
knighthood on several of the bigwigs here. Papa saw him very well at the Belgachia entertainment given to him
by the native community of Calcutta. We have also seen some of the Rajas and the Maharajas who came down to
Calcutta during the Prince’s sojourn there. The Maharaja of Kashmere had a pugree (headdress) on his head,
which was at least worth forty lakhs of rupees, so bejeweled it was. He has given a great many very valuable
presents to the Prince, amongst which are hundred and one Kashmere shawls of the best material and the most
“cunning” workmanship, a hookah of gold set with diamonds and precious stones, a gold tea service, a gold
dinner service, a silver bedstead, a tent of Kashmere workmanship with silver posts, and I do not remember the
others—besides presents for the Princess. The Prince is now in Lucknow; at Benares a rich zemindar presented to
him a crown worth six lakhs of rupees.
There is a good deal of talk at present about a Bengali gentleman and a pleader, Babu Juggodanuno
Mukherjee, because he permitted the Prince to see his zenana. All the papers conducted by natives are loudly
crying out against this “Outrage on Hindu Society.” The Prince did not visit any private gentleman at his own
house, and only went to Babu Mukherjee’s because he was promised that he would there be shown a real zenana
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of native ladies of high position. This “scandalous behavior,” as the papers say, of the above-named Babu, is
unpardonable in the eyes of the greater number of Hindus.
The Daily News of Calcutta had a very sensible article on the subject. It said that if the Babu means to bring
out his family, as in English society every European does, and let his friends visit and mingle with his family, as
behooves civilized men and manners, he is a very well-meaning man, and his aims are very laudable; but if he has
only made an exception for the Prince and his suite, and means to “lock up” his wife and family, as all Hindus do,
his allowing the Prince to visit his family is a bit of flunkeyism, quite unpardonable, and worthy of the highest
disapprobation. Is not this sensibly and fairly put?
Lord Carrington, who is with the Prince, is very unlucky on horseback; he had a fall from his horse at Bombay,
but fortunately escaped; he lost some of his teeth, while out on a shooting-party near here, by the handle of a
spear, with which he had speared a boar, striking his mouth, and now he has had another fall, during the last
shooting-expedition, which has dislocated his collar-bone. He will be all right in a fortnight or so, the papers say.
Lord Hastings, who also accompanied the Prince, died of jungle fever at Madras. He was very young, being
only twenty-one years of age. It must be sad for his family, who sent him away on this pleasure trip, full of youth
and hope; it makes me sad to think of it.
Our Governor-General, Lord Northbrook, has resigned. He will be a great loss to India; he is greatly liked both
by the native and European community. He will leave in the spring. Lord Lytton, son of the famous author of that
name, is to succeed him. Lord Lytton is a poet himself; his nom de plume is Owen Meredith. Lord Northbrook’s
horses are to be said by auction on Saturday next, which is a piece of rather interesting news to me!
The Serapis and the Osborne are open to the public, but we do not care much to go and see them.
I am very sorry to hear that your father has been so ill; I am very glad that he is better now. Is the winter very
severe and trying this year? Our winter is now very pleasant: imagine the warmest day of spring with a cloudless
blue sky!
One of my aunts, who was a Hindu and a widow, and who used to live next door to us, died very suddenly,
about a fortnight ago, of heart disease. She was subject to sudden and severe attacks of pain near the heart, but she
did not think them anything serious. On the night of the 27 th December (the night of the Belgachia entertainment)
she returned at about eight o’clock from witnessing the street illuminations; at four in the morning she was taken
ill with one of her attacks of pain, and in half an hour she died. Her death was so sudden and unexpected that her
daughter (who was staying with her at the time) had not the time to send for a doctor. She sent word to her two
brothers soon after her mother was taken ill, but when they arrived they found her dead. She was taken to the
Ghaut, and burned the same day, according to the Hindu rites.
A rather amusing story is told about the Prince. While at Bombay he visited some school (I forget the name).
On seeing a prismatic compass lying on the table, he asked the school boy nearest him what it was; the boy
(somewhat agitated I suppose at being questioned by Royalty itself) answered, stammering:
“A royal com-com-com-pass, your prismatic Highness!”
At this the whole company could not help smiling, and the Prince himself burst into a hearty laugh.
There is another amusing story about the Duke of Sutherland. He did not come to Calcutta from Madras with
the Prince, but came a day later and by rail. His train, though, was three hours later than the appointed time, and
the carriages sent from Government House to receive him at the station, tired of waiting, as they well might be,
returned. When the train arrived, the Duke, finding nobody waiting for him, told the station master to get him a
“cab.” The hackney coachman refused to take a sahib he did not know; he had fears about his hire. He was told
that the sahib was the burra-sahib’s (Governor-General’s) brother, but he held out till a policeman got up on the
coachbox and obliged him to carry His Lordship to Government House.
We went to see the horses at Chitpore, a place three miles from here, where annually, in the cold season, horses
are brought down from the upper provinces and from the Government studs for sale. There are a great number of
them this season. Beautiful cows and sheep are also brought down from the upper provinces for sale at Chitpore.
The cows and calves are extremely handsome; some have ears quite drooping, and hiding their pretty faces: they
also give more milk than the Calcutta cows. My own Jeunette and Gentille are doing well. I often apply to them
(when speaking of them to anyone) the words which M. Seaufflaire, in Hugo’s Les Miserables, applied to his
horse, when recommending him to a purchaser:
“Elle est douce comme une fille, elle va comme le vent.”
My uncle used to pride himself on the swiftness of his horse, but my Jeunette and Gentille beat his horse twice;
and since then my uncle does not mention the speed of his galloway!
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I am very very sorry to hear all what you say about dear Mrs. Hall. I am afraid that in your next letter you will
announce her death. Poor lady! We all used to like her very very much.
I am glad to hear that you met Mrs. Cowell. Please give her my love and Mamma’s when you next meet her. I
daresay the book she has promised to lend you is Govinda Samanra, for Professor Cowell had, I know, very
kindly undertaken to correct the proofs and to do the needful.
How is Mrs. Baker? I have not yet any answer from her to my note. I hope she is quite well.
All the drainage works in and near our house are finished. I cannot describe the relief we find at this!
When are you going to have your likeness taken? I hope very soon, and please to send me one as soon as you
can.
I have not been reading anything lately; indeed I have entirely been taken up with my book for the last week.
The printer makes such dreadful mistakes sometimes. In one of Victor Hugo’s chansons, where the lines
should have run,
If there be a loving heart
Where Honor’s throne is drest,

they printed as follows:
If there be a loving heart
Where Horror’s throne is drest.

And again in another piece, The Mother’s Birthday, the children, addressing their mother, say:
Then to please thee in our duties,
We shall try to do our best,
Never lift our heads while praying,
Just before we go to bed.

the printer has it thus:
Then to please thee in our duties,
We shall try to do our best,
Never lift our heads while prying (!)
Just before we go to bed.

Mamma had one of her attacks of pain a week ago; but she is quite well now, I am happy to say. I am pretty
well at present; the cough is there still, a little more troublesome than it was in the summer, with blood-spitting off
and on; but, on the whole, I am better now than I was in January last, a year ago.
We are going on with our Sanskrit lessons. When we have finished the book we are reading now, we shall take
up Valmiki’s Ramayana. My uncle has followed our example, and has commenced reading Sanskrit also, with
another pundit.
I hope you will be able to decipher this scrawl. Please give our kindest. regards to your father and mother.
Mamma sends you her love, and with best love from myself
Believe me, yours very affectionately.
Toru Dutt
*
Calcutta February 1876
25th. I had the first mangoes of the season from our Garden for breakfast just now. They were delicious. I wish
I could send you one with this letter!
What beautiful cold weather you are having at present! I wish I was there!
Do tell me which of the pieces in my book your papa and your dear mother like? You see I am full of my book!
Entre nous, I confess I am a little proud of it! Though I see its faults as well as its merits.
I am quite as rich as you are, dear! For I have got in the Savings Bank about the same sum as you have in the
Cambridge Building Society. If I was not afraid of people calling me extravagant, I would spend the whole
amount in buying a splendid stud of horses!
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What shall I write about? Our cow, one of our milch cows, that is, did not give any milk for two days running.
Voici pourquni: a servant had the stupidity to introduce a large owl into the dairy; the cows got so frightened that
they ran out quite wild from the shed, and it was a whole day’s work catching them! And though this happened
about five days ago, the cows do not on any account approach the shed, and we have been obliged to keep them in
another. One of our best hens, with a pair of young turkeys which she had hatched, was run away with by a jackal,
to Mamma’s great sorrow and dismay! Are not these very interesting items?
The Maharaja of Pattialla died a few days ago at Simla of apoplexy. His infant son succeeds him.
I am sure you will like Wives and Daughters. It is a very well-written and interesting book. All the Brontes
were rather inclined to the sensational in their works, but they are wonderfully interesting. Wuthering Heights
treats of the supernatural, I have heard, for I have never read the book; I have only read Jane Eyre by Charlotte
Bronte. Though the moral is not very high (for the authoress favors bigamy), the work is written with a masterly
power, and shows a gift of discerning characters, which is wonderful in a woman. If you once commence the
book, you will not be able to sleep unless you finish it! Have you read any of Thackeray’s works? They are very
good. I must stop my chatter for a while to read the paper.
26th. My grandfather has hired a house and garden near ours, where he intends to stay with his family for three
or four months. We went to see them yesterday; they will remove today, and we are to go and see them this
evening in their new home. I wish you knew my grandmother; a kinder, or gentler, or more loving woman never
breathed. How all her dear face lights up when we go to see her! I wish she would become a Christian. She is so
much better than many who profess to be Christians, but whose conduct is anything but so. And she is so fond of
me and so proud of me, is my grandmother! She thinks me the handsomest, the best, and the most accomplished
girl that ever breathed! She would spoil me quite, if I lived with her a week! And she is so proud of Papa! You
know that Hindu mothers-in-law generally do not talk with their sons-in-law. Isn’t that funny? When Mamma was
ill she came and stayed with us, keeping awake two nights running. …
I have just been turning over a collection of Shirley Brook’s poems, which have been chosen out from his
contributions to Punch by his son. I have come on a piece which I cannot help writing out for you. It is entitled
Dagon and is on the death of Nicholas [I], the Emperor of all the Russias, in 1855. It appeared in Punch and
created a great sensation at the time. It is finely written and is full of spirit.
Smitten—as by lightning—smitten
Down, amid his armed array;
With the fiery scroll scarce written
Calling myriads to the fray.
There—but yesterday defying
Europe’s banners, linked and flying
For her freedom—see him lying
Earth’s Colossus—earth’s own clay.
Let no triumph shout be given,
Knee to earth and eye to heaven!
God hath judged the day.
Ark of Freedom! lightly-spoken
Vows to thee vain kings have said,
Many an oath thy priests have broken,
Many a flight thy guards have fled:
But thine ancient Consecration
Sealed as oft by stern libation,
Lifeblood of a struggling nation,
In the foeman’s doom is read.
Still, O Ark! the hand that gave thee
Strikes, in peril’s hour to save thee
Here lies Dagon—dead!

Have you read any of Bulwer Lytton’s novels? The Last of the Barons is very interesting and well-written, in
the Walter Scott style. He once attacked the Laureate\fn{ Scott was offered the post of Poet Laureate of England in 1813, but
declined the honor in favor of Robert Southey.} in a satire in Pope’s style, calling the Tennyson school, “Miss Alfred!”
The Laureate answered him in verses which were anything but school-girlish and which appeared in Punch. Lord
Lytton attacked him under the nom de plume of the New Timon, and the Laureate, after alluding to Shakespeare’s
Timon of Athens says:
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Here comes the New,
Regard him: a familiar face;
I thought we knew him. What, it’s you,
The padded man that wears the stays;
*
Who killed the girls and thrilled the boys
With dandy pathos when you wrote;
A Lion, you, that made a noise,
And shook a mane en papillotes. …
*
What profits now. to understand
The merits of a spotless shirt,
A dapper boot—a little hand,
If half the little soul is dirt?

I quote from memory, so you must overlook mistakes if you find any. It’s dreadfully hot today, even the crows
seem oppressed by the heat and keep silent, except now and then, when a very thirsty one utters a parched “caw!”
The grass on the lawns has assumed a dry burnt-up appearance, which is never seen in England. In the streets,
horses are often falling down, smitten by heat apoplexy. The other day we saw one: poor animal! It seemed to
suffer terribly; it was unable to rise, and dashed its head against the pavement in vain efforts to do so; water, large
bucketfuls, was thrown over it to relieve its pain, but to no purpose. I am afraid and never allow my Jeunette and
Gentille to be driven during the middle of the day for fear of their getting sunstrokes.
Please give my love to A.L. when you write to her. I am sorry to hear that your dear father has not recovered
quite from the effects of his last illness, but I hope he will with the warmer weather. I am keeping well myself; so
is Papa and Mamma. My grandmother has made lots of chutnies, Indian jams, &c., which are exceedingly
palatable, I can tell you, notwithstanding their extremes of being either too acid or too hot, &c. Best love to your
dear self, and love and kindest regards from all to your father and mother.
*
12, Manicktollah Street
Calcutta 26 June 1876
Your nice long letter of the 22nd May I received on Saturday, that is, the day before yesterday. I could not
answer it sooner as I had just recovered from a slight attack of fever and felt very weak.
Your letter is very interesting indeed. Of course the Rama of Sita is the same whose name occurs in the
Sanskrit couplet inserted among my notes. Do read La Femme dans l’Inde Antique, or even The Iliad of the East.
I should so like to hear what you think of my country’s legends and heroes and heroines. I am glad to hear that
you are enjoying the May gaieties of Cambridge,
As for the state of demoralization of English society, I shall neither be surprised at nor afraid of it. Calcutta is
the very sink of iniquity. Not only among the Hindus (in the midst of whom there are many respectable and nice
people), but even among the Bengali Christians, the moral is so execrable. And the saddest thing is, that Hindus
have a very bad idea of Christianity and only think it a cloak which some people take to commit under its cover a
multitude of sins. But let me stop here; the manners of Bengali Christian Society (with a very few exceptions) are
such as would sadden the merriest heart and dishearten the most hopeful.
Did I ever tell you about the Syrian gentleman on board our vessel when we were coming to India? He only
spoke French, and knew English very imperfectly indeed. Well, one day, dinner was over, and the dessert had just
been put on the table; he helped himself to some fruit; and as the steward in taking away his plate asked him if he
would take “anything else, Sir?” he answered “Nothing,” but he pronounced it “Nutton.” The next minute the
steward (a little surprised at the request) brought him a plateful of roast mutton and potatoes! Our Syrian was a
good deal taken aback; but as he saw that explanations would only make matters worse, he contented himself with
muttering below his breath, in a sad desponding manner:
“Est-ce là qu’on appelle ‘nothing’?”
You are indignant at the way some Anglo-Indians speak of India and her inhabitants. What would you think if
you read some of the police reports which appear in the Indian daily papers? I shall tell you of a case which I read
some months ago, and which impressed me then very much. I do not remember the details, but I shall tell you all
that I can remember about it.
Several soldiers went out for a holiday, having their guns with them. In a village they chanced to spy some
peacocks, and they began shooting at them. The birds were the property of a Bengali farmer; of course he
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protested. He was told to “be off and be ——!” He called his neighbors. From words they came to blows; one
soldier was severely beaten; the others decamped, leaving nine Bengalis dead and some seven Bengalis wounded.
The case was brought before the magistrate; and what do you think his judgment was? The villagers were fined
each and all; the soldiers acquitted: “natives should know how precious is the life of one British soldier in the
eyes of the British Government.”
Yesterday a horse of one of our neighbors was struck with heat apoplexy. It had been taken out to exercise in
the afternoon (when it was very hot), and when it came home the groom turned it in the stall without dressing or
cooling the tired animal. The consequence was it rushed madly out of its stall and fell in a neighboring tank (or
pond), just behind our house. After a great deal of trouble it was got out. I saw it this morning from the roof of our
house. Poor animal! It had been left lying on the damp mud, behind the owner’s stable, with not a single man nigh
to allay its sufferings. Isn’t this cruel and inhuman? After some twelve hours it was lifted up by bamboo props
(and a free use of the lash and administration of buckets of cold water into its nostrils and eyes!) and conveyed
inside the stable. It is a Waler, that is, an Australian horse. I do not think that it will live.
Jeunette and Gentille are well and in excellent condition. Jeunette is very fond of bread; she would follow me
about anywhere in the hope of getting some. Gentille prefers sugar came and other sweet things. They have just
thrown off their winter coats and are now sleek and “satin-skinned” in their new summer ones. I wish you could
see them!
Papa was telling me of some of the events of the Mutiny of 1857, the other evening. I was only a year old then.
Papa and my uncles enrolled themselves as volunteers, and each bought a gun, the first they had ever handled. He
remembers one evening, at some entertainment at Government House, as he was going up the broad staircase, the
sort of saisissement he felt as he looked in at the large hall, where a small English guard was going through the
evolutions, “Shoulder-arms!” &c.
We had an old Sikh porter, who had formerly been a soldier. It was he who first brought us the news of the
outbreak at Barrackpore. We were at that time in the Garden. When questioned about it he used to shake his gray
head and say sadly:
“Ah! The English have mismanaged the whole affair! If they had explained and smoothed away the matter, all
would have been well. But now—they have all gone,” (meaning the Indian troops), “all gone! The best, the
bravest, the strongest!”
27th. The poor horse over the way! During the night it had somehow or other got out of the stable, and is now
lying in the mud, all covered with dirt, and with not even a kindly hand near to frighten away the crows which
come to pick its quivering flesh! The eyes are very intelligent still. When it hears the pawing of its stable
companions in their stalls it turns a wistful eye towards the stable, as if it longed to get in there. It should have
been shot, and put out of this misery. It is sad to see it lift its head as if to rise; then, seeing the attempt vain, let it
fall hopelessly on the ground. It was a fine animal, of a dark gray almost turning to black. Australian horses suffer
very much from the heat; hundreds die of congestion and sunstrokes during the hot season of Calcutta. The
studbreds are more inured to the climate, being born and bred in India. If the horse, which is now dying, had been
properly and kindly treated from the first day of its illness, it might have lived.
You see we have removed from the Garden to our town house. The reason is, the rains have commenced. Today it rained in the middle of the day, and so the late afternoon has turned out cool and fine. It pours continually
for weeks sometimes. I was very sorry to leave the Garden; I used so to enjoy exercising Jeunette and Gentille.
We shall be going to Baugmaree again at the end of the rains, that is, in the beginning of November.
I have not read much lately. The Revue des Deux Mondes has been my only solace for the last week. I was
reading an article on Baron Stockmar’s book, by Saint-Rene Taillandier. A very ably-written article it is, and gives
you the whole of the Stockmar memoirs in a condensed and interesting form, truly delightful.
The papers say that Lord Lytton will resign and return to England by the end of the next year. It is said that he
thinks India is very unhealthy. He has been suffering from constant bilious complaints since he has gone to Simla.
He liked Barrackpore pretty well when he was there, for he wrote in a telegram to Lady Lytton that he found the
above-mentioned place very charming indeed, just like an English country seat.
We were so amused the other day with reading in the Illustrated London News that the Prince of Wales created
“Bullen,” “Smith,” “Oegember,” “Mitter,” as Companions of the Order of the Star of India. “Bullen-Smith” is one
gentleman, and not two, as “Bullen,” “Smith” would seem to imply, and “Oegember Mitter” is ditto! By the by,
we saw Babu Oegember Mitter today as we were taking our morning drive at five o’clock.
The afternoons now turn out generally wet and cloudy, so I am going to take my drives in the morning instead
of the evening. I got up at half-past three this morning to be ready for my drive before five. The morning was cool
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and fine, and I enjoyed the fresh air very much. I wish you were with me, bowling smoothly along at the rate of
fourteen miles an hour, with the fresh breeze blowing in your face, and Jeunette’s and Gentille’s wavy black
manes glancing [sic] in the sun, just visible if you lean forward to look at them. The streets were very quiet; not a
soul, except the policemen, was to be seen.
Where shall you go this summer? To the Lakes again? I am sure you would enjoy a trip to the Continent, and
who knows if you venture as far as Italy that you might not embark at Brindisi, and just lengthening your voyage
a little come to Calcutta! Ah! dear, I long to see you again. I feel a little lonely sometimes. In England life was so
much more active and free; here, on the contrary, I lead a rather solitary and sedentary life, but not in the least do I
feel it dull, au contraire, it is a quiet peaceful sort of life.
28th. The poor horse is dead. I am glad it is out of its misery at last, for the way it was maltreated by the
wretches (I mean the grooms) was simply atrocious.
242.54 Excerpt from Letters Of Lokamanya Tilak\fn{by Lokamanya B. G. Tilak aka Keshav Bal Gangadhar Tilak (18561920)} Ratnagari, Ratnagari District, Maharashtra State, India (M) 10
Mandalay Central Jail, Upper Burma
1st January, 1909
My dear Dhondu,
As I am writing on the New Year’s Day I begin by wishing you all a happy and good new year.
I am doing well and my health is good. I am slowly gaining what I lost in weight at Ahamdabad Jail in the
beginning. I have got the books and the clothing sent by you, and also the Historian’s History of the World. I have
also received the Mahabharat and other books sent by post from the Kesari office as well as by Messrs.
Ramchandra Govind & Co. Bombay. So you will see that I have enough to read at present.
I may tell you once for all, that there is no one here who can read Devanagari or Marathi ; and no book will be
handed over to me unless it has at least a title page in English. Similarly no Mss in Marathi will be passed on to
me, unless the Superintendent\fn{Abbreviated Supdt.:H} gets it translated and this can not be done here. The Gita, the
Brahma Sutras, and the Upanishadas, you sent are consequently withheld until the Superintendent gets the title
pages translated, which means lot of delay. So in sending books here take care to send only such as have a title
page in English.
Let me know in your next how my wife is doing. Tell her that I am particularly anxious about her health. Try
Fade’s medicine if necessary, and when you write next let me know the Sp. Gr. of urine. You can test it at home
with the urinometer we have there.
How is Rambhau and Bapu?\fn{His eldest and second-eldest sons, respectively} I hope you have done all that I told
you about their education. Take special care that they are not neglected in this behalf. This is just the time when
both of them should be properly attended to. Let them not suffer for my misfortune. I hope Mathu and Durgi are
also doing well. Mr. Sane\fn{Tilak’s third son-in-law} at Berlin, should be kept informed about my health.
I return herewith the draft gift-deed as prepared by Mr. Raghavayya.\fn{ Tilak’s Bombay solicitor} I got it
yesterday. I have made a few corrections. Otherwise it is all right. show it to Dajisaheb Khare\fn{ Tilak’s legal
advisor} and have it engrossed. It cannot be registered here. It must be registered in Poona or Bombay. If in
Bombay you need not write it on a stamp paper. If in Poona it will have to be written on a stamp paper of the
value of Rs. 200/-, (two hundred only) as I have put the value of the property at Rs. 20,000/-. It is no use, nor
honest, to lower the value to save stamp only.
When the deed is written fair it may be sent to me for signature. I shall have to execute also the power of
attorney to authorize you to present the same for Registration in Poona or Bombay as the case may be and I must
have the power of attorney ready with the document, so that I can sign both at once. If there is no necessity for
hurrying the matter, I think it would be better if the documents are executed when you come here to see me next
time. In the meanwhile ascertain the procedure correctly from Mr. Khare after consulting the Registration Act.
I hope you have carried on my instructions regarding the foundry. It should be located, say in Karandikar’s
Wada, or near our Wada somewhere and its accounts should be kept separate from the press account. It is
necessary that this step should be taken as early as possible.\fn{ For fear that the (type) foundry and printing press would be
confiscated under the Press Act}
I have not yet received permission for newspapers. As soon as I get it I shall wire you to send me the papers I
may require. I hope you have as desired by me, kept the books in the Library in good condition. See that the
books are not made away [with] one by one.
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By the by I wrote to you to send me (1) Comte’s Positive Philosophy in 3 vols., and (2) Comte’s Positive
Polity in 4 vols. (Publishers Longmans & Co.) I have received the first but not the second. They are two different
books. The second is out of print and before my arrest I asked Ramchandra Govind to procure a secondhand copy
for me from Longmans. If that copy is received send the same to me by post. They are four octave volumes
containing translation of Comte’s Polity by different writers, (Dr. Congreve Bridges & Son.). See if you have
these books amongst those newly received or if not, ask Ramchandra Govind\fn{ Bombay booksellers} to procure the
same for me from England. About the Brahma Sutras and the Bhagvadgita, I think you better send me the
Anandashrama volumes (2 vols. of the Brahma Sutra and 1 vol. of Gita) as both of these have English title pages.
Regarding the Upanishadas procure the text and translations of the same from Mahadev Shastri, Curator, Palace
Library, Mysore. You can write to him to send me here by post all his published translations of the Upanishad as
with text in Sanskrit. Mr. Kelkar may write to Mahadev Shastri B.A. Mysore. The Shastri knows me, and he will,
I am sure, be prompt in dispatching the books. You can ask him to send the bill of charges to you at Poona. I want
also Haeckel’s Monism. Ramchandra Govind has not sent it as yet. Please remind him about it.
I return herewith the notice of the Small Cause Court in the suit filed by Rambhau clerk to Baba Maharaj. I
have endorsed in it that I am not willing to become guardian for the suit. The original has been sent to Sm. Cause
Court officially. What I return is a duplicate. Although you hold my power of attorney as trustee, I think my name
should now be dropped in all cases that may be instituted hereafter, unless it is absolutely necessary from a legal
point of view.
You told me that the Baba Maharaj estate has been taken up by the Court of Wards. If so the Court of Wards
will shortly issue, if it has not done so already, a notice calling upon all creditors to file their claims in the Court.
In that case ask Yeshwantrao\fn{ Yeshwantrao Kulkarni, Tilak’s clerk specially entrusted with litigation work regarding the Baba
Maharaj Estate and an adoption case } to take care and see that all creditors including Bhave, Bhat, Shirodkar\fn{ All
creditors of the estate, of which Tilak was a trustee } and others file their claims in time. The trustees should also file all
claims awarded against them for moneys spent for the good of the estate. You may ask Dr. Garde, Annu and
others to do this or let Yeshwantrao do it on behalf of the trustees, or better still you may do so as the agent of the
trustees. Anyhow we must see that these claims. are all placed before the Court of Wards. Ask Yeshwantrao to
take special care about it.
The Kolhapur application as well as the High court appeal, in the Trust estate should be carefully attended to,
and fought out as zealously as I would have done it had I been there. Mr. Khaparde, when he returns, will of
course look to other matters.
The Privy Council appeal in my case does not appear to have been filed before the Xmas. I received a letter
from Mr. Khaparde dated 4th December 1908 stating that the petition had been settled and would be shortly
presented. But somehow it does not appear to have been filed as yet; for we should have received a telegram
otherwise. As soon as you receive the telegram, do not fail to wire me at once. I am anxiously awaiting it. I mean
to write to Mr. Khaparde next week.
Before I finish I must ask you to close the Subscription list\fn{ For the Tilak Defense Fund} if you have not done so
already.
You have now sufficient funds in your hands to meet all expenses. Give my best compliments to Messrs.
Kelkar and Khadilkar and Vasudeorao and other friends. The paper should be conducted with due care and caution
in my absence—I need not say how much.
In replying see that each item of this letter is replied to properly. Do’t touch upon any public or political matter.
If you do the letters will not be passed on to me.
I have done. Assure my wife and other members of the family that I am really doing well. I am more anxious
about them than about myself. Let them be assured that, after all, I may not have to keep up full period of the
sentence awarded,\fn{He was convicted in 1908 of sedition for defending two Bengali revolutionaries who had thrown a bomb on a
carriage at Muzzafarpur, with the object of killing the Chief Presidency Magistrate, Douglas Kingsford; and also for calling for immediate
Swaraj, or self-rule, for India. He was sentenced to six years transportation (in the event, to Burma) and a Rs 1,000/- fine. He served the
entire term:H} even if the application to the Privy Council be not decided in my favor. You must try to give

encouraging accounts to my wife though she knows how to receive them. Nothing keeps up a man in distress so
well as hope, and so you must see that this is kept up in her. Give her my message and tell her that I do hope to
see her and other members in sound health at not a distant date.\fn{ Appended to this letter is a “list of books wanted,” which
I have omitted:H}
*
Central Jail, Mandalay, Upper Burma
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5th February 1909
My dear Dhondu,
I have your letter dated 13-1-1909 in reply to mine of Jan. 1 st 1909 and was glad to learn therefrom that you are
all doing well.
As for myself I have been keeping good health since I wrote you last. The cold here was not greater than at
Poona, and as I had sufficient warm clothing the winter months were not disagreeable to me. The season however
is now changing and by the end of February, it will be quite hot here, and will continue to be so for the next 8 or 9
months, for the rains here are scanty—only a few showers at long intervals.
I had my urine examined on 31st Jan. 09. The specific gravity was 1019; sugar-nil; Albumen-nil. You will find
from this that for the present at least I am free from diabetes. I have not gained further in weight since I wrote you
last, but have kept up what I gained here.
Let me know in your reply how my wife and children are doing. Has Durgi\fn{ Tilak’s second married daughter}
gone to Dapoli? And Krishni to Nasik? Have Rambhau and Bapu joined the N.E. School? and if so in what
standard or class they are enrolled? Please see that they take regular physical exercise. If the old teacher Mr.
Phatak has done his work well he may be granted a month’s pay as bonus, or his services may be retained say one
hour in the evening, to take the boys out for physical exercise, or to the riding school, if you can arrange with
Tatyasahib Natu of the riding school, to have the boys trained up in riding. Mr. Phatak need not be paid—for one
hour every day—more than eight Rs. p. m. even less but not more.
I have not heard anything from Mr. Khaparde during the last month. His last letter to me was dated 18 th Dec.
08. As the application was not filed before Xmas, it cannot be done now until the Privy councilor Parliament (for
the holidays, I think, are the same for both) opens, which it will I think do during this month. That seems to me to
be the cause of delay now. But whatever be the cause, as soon as you hear of the FILING of the appeal, wire the
news to me, here at once. So also when it is admitted and DECIDED. I am anxiously waiting for the news.
I see that Mr. Dadasaheb Karandikar\fn{ A famous criminal lawyer} has returned. Please convey to him my sincere
thanks for the trouble he has taken. He has stood by me in need and as proverb says also in deed.
Mr. Vasudeorao Joshi\fn{ A longtime friend who helped Tilak in business matters } will be allowed an interview by the
end of this month or the beginning of the next. One interview is allowed every three months and so if Mr. Joshi is
now allowed an interview you will not have another. So whatever you have to inform me, you may communicate
the same to Mr. Joshi. If the draft gift-deed is ready and properly engrossed you may send the same, with the
power of attorney, with Mr. Joshi, for my signature. Mr. Joshi should be provided with money to pay the fee of the
Registrar who will have to come down to the Jail to witness my signature to the deed and the execution of the
power of attorney by me. The Superintendent has already written to Mr. Joshi; but you may also communicate the
above to him, with any message that you may have to convey to me.
I have received the books send by you as well as by Messrs. Ramchandra Govind and Co. For the present I
don’t require any more books.
I do not think that the Court of Wards will recognize the trustee’s claims for expenses in the criminal
litigation.\fn{A reference to expenses incurred by Tilak when he was prosecuted for giving false testimony in a probate application; for
which he was absolved by the Bombay High Court} However Mr. Patwardhan may press the matter on their attention.
My application for the newspapers has been refused by the Local (Burma) Govt. I mean to apply to the
Bombay Govt. but not till the Privy Council business is over. For the present I am totally ignorant of what is
going on outside.
I want (1) Sacred thread—a bundle of five Janvijod. (2) Shoes, (3) a night cap, white (4) a diary for 1909,
containing both English and Hindu dates, a small pocket diary say Jawaji’s. I don’t want a bulky diary but a small
one giving both dates, for I have no means here by which I can ascertain Hindu holidays, festivals etc. The diary
should have an English title page
You can send these things by parcel post or with Mr. Joshi, if he is to come here by the end of this month. Give
my best compliments to Messrs. Kelkar, Khadilkar, Limaye and others and tell Rambhau and Bapu to be busy
with their studies and cheerful. How is your wife, children and Vasu Anna doing?\fn{ The father of the addressee of this
letter; Tilak’s eldest sister was Anna’s wife}
*
Central Jail, Mandalay, Upper Burma
13th February 1909.
My dear Dadasaheb,
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I was glad to receive your long-expected telegram, “filed,” direct from London. They also telegraphed the
same news to me from Poona. Your telegram was received here on the 11 th instant and the Poona telegram on the
12th inst., i.e. yesterday. Of course the filing means nothing judicially; but it shows that we have put the machinery
into motion, and so I was anxious to learn the news. I think there will be no difficulty about “admission”, the
second stage, and that the final hearing will come, say, after the Easter Holidays, if not earlier.
I want you to telegraph to me DIRECT the result both of ADMISSION and the FINAL HEARING. My
telegraphic address should be simple, Tilak, Jail Mandalay; you need not put “Central” before “Jail” as there is
not other jail here. That will save you a word, which costs something like Rs. 3/- per word; the address will thus
comprise of three words only.
The admission may or may not he opposed by Govt. So I propose the following cable words for you to
telegraph the result.
Admitted—admitted, Govt. NOT opposing;
Admitted Withal—admitted in spite of the Gov. Opposition;
Rejected—not admitted in either case.
I have kept a note of these words and you can wire accordingly. As to the final result if it is favorable I need
not say that the number of words is not the question in telegraphing the result. If otherwise you may simply
telegraph “Dismissed”.
If at the time of admission the date of final hearing be settled you may telegraph the date by two additional
words, e.g. "tenth or any other April (or March)” whatever the date may be. By these two words I shall understand
it to be the date of final hearing.
I have not communicated these code words to my solicitors or Dhondu. So in telegraphing to them you may
use your own words at discretion, so as to make the telegram intelligible to them. It is not necessary to wire to
them whether Govt. opposes the admission or not, as they get your letter within a fortnight, while it reaches me
after three weeks.
Please also keep me informed about details each time by a letter addressed to the care of the Supdt. who has
been kind enough to pass your letters to me. But the letters should be strictly business letters, as they have hitherto
been.
Mr. Karandikar has returned. He appears to think that there will be some difficulty in persuading the Privy
Council to quash the sentence on the ground of “Prejudice”, especially as the High Court has taken that view. The
apprehension is not unfounded especially in a case like mine. But as stated in my previous letter to you we have to
make the best use of the fact that, had the trial been made separately, there was good chance of acquittal on one, if
not both, the charges; and that an appeal Court cannot anticipate what the result would have been if separate trials
had been allowed. If I am right, that was the argument in O’Connel’s case and it succeeded with the House of
Lords. In fact you will have to urge that I have been distinctly prejudiced by the amalgamation of the cases; and it
was the SOLE object of the Prosecution in getting the cases or charges amalgamated. But I need not write you
further on this point. The least that I expect is “new trial.”
However you must keep ready the “second string” to your bow, I mean “petition to Parliament,” if the result of
the Privy Council appeal be unfavorable.
Have you seen Agamya Guru?\fn{ A Punjabi sanyasi, who claimed certain occult powers, and had established centers for
Vedanta in London and Birmingham } He is somewhat eccentric, but may be of some use to us, as he has influential
disciples in England.
I am doing well. The cold season here will be over by the end of this month, and then, it will be hot say, for the
next 8 or 9 months, as the rains here are scanty. I hope you have not suffered from winter cold there & that your
health is good.
*
Central Jail, Mandalay, Upper Burma
5th March 1909
My Dear Dadasaheb,
I have duly received your letters dt. 5 th February (enclosing a typewritten copy of the application) and 10 th
February written after “lodging” the application for leave to appeal. I have also got your telegram dt. 3 rd inst.
containing one word “rejected” meaning of course, that the Privy Council has declined to grant leave to appeal.
The judicial door is thus finally closed against me. The returning of the brief by Sir Refus Issac, after keeping it
for two months nearly and after consultation with you all, was itself ominous, and Lord Chancellor himself might
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have, as stated by you in your letter to Mr. Raghavayya (who being in Burma on tour saw me here a fortnight ago)
sat to hear the application.\fn{Sir Rufus Issacs was practicing barrister at the time, who had first accepted Tilak’s brief, but who
returned the papers six months after. He later on came to India as Lord Reading, Viceroy of India. Tilak’s solicitors by their letter dt. 5-101909 to Shri Khaparde wrote to say that the fees of £60/18-0 was accepted by him but later returned. The reason of the return will never be
known, though he wrote to say that he could not see his way in settling the petition for leave to appeal to the Privy Council }

You know perhaps that last time when I appealed to the Privy Council (in 1897) Mr. Asquith, the present
Premier, was my counsel and the London Times took him to task for accepting the brief, though Privy Council
even then decided against me. Sir Rufus Issacs might perhaps have been actuated by some such apprehensions or
he may have personally known or guessed the temper or inclination of the court. But it is, as you say, useless to
speculate on the point. Anyhow the judicial remedies are exhausted, and you may now try the other one suggested
in my previous letters and which you have had in view ever since you left Bombay. But I think you cannot expect
any immediate result from it, not at least till the repressive policy is given up by the Government. I should not
therefore advise you to stay in England more than about two months more. You may put the matter in the hands of
friends and sympathizers, settle the course to be followed, provide them with such funds as may be necessary, and
leaving Mr. Dalgado or Mr. Parikh in charge of the matter, return to India as early as you can say, by the end of
April or May next. You may have done all that a friend can do for me, and you may now leave me to my fate and
Providence.
Six years is a long time, and many events may happen in the meanwhile, which may, who knows, favour us.
But it is no use staying in England for the purpose. You have made friends there and you can correspond with
them whenever necessary from here; or if any unexpected chance or occasion arise requiring your presence, go to
England again. You have been out of India for nearly 7 months at a great sacrifice, and I cannot ask you to be
away any longer, the more so as I do not think it will be of any use. There are many things to be done here, which
require your advice & guidance very urgently. Please convey my best thanks to Mr. Parikh and Mr. Dalgado for
the trouble they have taken in the case. And after settling the course to be followed and leaving in the hands of
friends either in the British Congress Committee or outside return to India as early as you can.
I shall like to see you personally, here in Mandalay, with my nephew Dhondu, after you return home, as I wish
to settle in consultation with you certain matters, re: the Trust Estate and also some domestic affairs. Dhondu will
tell you the procedure to be followed in obtaining an interview with me. I am allowed one interview in 3 months
and you will have to inquire of the Supdt. whether an interview is due and so allowable. On receipt of his reply
you may come here. Otherwise there is a chance of your visit to this place turning out to be ineffectual.
When I learn more details as to what you are doing further I may write you again from here. I am doing well so
far, but cannot say how the hot season, which has commenced & will last for 8 months more, may affect my
health.
*
D. V. Vidwans Esqr.
Central Jail, Mandalay,
Kesari Office, Upper Burma
Poona City, India.
5th March, 1909
My dear Dhondu,
I have got your reply dated 19-2-09. I do not know why my last letter was received so late by you. The English
mail is received here on Wednesday or Thursday the latest. So after waiting for it I write my letter to you on the
first Friday of the month and you ought to get it on the second Friday in Poona or at least a day later.
I am doing well. My normal weight is about 130 lbs. After the trial when I was admitted into the Ahamedabad
Jail it was 126 lbs. When I came here I weighed 118 lbs., and now I am 124 lbs. So on average I have gained one
£ per month here. But now that the hot season has commenced, I can not say how it may affect my health.
As regards the medicine for my wife I think it is better to try SAPTARINGI in the old fashion, that is by
preparing a decoction, like coffee, in hot water as suggested by Keshav Bakhle when he was last in Poona. You
know that when he tried the tincture last May it was not found as useful as was expected. So it seems that the drug
contains some medicinal substances not soluble in alcohol. Consult Dr. Garde who knows everything about the
tincture as it was prepared by him. The drug should be powdered and then a tola or half a tola should be put in hot
water and taken after a time without straining the liquid, so the whole may act on the system.
How is it that Durgi has not yet gone to Dapoli ? I hope there is no hitch about it.
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I received a letter from Mr. Sane and I have enclosed herewith a reply to it. Please post it to him to the address
given at the bottom of the letter. Write to him that if he wants to communicate with me he should send the letter to
you first and you should then enclose it in your monthly letter. Only a limited number of letters are allowed to be
received by me, and by this arrangement the number of letters received will not be unduly increased.
Send to Mr. Sane all the reports of the Industrial Conference including that for the present year. You can get
them from Mr. Mudholkar of Amravati. Please let me know when you have posted the reports to him.
I have received the parcel sent by you. But no books from Mahadeo Shastri of Mysore. The book containing
the text of the twelve principal Upanishadas has no title page in English and has not in consequence been handed
over to me. The 32 Upanishadas latterly sent by you—the Anandasharma’s edition—does not comprise the 12
principal ones. They are all minor Upanishadas. Hence I wanted Mahadeo Shastri’s translations, not for the sake
of translations but as they are in English (with text in Sanskrit), there would be no difficulty in handing them over
to me. If Mahadeo Shastri has not got copies for sale you can write to Messrs. Nateson and Co. of Madras. Ask
him to send the twelve principal Upanishadas (with text in Sanskrit and translation) to me here. If these are not
procurable even at Madras you can get from Anandashram (if not in Jinsiwale Library) the twelve principal
Upanishdas with commentaries and send then to me. These have their title pages in English.
Mr. Vasudeorao Joshi has not yet turned up here. But Mr. Raghavayya the solicitor who was on a tour through
Ceylon and Burma interviewed me here a fortnight ago and gave me the details about the appeal business in
England. I have informed Mr. Raghavayya as to what I wanted to be done regarding the deed of gift. I have
received from Mr. Khaparde letters (his last letter is dated 10 th February written after filing the appeal) giving me
a full account of how Sir. Rufus Issacs returned the brief unexpectedly and how at last he engaged Mr. Elden
Banks. I have also got a copy of the petition of appeal. Of course Mr. Khaparde is doing his best there. He is, he
says, not in a hurry to return and will finish the business in the best possible way. We can safely depend upon him.
Mathu’s\fn{Tilak’s youngest daughter} study will be somewhat interrupted now that Rambhau and Bapu are sent to
school. But still Mr. Kavde\fn{The tutor of Tilak’s sons before he started medical practice } should be asked to teach her
English with Rambhau so that both may progress equally in that subject at least.
The appeal will take at least two months because Govt. will ask for time and again because the papers in the
case will have to go up from Bombay. In any case it can not be delayed beyond the end of April. I got your
telegram about the filing of the appeal, but before I got yours I also got one from Mr. Khaparde direct from
London to the same effect.
Ask Messrs. Ramchandra Govind and Sons to send me a copy of Butler’s Works in 2 Vols. edited by W.E.
Gladstone, and also a copy of Leslie Stephens’ Science of Ethics. The hot season has somewhat interfered with
my serious reading, and I have now taken to read Historian’s History of the World, five vols. of which I have till
now finished reading.
Remember me to Messrs. Kelkar, Khadilkar, Limaye and others. Does Mr. Bhave\fn{ The sub-editor of Tilak’s
newspaper, Kesari} still work in the office?
P.S.
After finishing the letter I received a telegram from Mr. Khaparde stating that the Privy Council has “Rejected”
my application. So the judicial door is closed. Let us see what the Parliament can do now. I am writing to Mr.
Khaparde today. The returning of the Brief by Sir Rufus Issacs was itself ominous and Lord Chancellor was likely
according to Khaparde to sit to hear the application. Mr. Khaparde's telegram is dated the 3rd inst. the day on
which the application was rejected. I shall write further on the subject in my next letter, by which time I shall be
in possession of all the details.\fn{Tilak then finishes the list with a list of the 12 Upanishads, which I omit:H}
*
Central Jail, Mandalay, Upper Burma,
1st May, 1909
My dear Dhondu,
I have got your last letter dated 18-4-1909. duly, that is on the 27 th inst. I also got a letter from Mr. Khaperde
dated 1st April 1909. The accompanying is a reply to him; which you may read and post from Poona. I have
received the Upnishads sent by you. Vasudeorao Joshi saw me here and I have executed the deed of gift and the
power of attorney. Both were signed on 7 th April. The deed MUST be registered within four months from the date
of execution. Please take care, therefore not to delay the registration. It will have to be registered in Bombay as
the stamp is adhesive. Mr. Raghavaya may do the needful.
I have told Vasudeorao to collect information (at Rangoon) about the climate in the Andaman Islands. He has
promised to do so. Please embody that information in your next. We have also got in our office the annual reports
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of the administration of the Andaman Islands. Ask Mr. Kelkar to refer to them and ascertain what is the average
rainfall and summer temperature there. If the place is cooler than Mandalay and Govt. will allow me to live there
on parole I think it will be more agreeable to my health.
Last month, April, was expected to be very hot. But luckily we had some occasional slight showers which kept
down the summer heat. The month was not therefore as troublesome as expected. I continue to be in the same
state of health as before.
You know that I have been suffering from gum-affection, even before I was arrested, that is why I used tooth
powder latterly. Now I find that the gums just above the right hand upper canine tooth ooze out puss giving bad
odor. I am using here Calvert’s Carbolick tooth powder. But that is not enough to cure the disease. Please ask Dr.
Garde whether he can prescribe any homeopathic medicine and let me know the names so that I shall try to
procure them here through the Superintendent. It is something like that they call Scurvy. I have also told
Vasudeorao about it.
The puss is found collected—in small quantity—at the root of the teeth every 8 hours and has to be washed
off. The teeth are strong. The puss comes from inside the gums. Ask Dr. Garde if the medicine he gave to your
father will do. Let him prescribe alternative medicines, so that if one fails I shall take another. NOTE that the puss
comes from the gums specified and not from other gums.
Mr. Joshi told me about the death of Mr. Vasudeorao Gandhi\fn{ A staunch supporter of Tilak } by plague in his own
house. You have lost a young promising man in Mr. Gandhi. I hope none of our friends except Bhingarkar\fn{A
Kirtankar well-versed in the literature of Marathi saints } and Gandhi have suffered from plague during the last season.
The arrangement about Jagannath’s teacher is satisfactory. We shall see what more to do when the appeal is
decided. You say that the Baba Maharaj appeal will come for hearing in July or August. I want to send some
instructions to Mr. Khare about it, on law points. But these I shall include in my next letter.\fn{ This Jagannath was the
adopted son of Baba Maharaj, whose adoption was first disputed, but ultimately upheld by the Privy Council }
I note that Mr. Dajisaheb is at present engaged in canvassing. But he will be free by June. Mr. Kelkar also
should take up the work from now if Mr. Karandikar is not going to stand. If Mr. Kelkar thinks that he has no
chance, let Rao Bahadur G.V. Joshi\fn{A retired Headmaster, a nationalist leader who specialized in Indian economics } come
forward. But you all will have to work for him. Anyhow an outsider should not be allowed to come in.
Gangadhar\fn{A relative of Tilak, and educated by Tilak and his own expense, part of the first batch of B.A.’s to graduate from the
Agricultural College at Poona} I am glad has passed his final examination in Agriculture. Let him join the department
if he so wishes. He has good prospects there for the present at least.
Supply to Mr. Khaperde the address of Mr. Sane at Berlin, or Mr. Phelps\fn{ Myron Phelps, Bar-at-Law, was an
American who visited India and was a guest at Gaikwad Wada for some days. He liked and had taken to the Indian way of living and
philosophical thinking} at New York. I have written to him about both.

I am going to prepare a draft will as it were. But I shall requite the list of debts, which please prepare at your
earliest convenience. Do go to Latur yourself and try to induce Shriniwasrao as to pay you as much as he can.
Give him my compliments and the message as above.
I have signed and returned the telegraph registration forms for the Kesari and the Mahratta. It is my desire,
however, that my name should not be used—unless absolutely necessary—for these purposes. I referred here to
the telegraph guide, but it does not contain any rules about the registration of newspapers for press telegrams. So I
could not decide whether my signature was a sine qua non.\fn{Indispensable prerequisite:H}
I hope you interpret everyone of my letter[s] to my wife and children. Tell them all to be cheerful. Of course
the times are adverse to us, but the best way to meet adversity is to quietly to submit, waiting for the better times.
Give my compliments to Messers Kelkar, Khadilkar, Limaye, Raosaheb Bapat and other friends. I hope
Raosaheb Bapat will get Mr. Khare to do the work entrusted to the latter by him. I have told Vasudeorao Joshi
about it. I think Mr. Joshi will have seen you before this letter reaches you.
P.S.
No interview will be now allowed till the end of June or the beginning of July, when you can ascertain from
the Superintendent by wire, if you and Mr. Khaperde can be allowed an interview.
Tear off the accompanying and post it to Mr. Khaperde from there.
*
Central Jail, Mandalay, Upper Burma
1st May, 1909
My dear Dadasaheb,
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I am in receipt of your kind letter dt. 1 st April 1909. I am glad to see that you take nearly the same view as
myself about the situation there. As you are not in a hurry to return, I do not want you to come back prematurely.
All that I wished to say was that as no immediate result is now expected you need not stay any longer in England
than necessary to secure the proper continuation of the work designed.
You know what was done for me in the last case, I mean 1897-98. Something of the kind is still possible. I do
not think a motion in the Parliament can do us any good, especially as it is now 9 months since I was convicted. A
petition to the House will only serve as a basis for questions; but as you state, a petition to the King (that is the
Secretary of State for India) or the Prime Minister will be of greater use.
Last time Prof. Max Muller and Sir W. Hunter moved in the matter. Both are now dead; but you may get other
equally good names. It is no longer a question of Law and Justice; but of time and expediency or what they call
policy; and we cannot expect any immediate result. But we must keep on working or else everything will be
forgotten and allowed to go unheeded even when a favorable opportunity occurs.
This is what you have to look to, and I hope with the assistance of some M.P.s you will be able to do
something in the matter. Please convey my regards to Mr. Keir Hardie, who spent two days with me in Poona,
when he was in India and who, I hope, will give all assistance, and may even be entrusted with the work to be
done in future.
I think before returning you should if possible pay a visit to New York, Paris and Berlin. A trip to New York
will take you 3 weeks. After initiating the petition business, you can go away for a time and return to see how it is
carried on in your absence. My son-in-law would indeed be very glad to meet you. In fact I promised him that I
would see him in Berlin. But if I cannot do so now, your visit to him will be as good as mine. See that he is doing
well and give him such advice as you deem necessary. Young men going to foreign countries are likely sometimes
to go wrong and your visit may be useful in that way to him. His address is 9 Bismark Street, Charlotte[n]burg,
Germany. Charlotte[n]burg is near Berlin, a suburban town. Sane lives in Charlotte[n]burg and attends the lectures
in Berlin.
I do not want to enter into a controversy with you about your sacrifice etc. You say you have retired from
practice; but I do not think practice has retired from you. Again your staying away from India for so many
months, for me, is something like a voluntary deportation! But I do not wish to dwell longer on the topic. Will not
the British Congress Committee help you? You speak of the Indian Parliamentary Committee in your letter. That
is as good as the former, but still you can try both.
You can have an interview with me by the end of June or the beginning of July, not before. Please let me have
previous intimation of your coming here, so that I may keep ready. I am in good health till now, and hope you too
are doing well there.
*
Central Jail, Mandalay, Upper Burma
29th May, 1909.
My dear Dadasaheb,
I received your kind letter dt. 6 th inst. on 28th inst., i.e., yesterday. I have already written to you on the 1 st inst.
And that letter will be in your hands before this reaches you. The question viz. whether, I would accept any
conditions and if so what, is indeed an awkward one. But as you want me to answer it, I shall do so rather
reluctantly, as I think it should be better answered by my friends.
If you refer to my previous letters, you will find that I have been of opinion that efforts for my relief should be
made on three grounds (1) Legal (2) Equitable (3) Humanitarian. And that if all these prove useless we should
NOT go beyond them.
(1) You have tried the first. We all thought that the illegalities in the case would induce the Privy Council to
order a new trial at least. But there we have failed; and the legal door is now finally closed forever against us.
(2) The second ground is that of Equity. I ought to have been tried by an Indian Jury; although the existing law
does not give me that right. I think the Civil Rights Committee can take up my case on this ground. Every
European British Subject in India can claim a European Jury. But an Indian though he can claim an Indian Jury in
a court of Sessions, cannot claim it in a High Court! And even in a Court of Sessions he cannot claim it in trials
for offences against the State.
This is the strange anomaly of Law, and Civil Rights Committee ought to take up the question. If their efforts
do not help me I am sure that the general cause will gain in the end. I still believe that if I had an Indian Jury, I
should have been acquitted. If you refer to the opinions published at the end of the Report of my trial you will
find that even some English papers e.g. the Star have expressed the same view. Trial by a jury selected out of
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one’s own countrymen or peers is an important constitutional right especially in trials for offences against the
State; as important as right of Habeaus Corpus, and the Civil Rights Committee is the proper body to take up and
fight for the question in Parliament.
You have therefore done well in approaching the President of this Committee, rather than the Indian
Parliamentary Committee which, as you say, is almost effete. You know that Mr. Baptista opposed the motion for
Special Jury on my behalf; but the judge ruled against me even on that point. This is what I call equitable ground;
because though the letter of the law is not violated, the law itself is inequitable as the Act of 1818 or 1827.
(3) The third ground is the severity of the sentence or what I call the humanitarian ground. All things apart—
legal or equitable—six years for what at least is a dubious article—when not a single immoral act, other than the
writing was proved or alleged, is a savage sentence. I do not think such a punishment could ever have been
awarded in England at present. It is true that the Govt. has kindly toned down the severity of the sentence by
commuting the punishment into one of simple imprisonment.\fn{It was originally rigorous imprisonment} But
still taking into consideration the actual nature of the offence and my age, position in the society, I believe that
anybody will still consider the punishment to be a hard one—though Mr. Justice Davar characterized it as lenient.
It is on this ground that an appeal for mercy can be made by those who think the punishment to be too severe
for a man of my age and position, social or literary, and for the offence of merely publishing certain honest views.
The memorialists need not trouble themselves with the question whether the Govt. would impose or whether, in
that case, I would accept or not, any conditions. That is the question between the Govt. and myself. The
memorialists will have done their part when they present a memorial of the kind stated above. Like the one
presented by the late Prof. Max Muller & Sir W. Hunter, it will be a short memorial, and if you get some
influential men to sign it, it is bound to have some effect, sooner or later.
And now I shall tell you my mind about the acceptance of any conditions. If the conditions are the same as
those offered to me in 1898 (vide page 14 of the printed proceedings of my trial) I would not hesitate to accept
them. I do not care for demonstrations and such other honors. I would gladly forego them. But once out of jail I
must have the same liberty of action as every citizen enjoys, under the law of the land. That was secured to me by
the conditions of 1898, and I accepted them in consequence.
But I do not think the same conditions would be offered now. They will if offered at all, be harsher now; and I
do not see how I can accept them. I have now nearly completed one year of my punishment, and after five years
more I shall be, at any rate, hope to be, amongst you as free citizen; do you think I should surrender the chance,
distant as it is, by voluntarily incapacitating me (by the acceptance of the conditions) for any public or political
work forever?
I am now already 53 years—that is I shall have completed my 53 rd year in July next. If heredity and average of
health be any indication of the longevity of a man, I do not hope to live, at best, for more than 10 years more. Of
these 5 say, available for unrestrained public work which, if I accept any conditions of the kind you mention, I
shall have to live as a dead man, practically, amongst you hereafter. To say the least I do not like that kind of life.
It is true that my activity is not confined to politics, and I can do some literary work even if I be prohibited
from taking part in politics. I have considered this view fully, and have come to the conclusion that it is
inconsistent with all my antecedents. In fact I shall be undoing my life’s work thereby. You know that I have
never lived exclusively for my family or for myself alone, but have always endeavored to do my duty to the
public. Now judge what would be the moral effect of my effacing myself from public life, for the sake of few
year’s personal comfort?
In the family matters the most important is the superintendence of the education of my sons; but I think I can
leave that to friends like yourselves during my imprisonment. 1 lost my parents (both) at fifteen and my sons
won’t be worse in this respect than myself. From these remarks you might think that I may accept a condition
imposing restriction on my public activity for a short time, say six months or a year after my release.
But I shall rather like to be in the jail for that period than be out a disabled man. The sum-total of the above
remarks is that I would like to be a free citizen as soon as released. Govt. have already secured power to keep me
out of public work for five years more and it will be quid pro quo and not mercy, if by releasing me now they
secure my permanent abstention from public activity.
Well, my dear Dadasahib, as a theosophist you have full faith in the occult ways of providence and you cannot
refuse to believe with me that several things may occur during the next five years, which may secure my early
release; if not, I am prepared for the worst. So all that I should wish you to do is to exhaust the three methods or
the means for securing my release as stated in the opening part of this letter. If the release cannot be secured by
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any of these means the matter must be dropped. I do not wish for release at any cost, and would pray you not to
allow your friendly feeling for me to carry the matter further.
It will take you only a month or two more and you may return to India whatever the result of your work may
be. One can but do his best, says a proverb; and when you have done your best you will have discharged your
duty to a friend. It is for you to work and for Providence to bless your work with success, so says the Gita; and I
cannot conclude this letter with a more opportune remark or advice. Several good men have suffered for the
expression of their honest views in the past, and if it be destined that I should do the same who can prevent it ?
I know that no immediate results can be expected from any work on the lines indicated above, so I requested
you to initiate the work and return to India, entrusting the rest to men like Mr. Keir Hardie or Mr. Parikh. I still
think it is possible to do so. If not, stay in England as long as it maybe necessary to exhaust the 2 nd and the 3rd
methods stated above and return. I hope you will not have to stay away from your home for more than a few
months.
Mandalay is usually very hot, as hot as Nagpur. But this year luckily we had Summer rains in April as well as
in this month of May; and consequently the heat was not unbearable except for a few days. I am therefore doing
well, as well as one can do in a jail. They have allowed all the books I wanted and I spend my time in reading
with a view that I shall be able to write out the books, which, you knew, I have designed out long ago.
I forgot to mention above that while working on the lines mentioned above the matter may be kept alive by
questions in Parliament as suggested by you in one of our letters. If the question is kept up persistently before the
eyes of Govt. and the public in this way, it is bound to produce some result sooner or later, beneficial to the
general cause, if not to myself personally.
Please treat this letter as private.\fn{Tilak concludes this letter as others with a request for books, which I omit:H }
*
Central Jail, Mandalay, Upper Burma
5th June, 1909
My dear Dhondu,
I received your letter dated 17 th May on 25th May in due course; with the parcel of medicines sent by you. I
have commenced taking Calcaria Carb and if it fails I shall as directed take Fluor Acid and let you know the
result, in my next. I am doing well otherwise.
The first ten days of May were very hot. but from 10 th onward there has been stormy weather and slight
occasional showers which lowered down the temperature which had almost I think gone up to 111 during the
previous period. Eventually the real monsoon set in by about the 25 th May rather early for Upper Burma and since
then we have had good showers almost every other day.
A slight shock of earthquake was felt in jail on the 8 th May at about 5:10 p.m. It was my first experience of an
earthquake of any kind. I had finished my evening meal and was sitting on the steps of the staircase leading up to
my room and was engaged in conversation with Mr. Kulkarni of Kaledhon (the man who cooks for me) when
suddenly the staircase was shaken and I at once made it out to be an earthquake shock though the cook was not
able to realize its nature for some time.
I have noted down the account of weather in the Andamans and Port Blair. The climate seems to be most like
Bombay. Anyhow it is better than that of Mandalay. But as this year’s hot season has passed I shall defer
petitioning Govt. till the next cold season. By the by, ask Vasudeorao to inquire whether servants are available in
the island and at what cost?
I received a letter from Mr. Khaparde dated 6 th May and have replied to it direct last week. It seems he is not
likely to return for at least 2 or 3 months more.
I have also received Mr. Sane’s letter enclosed in yours last. I shall reply to him afterwards say in August next.
Inform him that I am doing well.
About the chattri\fn{Memorial} at Raygad tell Mr. Dajisaheb Khare that my idea is not to make it very costly.
The whole fund will come about Rs. 25,000/- which with Govt. contribution will be, say, Rs 30,000/- in all. Of
these Rs. 10,000/- must be reserved as funded capital to defray the expenses of puja etc. every year. So the sum
available for repairs and the chattri will be about Rs. 20,000/-. The first estimate of the work should not therefore
exceed Rs. 16,000/-, leaving a margin of Rs. 4,000/- for excess, which is sure to take place. You can not erect a
large architectural edifice with this sum. But a chattri like the one at Sinhagad strong and durable if not showy
can be built at this cost. Let the engineer be told specially that we want—a chattri that will last at least 200 years.
Let it be all of stone. My view is that we should spend say about Rs. 15,000/- on the chattri. Rs. 5,000/- for
repairing the temple of Mahadeo etc. and keep the balance of Rs. 10,000/- for current annual expenses to be
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defrayed from the interest on this last sum that is Rs. 10,000/-. I would take for my model the chattri at Sinhagad.
But there are others at Kolhapur which may be inspected before preparing the plans and estimates. If Mr. Khare
thinks that he can raise more money by again approaching to the people let him do so, but in that case more costly
estimates should not be passed before more money is actually realized. I think however that as Raygad is a
deserted place now, it is no use spending a large sum on erecting any very costly building there. What I have
stated is I think anyhow, to give you an idea as to what I think about the matter. But if you want more details I
shall state them on knowing from you what you wish to know.\fn{ Tilak, who had started his political career as a Maratha
propagandist, had collected a Shivaji Memorial Fund to construct and repair the tomb erected on the spot where Shivaji Maharaj was
cremated (below). Shivaji Maharaj (1630-1680) was the founder of the Maratha Empire. In the words of W, he “established a competent
and progressive civil rule with the help of a well-regulated and disciplined military and well-structured administrative organizations,”
forming a Hindavi Swarajya, “a self-rule of Hindu people”. Mr. Daji Abaji Khare was a co-trustee.}

† Below: the tomb of Waghya, Shivaji Maharaj’s faithful dog, who leaped onto the cremation pyre of his
master—first, a statue of the dog himself, followed by a picture of the tomb on which the statue sits †
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Let me know in your next the sixth monthly school progress report of Rambhao and Bapu. Every effort should
be made that they thoroughly master the subject taught and keep up their rank in the class amongst the upper ten
at least. You know what I am very particular about it and I hope you will do all you can to see that the boys do not
suffer on account of my enforced absence from Poona rather from Home. I hope also that Mathu is progressing
well with her studies.
On the accompanying sheet you will find legal instructions for Mr. Khare, re the Baba Maharaj appeal, now
pending in the High Court. I think it will come for final hearing in July or August. Mr. Khare will of course take
proper care; but somebody should be after him to see that he attends the case personally. Yeshawantrao may do it
and he should be asked to do so specially. I think Mr. Dadasaheb Karandikar should also be requested to be
present in the High Court to assist Mr. Khare when the hearing takes place. Please convey my request to Mr.
Karandikar and let me know what he says.
You have not informed me as to what debts are passed by the Court of Wards and what rejected in re. the
Maharaja’s estates. I hope you will do so in your next. What about the Kolhapur ease?
Ask Yeshawantrao to keep the accompanying instructions with him until the appeal comes for final hearing and
then hand them over to Mr. Khare.
Of the Upanishadas, I have got all, except the Katha or Ka Thaka Upanishad, which please send per book post
(Anandashram copy). Purchase if it be not in the library amongst Jinsivale’s books. Remember me to all my
friends and report any particular concerning them if it be worth mentioning to me.
P.S.
Instructions for Mr. Khare, re. the Baba Maharaj Appeal:
The facts of the case will be, I am sure, placed before the High Court, in the proper light, as was done in the
lower court. But as we are not appellant but respondents, in the appeal, it should be borne in mind that we have no
right of reply; and so it is necessary to be more careful to state the case exhaustively to the court when our turn
comes.
As regards law—there is only one point whether it is necessary to complete the adoption. Our contention is
that it is not necessary in this case. The first ground is that the boy adopted is a sagotra (He is Sapind also, but
that is not necessary); hom is necessary to change the gotra (e.g. as in marriage) but when the gotra is the same,
no hom is required in consequence. The case of a brother’s son is only a particular illustration.
I think Steele in his Hindu Casts and Dharma Sindhu lay down the rules expressly. Also see Mandlik’s Hindu
law on the point. As I am writing without the aid of books here, I cannot give further references. But they may be
found out there. Dattaka Chandrika and the Mimansa should be referred to.
The second ground on which we rely is that no hom can be performed by females; and so in an adoption by
widow no hom is necessary. This is new ground, not yet decided by any High Court so far as I know. But it is held
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that no hom is necessary for Sudras; and the Mayukha expressly says that women and Sudras are on a par in this
respect. According to Mayukha however, both Sudras and women may perform hom vicariously and still the High
Courts have exempted the Sudras from the performance of hom; and females should be placed on the same level.
Dattaka Mimansa expressly lays down that even the receiving (pratigraha) of the boy by the female should be
without mantras. So also the Sudra Kamalakara and other authorities. Bhaskara quoted in Mandlik, Hindu Law
expressly states that no hom is necessary for the adoption of a sagotra.
It may not be necessary to go into the points fully. But the ground of the incapacity of females to perform the
hom should be mentioned and not omitted in our argument. I write this to you in order to convey this caution to
you.
1857

234.150 & 241.78 1. Excerpt from The Courtesan Of Lucknow 2. Excerpt from Umrao Jan Ada\fn{by Mirza
Mohammad Hadi Ruswa (1857-1931)} Lucknow, Lucknow District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 9
1
Mirza Ruswa, why do you provoke me and try to wheedle out of me the facts of my life? What interest can
you possibly have in the life-story of a woman like me? An unhappy wretch who has drifted through life without
any mooring; a homeless vagrant who has brought shame upon her family; a woman whose name will be as
disgraced in the world to come as it is in the world today. However, if you insist, I will tell you.
What would I gain by boosting of my ancestry? The truth is that I do not even remember the names of my
parents or grandparents. All I can recollect is that my home was in a locality somewhere in the outskirts of the city
of Faizabad. It was a brick house surrounded by the thatched roof mud-huts of our neighbors who were common
folk: water-carriers, barbers, washermen and other menials. Apart from our home, the only other double-storied
house in the vicinity was that of a man called Dilawar Khan.
My father was employed at the mausoleum of the Bahu Begum (wife of Nawab Shuja-ud-dowla of Oudh). I do
not remember what he did nor what he was paid; but I do remember that people used to address him as jemadar.
I used to play with my little brother the whole day long. He was so attached to me that he would not leave my
side for a moment. I cannot tell you how happy we used to be in the evenings when my father returned from
work. I would fling my arms round his waist. My brother would run up shouting, “Daddy, Daddy,” and cling to
the lapel of his coat.
Father’s face would light up with a broad smile. He would caress me and pat me on the back. He would take
my brother in his arms and kiss him. He never came home empty handed. Sometimes he brought sticks of
sugarcane; sometimes sesamum candy or other sweets in a cup of leaves. We would get down to dividing them.
And how we used to quarrel! He would grab the sugarcane, I would go for the leaf-cup full of sweets. Mother
would be watching it all the while she cooked the evening meal. It used to be such fun. And my poor father would
hardly have time to sit down before I would start nagging him:
“Daddy, why haven’t you brought me a doll? See how my slippers have worn away! You don’t even care. The
goldsmith hasn’t made my necklace yet and my baby cousin’s weaning ceremony is to take place soon; what will
I wear for the occasion? And I don’t care what happens, I must have a new dress for Id. I simply must.”
When mother had finished cooking she called out to me. I fetched the basket of bread and the casserole of
curry. A white sheet would be spread on the carpet. Mama would serve the food and we fall on it together. After
we had finished, we gave our thanks to God. Father said the prayer for the night and we went to bed. He rose
early to say his morning prayers. I would jump out of bed and start asking for things all over again.
“Daddy, don’t forget to bring me a doll today. And Daddy, get a lot of guavas and tangerines …”
After the morning prayer, father told his beads. Then he went up on the roof, unlatched the pigeon. loft and fed
the birds. He made them fly and wheel round in the sky a couple of times. Meanwhile mother would finish the
sweeping and cleaning and get the food ready, as father had to leave quite early to get to his job. Then mother
would sit down with her sewing and mending. I would take my little brother and go out in the lanes; or leave him
under the tamarind tree which stood in front of the house, and play with boys and girls.
What wonderful days those were! I did not have a care in the world. I ate the best of food and wore the best of
clothes. I was better off than any of the boys and girls I played with. I asked for no more as I did not know that
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there was anything better to be had.
In the neighborhood where we lived there was no house higher than ours. It had wide verandahs on either side
and lots of rooms. All my playmates lived in little hovels. We had more cooking utensils and crockery than we
needed. We also had carpets and white sheets to spread over them. Our neighbors used to come to us to borrow
these things. We had a water-carrier to bring water to the house; other women had to fetch it themselves from the
well. When my father stepped out of the house in his uniform, people bowed low to greet him. When my mother
went calling, she rode in a palanquin; women of the neighborhood had to trudge the streets on foot.
I was also better looking than my companions. Although I was never a beauty, I was not as plain as I am now.
My complexion was a shade fairer than that of the yellow champak flower. I had a high forehead and large eyes.
My cheeks were full and round as children’s cheeks are, and my nose, though not exactly aquiline, was neither
flat nor snub. My figure was fairly good for my age and I never was, nor indeed am now, either delicate or fragile.
With that figure I wore tight-fitting red silk pajamas with a waist-band of twill. My blouse was made of nainsook
and my dupatta of fine muslin. I wore three silver bangles on each arm, a gold necklace round my neck, and a
gold ring in the nose. (Other girls wore silver nose-rings.) My ears had just been pierced and had blue thread
strung through the lobes. An order for gold earrings had been placed with the goldsmith.
I was only nine when I was engaged to my father’s sister’s son: his parents were better off than us and owned a
lot of land in Nawabganj. Before my engagement I had visited them several times with my mother. Their style of
living was altogether different from ours. Although their house was not made of brick or stone, it was an
enormous affair with thatched roofs and large gates. Their cattle sheds were full of cows, bullocks and buffaloes
and there was milk and butter in plenty. They had huge mounds of grain in their godowns and, during the maize
season, corncobs were brought in basket-loads. In the winter months sugarcane was stacked in large heaps.
My fiancé’s parents were eager to fix a date for the wedding. I had seen my husband to be. As a matter of fact
we had played together.
My father had bought everything for my dowry. He only needed a little more money for the wedding, which
had been fixed for Rajab, the seventh month of the year. At night when my parents discussed the wedding
arrangements, I used to eavesdrop and feel pleased with what I overheard. I was proud of my fiancé. He was far
handsomer than the fiancé of my friend Kareeman, the carder’s daughter. Kareeman’s fiancé was black; mine was
fair. Kareeman’s fiancés’ face was covered with a thick bushy beard; mine had barely grown a moustache. Hers
went about in a dirty dhoti and a green vest; mine was always well dressed. I remember how smart he looked
when he came to visit us on Id day. He wore silk pajamas and velvet slippers on his feet. He wore a cap with lacework on his head, and had a cloak of green calico about his shoulders. Kareeman’s fiancé had a piece of cloth
wrapped untidily about his head and went about barefooted.
I was happy. I could not believe anyone was luckier than I. It seemed that all my dreams would soon be
fulfilled.
As long as I lived with my parents, I do not remember having known any sorrow. Only once while playing
blindman’s buff I lost a ring. It was only a silver one—not worth more than an anna at the most. But I was too
young to realise that and cried so much that my eyes got red and swollen. I did not tell my mother about it. When
she noticed my finger bare, she questioned me about it and I had to tell. She gave me a hard slap on my face. I
began to shriek and howl and went on sobbing for a long time. Then my father came home. He scolded my
mother and made a fuss of me. Thus I was consoled.
My father was always fonder of me than my mother was. He never punished me; Mama chastised me on the
slightest pretext. Her favorite was my little brother. I was often beaten because of him, yet I loved him dearly. At
times I refused to look after him just to spite my mother. But as soon as her back was turned I would pick him up,
kiss him and clasp him to me. If I saw Mama coming, I put him down quickly and he would begin to yell. Mama
believed that I had made him cry and would start scolding me all over again.
In spite of all this she would be beside herself if even my little finger was scratched. She would forget to eat or
drink. She got no sleep at night. She would run about asking people for medicines or charms to make me well
again.
To make my dowry, my mother had her bracelets and necklaces melted and refashioned with a little more
silver added to them. She had some of her other jewelry polished for the same purpose. She kept only a few of the
cooking utensils for her household and had the others freshly tinned to be given to me. When my father asked her
to keep a few things for her own use, she would reply:
“Never mind about me. Your sister who is the wife of a big landowner ought not to feel that you didn’t give
your daughter anything worthwhile. She may be your sister, but she will also be our daughter’s mother-in-law,
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and you know how critical in-laws are! If our daughter goes to her new home empty handed, they will taunt us!
*
I have often heard people say that girls who are born in the homes of prostitutes have little chance of
improving their lot and one should only expect the worst from them. They are brought up amongst people who
talk of nothing except sex and fornication. And whosoever they turn to, be it their mothers or sisters, they only
have examples of degradation.
That is not the case with girls who are born of respectable parents. If they run away from their homes and take
to the path of evil, they have no excuse whatsoever and deserve to be slaughtered like sheep—but without even
the drops of water to slake their thirst before their throats are cut.
If I did not explain the circumstances which made me take up the profession of the courtesan, people would
believe that, as in the case of other girls with my background, it could only be the physical compulsions of
inherent wantonness. They would think that the delay in fixing the date of my wedding had made me impatient;
that I cast my eye on some other man and ran away with him; and when that someone dropped me, I must have
picked up with another; and, when even that affair did not turn out well, with yet another man, and so gradually
slipped into the profession.
I would not blame them for coming to that conclusion because this is exactly how it often happens. In my
lifetime I have seen and heard of many a respectable wife or daughter going astray and I know the circumstances
which lead to their downfall. First is the parents’ inability to marry off their daughters in good time after they have
attained puberty. Second is the marrying off of girls to someone without their consent; parents do not give thought
to matters like the disparity of age, looks or temperament and throw their daughters into the arms of any man they
can find. As soon as the girl finds that she cannot get on with her husband, she leaves him. Yet other instances are
of girls who have the misfortune to be widowed in their youth and who find a widow’s lot unbearable; if they are
lucky they take on another husband; if they are not and get into bad company, they go on the streets.
But none of these things happened to me. I was just born unlucky. The buffetings of fate and chance left me
stranded in a wilderness. There was no way out except by the path of evil.
*
Dilawar Khan whose house was a short distance from ours was in league with dacoits. He had spent many
years in jail at Lucknow. At the time I am speaking of, he had just secured his release by getting someone to
intercede on his behalf.
Dilawar Khan had a strong grouse against my father. When he was arrested in Faizabad, people of our locality
were summoned to testify to his character. My father was amongst them. He was a simple and honest person. And
the Queen’s magistrate had placed the Holy Qur’an in his hand and asked:
“Well, jemadar, tell me the absolute truth; what sort of man is Dilawar Khan.”
My father stated truthfully all he knew about him. It was on his testimony that Dilawar Khan was sent to
prison. He nursed this grievance in his heart and when he came out of jail, he decided to take his revenge. To spite
my father, he bought a flock of pigeons and got his flock to capture one of my father’s birds. My father offered
four annas for it; he demanded eight.
One evening before my father had returned from his work, I happened to go out of the house and saw Dilawar
Khan standing under the tamarind tree.
“Come, child! Your father has settled the matter of money with me,” he said to me. “You can take back your
pigeon.”
I walked into the trap. I went with him to his house. As soon as I entered, he bolted the door from the inside. I
wanted to scream but he gagged my mouth by thrusting an old rag in it. He tied my hands with a scarf and threw
me on the floor. He opened the back-door and called for one Peer Bakhsh. The two men picked me up, put me in a
bullock-cart and drove off. The bullocks flew apace.
I was a helpless victim in the clutches of the devil. Dilawar Khan had me pinned under his knees and I could
hardly breathe. He had a knife in his hand and there was murder in his bloodshot eyes. I was petrified.
The twilight sank into night and it became dark all around. A strong bleak wind began to blow. I was chilled to
the marrow and began to shiver with cold. Images of my home came crowding before my eyes. Tears welled up
and ran down my cheeks, hot and unceasing. I thought of my father back from work looking for me everywhere;
of my mother beating her breast in distraction and my little brother playing, oblivious of the awful plight of his
sister.
Mama, father, brother, the house with its verandah, courtyard and kitchen all flashed before my eyes. And
there was Dilawar Khan threatening me with his knife every few minutes. I was terrified that any moment he
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would plunge it in my bosom. Although my mouth was no longer gagged I could not utter a sound. While I was in
this plight, Dilawar Khan and Peer Bakhsh talked and laughed all the time and were obviously pleased with
themselves. They cursed me and my parents in foul language.
“It is said that a brave man’s son will avenge a wrong even after twelve years,” said Dilawar Khan. “You see,
brother Peer Bakhsh, I have now proved the truth of that saying. How that son of a … must suffer now!”
“Indeed you have proved the proverb,” replied Peer Bakhsh. “It would be just about twelve years since you
were sentenced, isn’t it?”
“Exactly twelve. Brother, what hardships I had to go through in the jail at Lucknow! However, now it is that
… ’s turn to suffer. He will rue it for many a day. And this is only my first move. I mean to murder him.”
“You don’t say so!”
“What do you take me for? If I do not kill him I am a bastard and not the true son of a Pathan.”
“I know you are true to your word.”
“Just wait and see.”
“What do you propose doing with this girl?” asked Peer Bakhsh.
“Kill her and dump her in a gutter. And get back home before the night is over.”
When I heard these words I had no doubt that my end was near. The tears dried up in my eyes, my heart felt a
sudden jolt, my limbs became lifeless and my neck fell back as it does at the time of death. But there wasn’t the
slightest trace of pity on the face of the monster. On the contrary he gave me a hard blow on my chest. I doubled
up with pain and nearly fell off the cart.
“If you kill the girl,” asked Peer Bakhsh, “how will you pay me?”
“I will pay you to the last penny.”
“Where will you get the money? I thought you meant to do something else.”
“If I can’t raise it in any other way, I’ll sell the pigeons and pay you.”
“You are stupid. Why should you sell the pigeons? Shall I tell you of another way?”
“Speak.”
“Old chap, let us take the girl to Lucknow and sell her.”
The fear of death had affected my sense of hearing and the voices of these villains were like a hubbub in a
nightmare. But I caught Peer Bakhsh’s words and blessed him in my heart. But what would the other cutthroat
want to do?
“All right, we will see when the time comes. Let’s get a move on.”
“Let’s stop here awhile. There is a fire under that tree ahead of us. I will get some charcoal for our hookah.”
When Peer Bakhsh went away to get the charcoal, I began to wonder whether Dilawar would put an end to my
life before he returned: I became hysterical and shrieked at the top of my voice. Dilawar Khan turned on me with
savage fury and hit me hard in the face.
“Shut up, you little bastard,” he yelled, “or I’ll stick this knife in you.” Then followed a string of filthy abuse.
Peer Bakhsh had not gone very far. He shouted to Dilawar Khan to hold his hand.
“Don’t do that, brother.”
“All right, all right,” assured Dilawar Khan. “Go and get the charcoal.”
A little later Peer Bakhsh returned with a few pieces of live charcoal, prepared the hookah and handed it to his
companion. Dilawar Khan took a pull at the hookah and asked:
“How much do you think she will fetch? Who will arrange the sale? I hope we don’t get into trouble.”
“What are you scared of, old man? No one will catch us. In Lucknow such deals are made all the time. You
leave it to me; I will manage the transaction. Do you know my wife’s brother?”
“Karim?”
“The same. It is his means of livelihood. He has abducted scores of boys and girls and made money on them.”
“Where is he these days ?”
“Where could he be except in Lucknow! His father-in-law’s house is across the river Gomti. He is bound to be
there.”
“How much is a boy or a girl worth?” asked Dilawar Khan after some time.
“Depends on their looks.”
“How much do you think this one will fetch?”
“A hundred, or, with luck, a hundred and fifty.”
“You’ve got a hope, brother. She has no looks to speak of. A hundred would be too much for her.”
“There is no harm in trying. What would you get if you killed her?”
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We traveled all through the night. It is said that sleep can come to a condemned man even as he awaits death
on the stake. So it was with me. Although death hovered in front of my eyes, after a short while they closed in
slumber. Peer Bakhsh took pity on me and covered me with the blanket meant for his bullocks. I woke up several
times, but I lay still without uttering a sound. Then I moved the blanket off my face.
I was alone in the cart. I raised the flap on the side and saw a row of huts and a grocer’s shop. Dilawar Khan
and Peer Bakhsh were buying something. The bullocks had been unyoked and were munching fodder under a
banyan tree. Some villagers were sitting round a fire warming their hands and smoking a chillum. Peer Bakhsh
came back and gave me some roasted gram. I had eaten nothing all night and was famished. I devoured it
greedily. Then he brought me a jug of water. I drank a little and lay down quietly.
After a long rest Peer Bakhsh got up and yoked the bullocks. Dilawar Khan filled his hookah and came and sat
beside me. And we were on the move again. That day he was not so hard on me. He did not brandish his knife,
nor smack nor shout at me. They stopped at several places to refill their hookah and chatted and sang all the way.
Their talk often turned into abuse. They would roll up their sleeves, tighten their waist-bands and leap off. the
cart. Then something would make them cool off. and the quarrel would be over. There would be a reconciliation.
They would start talking in such a friendly manner that it was hard to believe that there had ever been any
misunderstanding between them.
“How can there be any question of our falling out?” one would ask.
“None whatsoever,” would come the reply.
“All right, let bygones be bygones.”
“Let bygones be bygones.”
*
You have already heard of the first night in captivity. I still wonder how I ever lived through it. I will not forget
the utter helplessness to my dying day. It must have been hard for my soul not to have given up. As for Dilawar
Khan, he got the punishment he deserved.
But it did not quench the fires of hate in my heart. I would not have had any compunction in seeing him cut up
into small pieces and his flesh fed to the crows and kites. I am certain that even in hell he is flogged with burning
faggots night and day and if God is just, a worse fate awaits him on the day of judgment.
It would have been better if Dilawar Khan had killed me. A handful of dust would have covered my virtue and
my evil deeds would not have tarnished the fair name of my parents. I would also have been spared the
blackening of my face in front of man and God.
I met my mother once again. But that was a long time ago. God alone knows whether she is still alive. I have
heard that my younger brother has a son who, by the grace of Allah, is now fourteen or fifteen years old. He has
also two daughters. I have a strong desire to see them all. They live in Faizabad which is not very far. One
wretched rupee could get me there. But my hands are tied.
Those days there were no railway trains and it used to take four days to travel from Faizabad to Lucknow. But
Dilawar Khan, fearing lest my father pursue him, took a roundabout route through the wilderness and it took us
eight days to reach Lucknow. How would a useless creature like me know where Lucknow was? It was from the
talk between Dilawar Khan and Peer Bakhsh that I gathered it was there that they were taking me. I had heard
people at home talk of Lucknow because my mother’s father worked there as a gatekeeper in some Nawab’s
mansion. Once he came to visit us at Faizabad and brought lots of sweets and toys for me. I never forgot him.
Dilawar Khan and Peer Bakhsh took me across the Gomti to the home of Karim’s father-in-law which was a
dingy mud hovel. Karim’s mother-in-law was an old hag who looked like a bather of corpses. She took me inside
and locked me up in a cell and kept me locked up all morning and afternoon. Then a youngish woman (who I later
learnt was Karim’s wife) came in and brought me three chapatties, a spoonful of lentil soup in a saucer of clay
and some water in an earthen jug. Even this simple fare was like a feast for me, because for one whole week, fate
had deprived me of home-cooked food; on the journey I was given nothing but roasted gram or powdered corn.
I ate all I was given and drank up half the jug of water. I stretched myself on the floor and fell fast asleep.
Heaven alone knows how long I slept because in the cell one could not tell night from day. I woke up several
times in the complete dark and since there was no one around, I covered my face with my dupatta and went back
to sleep. Then the old hag, Karim’s mother-in-law, came in muttering and jabbering.
“Her ladyship does like to sleep, doesn’t she? Shout yourself hoarse and she will not turn a hair; shake her for
all you are worth and she will slumber on. I think a snake must have sniffed at her. Ah, her ladyship is awake at
last.” I kept quiet and she went on jabbering till she had exhausted herself.
“Where is the cup?” she demanded.
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I gave it to her and she went out. The door was locked again. A little later Karim’s woman came in. She
unlatched a window and took me out through it to a tumbledown courtyard. It did my heart good to see the open
sky even though it was for a short time. I was taken back and locked up in the same dark dungeon and as on the
previous day I was given lentil soup and a bowl of maize porridge to eat.
So passed another two days. On the third, a girl, perhaps a year or two older than me, was brought and locked
up in the same cell. God alone knows from where Karim had enticed her! The poor thing was crying her heart out.
Her arrival was a blessing for me. When she stopped crying, we started talking to each other in whispers.
She told me that her name was Ram Dei, the daughter of a Hindu trader of a village near Sitapur. I could not
see her face in the dark, but next day when the window was opened, we had a good look at each other. She was
fair and petite and her features were lovely.
Ram Dei was taken away on the fourth day and I had to spend another two days in that dark hole in utter
loneliness. On the third night Dilawar Khan and Peer Bakhsh came and took me out with them. It was a moonlit
night. We went across some open ground and then through a street till we came to a bridge. The river was in flood
and a sharp breeze was blowing. I began to shiver with cold. A little later we found ourselves in another street and
then we went through a very long and narrow lane. I had to walk its entire length and my feet ached. We came to
another bazaar which was so crowded that we found it difficult to get through. At long last we came to the
entrance of a house.
Mirza Ruswa, can you guess what this place was? It was here that I was to trade my honor for money, for this
was the Chowk, the prostitutes’ quarter. And I was at the house where I was to get whatever was due to me from
the world—honor and disgrace, fame and notoriety, failure and success. It was the establishment of Madame
Khanum Jan, and its doors were open. We went in and up a staircase, through the courtyard to a verandah where
she was sitting.
Khanum was nearly fifty, but what a grand old lady she was! I have never seen another woman with a more
dignified bearing nor one as well dressed as her. The hair about her temples had gone snow- white and neatly
framed her dark face. She wore a pair of loose pyjamas made of gold thread and had a dupatta of finely crinkled
white muslin over her head. She had big bracelets of solid gold on her arms; her plain earrings became her
beautiful face. Her daughter, Bismillah Jan, had exactly the same complexion and features but lacked that
something, je ne sais quai, which made the mother so much more fascinating.
I have never forgotten the impression she created on me that day. She was sitting on a low settee covered with
a carpet. The room was lit by a lamp with a glass globe shaped like a lotus flower. A large and richly engraved
pan-leaf casket lay open in front of her. She was smoking a hookah through a long winding stem. Her daughter,
the dusky Bismillah Jan, was dancing. As soon as we entered, the dancing stopped and those present left the
room. The deal had apparently been settled earlier. Madame Khanum looked up and asked:
“Is this the girl?”
“Yes Madam,” replied Dilawar Khan.
She beckoned me to her side, put her arm round my shoulder and made me sit down beside her. She tilted up
my face and looked closely.
“Very well,” she said at last, “I stand by my offer for this one. What about the other girl?”
“She has already been disposed of,” answered Peer Bakhsh.
“How much did you get for her?”
“Two hundred rupees.”
“Well, then, that’s settled,” she commented; and then asked: “Who did you sell her to?”
“A begum bought her for her son.”
“She wasn’t too bad to look at. I would have paid as much. You were hasty.”
“What was I to do? I did my best but my wife’s brother would not listen to me.”
“This girl has also a nice face,” interrupted Dilawar Khan, “you are the best judge.”
“She will do,” conceded Khanum, “at least she is human.”
“Well, she is yours for the taking,” replied Dilawar Khan.
“You are a stubborn lot,” said Khanum.
She called for one Husaini. A dark, buxom woman of middle age came in.
“Bring the cash box,” ordered Khanum.
Husaini went and fetched the cash box. Khanum opened it and put a lot of money in front of Dilawar Khan. I
came to know later that she paid a hundred and twenty-five rupees for me. Of these, Peer Bakhsh counted out
some and tied them up in his kerchief. (I was told he got fifty.). The accursed Dilawar Khan put the rest in his
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pouch. Both of them salaamed and took their leave.
I was left with Khanum and the maid-servant Husaini. Khanum spoke to her maid-servant:
“Husaini, this girl does not seem too dear for the price we have paid.”
“Dear? I would say you got her very cheap.”
“Oh no, not so very cheap either,” exclaimed Khanum. “However, she has an innocent face. I wonder whose
child she is? And what a state her parents must be in! Don’t these rascals have any fear of God when they abduct
these girls, Husaini? Don’t you agree we are absolutely blameless? It is they who will have to answer before God
for deeds such as this. If I had not bought her, she would have been sold to someone else.”
“She will be much better off here,” Husaini assured her. “Hasn’t Madam heard how these slave girls are treated
by mistresses of respectable homes?”
“Of course I have heard! Only the other day, I was told that Sultan Jahan Begum chanced upon her slave girl
talking to her husband and had the girl branded with a red hot iron till she died.”
“These women get away with murder here,” sighed Husaini, “but on the day of judgment, those who treat their
servants cruelly will have their faces blackened.”
“Only have their faces blackened!” exclaimed Khanum warming up, “they will be thrashed by hell’s burning
faggots.”
“It will serve them right,” agreed the maid-servant. “That is what they really deserve.” After a while Husaini
asked Khanum:
“Mistress, give this child to me; I will bring her up for you. She is your property, but let me look after her.”
“All. right, you take her,” replied Khanum waving to me. Husaini, who had remained standing all this while,
sat down beside me.
“Where do you come from, child?” she asked me.
“From Bangla,” I replied sobbing.
“Where’s Bangla?” Husaini asked Khanum.
“How dense you are! Bangla is another name for Faizabad.”
“What is your father’s name?” Husaini asked me.
“Jemadar.”
“You are the limit,” interrupted Khanum.
“How can she know her father’s name? She is only a child.”
“What is your name?” asked Husaini, proceeding with her questions.
“Ameeran.”
“I don’t like the name,” interrupted Khanum again. “We will call you Umrao.”
“Do you hear, child?” said Husaini. “Henceforth you answer to the name of ‘Umrao’. When the mistress calls
‘Umrao’, you reply ‘Yes, Madam’.”
*
From that day my name became Umrao. When I grew up and took my place amongst the courtesans of
Lucknow, people began to call me Umrao Jan. And when I began to write poetry I added the pseudonym “Ada”
and come to be known as Umrao Jan Ada.
Khanum always called me Umrao; Husaini addressed me as Umrao Sahib.
Husaini took me to her room and gave me nice things to eat. She helped me to wash and change and put me in
her own bed.
That night I dreamt of my home in Faizabad. I saw my little brother at play and my father came back with a
leaf-cup full of sweets. He gave my brother some and asked where I was. As soon as I heard his voice I ran up to
him and flung my arms about his legs and sobbed out my story to him. I cried so much in my sleep that I began to
hiccup.
Husaini woke me up. The home with its wide verandahs, my father, mother and brother had all vanished.
There was only I sobbing in Husaini’s lap and she wiping away my tears. In the dim light of the oil lamp I saw
that Husaini’s eyes were also wet.
Husaini or Auntie Husaini as I began to call her, was indeed a noble-hearted woman. She gave me much
affection that within a few days I forgot my home and my parents. That was perhaps inevitable as I had no choice
in the matter. This was an utterly different way of life. I got food the like of which I had never tasted before. And I
wore clothes the like of which I had never even dreamed of. There were also three girls to play with: Bismillah
Jan, Khurshid Jan and Ameer Jan. The days and nights were filled with dancing and singing, shows and concerts,
and fairs and picnics in pleasure gardens. No form of luxury was denied to us.
1068

Mirza Ruswa! You will probably think that I was a callous child to have forgotten my parents so soon and
taken to games and frolics. Although I was of a very tender age, as soon as I entered Khanum’s house, I knew that
I would have to spend the rest of my years there. I was like a bride who, when she goes to her husband’s home,
knows that her sojourn is not for a day or two but she has to live there for better or worse till the end of her time,
till the day of reckoning.
I had also suffered so much at the hands of the villainous dacoits that Khanum’s house appeared like paradise
to me. I had realized the utter improbability of seeing my parents again; and one ceases to long for something
which one knows is out of reach. Although Faizabad was only forty kos from Lucknow, those days it seemed a
long, long distance a way.
*
Khanum had a huge establishment with different apartments for each of the girls. Her daughter, Bismillah Jan,
and another girl, Khurshid Jan, who were the same age as I, were under instruction. There were a dozen or so fullfledged courtesans who had separate apartments with musicians and servants of their own. They were very pretty
girls and were always richly attired and heavily adorned with jewelry. Each one had her own little court of
admirers.
Khanum’s house was like a fairyland ringing with sounds of mirth and laughter, song and music all the twentyfour hours of the day. Although young in years, I was a woman with a woman’s intuition and knew what was best
for me. When I saw Bismillah and Khurshid dancing and singing, I had a strong desire to learn these arts. I used
to hum to myself and try out some steps on my own.
Then my training began in earnest. I had a natural aptitude for music, my voice was melodious and suitable for
classical singing. After I had mastered the scales, the teacher started me on compositions. He was very methodical
in his system of training. He made me memorize the distinctive features of all the different musical modes and
made me sing them exactly as prescribed in .the texts. I dared not confuse a sharp note with a soft one, no matter
how minute the difference.
I was also in the habit of badgering him with questions. At first he (may he not blush in his grave) tried to
evade them. Then Khanum took him to task. One day I was practicing the mode Ramkali in the presence of
Khanum. I sang the sixth note in the scale sharp instead of soft but my teacher did not check me. Khanum asked
me to repeat the lines. I sang them the same way and the teacher again failed to check me. Khanum scowled at
me; I turned to the teacher; the teacher hung his head in shame. Then Khanum went for him
“What is going on here?” she demanded. “The dominant note in Ramkali is the sixth and that very note is
false. Tell me, is the sixth to be sharp, or soft?”
“Soft,” replied the teacher meekly.
“How did you render it, girl?”
“Sharp,” answered I.
“Why didn’t you check her?” demanded Khanum, turning to the teacher.
“It escaped my notice.”
“Escaped your notice?” asked Khanum angrily. “I made her repeat the lines and even the second time you kept
your mouth shut as if it was full of roasted gram. Is this the way you teach the girls? If she had sung the note like
this before a connoisseur, he would have spat at my ancestors.”
The teacher felt very small. At the time he kept quiet, but he never forgave Khanum. He considered himself in
the top class of musicians—as indeed he was. Naturally he was very upset at being pulled up.
The same thing happened again. One day I was practicing the mode Sooha and Khanum again happened to be
present. I asked the teacher whether the third note was to be sung soft or extra-soft.
“Extra-soft.”
“Allah be praised!” exploded Khanum. "You have the audacity to say this to my face?”
“Why? What’s wrong?” asked the teacher.
“Why ask me?” snapped Khanum. “If the third note is extra-soft in Sooha, let me hear you sing it.” The
teacher hummed the Sooha and sang the third note soft.
“That should convince you,” interrupted Khanum. “You used the soft note yourself. Are you trying to mislead
the poor girl or do you want to test my knowledge? I kiss the dust and say with all humility that although I cannot
sing, there is little that my ears cannot discern. I am not a novice nor did I pick up my knowledge from a
nondescript family of musicians but from that of the famous Mian Ghulam Rasul whose name should be familiar
to you. However, all this is beside the point. If you really mean to teach, you should put your heart in it. If not, I
can make other arrangements. I do not want my girls to be ruined.”
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“As you wish,” answered the teacher and walked out.
He did not come back for many days and Khanum started giving us lessons herself. The drummer mediated
between the two and after many protestations of friendship from each side, there was a reconciliation. From that
day the teacher was more careful.
But despite the declarations of goodwill this teacher, like other great teachers of music, was most reluctant to
part with his secret knowledge. However, I had become so keen that when I was in doubt, or suspected that the
teacher was putting me off, I would go to Khanum and ask her. She was very pleased with my eagerness to learn
and started taking a lot of interest in me. She was disappointed with her daughter’s progress who, despite the
pains taken over her, would not, learn anything beyond popular songs and even while singing these, she often
slipped upon the beat.
Khurshid who looked like a fairy had no voice at all; her throat was like a split bamboo. She was quite a good
dancer and her performances consisted mainly of dancing; she sang a simple song or two to give herself the title
of a singing girl.
Much the best singer amongst us was Bega Jan. But the poor girl was so ugly that if anyone had met her at
night, he would have got a fright. She was as black as the bottom of a frying pan and so badly pockmarked that it
would have taken half a pound of minced meat to fill the dents en her face. Her eyes were always bloodshot and
her flat nose was squashed in the middle. She had thick negroid lips with large teeth sticking out. She was squat
of frame and bulging with fat all round; people called her the baby elephant. However, her voice was like the
heavenly choir and her knowledge of music profound. She was the only one who could render all the finest
variations between two notes. Whenever I went to her room, I used to pester her with requests.
“Please, sister, sing the scales for me,” I would ask.
She would sing the scales. I would pretend that I had not followed the notes distinctly and ask her to go over
them again.
“You are a nuisance, girl!” she would explode. “Why don’t you ask your teacher?” I would persist:
“Please sister, you sing them better.” Sometimes I would get the tanpura and make her sing a whole song. I
picked up many things from her.
Khanum’s girls were not only trained in dancing and singing, there was also a school to teach reading and
writing, to which I had to go. The school was under the supervision of a Maulvi Sahib. I can still vividly recollect
his bright face framed by a neatly trimmed white beard; his simple but spotless robe; the rings on his fingers with
cornelian and turquoise stones; his rosary with beads made of the holy soil of Mecca and a tablet to rest his
forehead during prayer, strung in between; his sword-stick with a silver ring at its base; his short-stemmed
hookah; his opium box and cup.
The Maulvi Sahib was a man of refined tastes and undoubtedly steadfast in his affections. A long long time
ago, a chance meeting with Auntie Husaini had led to an attachment. He had remained faithful to the association
ever since. Auntie Husaini looked on him as her real husband. The way the old pair flirted with each other would
have taught young couples a thing or two.
The Maulvi Sahib was from Zaidpur where, by the grace of God, he had land, tenements and houses. He also
had a wife, grown-up sons and daughters. He came to Lucknow in pursuit of knowledge and decided to stay there.
He couldn’t have gone back more than four or five times at the most. Whenever his relatives wanted to see him,
they had to come to Lucknow. Sometimes they sent him a little money or something else and Khanum gave him
ten rupees every month, all of which he immediately passed on to Auntie Husaini who was his treasurer. Husaini
provided him with food, drink, opium and tobacco. She had his clothes made for him. Khanum also held him in
great esteem and was specially considerate to Husaini because of him.
Since Auntie Husaini had taken me over, Maulvi Sahib paid special attention to my studies. It would perhaps
be immodest of me to claim that he looked upon me as his daughter, but there is no doubt that he taught me with
more love and care than he did the other girls. From the shapeless log of wood that I was, he chiseled out a
civilized being. I sat at his feet and learnt, despite my humble status, to command the respect and attention of
wealthy aristocrats. He gave me the confidence to speak in cultured company of people like yourself. To him I
owe the honor of being admitted in the King’s court and being invited to the salons of ladies of nobility.
After teaching me the alphabet, Maulvi Sahib started me on books of elementary Persian like Kareema,
Mama- keema and the Mahmud-nama. After going through them quickly he made me memorize the grammatical
tables of the Amad-nama. After that we took up Saadi’s Gulistan. He taught me only two lines at a time. I had to
learn the lessons by heart, specially the verses. Very soon I was able to rattle of the meanings of all the words and
analyze the construction of each line without any difficulty. He also took a lot of trouble over my spelling and
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letter-writing.
After the Gulistan, other works of Persian became so easy to follow that I felt as if I was revising something I
already knew. I also learnt Arabic grammar and was made to read a couple of tracts on logic. The Maulvi Sahib
taught me for nearly eight years. I need hardly add that he fostered my interest in poetry till it developed into a
passion. …
2
… Umrao: “Mirza Ruswa Sahib, have you ever been in love with someone?” Ruswa:
“God forbid! But what about yourself? You must have fallen in love with hundreds. That’s what I’m eager to
hear about, but you never get around to telling those tales.” Umrao:
“You know I’m a courtesan by profession. Falling in love is the accepted trick of our trade. When we
courtesans desire to ensnare someone we fall in love with him. No one knows how to do this better than us. We
can draw heart-breaking sighs and burst into tears at any odd remark. We can skip food for days. Or sit on the rim
of a well and threaten to jump. We can even resort to swallowing arsenic to convince the man. We can do all this
and more. Then, no matter how hard-hearted he is, the man must fall for our deception.
“But quite honestly, no one ever fell in love with me, nor did I ever fall in love with anyone. On the other
hand, Bismillah Jan was an adept at this art. You talk of men, I say not even an angel could escape her wiles.
Thousands of men were in love with her, and she in turn had declared her love to all of them.
“Now, among her true lovers, there was also a maulvi sahib. Not an ordinary maulvi, but someone who was
known for teaching the most advanced Arabic texts. People would come from faraway cities just to study with
him. There was no one more expert than him in Logic and other secular subjects. At the time that I’m talking
about he was just a few years short of being seventy. With his proper white beard and a clean-shaven head, he
presented a glowing, sober image. Then there were his dignified robes, his fine turban, and the forbidding walking
stick he carried in his hand. No one looking at him could have thought that the maulvi sahib was in love with a
wild, young tart, and quite madly too.
“Let me tell you about one day. And don’t think I’m exaggerating; what I’m going to say is absolutely true.
“You remember your friend, the late revered Meer Sahib—the one who had a liaison with Dilbar Jan? He was
himself a poet and adored good poetry. In the same vein, he adored beauty. But always in a most proper way.
There was hardly any among the finest courtesans of the city that he didn’t visit.” Ruswa:
“Yes, yes, go on. I remember him. May God grant him a high place in paradise.” Umrao:
“Well, he too was present on the occasion. You might recall that once Bismillah had a fight with her mother,
Khanam, and went to live on her own in a house behind the cloth market.” Ruswa:
“No, I never visited her in that house.” Umrao:
“I used to go there frequently—to see Bismillah, and also with the hope of bringing about a reconciliation
between the mother and the daughter. This is what happened that day.
“It was late afternoon. A set of takhts had been laid out in the inner court, covered with fine sheets and carpets.
On one side sat Bismillah Jan, leaning against an elegant bolster, and the late Meer Sahib sat near her. Facing the
two but a bit away sat the revered Maulvi Sahib.
“I’ll never forget the look of utter misery on his face. An olive rosary was in his right hand, and he was perhaps
silently calling to God the protector as his fingers counted the beads. When I arrived, Bismillah Jan grabbed my
hand and made me sit by her. I offered my respectful greetings to Meer Sahib and the Maulvi Sahib and sat down.
Bismillah leaned over and asked me in a whisper,
“‘Would you like to see something funny?’
“‘What?’
“‘Just watch.’
“Now Bismillah turned to the Maulvi Sahib. There was a very old neem tree in the courtyard. Bismillah
ordered the Maulvi Sahib to climb up that tree.
“Blood drained out of the face of the Maulvi Sahib, and his body began to shake with fear. I could have sunk
into the ground out of embarrassment. Meer Sahib shifted his position and looked away from us. As for the poor
Maulvi Sahib, one moment his eyes would turn toward the heavens, the other, they would stare at Bismillah’s
face. But she didn’t relent; once, twice, and for the third time she ordered:
“‘I’m telling you, climb up that tree!’
“Next I saw that the Maulvi Sahib invoked God by saying, ‘Bismillah’, and got up. Taking off his robe, he
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went and stood at the root of the tree. Once again he turned and looked at Bismillah, but she only frowned and
said,
“‘Go on!’
“The Maulvi Sahib hitched up his pajamas and started to climb. After he had climbed a bit he stopped and
looked down at Bismillah. Perhaps he wanted to know if that was enough. But Bismillah said,
“‘Keep going!’
“So he climbed a bit higher, then paused to learn her wish; but each time he got the same order:
“‘Keep going!’
“In this fashion, he almost reached the top of the tree; now the branches were so thin that if he were to go any
higher he was certain to fall and yield his soul to his Master. Bismillah was about to repeat her command but I fell
at her feet; Meer Sahib, too, urgently begged her to end the matter. After much importuning, she relented and
ordered the Maulvi Sahib to come down. The venerable gentleman had somehow managed to climb up, but he
had a much harder time climbing down. I was afraid he’d fall any moment.
“Finally the ordeal ended and he reached firm ground. Drenched in perspiration and out of breath, he was
ready to collapse. Somehow he managed to put on his clogs and staggered back to where we were. Once again he
got into his robes and sat down in his respectful pose, silently telling the beads of his rosary. But now the poor
man couldn’t sit still: big black ants had got into his pajamas!” Ruswa:
“By God, Bismillah was a great one for practical jokes! She must’ve had tremendous fun that day.” Umrao:
“Fun? The heartless woman sat there leaning against the cushions, with not the faintest trace of a smile on her
face. Both Meer Sahib and I were dumbfounded. It was an amazing experience—also most depressing.” Ruswa:
“Why, this is enough to keep one in stitches all life long—of course one must have some imagination. You
were telling the story but my eyes could see the entire scene: Bismillah, the Maulvi Sahib and his venerable mien,
Meer Sahib, the courtyard with the neem tree, everything. It’s an incident one doesn’t automatically laugh at; one
also feels like crying over the Maulvi Sahib’s foolishness. Without doubt Bismillah was some courtesan: an old
man of seventy, and she ordered him to climb a tree—and he did it too! But I don’t entirely understand it: there is
something rather complex here.” Umrao:
“Of course you don’t. There was indeed something very subtle going on. I guess I must tell you.” Ruswa:
“For heaven’s sake, go on. Is there something worse coming up?” Umrao:
“Many worse things. When the Maulvi Sahib eventually left I turned to Bismillah and asked
“‘What came upon you, Bismillah?’ Bismillah:
“‘What do you mean?’ Umrao:
“‘That poor man of seventy, his blood would’ve been on your hands if he had fallen from the tree.” Bismillah:
“‘What do I care. I’m mad as hell at that old wretch. Yesterday he threw my Dhanno (a monkey) down so
violently he could’ve broken her bones.’
“Now here’s the whole story. Bismillah Jan had a pet monkey whom she adored. Just listen to how that
creature lived: she had the finest clothes of satin and embroidered lace; she wore silver bangles, necklace and
bell-anklets—also a pair of gold earrings; and she got only the most delicious sweets to eat. She was just a tiny
little thing when Bismillah Jan bought her, but in a couple of years she had become quite fat. Those who knew her
had nothing to worry, but if she were to jump upon some stranger the poor man would’ve died from fright. She
was also very strong: even a tough man would have had a hard time getting his hand released from her grasp.
“One day previous to this incident, when the Maulvi Sahib came to visit, he took his usual respectful place on
the takht. For some reason Bismillah Jan felt like having some fun: she gestured to Dhanno, who softly came
from behind and jumped onto the Maulvi Sahib’s shoulders.
“The poor Maulvi Sahib was frightened out of his wits; he flung her away violently. The monkey fell to the
ground—though I’d think she jumped down herself. Anyway, she began to snarl at him. When the Maulvi Sahib
picked up his staff, she ran off and hid in Bismillah’s lap.
“Bismillah cuddled and petted her and covered her with her dupatta. Then she turned upon the Maulvi Sahib
and cursed and abused him to her heart’s content. But that apparently didn’t satisfy her, so the next day she
punished him anew.” Ruswa:
“And she chose the right punishment.” Umrao:
“That, doubtless, she did. She turned the Maulvi Sahib himself into a monkey.” Ruswa:
“Well, the Maulvi Sahib deserved to be taught a lesson. You know, the legendary Majnun didn’t hesitate for a
moment when he saw his beloved Laila’s dog; he immediately picked it up and kissed and cuddled it. The Maulvi
Sahib, on the other hand, not only flung away his beloved’s pet monkey but also, most improperly, waved his
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stick at it. That was certainly far removed from what love demands.” …
239.111 Excerpt from Autobiography Of Chettur Sankaran Nair\fn{by Chettur Sankaran Nair (1857-1934)} Malabar,
Malabar District, Kerala State, India (M) 19
1
I was born on the 11 th of July 1857 at Mankara in Malabar on the banks of the Bharata River, which takes its
rise on the Western Ghats, flows through the town of Palghat and enters the sea at Ponnani. Mankara is described
by Buchanan, who was deputed by Lord Wellesley, the then Governor-General, to travel through Malabar and
submit a report about the country when it was ceded to East India Company, as one of the most beautiful places
that he has seen.
It was in that locality that there was a battle between the retreating British Army and Tippu’s forces. In my
youth no one would travel through that place in the nights.
In my community the inheritance was in the female line. Properties belonged to women. The males were not
supposed to own the property, though they often managed the properties for the women. All the descendents of a
common female ancestress in the female line belong to one joint family or tarwad. In Mankara desom or village
there were 99 such tarwads. Each tarwad was bound to contribute one soldier to the Zamorin’s Army whenever
required, under the leadership of the Chief of the Village styled Mankara Nayar. Nayar signifies Chief, although it
has become usual to style all the members of the community: Nayars.
On the Tippu’s invasion we all forsook our homes to take refuge in the Western Ghats. We found on our return
after the country was ceded to the East India Company that the number of tarwads had dwindled to about 40 or
45. The rest had disappeared. About 30 years ago on enquiry I found that there were only two of these tarwads
left, one being my own. We were all farmers.
*
We had our own Kuladevata and Serpent grove. It was usual with most of the tarwads to install the Kuladevata
of the family in the tarwad house itself.
My mother had great faith in our household deity. On all important occasions she would consult the deity.
There was what an Englishmen would call a devil dancer. That is a person who is possessed by the goddess and
answers all the questions put to him. When my mother was on her fatal sick bed the dancer would not be
possessed. My mother and all of us then felt that she was going to die.
After her death we questioned him on one occasion, when he had the goddess in him, the reason of her failure
to assist her. He replied that he was helpless as it was the command of her father, the great Siva, god of
Kodungallur, that she should die.
There were festivals held in honor of the goddess and on such occasions there was a large pile of burning
timber stacked. After the ceremony the young men of the village, myself, included, used after a dip in the tank to
walk through the fire and scatter the burning wood about. Not one of us was ever hurt.
After I was grown up I could not even approach such a burning fire. My faith had gone.
The idol was under a big tree. My mother had a wall built round it. In later life I gave the necessary funds to
the trustee, a very wealthy Brahmin landholder, to build a temple over and for the idol. When he began to build it
his mother. died, and the astrologer told him that it was due to his attempt to build the temple, as the goddess was
a Vanadurga, i.e., a forest deity and preferred sun and rain to being enclosed in a building.
To our serpent grove we used to take milk on certain fixed days. If we failed to do so on any of these days
there would be a serpent on the door step of our front door the next day. The senior lady of the family would tell
the serpent, “you may go away; the milk will be sent there,” and quietly it would go. In fact we lived in a world
peopled by beings not of this earth alone.
*
Near our own tarwad home we had the preta of one Kandath Raman Nair. A preta is the ghost of a deceased
person who has been refused admission into the world of pitris or fathers after death for something very sinful in
his life. This Raman Nair was a great magician in his time who was killed by the villagers for the great trouble he
gave them. After his death, his preta for an offering of fowls or anything similar, would kill anyone towards
whom his petitioner had any grudge unless the person becoming aware that he was being persecuted by this preta
offers a greater sacrifice, himself. No person would be attacked if he was leading a pious or saintly life.
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When the British acquired the country, a Kottayam Raja refused to submit and waged guerilla warfare for
many years causing great loss to the East India Company in men and money. One Menon, who was an agent of
the East India Company, is supposed to have been responsible for his capture and death. This Menon rose high in
the British Service and was deputed afterwards to the Coorg Raja, whom he persuaded to surrender to the East
India Company on the assurance that he would not be deprived of his Kingdom. The East India Company
however deprived him of his Kingdom and I believe he died afterwards in England.
The story goes that Menon’s tarwad is troubled by the pretas of the Coorg Raja and the Kottayam Raja to the
present day, and by his own pretain their company, as the tarwad had not been able to gain admission for him into
the world of fathers or pithrulokam by appropriate ceremonies or offerings.
Not only do Hindus but also Muhammadens have pretas. In the early days of British Rule while Moplas were
still unsubdued there was a gurukal, a great man amongst them, who carried on guerilla warfare against the
Government. A Magistrate, Nair, who came across him, engaged in a duel with him. They were both trained in the
same Kalari. The Gurukal soon found that the Nair had deteriorated; he coolly stopped the fight, invited him to
chew betel and then continue the fight. The Nair Magistrate, who was exhausted, gladly agreed and after a short
time they resumed the fight. The Magistrate had retained the fluid after chewing betel in his mouth; in the course
of his fight he spat it out in the eyes of the Gurukal who blinded for an instant by this, fell a victim to the Nair and
was killed. To this day, at least till very recently, the tarwad of the Nair, well-known and influential, had to
perform expiatory ceremonies to the preta of the Gurukal.
There are many stories like this throughout the country. Ordinarily, the spirits of the deceased also protect the
tarwads of which they were members. Curiously enough it is only their tarwads of whom they are the guardian
spirits. They render no protection to those who are related to them in the male line. Thus for instance if a tarwad
or family is divided, the spirit of the female ancestress would be a guardian angel to her descendants in the female
line, but not her descendants in the male line. Conversely the spirit will look for any assistance or offerings for
meals etc., to her female descendants, not to her sons, consistently with our laws of inheritance. In fact, this was
one of the reasons advanced against any change in the law when I took action in the Legislative Council. But now
that the laws have been altered and inheritance runs in the male line, it remains to be seen what these deceased
spirits will do.
In fact in the old days we, i.e., the people of the Kerala country, were dreaded by outsiders as magicians etc.,
and our women were dreaded on account of their loveliness and attractiveness. The people of Kerala were
considered adepts in Sakti worship. According to our tradition there were three great centers of Sakti worship in
India: Kashmir, Bengal and Kerala. Sakti in the form of Goddess Durga has innumerable places of worship in our
country, Kerala, and in almost every important tarwad her worship is carried on, on a certain fixed days.
Both for war and love, Sakti in the form of Kali is the great Goddess worshipped. Our women were considered
very handsome in the old days before the jaws of economic depression and general decline of material prosperity.
The country was colonized by Parasurama with colonists of Aryan race from Northern India. Mouziris was an
important Roman commercial centre. There were also other ports. There were Roman colonists who freely
intermarried with the native women. Arabs were always, from the most ancient time, carrying on extensive trade,
many of them settling in the country and there were intermarriages. There were also Chinese colonists.
The mixture of races may account for the loveliness of our women in ancient times. Mr. Logan says in his
Malabar Manual that the North Malabar peasant women (Thiyas) are as handsome as any in the world. Outsiders
believed that these women were adepts in worship of the deities of love.
*
My father’s tarwad was at Guruvayur which has since acquired some political importance on account of
Gandhi’s untouchability movement. The head of my father’s family was a chief styled Patinharapat Nayar. He
was also a Panikker, i.e., the head of an ancient Kalari or Gymnasium where all the youth in the village had to
receive their training in athletics and in arms. According to tradition the head of this family was the Commanderin-Chief of the Rajas in Kodungallur or Cranganore (Mouziris of the Romans).
When the Jews after their dispersion on the sack of Jerusalem came to this city, which was the capital of the
Kerala country then, i.e., the West Coast of the Madras Presidency from Gokarnam to Cape Comorin, and
requested permission to settle there, there was a trial of skill between them and the Nambudiris, the local
Brahmins. In that trial the Jews won, the Brahmins and the Local Rajas who also were Brahmins, gave up the
country between Kodungallur and Guruvayur to the Jews and my father’s people also had to leave Kodungallur
and settle in Guruvayur.
*
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I said that the head of my father’s tarwad was the head of a Kalari-gymnasium. All the Nair children were
trained in the Kalari. They had to train their body, learn something similar to what is now called jujitsu of Japan,
lathi exercises, and be fairly good swordsmen. Our duties were Kannu (eye) Kayyu (hand), Kalpana (order), Vettu
(cut, kill), Kettu (tie), Nayattu (hunt)—i.e., supervision, control, fight, chase. In youth they worshipped the
ordinary gods—Vishnu, Siva, Devi etc; on attaining old age they received Brahmopadesam and retire to lead a
life of consecration and worship.
The Nair community had no marriage law, a woman therefore could discard her husband. On account of our
law of inheritance, according to which succession was through females, and the absence of any law of marriage, it
has become doubted whether we were Hindus. There are reasons to think that the Nair community was one of
these tribes which were incorporated into Hinduism wholesale, the priests amongst them being accepted as
Brahmins. The theory that succession in the female line and kinship traced through females is proof that they were
a primitive tribe cannot hold in this case at any rate, as they were the ruling race and far advanced in culture.
There are some remarkable differences between the Malabar Brahmins, called Nambudiris, and the Brahmins
elsewhere. Salvation was only by works and not by Gnanam i.e., knowledge, wisdom or intuition; as an exception
there are some Brahmins of the highest rank who do not perform the sacrifices, i.e., Yagams, which were
prescribed for Brahmins which require animal sacrifice. This applies to those south of the Alwaye river.
Sankarachariya the great Vedantist, was born in Kaladi village on that river. The place where he performed the
funeral ceremonies of his mother was till recently neglected and covered with moss and grass. On the suggestion
of Sir Seshadri Iyer, Dewan of Mysore, a temple was built and consecrated to Sankarachariya: Pilgrims from
outside Malabar flock to it.
But the Nambudiries avoid it. The Nambudiries of the day excommunicated him. “Omkaram” or “Pranavam”
is unduly prominent in the Nambudiri mantras. The tradition is that this is due to Sankara who thereby desired the
extinction of the Brahmins. This suggests that Sankara, who received his religious training under Buddhist
teachers, wanted to get rid of the Karma Kanda of Brahminism to introduce or propagate the religious doctrine of
Monism, by absorption or extinction. Female freedom or independence, prohibition of Yagams, or animal
sacrifice, the theory of salvation, the fact that there was a large colony from Ceylon, all support the tradition that
the people of Malabar were at one time Buddhists.
*
On the cession of Malabar to the East India Company the latter found the country very unsettled. The local
Muslims called Moplas were very fanatical. Till Tippu’s invasion, they lived on very friendly terms with the
Hindus, but on Tippu’s invasion the Moplas joined him.
Tippu with their assistance tried to convert by force all Hindus to Islam. There is little doubt he would have
succeeded but for the arrival of the British troops and the defeat of Tippu, who ceded Malabar to the East India
Company; but the Moplas resented this step and did not submit. The country was jungly and British troops found
it difficult to put down the Moplas. They had to enlist the Hindus and form what is known as Watson’s Kolkars,
who put down the open outbreaks.
But throughout the country the Moplas continued to give trouble. The Government had to appoint therefore
men of capacity and prowess to enforce and keep the peace. My great grandfather was the Officer in his locality
appointed by the East India Company for this purpose. He did not know to read or write but he was a good
gymnast himself, a good swordsman and of great influence in the country. He would put his sword on the table
while attending to his business and tell the clerk who took down his instructions that if from the Collector’s reply
anything was found to be wrong his head would be off.
His son was the Chief Officer under the Civilian Divisional Officer. He held his office near the present
Railway Station of Pattambi at a place called Kootanad. I have seen orders issued by him to the local officials at
Guruvayur to pay money to his wife from the treasury at Guruvayur which he said would be credited to the officer
in the accounts at the Head Office. He had many sons, one of whom held the highest appointment then open to an
Indian, the Collector’s shirastadar whose pay rose to Rs. 800/-. The Collector’s order would not be carried out if
he disagreed, without its submission to the Board of Revenue and their decision thereon received. Two other sons
one of whom was my father, were tahsildars. My father was at first a clerk under Conolly the Collector.
*
It was at about that time the Railway line was constructed; lands had to be acquired.
Conolly showed great tenderness to the Moplas; whenever the projected Railway line had to pass a mosque he
would get the engineer to divert it, but if it had to pass a temple he would tell my father to tell the Hindus to take
that stone (idol) away.
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In other respects also he tried to conciliate them. He would appoint only Muhammadan Officers and peons to
deal with Muhammadens. He was however assassinated by the Moplas when he was about to leave Malabar for
Madras, having been appointed a member of the Executive Council; and the result was the Mopla Act, a very
severe piece of legislation under which they have suffered very much.
One of my father’s brothers in Government Service proceeded to a house where it was reported the assassins
and their friends were assembled; he could not of course do anything as he was alone but being a good
swordsman the Moplas feared him and gave him a large sum of money, a palanquin, and a sword, a present to the
then head of the House by the Travancore Maharaja for services rendered to the Hindu Rajas to enable them to
escape to Travancore. That sword is now in my tarwad.
This Moplah family were converts and converts are generally more fanatical than the average. The case of the
founder of this Moplah family was peculiar. He was a Hindu and the hereditary Prime Minister of the Hindu Raja.
On Tippu’s invasion, the astrologer on examination of his horoscope assured him that if he became a convert he
would rise to great eminence. He accordingly became a Mopla and was appointed by Tippu the Governor of that
part of Malabar. He was thus able to assist his old co-religionists to escape to Travancore.
My uncle was dismissed from the service for having received those presents. There was a general panic in the
District on account of this murder of the collector. My father was one of the officials entrusted with the duty of
protecting the English women, when the officials left Headquarters to deal with the Moplas. Long years
afterwards I had the pleasure of receiving Conolly’s daughter and assisting her to see the scene of the disaster.
Conolly’s brother also met a sad fate as he was murdered in Bokhara. There was a third brother who also I
heard died an unnatural death in a steamer collision.
My father as tahsildar lived in great state. I remember he had belted peons carrying swords before him when
he went anywhere.
My mother had her house often full of visitors. After my father left home for his office, almost every day there
were dances ending with one peculiar dance named Capture of the Girl; all the women would divide themselves
into two parties and there would be a girl with one of those parties. It was the business of the other party to
capture that girl and take her away to their side. There would be of course a good scrimmage.
*
A school was started at the Station Angadipuram where my father was tahsildar. It was a Mopla center. Before
I joined that school in my 9th year, I was learning Sanskrit from my 5th year; till that age I was dumb. My parents
made many vows to the god Subramania of Palani and my cure was attributed by them and others to that god.
There was however always a defect in my speech as I could not pronounce the letter R.
I was initiated with the usual ceremony and was a diligent pupil. In Sanskrit I learned Amarakosam, Sidha
Rupam, Sreeramodantham and Sree Krishna Vilasam before I joined the English school in my 9 th year. I remained
in that school for two years and was the first in the highest class receiving a prize before I left.
A most painful recollection of my school period was the whipping of one of our boys for some offence. He was
tied to a triangle and was whipped; it was shocking.
In those days in order to take any tiffin I had to go back home at 1 o’clock and dip myself in the tank before I
was allowed to eat anything. Our ideas of ceremonial purity at that time were very strict.
We had also daily physical exercises in the school. A circle was drawn about 15 to 30 feet diameter, a number
of boys would be inside in the circle. It was the business of an equal party outside to drag them out of the circle.
Those inside could not only resist being dragged out but could also beat the attacking party who could not
retaliate but had to content themselves with attempting to drag them out of the circle. Their turn came and they
would change places after all were dragged out. It was a rough exercise but it hardened the boys. I believe it is not
played now.
From there my father was transferred to Cannanore. My father’s predecessor at that place was a Brahmin and
we found that he was not in the habit of bathing in a tank at all, but had water brought to him into a bath room in
the house. At first we were shocked, but when my mother was absent for more than a year, my father felt that if a
Brahmin could have his bath in the house, he could also do the same and so we gave up the habit of dipping
ourselves in the tank.
The Head of the school was an Englishman. I thus came in contact with an English teacher very early. My
recollection of him is very pleasant. He was a very kindly person.
*
When at school in Cannanore we had a weird experience. Though it took place so many years ago my memory
as to what then happened is as clear as if it happened yesterday. In that taluq of which my father was tahsildar
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there was a Brahmin village munsif, who on account of some family squabble. got his brother-in-law, sister’s
husband, put into jail. His sister starved herself to death on that account; on coming out of jail, learning this, he
went to the Western Ghats and, learning magic and the Black Art under eminent teachers, learnt to control one
spirit, Kuttichathan.
From that time the village munsif and his wife were tormented by this spirit. They could not take any food;
when served, they would find dirt and filth thrown into it. Their house was set on fire and any house they might
enter would share a similar fate. When the wife slept, dirt and filth would be thrown over her.
He came to my father for leave. He would not enter the house, as he said on his entry the house would be set
on fire. My father recommended his application for leave to Mr. Logan, I.C.S., who granted leave.
In the meantime the couple lived in front of a devi (goddess) temple of repute there. They could take only
consecrated rice from the temple. Adjoining the temple was an Illom of Kattumadath Nambudiripad who is
regarded as the High Priest of this deity Kuttichalhan. He allowed the couple to live in the house.
My father was away on circuit. It was a semi-fast day for us. My mother, myself etc. were taking cunjee when
we heard the cry that the Illom was on fire. We all rushed out and found fire on the top of the building. Within a
short time my father returned. He, his peons, the police and those in the locality tried to extinguish the fire but
without success. The Illom was burnt to ashes.
At that time a marriage ceremony was going on in the next house. There were pandals etc. The two houses
touched each other and there were other adjoining houses, none of which was touched. This is said to be a
characteristic of Kuttichathan.
The village munsif and his wife suffered intolerable hardships. Finally at Tiruvalayangad Kavu, Calicut, the
family deity of the Zamorin, the priest, a Moosad, performed a buffalo sacrifice. After that, as long as he lived in
the presence of that Goddess, at the gate, he was not disturbed. When my father was subsequently transferred to
Calicut, he re-appointed him a village munsif.
To me this was a proof if needed of elemental spirits with power to interfere with us. This was confirmed by a
later experience.
From Cannanore my father was transferred to Calicut. The head of that school was a Glasgow Graduate, Colin
Mac Isaac. He was a great favorite with all the boys. We all loved and revered him. He died soon after of some
heart disease.
About 50 years later I was in correspondence with his widow who was living in Edinburgh. We always had
free access to his house. I passed the University entrance examination in that school; I continued my studies there,
passing the higher—the F.A. examination—in the first class and was the prizeman of my year. My name is on a
tablet in the College.
*
In Madras, I joined the Presidency College about 1875.
All our Professors in those days were Englishmen. Our Professors allowed us full freedom of speech. We had
to write essays in those days once a week. On one occasion we had to write an essay on the declaration of
independence by America.
It was the anniversary of that day. There were some of us who wrote that England must behave better in India,
otherwise Bombay would be another Boston Harbor. Our Principal Edmund Thompson took it in good part. In
these days it would have been a matter probably for the C.I.D. Not only we, the boys, but the Professors also were
very free in their expression of opinion. I remember a few years afterwards Dr. Miller of the Christian College
telling us that in case we sought independence it would not be the descendants of those who fought by Wallace
and Bruce who would regret that day.
Besides our Professors, we, the boys of this College, and I presume other Colleges also associated freely with
officials. All of us thought that we had a claim for advice and assistance from those Madras Officials in the
Government, High Court, Revenue Board, and Secretariat etc., who had served in our District. This claim was
willingly recognized and the officials welcomed us. The official who took interest in us Malayalam boys was Mr.
Justice Holloway, and he told me once that Tanjore and Malabar consider that he must look after their boys; as
Tanjore was his first District, and it was in Malabar that he served a long time. He would make me read his books
which he got from England and explain the difficulties quite as well as any Professor.
One of the books which I had to read to him was Stubbs’s Constitutional History; another was Whitney’s
Study of Languages. This will give an idea of the kind of work that we had to do with them. Mr. Justice Holloway
and I often had warm discussions. Once he said that the English were the only people who had never been
conquered. I denied it and said that honor could be claimed only by my people, the Nairs, as the only European
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race, the Portugese, who fought us we vanquished and the English never conquered us, whereas according to the
French historian Theirs, no nation had suffered a defeat like the English, as the Normans of a French Duchy,
conquered and enslaved them and were never driven out. He replied that Thiers was an ignorant fellow and he had
failed to notice that the Normans and Saxons both came from the same stock. I said that if that were so we were
all descended from the same stock and the argument lost all its force. His reply was that I was conceited and
impertinent.
*
Amongst the High Officials whom I met there, there was one whom I could not see without amusement. While
a young Civilian, he was apparently under the impression that there was no legal marriage in Malabar, and he
visited a certain girl of a respectable tarwad. The husband, who was too timid in those days to remonstrate or take
any action, adopted an ingenious device.
On entering the house, the Civilian was surprised to hear the sounds of kettle drums, music and many things
that ordinarily take place in a tamasha. When he came out he found an elephant with a golden embroidered headdress, torch lights, bands, musicians, and a large crowd in front of the house. The husband came forward and told
him that he was much honored by the visit, that he had made all those arrangement to honor him and he trusted
that in future also his Honor would inform him of any proposed visit.
The Young Civilian expostulated but it was no good. The husband insisted upon being allowed to honor him
every time he came. Though he immediately left the place the procession followed him for some distance. This
cured him of his propensity.
*
While in the College I used to go out sometimes with a friend to visit the sacred places near Madras. I took a
house boat in Madras and went down to Mahabalipuram.
The trip was most enjoyable, on the moonlight night as the boat glided slowly along. The sea on the left, the
swell of the sea breaking on the shore, the music of the surf, made one sleep. On the right side at intervals on the
hill tops were small temples with their bells ringing. It was a dream.
We arrived at Mahabalipuram in the morning. To visitors from over the seas, it is the architectural beauty of
the works that generally appeal; to me it is not so. It is the ancient stories that come to one’s memory; Arjuna’s
Tapas visualized Arjuna. From there we went to Tirukkazikundram Hill on the top of which two vultures (and
only two) daily came to be fed by the priest. We went to a Paraya hut in the morning for a bullock cart; when he
saw us he ran away at once. We thought at first that it was due to fear, but we learned afterwards that the Parayas
consider the sight of any superior caste-man in their village or hut as very inauspicious.
I have similar pleasant recollections of the boat journey along the back waters in the West Coast. In the day
time we were regaled by the songs of the women workers in the fields adjoining the canal. In the nights we heard
the bells in the temples at short intervals. A few furlongs off we heard the bells in a church: the shores of the
canals being dotted with temples and churches. At intervals there were cottages with the women reciting the
Ramayana or the Mahabharata. The whole thing was like a dream and does not fade from one’s memory.
I came to Madras while the great famine was raging. I was living in Mylapore in one of the streets round the
big tank. All round the tank there were men, women and children who had flocked to Madras from outside, dying
and dead. All of them, men, women, and children, were only skin and bones.
It was a horrid sight to see. I often dreamt of it long after I moved from that street to a street at a little distance.
In all Mylapore at that time we had only one pipe bringing water to the tank, and all of us had to fetch water from
there for our cooking.
*
While a student in the college, the Prince of Wales, afterwards King Edward VII, visited Madras. We boys
lined both sides of the Mount Road. The Anglo-Indian boys cheered him. We Hindu and Muslim boys had not
learned how to cheer then. We showed our regard for him by our respectful silence.
The Maharajas of Cochin and Travancore had come to Madras to pay their respects to him. So also the
Zamorin Maharaja Bahadur came here. The Zamorin and the Cochin Maharaja used to pass each other on the
Marina without any recognition, as their ancestors were bitter enemies and generally fought each other in the preBritish days. One day, the Travancore Maharaja, whose ancestors also were fighting them, but was an enlightened
man, laughed at them and told them,
“Here we are come from our distant countries to run like menials behind the carriage of a foreigner whose
servants we are. What is the use then of assuming all these airs, where is our dignity?”
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This made them heartily ashamed of themselves. The Maharaja of Travancore took one to the other. And
thereafter they showed to each other the civilities appropriate to their position.
In those days they considered it beneath their dignity to return the calls of Indian visitors. Now what a change!
*
When I took the B.A. degree, I received the History prize and the prize for English essay. One of the text
books which we had to read was Selections from Ruskin. There was a reference in that book to a fight in Scotland.
Mr. Thompson, the Principal, told us the class boys that he had searched various books and he had not been able
to find any reference to that name. I was able to tell him, that that was the scene of conflict between the two clans
in the “Fair Maid of Perth”. He was surprised.
There were also many other occasions on which he tested my knowledge of History and in the certificate that
he gave me when I left his college, he said that I was one of the two boys he had during his period who were very
good in History.
Afterwards I joined the Law College. I passed the B.L. examination after the two years prescribed. I got the
maximum number of marks in Hindu Law and very near the maximum in Jurisprudence. I was the first in my
year.
My mother died a few months after. I then became an apprentice under Mr. Shephard, afterwards Sir Horatio
Shephard, a Judge of the High Court and later Law Adviser to the Secretary of State for India. I was for one year
under him. I used to read all his cases, receive full instructions from the clients or Pleaders from the Lower Courts
instructing him, and acted as his junior sitting by him in Court.
The result was that his clients generally paid me some fee, and I was able to earn my own living and the heavy
stamp fee for enrolment. I became well known and there was no one else from my District of Malabar then
practicing in the High Court; the result was on the day I was enrolled as a vakil in 1880, I was engaged in 8 or 10
cases.
At that time all the leading lawyers were English Barristers. No vakil made more than Rs. 1000/- a month. But
when I left the Bar in 1908 Sir Bhashyam Iyengar was making about Rs. 15,000/- a month and there was scarcely
any English Barrister who had such heavy practice.
2
The jealousy of the English Barristers was very strong and long standing. Before the High Courts in India were
constituted, the “Sadr Court” was the highest and final Court of Appeal in the Provinces. It was officered only by
Civilians and those who practiced there were vakils.
In the Town of Madras itself there was the Supreme Court with two Barrister Judges. These two Courts were
amalgamated and became the High Court. The Chief Justice was the Barrister Judge and all the others ranked in
the order of their appointment.
The vakils before that time were not allowed to practice in the Supreme Court. Barristers however practiced in
the Sadr Court as vakils. The question then had to be decided whether the vakils should be allowed to practice in
the Supreme Court.
The Barristers very strongly objected, Bittleston the Barrister Judge observing that he would not be a party to
taking the bread out of the mouth of a Christian to put it into the mouth of a Pagan; but Holloway, who had been
appointed Judge, carried the day with Chief Justice Scotland, and a rule was passed allowing the vakils to practice
on the original side of the High Court, i.e., the old Supreme Court.
The Barristers then banded together and would not receive anybody in their Chambers to undergo the training
which was necessary to entitle them to be enrolled. The Judges therefore modified the rule about the training by
passing a fresh rule that attendance in Court for a longer term, 18 months, would qualify a candidate who had
passed the Law examination for enrolment.
T. Rama Rao afterwards, Raja Rama Rao, was the first vakil enrolled under this rule. During the time of his socalled attendance, he was a High Court Interpreter and the Barristers proposed to object to his enrolment on the
ground that compulsory attendance as an Interpreter was not an attendance under the rules to qualify him for
admission. On the day of enrolment Mr. Justice Holloway took his seat a few minutes before the usual time, it is
said as pre-arranged, and passed the order of admission and told Miller, a Barrister, who arrived immediately at
the usual time that he was too late to raise his objection.
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The Barristers were so incensed against the then Chief Justice Sir Colley Scotland for thus allowing vakils to
practice on the original side, that on the last day he sat in the Court, before retirement, they all walked out of
Court so as not to take part in the valedictory address to him.
There is a story about the appointment of this Chief Justice. The Lord Chancellor at that time was a Scot. It
was said that he gave legal appointments only to Scotsmen. But when this Madras appointment fell vacant he
could get no Scotsman to take it up. He accordingly gave it to a man who bore the name of Scotland. He proved,
however, the best Chief Justice or Judge Madras ever had.
In the other High Courts in India, Calcutta or Bombay, vakils were not allowed to practice on the original side.
This victory of the vakils was due to the civilian Judges of the High Court. There was always a long standing
jealousy between the Civilian and the Barrister Judges which helped the vakils very much. When the Advocate
Generalship fell vacant long after, Bhashyam Iyengar who was then the leading lawyer, was put forward for that
post by Harold Sutart, the Private Secretary to the then governor, Sir Arthur Havelock. He told me that he
anticipated opposition from the then senior member in Council, Mr. Bliss. But the latter to his amusement
accepted it remarking,
“We will give one in the eye to those damned Barristers.”
It was only an acting vacancy, but that practically sealed the fate of the English Barristers as against the vakils.
But I am anticipating.
When I joined the Bar, the leading vakils were only on the threshold of their brilliant career. A Vakils
Association was then formed and it was resolved that the vakils should only act with other vakils and that they
should not act with Barristers.
I refused to accept this, mainly on account of my loyalty to Sir H. Shephard. The result was I was for some
time boycotted by the other vakils. However I prospered. Before I argued my first case I was offered and I
accepted the post of a munsif, i.e., the Judge of the Court of the first instance, but after a few months I resigned it
and came back to the Bar. I served under the District Judge, Mr. Wigrain, the father of Sir Oliver Wigram who
became Secretary to the King-Emperor.
Mr. Wigram was not a very sweet tempered man, and there is an amusing incident about him as Judge. A
Mopla vakil, rather an elderly man, while arguing a case before him, said something which Mr. Wigram thought
was absurd and he expressed his opinion in rather strong language. The Mopla vakil who had never been treated
like this before, stared at him for a few minutes and quietly said,
“Sahib, my client pays me for representing to you all the arguments, in his favor. You are paid by the Sirkar to
listen to my arguments and decide the case as you like; why should there by any squabbling between us.”
Mr. Wigram could not help laughing and ever afterwards was always in good humor with him.
*
I joined the Bar at a time of great political excitement. Lord Lytton, who was the Viceroy till about that time,
was very unpopular in India mainly on account of the Arms Act and the Vernacular Press Act. His successor Lord
Ripon repealed the Vernacular Press Act and issued the famous Local Self-Government Resolution in 1882, which
if it had been carried out in spirit would have ensured a happy continuous political progress. That it was not so
carried out was not his fault. His Ilbert Bill, and his speech in the Legislative Council in reply to Mr. Thomas, the
Madras Official Member, is a striking testimony to the breadth of his vision, just as the opposition to him and the
disgraceful attempt to kidnap him by Englishmen, official and non-official, show their narrowness. I was a
Member of the Committee of which the President was Sir. T. Madhava Rao, to receive him and entertain him in
Madras. He left a very favorable impression on us.
*
Soon after I came back to the High Court, I was in 1882 appointed a member of the Malabar Land Tenure
Committee. The Collector of the District, Logan, was appointed a Special Commissioner to enquire and report
whether the land laws required any change. This had been a burning question since 1840 when Conolly was
Collector. Logan submitted a strong report in favor of legislation for the benefit of the tenants. A Committee was
appointed of which Sir Madhava Rao was the President and Logan, Wigram, myself, and another Nair official
were members. We strongly supported Mr. Logan, but on account of the strong opposition of the then Chief
Justice Sir Charles Turner, practically nothing came of it. After the Montagu Chelmsford Reforms the new
Councils came into being and now after a discussion extending over some years, an Act has been passed giving
fixity of tenure to the tenants.
The same happened with our religious institutions. More than in Northern India, there were great and wealthy
religious institutions in Southern India with incomes, some of them of lakhs of rupees every year. Early in the 19th
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Century the Government had taken possession of all these temples. They reserved enough to carry on the worship
and other expenses in the temple. The rest had been appropriated as Government property.
After some years of management the Government ceased their connection with these temples on account of
missionary agitation. The trustees who were then appointed mismanaged the temples and in many cases
misappropriated the income. We tried our best to get a law passed for the proper management of these temples. I
was the Secretary of the representative and influential committee that recommended legislation.
But the Government of India always stood in our way. The Reformed Council passed the required legislation
to prevent misappropriation.
*
There was an artillery corps of Anglo-Indians in Madras under the chief command of Mr. Branson, the then
Advocate General of Madras. The late Mr. Eardley Norton commanded under him. Two of my friends and myself
enlisted without any opposition on the part of the men. We underwent training for some days when an order
arrived from the higher command canceling our admission.
Myself with two other friends made another attempt a few years afterwards when we thought the conditions
were more favorable.. We were admitted by the Commandant; an Englishman, Mr. Chambers, the head of the
firm, Parry and Company at Madras. But this time the men objected to our admission and we retired. A third
attempt during the Boer War will be mentioned later.
*
The late Ramaswamy Mudaliar and myself started the Madras Law Journal; on his death I severed my
connection with it. It is even now the leading Law Journal in this Presidency. I was also writing the leading
articles in an Indian daily newspaper for some years. I started the Madras Review and my connection continued
till I accepted office. I handed it over to Karunakara Menon who was the Editor of a daily paper with the funds
then in hand. He discontinued it after some time.
The first political event, if I may so call it, in which I took part, was a meeting in about 1882 to protest against
the Government action in the notorious Salem riots which I have referred to later at some length. Such was then
the feeling in the country that there should be no opposition to Government in these matters, that the meeting had
to be held within closed doors.
Shortly after, Lord Ripon’s Educational Commission came to Madras. Sir William Hunter, the President,
requested me to write an essay on the customs and habits of the Nairs and other tribes in Malabar. I wrote one for
him. I am glad to find that the authors of the well-known book West and Buhler’s Digest of Hindu Law have made
use of it. All of us here in Madras disagreed with the policy of Lord Ripon’s Commission.
Our officials, educationalists as well as others like Sir Muthuswami Iyer were against it. Ostensibly the
commission desired the Government should withdraw generally from higher education, to devote themselves to
the education of the masses on the ground that with the resources at their disposal they would not be able to carry
on both, and leave higher education generally to private effort aided by the Government. The Missionaries knew
that at that time the Indians were not prepared to undertake the task, and hoped accordingly that higher education
generally, if left to private affairs aided by the Government, would fall into their hands.
They did not foresee the consequences which will be mentioned later. In his successor Lord Dufferin’s time, a
Public Service Commission was appointed to meet the Indian demand to throw open the higher appointments to
them. I was a witness before that Commission in Madras. There was at that time no Indian District Judge or
Collector or even Deputy Superintendents of Police, nor in fact any Indian in the higher services. Sir.
Muthuswami Iyer, when examined, was asked by Sir Charles Turner a member of the Commission whether he
thought that there was any young vakil who was competent to be appointed a District Judge. Sir Muthuswami Iyer
replied in the affirmative and told M.O. Parthasarathi Aiyangar, afterwards a District Judge, that if he had been
asked the names he would have mentioned the names of Parthasarathi Aiyangar and myself.
The orders of Government on the Report of the Commission were unsatisfactory. It resulted in a critical
division of the services.
*
In the meanwhile the Congress had been started and the demand for representative councils had been pressed.
Lord Dufferin advised the Secretary of State to make some small concession to the demand. His dispatch, though
confidential, got in to the public press.
After that it was only a question of time. About this time in 1890 Mr. Bradlaugh, M.P. was invited to preside at
the Bombay Congress. We felt in Madras that he ought to be asked to introduce a Bill into Parliament for this
purpose. Krishnaswami Iyer and Sundara Iyer, afterwards Judges, framed a scheme on the model of the American
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constitution. All of us Madras delegates supported it. The other provinces had no constitution ready. We were
accordingly able to get the Congress to accept it.
Mr. Bradlaugh introduced the Bill into Parliament in 1890, I believe on these lines. Krishnaswami Iyer told me
afterwards that when Sir Subramania Iyer and himself visited Mr. Justice Ranade after the Congress, he tore it
into tatters and made them heartily ashamed of the measure telling them that with the English people one had to
advance step by step; a lesson he said which he always bore in mind afterwards. The measure was finally passed
only in 1893.
Before that time however I was appointed a member of the Legislative Council as then constituted under the
Act of 1861. I shall describe briefly the constitution of that Council.
When the Council of the Governor met for the purpose of making laws and regulations, in addition to the
ordinary members of the Executive Council, other members were nominated by the Governor. But no business
could be transacted other than the consideration of measures introduced into the Council by the Government. So it
was only when any fresh legislation was required that the members had an opportunity of discussion. No member
could ask any questions, nor had he the right of interpolating the Government as to any of their acts or anything
that might be of importance to the country. Such was the Council which I joined as a member nominated by the
Governor.
The only important Bill which was discussed and passed by this Council in my time was one to get rid of the
old village system. According to ancient usage all these villages were little republics. They had their own revenue
officers who collected the revenue due by the villages to the Ruler of the country, who had nothing to do with the
individuals. They had their own police officials who had to make good to the owners the value of the property lost
if they were unable to recover the same or to show that an outsider had carried it out of the village. The village
had its own irrigation officials who looked after the irrigation of the village lands.
All this was opposed to the revenue system of the East India Company and the British Government and their
police administration. But vestiges of village Government still survived and they were sought to be got rid of by
this Bill. It gave power to Government to reconstitute all the villages and made all the village officials
Government servants paid by them, and for this purpose there was taxation imposed.
I opposed the Bill.. The only result my opposition had was to induce the Government to accept a suggestion
made by another non-official member to reduce the taxation by half. My fate however was better than that of my
predecessor in the council, Mr. (afterwards Sir) Subramania Iyer. He told me that after he had fought a “Salt” bill
tooth and nail and lost every amendment, that he had brought forward and was leaving the Council after it was
dissolved, Sir Grant Duff, the then Governor, asked him:
“I trust the interests which you represent have received the needful protection.”
Subramania Iyer told me that the Governor had not listened to anything or understood anything and that he had
lost all along the line. My case at any rate was slightly better.
*
Soon after this there was a reform of the Legislative Councils. Lord Dufferin had pressed for reform.
Landsdowne, his successor, supported him. Lord Cross the Secretary of State finally agreed. Lord Salisbury for
some time refused his consent. He told Lord Cross that once the elective principle was introduced the reform of
the Legislative Councils would move at an accelerated pace which the British Government would be unable to
stop, a prediction which showed his farsightedness. However in the end he yielded.
By this statute the Governor may increase the number of nominated members, to twenty. He may make
regulations under which such nomination may be made. This was to introduce the principle of election because
the Governor might empower representative bodies to elect certain members whose names might be submitted to
the Governor for appointment to the Council. The Governor of Madras accordingly empowered the District
Boards, Municipalities, Chambers of Commerce and the University to elect their representatives. The members of
council were given the right of asking questions and to discuss the annual financial statement of the Government.
But no power was given to propose any resolution, or divide the Council in respect of any such financial
discussion or the answer to any question asked.
*
This Council Reforms statute was passed in 1893. Members nominated by non-official electorates were
appointed to the Legislative Council. The first meeting of the Legislative Council elected under the new Law was
on the 14th of November 1893. It was a red letter day. I was a member of that Council. On that day one of the nonofficial members moved to add a Proviso to a section of a Bill to provide for the conduct of business by the Board
of Revenue. The Bill was not one of great general interest. It was intended to facilitate the dispatch of business by
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the Revenue Board of Madras. The Proviso was intended to preclude any member of the Board of Revenue from
disposing of an appeal against an order which he himself may have passed as a Collector. The whole incident is so
amusing that I venture to quote the proceedings.
The Honorable K. Kalyanasundaram Aiyar:
The first amendment I beg to propose is worded thus: “1. To add to section 2 another proviso as follows: Provided
also that in the case of any subject allowed to be dealt with by a single member of the Board, if the member before
whom the said subject comes on for disposal happens to be the officer who, as Collector or otherwise, disposed of it
before it came up to the Board, he shall not deal with it himself, but shall refer it to another member for disposal.”
The Honorable R. Ramasubbaiyar seconded the amendment.
The Honorable Mr. J.H. Garstin:
I oppose this amendment to section 2 as entirely unnecessary. It is the invariable practice in the Board of Revenue
that a member shall not dispose of any appeals against his own decision in another capacity. I think the addition
proposed by the Honorable Member is nothing less than a severe reflection on the Members of the Board. I think we
may leave the dispatch of business in this respect with confidence to the Members of the Board.
His Excellency the President:
It is a matter of regret to me that the Honorable member has thought it necessary to introduce such an amendment at
all. As the Honorable Member in charge of the Bill said, it is a severe reflection upon those entrusted with authority in
this country that it is thought that such an addition to the Bill should be required. I hope after what has passed the
Honorable Member will see fit to withdraw his amendment.
The Honorable K. Kalyanasundaram Aiyar:
I disclaim any intention of casting a reflection upon the Members of the Board of Revenue. I thought that was the
practice; and if that was the practice I thought there was no objection to embodying it in the bill. After the statement
from the Honorable Mr. J. H. Garstin, I have no objection to withdraw it.
The Honorable Mr. J. Grose:
The Honorable Member might just as well propose that the Member of the Board should dress properly and behave
as a gentleman and propose such an amendment.

The proposed amendment was then withdrawn. At a subsequent meeting on the 12 th of December the
Government had to eat the humble pie and admit that appeals to the Board of Revenue had been disposed of by a
member who had passed the original order.
The Honorable Mr. P. Rangayya Nayudu:
Will the Government be pleased to state the number of appeals from the district of North Arcot disposed of under
the Act II of 1883 by the Revenue Board from January to June 1893 and how many of them were disposed of by Mr.
William Joseph Henry Le Fanu as Acting Member of the Board of Revenue?
The Honorable Mr. J.H. Garstin:
The number of appeals from the district of North Arcot disposed of by the Board of Revenue, during the period
referred to in the question, was 56. Of these Mr. Le Fanu, as one of the Land Revenue Commissioners, took part in the
disposal of 50, out of which number he disposed alone of 40 appeals against his own decisions as Collector of North
Arcot. The Government are much surprised and concerned that this should prove to be the case and will issue orders to
have the appeals alluded to be heard again. They are not aware whether the Honorable Mr. Kalyanasundaram Aiyar was
in possession of this information at the last Council when he moved an amendment to insert a clause into the Revenue
Board Bill to prevent members of the Board from disposing of appeals against decisions passed by themselves as
collectors. If he was, it is to be regretted that he did not say so at that time. Had he done so, the Government would not
have opposed his amendment. The Government will take steps to lay down a rule for the guidance of members of the
board which will have the effect of preventing any recurrence of such an incident.

Not only Madras but all India was convulsed with merriment.
*
The new Reformed Council was called upon to complete the task partly perrformed by the village Cess Bill
which I have referred to. That Act Destroyed the ancient village system as it prevailed in the Ryotwari lands
where the villages were under the direct revenue administration of the Government. The new Bill which was
finally passed did the same throughout the districts under the zamindars or those who held estates under the
permanent settlement as in Bengal. The salient features of this Bill were that it gave to all permanently settled
estate-landlords, subject to the supervision of the Government officials, the power of appointing all their village
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officers. But the power of suspending and dismissing them was vested in the Government. The method of paying
the village officers was by grain fees deducted from the produce or by inams, i.e., revenue free lands held by them
but not by fixed salaries.
All these methods were abolished and they were to be paid fixed salaries by Government out of a tax to be
imposed for their purpose. Thus it gave the Government effective control. In fact the absolute control of the
village officials was transferred to the Government and the zamindar had nothing more to do with them. All the
inams granted to the village officers were resumed by the Government.
I stated before that in Ryotwari districts under Government, the villages had ceased to be really republics in
many respects, though they retained some powers. But it was different in these zamindari tracts. There the old
system survived to a great extent though perhaps not in its entirety. The following account shows what those
village republics were as they existed from time immemorial.
In the fifth report from the Select Committee of the House of Commons on the affairs of the East India
Company, relating to the Madras Presidency, after giving a sketch of the petty communities into which the
country is divided and of the various village officers and servants, beginning with the potail (or head inhabitant),
the kamam, the taliyaris and toties, and describing briefly their duties, the Committee says,
Under this simple form of Municipal Government the inhabitants of the country have lived from time immemorial.
The boundaries of the villages have been but seldom altered, and though the villages themselves have been sometimes
injured and even desolated by war, famine add disease, the same name, the same limits, the same interests, and even the
same families, have continued for ages. The inhabitants do not trouble themselves about the breaking up and division of
kingdoms; while the village remains entire, they care not to what power it is transferred, or to what sovereign it
devolves, its internal economy remains unchanged, the potail is still the head inhabitant and still acts as the petty judge
and magistrate and collector or renter of the village.

One cannot view without regret the disappearance of these village communities. It may be doubtful whether it
would be possible for a nationalist Government to restore these village republics. But it is almost certain that the
attempt would be made. The opposition to this measure was very great as all the great landed proprietors were
interested in it. But it was eventually passed.
*
I would request those who do me the honor to read this book to read the following lines, though it refers to a
local matter, as it refers to the disintegrating influence of English law and the misery attendant thereon and the
practical impossibility of any remedy by legislation under the British Government, even when the people desire it
and the Government give it their full support, if the few representatives of vested interests oppose such
legislation, particularly on the ground of religion.
I have said before that my community was governed by a peculiar system of holding of property. Before the
days of British Government the system worked very well. I am not aware that so far as economic sufficiency and
female freedom was concerned, women were better off under any other system. All the descendants in the female
line of a common female ancestress formed one family. The females were the owners of the property and on
division they alone were entitled to shares and the property was inalienable. The males assisted them to manage
the property.
Under the British administration of law this custom gave way to the exigencies of society. Principles of laws
based upon individualism and the sacred nature of contracts were applied to this custom. The revenue system
rendered sales inevitable if revenue was not paid, and the English law made sales inevitable if debts were not
paid.
The result was a disintegration of the old family system and the consequent misery of women. All this,
combined with the growing inclination in favor of wives and children under the influence of Western association,
went far to create trouble in the old maternal family.
There was accordingly a great deal of healthy discontent. Writing in 1878 the late John D. Mayne, a great
lawyer who had extensive practice amongst my community and was the leader of the Madras and later of the
Privy Council Bar, stated as follows.
Even I have witnessed continued efforts on the part of the natives to cast off their own customs and to deal with their
property by partition, alienation, and division, as if it were governed by the ordinary Hindu Law. These efforts were
constantly successful in the provincial Courts, but were invariably foiled on appeal to the Sudder Court at Madras, the
objection being frequently taken for the first time by an English Barrister. It so happened that, during the whole time of
this silent revolt, the Sudder Court possessed one or more judges, who were thoroughly acquainted with Malabar
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customs, and by whom cases from that district were invariably heard. Had the Court been without such special
experience, the process would probably have gone on with such rapidity that, by this time, every Malabar tarward
would have been broken up. The revolt would have been a revolution.

I introduced a bill to legalize the customary marriages and provide for the succession of the wife and children
to their father’s property. It was referred to a Committee to take evidence and submit a report. They were
practically unanimous in favor of legislation. The report is remarkable. They said:
It “huddles together” as a family a number of distant relatives not necessarily drawn to each other by any bond of
natural affection. It makes home life (in the best sense of the word) impossible; for the father is a casual visitor, and the
mother and children are but units in a heterogeneous flock, dependent on a practically irresponsible guardian who, from
the mere accident of his being the eldest of the flock, is expected to be able to regard every member with an impartial
love, and to prefer their interest to those of the wife of his bosom and the children of his loins.
While attempting to maintain the impracticality of family property, it has been unable to prevent such property from
being encumbered in every possible way, and the effort to get rid of the encumbrances demoralizes the people to such
an extent that Malabar has become notorious for forgery, perjury and reckless litigation.
The rule which vests the management of tarawad property in the eldest male, raises a man to power when he is in
his dotage, cuts short his reign, results in frequent change of managers, saddles each with obligations that he cannot
possibly discharge, creates a constant conflict between duty and interest, and by way of climax to the many temptations
which invite him to provide for his wife and children by malversation\fn{ Corrupt behavior} and breach of trust, offers
him the assurance that he cannot be called to account.
Finally, by declaring the right of every member to receive maintenance from the tarawad, from the womb to the
grave, junior members are encouraged to pass useless lives in sloth and idleness without effort to better their condition.
Mill somewhere remarks that the laws of most countries are far worse than the people who live under them, and
happily it is beyond dispute that the Marumakkathayam Hindus, in practice, follow a higher and better way of life than
that which is supposed to regulate their domestic rights and duties.
So strongly has the natural feeling in favor of wife and children become developed, that in North Malabar one stock
objection to a marriage-law was that the people did not want what they had already got. According to the North
Malabar witnesses, the rule is that the union of a man and woman lasts for life. The wife lives with the husband.
Divorces are almost unheard of, or are extremely rare. Respectable people set their faces against polygamy. The father
is de facto the guardian of his wife and children, and educates the latter. In the absence of testamentary power, men,
where they have the means, invariably make provision for their wives and children by gifts inter vivos; and if they were
to die before having made such provision, their tarawads would be forced by public opinion to make the widow and
orphans an adequate allowance. Thus according to all the evidence given before us, a marriage-law in North Malabar
and throughout the greater part of South Malabar, would merely legalize what is already the prevailing custom.
This leaning towards a married life, with its attendant obligation to rear and educate the children, is growing from
day to day. Marriage is already claimed to be a social institution, and the gradual advance of the community towards
patriarchal family-life has already gone far to make the tarawad system unworkable in practice, and must (law or no
law) eventually accomplish its overthrow.
The last argument to which we need allude is the desirability of removing from injured “husbands” the temptation to
take the law into their own hands. ‘Nowhere’ says Mr. Logan, ‘is neglect of the marriage tie more savagely avenged’
than in Malabar, and this opinion has been re-echoed by writers of all opinions, with approval. According to our
colleague, Mr. Chandu Menon, the Nair “husband” had of old the right to slay the seducer of his “wife”, on the spot,
with impunity; and he has still an excuse for taking private vengeance on the wrongdoer, because the law now grants
him no redress.
In the words of our President, ‘the proposed Act will on the one hand elevate and ennoble the precarious social
marriage into a legal institution, whilst the strong arm of public law will on the other, protect the domestic circle
against the incursion of irregular passions and thereby remove one cause of acute suffering in that circle, and a strong
temptation to the commission of crime.’
To the question, ‘Is legislation expedient?’ we would answer by an emphatic ‘Yes’.

Yet after all this, as a marriage law would interfere with the sexual license of the Brahmins, and the property
law with the opportunities for speculation of the managing members, the law enacted proved very inadequate and
was practically a dead letter.
*
All this shows the practical impossibility of legislation on social reform under the British Government, though
the Government may give full support to the measure. But the discussions led the Travancore and Cochin Native
States to take up the question and their Governments were able to enact the necessary legislation over-riding the
opposition of orthodoxy and of vested interests in a manner which it was almost impossible for the British
Government to adopt. The Madras Council, constituted after the Montagu Chelmsford Report, passed a bill
introduced by my son Palat which carried out the necessary reforms, 30 years after my act; on account of the
boycott of the Councils by the Congress party consisting mainly of orthodox Brahmins, the opposition was very
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weak. The Anglo-Indian Judges do not allow any change in the customs, following implicitly the old religious
books of more than a thousand years go.
The consequence of the Legislature and Judiciary being unable to effect any social reform was a state of arrested
progress, in which no voices were heard unless they came from the tomb. It was as if a German were to administer
English law from the resources of a library furnished with Fleta, Glanville and Bracton, and terminating with Lord
Coke.

*
Like female succession, in land revenue matters also, our Kerala country was entirely different from others.
We never paid any land revenue. As this might appear extraordinary, in particular as the land in the rest of India is
treated as the private property of the ruler, I venture to go into the matter in some detail.
In 1766 the country, till then under Hindu rule, was overrun by the Mysoreans for the first time and continued
under them till 1792, when the East India Company acquired the country. Soon after the acquisition of the country
by the East India Company, certain Commissioners were appointed to settle the District, and they reported thus in
1793:
The Rajas rights in general did not extend to the exaction of any regular, settled or fixed revenue form their subjects,
the original constitution of the Government only entitling them to call on their vassals, the Brahmins and Nairs, for
military service; but although this general exemption from any land tax is said to have thus universally prevailed in the
early times of the Raja’s Governments, it is however allowed that they were occasionally subject to some contribution
for the extraordinary exigencies of defense against the invasions of foreign enemies, such as the Canarese and the
Portuguese,

as is only natural. Dr. Buchanan, who was asked by the then Viceroy in 1801 to report on the general state of the
country, was informed by an English colonist, “of great abilities and knowledge of the country and its
inhabitants”, that the Government of the country being perfectly feudal, a system of revenue was unknown
amongst its inhabitants, and that under Hyder (the rule of Mysore) the Rajas were invested with despotic authority
over the other inhabitants, instead of the very limited prerogative that they had enjoyed by the feudal system,
under which they could neither exact revenue from the lands of their vassals, nor exercise any direct authority in
their districts. He also informed Dr. Buchanan that the ancient constitution of the Government, though defective
in many respects, was favorable to agriculture “from the land being unburdened with revenue”: and finally the
Doctor says,
This much is certain, that in no country in the world is the nature of the species of property better understood than in
Malabar, nor its rights more tenaciously maintained. It is probable that the possession, corresponding to freehold, of
jenmam land was originally inalienable, and confined to one or two castes. At present however, any person possessed
of money may become a purchaser of jenmam. It is still more probable that his possession was exempt from any direct
burden except military service. There seems to have been no regular tax anterior to the Mohammedan invasion. The
Rajas were supported by the produce of their own lands, and by certain fugitive forfeits or immunities, which were
more singular than advantageous. In cases of public necessity they might have recourse to the voluntary or constrained
assistance of their subjects; but their power was very limited, and it was seldom they could command more from a
jealous and discordant aristocracy than a short personal service.

His conclusion is that under the Government of the Rajas there was no land tax.
The earliest English authority on Malabar land tenures said in 1801, with reference to revenue on land, that
it is but recently that it was subject to any land tax. The Rajas, it is true, before there was a regular assessment, in
proportion to their strength, levied contributions on the landed proprietors; but the janmakaran (owner) never
considered himself under an obligation to support the Rajas or defray the expenses of the State from the produce of his
jenmam.

In the fifth Report of the Select Committee of the House of Commons it is said:
It was represented by the natives that, previously to that period, the lands were not subject to any assessment;
and although no positive evidence has been adduced to disprove this fact, it seemed to be negatived by traditional
and general belief. It is concluded, that the proprietors of them must, at all events, have been liable to occasional
contributions in time of war and invasion, bound, as they appear to have been, to military service; and if they paid
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a regular assessment, it must have been a very low one; for a militia was the only army which the Rajas
maintained; and they do not appear to have kept up any other establishment of an expensive kind. They had lands
of their own, which must have yielded them a considerable revenue, and personal taxes.
Sir Thomas Munro, after making local enquiries, reported that the sources of revenue were
extensive domain; customs and licenses; escheats of Hindu estates without heirs; fines where no heir, for leave to
adopt, as usually one third of the property; fines from the estates of all Moplas deceased, usually from one-twentieth to
one-fifth of the value; fines from younger brothers on succeeding the elder in the sister’s house; fines for offences, and
heavy fees on lawsuits; all cattle having particular marks.

And Mr. Ellis writing in 1816, says that the land is held “free of all participation or control, and formerly free of
all rent.”
After a careful inquiry, the Board of Revenue reported in 1818 that:
It is a most remarkable circumstance, that until the conquest of Malabar by the Musalman princes of Mysore, this
right seems to have been held by the jenmakars, free from any condition of a payment, in money or produce, to the
Government; for until that period, a land revenue appears to have been altogether unknown to the people. Previous to
that event, the province was divided into a number of petty independent principalities, and the revenue of the province
consisted of a jenmam of his own hereditary lands; of a certain portion of all the property of which his Moplah subjects,
died, possessed, levied under the denomination\fn{Name:H} of poorashandram, before the next heir could take
possession; of imposts on trade and Mint duties; fines for criminal offences; protection money from fugitive subjects of
other Rajas; escheated and confiscated estates; offerings by his subjects at the great annual festivals and the investiture
of each senior Raja; professional taxes on weavers, distillers, etc.; and the royalties on gold ore, elephants, ivory, teak
trees, bamboos, vessels wrecked on the coast, and a few others—but the jenmakars or persons vested with the jenmam
right, paid nothing to the Government. The Namboodiri and Nair jenmakars may indeed be said to have rendered their
dues to the public, by the performance of service to the State, the various rites of the Hindu church devolving on the
former, and the defense of the country on the latter tribe; and the general tax levied on all the property of the Moplahs,
at their death, may be considered as having fallen on their lands, as well as on their other property;
But the Namboodiries and Nairs did not contribute, either in kind or money, to the support of the State, and the tax
paid by the Moplahs was a general tax upon the land.
Nothing therefore could be more complete than the property of the soil thus vested in the jenmakars. After defraying
the expenses of cultivation, the produce of the land, or its value, was their own, free from tax. The jenmakar held the
land on the tenure of the sword, and as he was entitled to subsistence money when called into active service, the
condition of the tenure still left it a very valuable property.
Hence, in Malabar, there were none of those hereditary village registrars who under the denomination of curnums,
conicopillies, or shambogues, were elsewhere universally found necessary by the Government to keep detailed
accounts of the occupation and cultivation of the soil. The non-existence of a land revenue in that province rendered the
employment of such persons unnecessary; and the jenmakars, free from all interference of this kind, were the
independent owners of the land. They held, by right of birth, not of the prince, but in common with him, and therefore
may be considered as having possessed a property in the soil more absolute than even that of the landlord in Europe.

Mr. Logan, who was appointed Commissioner, reported in 1881 that it has been a matter of accepted belief
with the British authorities that prior to the advent of Mysore Mahomedans, there was no public land revenue in
Malabar. In the Malabar Manual, published under Government authority, it is stated:
It is certain that with two trifling exceptions, which are fully explained in the next section, none of the Malayalee
chieftains were levying a regular land revenue when the Mahomedan invasion took place in 1766 A. D.

It appears therefore that native and Anglo-Indian authorities have been unanimous in favor of the view that
there was no land tax in Malabar; that the lands were enjoyed rent or revenue free; that the doctrine that the King
is entitled to a share of the produce has never been applied to the West Coast. There are in fact two circumstances
that go to prove conclusively, that the king never claimed any share.
The division of produce was a well-ascertained fact. In the other Districts of the Presidency, we find always a
share set apart for the sovereign, when, after the expenses of cultivation, the produce is divided between the ryot
or village and the ruler; but in Malabar we find, from the books and also from tradition, that in the division of the
produce the king had no share. Almost all the authorities we have already referred to, refer to the division of
produce among the various persons interested in the land. It would be profitless to refer to them all. We will only
refer to the first and the last of them.
1087

In voucher 39 of the Report of the Commissioners appointed to inspect this, among other Districts in 1792,
(the country itself having been ceded only in 1791), it is stated:
The extent of a field was judged by the quantity of nellu (paddy) seed required to sow it. Lands produced from 5 to
10 fold and, according to the known quality of the land, the quantity of the produce was estimated. Of this produce,
one-third was allowed to the farmer for his maintenance, profit, & c., one-third for the expense of the teers, chermars,
and other cultivators attached to the soil; one-third went as rent to the jenmakar or the landlord.

It will be seen that nothing is set apart for the ruler.
The latest inquirer, Mr. Logan, the Commissioner appointed in 1881 to inquire into the Malabar Land Tenures,
& c., states in his Malabar Manual
that the original Malayalee system of the land tenure was a system of customary sharing of the produce, each
customary sharer being permitted the free transfer of his interest in the land.

Referring to the report of the Commissioner in 1793, already referred to, Mr. Logan considers that he
seems to have been correctly informed as to the ancient system of the customary sharing of the produce which was
described to him as already stated.

Another reason for concluding that the Government had no share, is the fact noticed by Sir T. Munro and the
Board of Revenue, that there were no curnums—village accountants—in the villages, which circumstances points
to the absence of a land tax. Writing a few years later, Mr. Thackeray, who is often quoted as an authority in
matters referring to Malabar, says:
There is no proof that any regular land tax existed in Malabar previous to that event; tradition and general opinion
seem to deny it. The proprietors of land were certainly bound to render military service, and were likely to contribute
twenty per cent in case of invasions. The pagodas and the Rajas had lands of their own. The Rajas had other sources of
revenue—from fines, royalties, imposts, personal taxes, and plunder, which were sufficient to support them. There was
no army besides the militia, nor any expensive establishments to support, so that there does not seem to have been any
necessity for a general land tax; nor had the Rajas power perhaps to collect one. It is only great States that want to, or in
India, can, collect the land revenue easily.

Yet he recommended that the Ryotwari system should be introduced. His reason is this:
It will be found still more adapted to the situation of the country governed by few strangers, where pride, high ideas,
and ambitious thoughts, must be stifled. It is very proper that in England a good share of the produce of the earth
should be appropriated to support certain families in affluence, to produce senators, sages, and heroes for the service
and defense of the state; or, in other words, that a great part of the rent should go to an opulent nobility and gentry, who
are to serve their country in Parliament, in the army, navy, in the departments of science and liberal professions. The
leisure, independence, and high ideas which the enjoyment of this rent affords has enabled them to raise Britain to the
pinnacle of glory. Long may they enjoy it.
But in India, that haughty spirit, independence, and deep thought which the possession of great wealth sometimes
gives, ought to be suppressed. They are directly adverse to our power and interest. The nature of things, the past
experience of all governments, renders it unnecessary to enlarge on this subject. We do not want generals, statesmen,
and legislators; we want industrious husbandmen. If we wanted rank, restless and ambitious spirits, there are enough of
them in Malabar to supply the whole peninsula.
But these people are at least an encumbrance, if nothing worse; they can never do good, and at all events, consume a
good deal, without rendering any equivalent service to the public. We must therefore avoid the creation of more; though
we submit to the necessity of supporting those who now are.
Considered politically therefore, the general distribution of land, among a number of small proprietors, who cannot
easily combine against government, is an object of importance. (P. 725 Fifth Report).

And hence he advocated the Ryotwari system, the principles of which required that the ryot should have only
just sufficient to live upon till he got the next year’s harvest and also enough for seed and other agricultural
expenses. Periodical settlements are required for the expropriation of accruing wealth of the ryot as otherwise the
purpose mentioned by Thackeray will not be carried out. This is the basis of the Ryotwari system.
There was no regular settlement for many years. After the Mutiny when the Madras Government was asked
their opinion about the introduction of the Bengal permanent settlement into the Madras Presidency, the Madras
Government replied that as the Nairs possessed full proprietary right in the land, any such permanent settlement
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was unnecessary, and when in the eighties a settlement was again proposed by the Supreme government, they
replied that a settlement cannot be carried out in Malabar for the same reason. The India Government did not
agree and they introduced the settlement.
The question had to be considered in 1883 by the Board of Revenue and the Government of Madras, when the
claim of the Government to revise the Settlement in Malabar was questioned. The Board of Revenue admitted that
under the ancient native Rajas, no regular settled or fixed revenue was levied from their subjects, the original
constitution of their government only entitling them to call on their vassals, the Brahmin and Nair landlords, for
military service.

They then refer to the admitted fact that contributions were levied for the extraordinary exigencies of defense
against the invasions of foreign enemies. They cite with approval the statement of Major Walker’s Report of 1801
that there was no regular tax anterior to the Mohammedan invasion. But, they say:
It was not, however, to the native Rajas, but their Mohammedan conquerors, that the British Government succeeded in
1792,

i.e., they appeal to the hated foreign dominion from 1766 to 1792 to support their claim.
3
To instruct Counsel in an Appeal before the Privy Council, I went to England.
My case happened to be the second one in the list. The first was taken up and the Appellant who appeared in
person opened his case complaining that his opponent was an English company and the High Court Judge who
tried the case first was an Englishman and therefore the case was unjustly decided against him. In appeal he said
the case was heard by two Judges, both of them Englishmen, and naturally the appeal went against him. When he
said that, Lord Hobhouse who was the presiding Judge told him,
“You mustn’t say that, Mr. Mody.”
Lord MacNaghten who was also one of the Judges sitting at the other end of the table came up to Lord
Hobhouse and advised him not to make any such observation, as the Appellant might say if the appeal went
against him,
“When I went to the Privy Council there were five or six of them.”
Hobhouse after that never made any such observation about this matter. He told the Appellant who was arguing
the case himself that if he would give the number of the page, Mr. Duke, the Counsel on the other side, would
read it to the Court; that saved them a lot of trouble. But the case took the whoie day. If the case had been argued
by Counsel it would not have taken more than five minutes.
I met on this occasion Mr. John D. Mayne. He was the leader of the Madras Bar just before I joined. While in
London after being called to the Bar, he wrote the well known book on Damages now usually known as Mayne
on Damages, afterwards edited by Lumley Smith.
On account of certain remarks therein made, all the Solicitors boycotted him. He found that he had no chance
of any brief in London, and accordingly accepted a Professorship of Law in the Presidency College at Madras. It
was a whole time appointment, but he persuaded the Government to allow him to take his Law classes in the
evening, to leave him free to practice in. the Courts, and he soon became the leader of the Madras Bar. The
retainers that he obtained at the Commencement of the year were not to appear against those who paid them much
more than Rs. 50,000/-.
He did not like vakils at all, would not receive instructions from them, and would tell the vakil who came to
instruct him, to arrange the papers in chronological order and would then give him leave to go away telling him
that he would be sent for when required. His books on Hindu Law and the Penal Code were the leading treatises
for a long time. I asked him about his practice in India; he told me that the case which in his opinion was his
greatest success was a celebrated case about adoption in which he obtained his biggest fee of Rs. 40,000/- for a
day or two.
The matter for decision was the right of a widow to adopt. The widow set up a written authority which Mr.
Mayne felt would not be accepted by the “Civilian Judge” as he put it. In the alternative she put forward the
consent of one sapinda to the adoption. The District Judge decided both the questions in issue against him. In
appeal which he argued before Mr. Justice Holloway and another Judge, he pressed the question as to the
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sufficiency of one sapinda’s consent as he knew that Holloway in his own words “was sweet” on it, though he
also knew that there was not the slightest chance of the Privy Council upholding him. He argued also the question
of fact and persuaded Holloway not to express concurrence with the opinion of the District Judge but express a
very halting opinion in favor of the authority of adoption.
In appeal as he expected, the Privy Council held that the consent of a majority of sapindas was necessary,
following a Travancore judgment. Mayne did not fight that question very much; but he fought the other question
hard and got a judgment in his favor as to the genuineness of the authority of adoption. He told me that John
Bruce Norton who was one of the Lawyers of the other side turned to him when the judgment was read and told
him,
“I call this the triumph of advocacy.”
He used to tell me many other anecdotes of Madras lawyers. There was a cab strike at this time; thousands of
men were out on strike. While in the National Liberal Club I saw a procession of strikers marching along the
embankment to Hyde Park. I joined the procession and went with them to the Park. I saw John Burns there for the
first time addressing a crowd. He got up on a tribune and took off his hat. “Put it on, John!” cried the people and
he replied, “We all want in these days to cool our heads,” or something of that sort and went on. I heard Dadabhoy
Nowroji also.
On returning to Madras I found there was great and just discontent on account of the Government toddy and
arrack policy in Malabar. Which deprived the people of wholesome toddy and practically compelled them to use
costly unwholesome Colombo arrack. I took part in organizing a strike. There were four to five thousand Tiyyas
out on strike according to the replies given to me in the Legislative Council. But it was soon put down as
prominent English educated Tiyyas were given offices by the Government and all meetings were prohibited.
*
I was admitted a member of the National Liberal Club. I also attended the meeting of the British Congress
Committee of which Sir William Wedderburn was the President.
The National Congress Committee, like all Indians, deplored the then recent resignation of Gladstone. We
always felt that so long as he was the head of the Government or was even in Parliament there would be no
reactionary policy in India.
Gladstone was venerated in India. In his controversy with Professor Dicey about the conquest of Egypt he had
declared that Prof. Dicey’s argument that Egypt was necessary for England to keep India had no force, as England
was in India in accordance with the wishes of India and would leave it when India no longer wanted her. We all
knew that he was a great friend of freedom.
His speeches in the Midlothian campaign were full of sympathetic references to the East. He condemned: the
Vernacular Press Act. Our Indian boys in Edinborough had worked for him during the great election and their
services, however small, had been thankfully acknowledged by him.
The result justified our anticipations. When he became [Prime] Minister in 1880 he sent to us a Viceroy full of
faith in freedom. In the Club there were frequent discussions about the resignation of Gladstone. Mr. Labouchere
who frequently came there said it was a conspiracy by Asquith, Grey and Haldane, to turn out Gladstone. I think
from what Labouchere was saying at the Club, that he was of the same opinion as those who said some years
after, that “Gladstone was made to resign by his colleagues and Morley was the mouthpiece of the ultimatum”,
(Reminiscences, p.220) though this is denied by Asquith. Gladstone himself is said to have stated: “not retirement
but put out”. This supports Lloyd George. (See Gardiners Harcourt. 11,262). (As to Morley, see Asquith 50 years
p. 218).
Morley’s own account is that of a man who does not wish to give out the whole story. He is not candid.
Asquith and his colleagues would seem to have felt that if Gladstone remained longer, Sir William Harcourt
would be his successor and they did not like that. It appears that Gladstone offered to lead a campaign against the
House of Lords for having rejected the Irish Bill and some other bills. He wanted the Military and Naval estimates
also to be cut down.
This was too much for his colleagues. In fact the questions then in issue formed the essentials of Liberalism,
and not to allow Gladstone to fight for these questions marked the absence of Liberalism and the growth of
Imperialism. After what Argyle and Morley said of him, I am not surprised that Indians are accused of
subordinating public to personal interests.
The Duke of Argyle said in the House of Lords that Gladstone was pushing forward the Bill as he wanted
office; Lord Morley has not hesitated, as I see from the life of Asquith, to charge Gladstone with bluff when he
threatened resignation. Lady Asquith says that according to Morley, “Gladstone’s mind was a busy mind of
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counterfeits”. He was not capable of reading the character of Gladstone correctly, though associated with him for
years. His life of Gladstone may be a great work; but Gladstone's biography can be written only by one who, in
addition to the qualification possessed by Morely, is not only a deep student of financial problems but can
appreciate Gladstone’s veneration for what is noble and great, his intense love of freedom, his deep sympathy
with the underdog, his deeply religious bent of mind—and is also a student of Theology and Philosophy.
Gladstone surrendered the Ionian Islands not to modem Greece but to the Greece of Homer and Plato,
Aeschylus, and Sophocles, to the Greece where “Burning Sapho loved and sang | where Delos rose and Phoebus
sprang”. His letters from Naples on the tyranny of Bomba, his pamphlet on the Bulgarian atrocities and his
campaign in favor of Balkan independence, his denunciation of the Armenian atrocities, and his final efforts for
Irish Home Rule, should be dealt with by a master of words who would transfer to his writings the glow and the
holy fire of Freedom which burns in every nerve and fiber of his own.
A religious man would have scorned the imputation of any sordid motives to Gladstone. Not that religious men
do not act from sordid motives, but religion in Gladstone kept him out of anything low or sordid.
264.30 Quotations of Mridani aka Gauri-ma\fn{by Gauri-Ma (1857-1948)} Kalighat, nr. Calcutta, Calcutta District,
West Bengal State, India (F) 1
Oh, they love to play that way, but I don’t like it. I felt an attraction in my heart, so I came to you. (155)
\fn{These are the pages of the book from which the quotations were abstracted:H }
*
Why do women wear jewelry? Shall I be unhappy if I do not have any ornaments? (157)
*
I shall marry that person who never dies (158)
*
You won’t get a better child than him. Please love him with all your heart and soul, and you will attain peace.
(160)
*
I have seen many monks in my life, and I have no desire to see another. If your holy man has real power, then
let him pull me. (161)
*
Father, I did not know that you were hidden here. (162)
*
That is your business, Father! Why do you praise me so much to others? (162)
*
There is no clay here. How can I knead the mud? This place is full of stone chips. … It is hard for me to get
along with worldly people. I don’t care for all the hustle and bustle. Give me a few girls, and I shall take them to
the Himalays and mould their character. (163)
*
O Flute Player, Krishna, you are never greater than Radha;
When people are in trouble, they call for you;
But when you are in trouble, your flute sounds the name of Radha. (163)
*
It was not a crocodile, Mother. It was Lord Shiva. He came to have the touch of your feet. … You are the
embodiment of fearlessness, Mother. How can you have fear? (163)
*
Mother, the Master is eternal and ever-present, and you are the goddess Lakshmi. (165)
*
After a short sleep the Lord told me he was hungry, so I started cooking. (167)
*
Victory to the Divine Mother. (167)
*
I don’t allow drunkards to touch my feet … All right, if you give up drinking, I shall be your mother. (167168)
*
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Why are you crying? … What happened? Why are you so depressed? … The path of peace is extremely
difficult. No one can tread on that path without shunning the cravings for worldly enjoyments. If you really want
peace and bliss in your life, call on God. Don’t look back. What has happened has happened. Forget it. (168)
*
Who will capture me? don’t worry. God is with me and he will rescue you. (168)
*
Who is this? Why are you so afraid of a man? When you saw a stranger enter the inner apartment, why didn’t
you throw something at him instead of screaming? Isn’t it possible for three women to push out one man? It’s not
enough for women to be good housewives. They must be strong and learn to protect themselves. (169)
*
My son, all fear is pertaining to the body. I had something with me so that no one could harm me. …. By the
grace of the master, I regard lustful persons as worms, and their place is always under the feet. (169)
*
Om. Salutations to Sri Ramakrishna. Man forgets the duty of his life due to his inertia and his involvement
with the petty matters of the world. Being infatuated by maya,\fn{Illusion} he forgets God. Sri Ramakrishna was
born in this age to awaken God-consciousness in the minds of people. His centenary celebration is reminding
mankind of the eternal truth—his life-giving message. Whenever I think of Sri Ramakrishna, I picture him in my
mind in samadhi\fn{State of Divinely-induced abstraction from the world:H } at Dakshineswar, and I hear his melodious
singing: “O Mother, make me mad with Thy love! What need have I of knowledge or reason?” On this auspicious
occasion, let us give up dry discussion and intellectual reasoning, and enkindle within ourselves burning faith and
complete surrender to God. Let us put into practice the immortal message of the Master. And let us pay our
homage to that great woman, Sri Sarada Devi, who, through her austerity and self-sacrifice, helped her husband
fulfill his mission. Sri Ramakrishna was not only an ideal monk or a living-free soul, he was a devout follower of
shakti\fn{Divine power}—a great source of Shakti. His power is now spreading in all directions, and in his name
various philanthropic institutions are coming into existence. His heart melted for the poor and the afflicted.
Swami Vivekananda got the idea of worshipping the living gods\fn{ God in human form} from his Master, and he
spread this idea all over the world. There is no end to what we can say about the divine life of Sri Ramakrishna.
Language and expressions are inadequate to describe his infinite nature. Various faiths and sects and diversified
ideas are mingled in him. There is no division, aversion, or friction in his ideal—there is only a great harmony and
unity. Let us remember that great soul, Sri Ramakrishna, whose life was a blend of action, knowledge, and
devotion, and thereby purify ourselves. Peace, Peace, Peace. (169-170)
*
Remember, the beauty of a woman is not enhanced through clothes and cosmetics, but through physical and
mental purity. (170)
*
Look, I shall go to Vrindaban, so don’t cry for me. (171)
*
Don’t talk to me about the world any more. Talk only about the Master so that I will get joy and you will attain
blessedness. (171)
*
The Master is pulling the string. (171)
*
Guru Sri Ramakrishna. Guru Sri Ramakrishna. Guru Sri Ramakrishna (171)
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33.12 Excerpt from The High Caste Hindu Woman\fn{by Pandita Ramabai Saraswati (1858-1922)} Gangamoola,
Karkala District, Karnataka State, India (F) 3
It is not easy to determine when the childhood of a Hindu girl ends and the married life begins. The early
marriage system, although not the oldest custom of my country, is at least five hundred years older than the
Christian era. According to Manu, eight years is the minimum, and twelve years of age the maximum marriageable age for a high-caste girl.\fn{A note reads: “A man aged thirty years shall marry a maiden of twelve who
pleases him, or a man of twenty-four a girl of eight years of age.” (Manu ix. 94).” The earlier the act of giving the
daughter in marriage, the greater is the merit, for thereby the parents are entitled to rich rewards in heaven.
There have always been exceptions to this rule, however. Among the eight kinds of marriages described in the
law, there is one form that is only an agreement between the lovers to be loyal to each other; in this form of
marriage there is no religious ceremony, nor even a third party to witness and confirm the agreement and
relationship, and yet by the law this is regarded as completely lawful a marriage as any other. It is quite plain from
this fact that all girls were not betrothed between the age of eight and twelve years, and also that marriage was not
considered a religious institution by the Hindus in olden times.
All castes and classes could marry in this form if they chose to do so.
One of the most noticeable facts connected with this form is this: women as well as men were quite free to
choose their own future spouses. In Europe and America women do choose their husbands, but it is considered a
shame for a woman to be the first to request marriage, and both men and women will be shocked equally at such
an occurrence; but in India, women had equal freedom with men, in this case at least. A woman might, without
being put to shame, and without shocking the other party, come forward and select her own husband. The
Svayamvara (selecting a husband) was quite common until as late as the eleventh century A.D., and even now,
although very rarely, this custom is practiced by a few people …
A great many girls are given in marriage at the present day literally while they are still in their cradles; from
five to eleven years is the usual period for their marriage among the Brahmins all over India. As it is absurd to
assume that girls should be allowed to choose their future husbands in their infancy, this is done for them by their
parents and guardians. In the northern part of the country the family barber is generally employed to select boys
and girls to be married, it being considered too humiliating and mean an act on the part of parents and guardians
to go out to seek their future daughters- and sons-in-law …
Although the ancient lawgivers thought it desirable to marry girls when quite young, and consequently ignored
their right to choose their own husbands, yet they were not altogether void of humane feelings. They have
positively forbidden parents and guardians to give away girls in marriage unless good suitors were offered them.
To a distinguished, handsome suitor of equal caste should a father give his daughter in accordance with the
prescribed rule, though she has not attained the proper age.—Manu ix. 88.
But the maiden, though marriageable, should rather stop in the father’s house until death, than that he should ever
give her to a man destitute of good qualities.—Manu ix. 89.

But, alas, here too the law is defied by cruel custom. It allows some men to remain unmarried, but woe to the
maiden and to her family if she is so unfortunate as to remain single after the marriageable age. Although no law
has ever said so, the popular belief is that a woman can have no salvation unless she be formally married. It is not,
then, a matter of wonder that parents become extremely anxious when their daughters are over eight or nine and
are unsought in marriage. Very few suitors offer to marry the daughters of poor parents, though they may be of
high-caste families. Wealth has its own pride and merit in India, as everywhere else in the world, but even this
powerful wealth is as nothing before caste rule. A high-caste man will never condescend to marry his daughter to
a low-caste man though he be a millionaire.
But wealth in one’s own caste surpasses the merits of learning, beauty, and honor; parents generally seek boys
of well-to-do families for their sons-in-law. As the boys are too young to pass as possessing “good qualities,” i.e.,
learning, common sense, ability to support and take care of a family, and respectable character, the parents wish to
see their daughter safe in a family where she will, at least, have plenty to eat and to wear; they, of course, wish her
to be happy with her husband, but in their judgment that is not the one thing needful. So long as they have
fulfilled the custom, and thereby secured a good name in this world and heavenly reward in the next, their minds
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are not much troubled concerning the girl’s fate. If the boy be of rich or middle-class people, a handsome sum of
money must be given to him and his family in order to secure the marriage; beside this, the girl’s family must
walk very humbly with this little god, for he is believed to be indwelt by the god Vishnu. Poor parents cannot
have the advantage of marrying their daughters to boys of prosperous families, and as they must marry them to
someone, it very frequently happens that girls of eight or nine are given to men of sixty and seventy, or to men
utterly unworthy of the young maidens.
Parents who have the means to secure good-looking, prosperous men for their sons-in-law, take great care to
consult the horoscopes of both parties in order to know the future of their daughters; in such cases, they are
anxious to ascertain, over and above all things, that the girl shall not become a widow. If the daughter’s horoscope
reveals that her future husband is to survive her, the match is considered very satisfactory; but if it reveals the
reverse, then a boy having a horoscope equally bad is sought for, because it is sincerely believed that in that case
the guardian planets will wrestle with each other, and, as almost always happens, that the stronger, i.e., the
husband’s planet, will be victorious, or else both parties will fall in the conflict, and the husband and wife die
together. A friend of mine informed me that three hundred horoscopes were rejected before one was found that
agreed satisfactorily with her sister’s guardian planet. Undoubtedly many suitors, who might make good husbands
for these little girls, are for this reason rejected, and unworthy men fall to their lot; thus, the horoscope becomes a
source of misery instead of a blessing.
It not infrequently happens that fathers give away their daughters in marriage to strangers without exercising
care in making inquiry concerning the suitor’s character and social position. It is enough to learn from the man’s
own statement, his caste and clan, and the locality of his home. I know of a most extraordinary marriage that took
place in the following manner: the father was on a religious pilgrimage with his family, which consisted of his
wife and two daughters, one nine and the other seven years of age, and they had stopped in a town to take rest for
a day or two. One morning the father was bathing in the sacred river Godavari, near the town, when he saw a finelooking man coming to bathe there also. After the ablution and the morning prayers were over, the father inquired
of the stranger who he was and whence he came; on learning his caste, and clan, and dwelling place, also that he
was a widower, the father offered him his little daughter of nine, in marriage. All things were settled in an hour or
so; next day the marriage was concluded, and the little girl placed in the possession of the stranger, who took her
nearly nine hundred miles away from her home. The father left the place the day after the marriage without the
daughter, and pursued his pilgrimage with a light heart; fortunately the little girl had fallen in good hands, and
was well and tenderly cared for beyond all expectation, but the conduct of her father, who cared so little to
ascertain his daughter’s fate, is nonetheless censurable.
When the time to conclude the marriage ceremony draws near, the Hindu mother’s affection for the girl
frequently knows no bounds; she indulges her in endless ways, knowing that in a few days her darling will be torn
away from her loving embrace. When she goes to pay the customary visit to her child’s future mother-in-law
many are the tearful entreaties and soul-stirring solicitations that she will be as kind and forbearing toward the
little stranger as though she were her own daughter. The boy’s mother is moved at this time, for she has a woman’s heart, and she promises to be a mother to the little bride. On the day fixed for the marriage, parents formally
give their daughter away to the boy; afterward the young people are united by priests who utter the sacred texts
and pronounce them man and wife in the presence of the sacred fire and of relatives and friends. The marriage
being thus concluded, it is henceforth indissoluble.
Neither by sale nor by repudiation is a wife released from her husband; such we know the law to be which the Lord
of creatures made of old.—Manu ix. 46.

*
Childhood is, indeed, the heyday of a Hindu woman’s life. Free to go in and out where she pleases, never
bothered by caste or other social restrictions, never worried by lesson learning, sewing, mending, or knitting,
loved, petted, and spoiled by parents, brothers and sisters, uncles and aunts, she is little different from a young
colt whose days are spent in complete liberty. Then, all at once the ban[ns] of marriage [are] pronounced and the
yoke put on her neck forever!\fn{The insertions are not those of the compiler (H).}
Immediately after the marriage ceremony is concluded the boy takes his girl bride home and delivers her over
to his own mother, who becomes from that time until the girl grows old enough to be given to her husband, her
sole mistress, and who wields over the daughter-in-law undisputed authority!
It must be borne in mind that both in northern and southern India, the term marriage does not mean anything
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more than an irrevocable betrothal. The ceremony gone through at that time establishes religiously the conjugal
relationship of both parties; there is a second ceremony that confirms the relationship both religiously and
socially, which does not take place until the children attain the age of puberty. In Bengal the rule is somewhat
different, and proves in many cases greatly injurious to the human system. In some very rare cases the girls are
allowed to remain with their own parents for a time at least. In the north of India the little bride’s lot is a happier
one to begin with, she not being forced to go to her husband’s home until she is about thirteen or fourteen years of
age.
The joint family system, which is one of the peculiarities of Eastern countries, is very deeply rooted in the soil
of India. There may not infrequently be found four generations living under one roof. The house is divided into
two distinct parts, namely, the outer and the inner court. The houses, as a rule, have but few windows, and they
are usually dark; the men’s court is comparatively light and good. Houses in country places are better than those
in the crowded cities. Men and women have almost nothing in common.
The women’s court is situated at the back of the house, where darkness reigns perpetually. There the childbride is brought to be forever confined. She does not enter her husband’s house to be the head of a new home, but
rather enters the house of the father-in-law to become the lowest of its members, and to occupy the humblest
position in the family. Breaking the young bride’s spirits is an essential part of the discipline of this new abode.
She must never talk or laugh loudly, must never speak before or to the father and elder brother-in-law, or any
other distant male relatives of her husband, unless commanded to do so. In northern India, where all women wear
veils, the young bride or woman covers her face with it, or runs into another room to show respect to them, when
these persons enter an apartment where she happens to be. In southern India, where women, as a rule, do not wear
veils, they need not cover their faces; they rise to show respect to elders and to their husbands, and remain
standing as long as they are obliged to be in their presence.
The mothers-in-law employ their daughters in all kinds of household work, in order to give them a thorough
knowledge of domestic duties. These children of nine or ten years of age find it irksome to work hard all day long
without the hope of hearing a word of praise from the mother-in-law. As a rule, the little girl is scolded for every
mistake she commits; if the work be well done, it is silently accepted, words of encouragement and praise from
the elders being regarded as spoiling children and demoralizing them; the faults of the little ones are often
mistaken for intentional offenses, and then the artillery of abusive speech is opened upon them; thus, mortified
and distressed, they seek to console themselves by shedding bitter tears in silence. In such sorrowful hours they
miss the dear mother and her loving sympathy.
I must, however, do justice to the mothers-in-law. Many of them treat the young brides of their sons as their
own children; many are kind and affectionate, but ignorant; they easily lose their temper and seem to be hard
when they do not mean to be so. Others, again, having themselves been the victims of merciless treatment in their
childhood, become hardhearted; such a one will do all she can to torment the child by using abusive language, by
beating her and slandering her before the neighbors. Often she is not satisfied by doing this herself, but induces
and encourages the son to join her. I have several times seen young wives shamefully beaten by beastly young
husbands who cherished no natural love for them.
As we have seen, the marriage is concluded without the consent of either party, and after it the bride is not
allowed to speak or be acquainted with the husband until after the second ceremony, and even then the young
couple must never betray any sign of their mutual attachment before a third party. Under such circumstances they
seldom meet and talk; it may therefore be easily understood that being cut off from the chief means of forming
attachment, the young couple are almost strangers, and in many cases do not like their relationship; and if in the
midst of all this, the mother-in-law begins to encourage the young man to torment his wife in various ways, it is
not strange that a feeling akin to hatred takes root between them. A child of thirteen was cruelly beaten by her
husband in my presence for telling the simple truth, that she did not like so well to be in his house as at her own
home.
In spite, however, of all these drawbacks, there is in India many a happy and loving couple that would be an
honor to any nation. Where the conjugal relation is brightened by mutual love, the happy wife has nothing to
complain of except the absence of freedom of thought and action; but since wives have never known from the
beginning what freedom is, they are generally well content to remain in bondage; there is, however, no such thing
as the family having pleasant times together.
241.13 Excerpt from Ramaraja Bahadur\fn{by Cannankara Velayudhan Raman Pillai aka CV (1858-1922)}
Thiruvananthapuram, Thiruvananthapuram District, Kerala State, India (M) 5
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The clouds roar and the rains
Come down in torrents
Surging water swells up
Spreading an ocean-like expanse.

Had there not been an unwritten, all-embracing decree that man from the supreme sovereign to the destitute
beggar is subject to distress and death, there would have been no need for a special domain presided over by that
dreaded god Yama.
Though everyone detests the rules of the netherworld, no one escapes his clutches. True, people in moments of
desperation bemoan that death hesitates to devour them. But we are amused by the story of their inevitable exit
from this world. There are, of course, varying degrees of one’s concern about death but anxiety is one of the worst
sufferings of mankind.
Well, let us leave aside such metaphysical questions. The fact, however, remains that to curse a person
invoking the name of Yama is the worst form of abuse one can think of. But we forget that this god, even without
coveting for himself a worshipful place in temples or offerings from devotees, serves the world as a sorcerer who
purges the world of its sins and as a physician who alleviates the afflictions of men and women. This great
benefactor of mankind had given Tippu Sultan a taste of his trident but he, impudent as he was, did not care to
take a close look at his own horoscope, instead he vowed to himself that he would convert the kingdom of
Travancore into a vast sea. That he had succeeded in conquering two principalities, Alangad and Parur, under the
king, gave him the arrogance to gloat over his victories and he construed it as a sure glimpse of the glittering
crown of triumph.
Tippu shifted his durbar, his entourage and the entire army to an open field on the northern bank of the river
Periyar. It was the slope of a hill. As he was sucking at his hookah, he conjured up visions of a heavenly shower
of victory garlands on him. Yes, garlands that did not adorn a Rama, an Alexander or the first of the great
Moghuls, were flying down from heaven to adorn his neck!
As he was immersed in such infatuated reveries of victory, the sun, the great giver and sustainer of the elixir of
life, disappeared behind the clouds. The boundless sky was enveloped in utter darkness, the like of which the
Sultan had never seen before.
Imagining it to be the special bounty of the Lord of the Heavens, the Sultan thanked Him for protecting him
and his flock of soldiers from the rigors of the summer by spreading an umbrella as wide as the universe and
directing His myriad attendants to hold it for Him. But on seeing a few shafts of lightning cutting across the sky
and hearing some offensive growling of the clouds, the astrologer-king concluded that, as in his own native
Mysore, there might follow here some strong showers lasting probably for two or three days.
But what actually happened was contrary to his expectations. Cascades of water flowed into the valley and
transformed the Sultan’s camp into an expanding pool. Shafts of lightning came like darts to burn away trees
before his very eyes. Lashing winds blew up the Sultan’s tents and their crescent-capped domes. Flags flew up
into the air and came down as if to cover the breasts of Goddess Ganga. The sound of kettle-drums tapered off to
a nasal twang.
All the wealth of Tippu’s cunning and sagacity was swept under the bowels of the earth with swelling floods.
And the carefully stored gunpowder became a huge mass of mire. The guns and the artillery became mere
ornaments and lay idle in the storehouses. Members of the infantry, forced into inaction, thought of their women
at home. God’s own punishment came in the form of pestilence which started devouring people with immense
relish.
Rivers and rivulets overflowed and the clouds came down in unceasing torrents. As life and movement in the
tents became quite uncomfortable and the daily rituals and prayers greatly disturbed, the Sultan began to blame
himself for his unseemly adventure. He got furious at his own miscalculations about the nature of the rain and still
more furious that his prayers and offerings went unheeded. He gnashed his teeth and stamped the floor.
But alas, it was not the floor of the tent but his own inner self that was crushed. Almighty Allah’s chosen
messenger, as he thought himself to be, became visibly panicky.
Was it, he pondered, the punishment meted out to him by the satanic gods of the Hindu pantheon who
swarmed into those hundreds of temples he had desecrated and destroyed in wanton aggression? Were they
quaking the earth in a concerted move to frustrate him?
Old men who had crossed a score and hundred asserted that this unprecedented flood was the inevitable result
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of the barbarians’ intrusion into the country. The wise men said that Lord Anantapadmanabhan, by a quick lifting
of His four hands, had allowed the primordial flood to manifest itself in order to facilitate the victory of His
dedicated servant.\fn{The kings of Travancore called themselves servants of Sri Padmanabha}
Whatever the meaning of those ominous signs be, the tangible reality was that the whole of north-west
Travancore became a vast red sea with a few patches of highland here and there. Temples, houses, trees and
cattle-sheds were swept along the river towards the sea as if they were on a final pilgrimage to the abode of
Varona, the god of the seas. Human bodies, wild beasts and half-dead domestic animals became mere offerings to
Varona, whose sanctity had already been violated by the diabolical presence of the Sultan. Poor people who lived
in the valley and on the banks of the rivers became expiatory victims of the sacrifice to the demoniacal downpour.
The dwellers of the few houses that stood up against the floods took shelter on the garrets and the rooftops taking
the children and old men along with them.
But as days went by, the old and the young died of starvation and the downpour continued unabated. The
Sultan, as an integral part of his religious mission, was bent upon converting the occupied land of the infidels into
an ocean of desolation. He saw the country turned into a veritable sea. Uprooted trees, floating elephants and wild
animals, fighting and struggling for survival against the surging currents, collided with one another and went
down and came up again with renewed hauteur, churning the turbid waters! The trees and the animals created
frothy and frightful whirlpools making it disastrous for any boat to paddle across. The indifference of the
messengers of nature towards the sufferings of the people seemed to surpass by degrees even the demoniacal
dance of the god of destruction.
*
The expert rowers of the place and the devoted subjects of the king found the situation ideal to serve the king
and the country and they set out with their canoes looking for Tippu’s struggling soldiers and made short work of
them. Some boats reached the flooded fields right in front of the Sultan’s improvised camp. The old tents having
been torn to shreds, new sheds of bamboo were being constructed in haste on the top of the hill for the Sultan and
his harem. He became furious when he found that the enemy’s boatmen had grown so fearless owing to the loss of
his fire-power and that they had the cheek to dangle swords before his very eyes.
The Sultan took courage in the belief that the rainy months in the Chola world or the Chera country would
have a natural end. He vowed to himself that he would hereafter live only to see Travancore harassed and
promptly punished and therefore sent for feeder-forces and supplies to be dispatched quickly from Mysore. The
Sultan carried on with his deliberations from a hastily prepared platform on which were arranged some dulllooking chairs, tattered curtains and jumbled embroidery fluttering in the wind like the drooping wings of dead
birds.
Frilled coats and shirts having been removed to safety lest they get spoiled by rain, the Sultan had changed into
plain white and started praising the weather. He was pretty sure the water level would not reach up to the slope of
the hill where the tent was pitched and was ready to continue the deliberations when he noticed his counselor Ajit
Simhan pricking his ears in evident discomfort and got visibly agitated. The monsoon clouds had become less
enthusiastic and were probably in a mood to rest.
But the fastened horses were frantically throwing up their hind legs, trotting in circles, some even pulling out
their tethers and running wild like hunting horses to reach some place of safety. A fierce hum as if from a swarm
of a million beetles was approaching from afar.
Was it an impending storm, the councilors doubted for a moment, but soon concluded it was not, because the
wind was still calm. Most of the attendants jumped out of the tent and Ajit Simhan, in a quick action to protect his
master, unsheathed his sword and surveyed the scene with eagle eyes. He understood that the clouds sleeping
peacefully on the horizon's vast sofa were not at all responsible for the growl. The noise as if from the hoofs of a
million horses came shooting into their ears. Sultan:
“Hei, are our platoons intact? Are the enemies trying to penetrate from the riverside?” Ajit:
“Nay, not the enemy my lord, but a cyclone I am afraid!” Attendants:
“We request Your Highness to move to the hall.” Sultan:
“Ay. The noise resembles the hellish howl of Satan’s army!” Attendants:
“Our own rivers, it seems, are not so terrible.”
The roar was getting louder as if the entire sheet of clouds enveloping the sky was crumbling to pieces. People
sensing the impending danger started wailing. The riverbanks were eroded, uprooted trees were dancing on the
crest of the waves reminding one of Krishna’s divine dance on the serpent-demon. It looked as if the mountain
range with all its flora was on a touring adventure. A huge rampart of water carrying all animate and inanimate
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things with it was seen rising.
Ajit Simhan gave a helping hand to the Sultan whose foot was too badly sprained to move forward. The
column of water rising like a mountain range enveloped the Sultan’s tent and with a dreadful sound and
devastating fury flowed towards the sea. The rolling water in a quick splash drenched the Sultan, his aide and the
entourage. Ajit who was only knee-deep in water was now almost neck-deep.
The frightful wailing emanating from Tippu’s throat disturbed the Almighty in His tranquil sleep. The
bodyguards beating their breasts in despair encircled him to save his life. But they were thrown up by the waves
as if the dreaded Goddess Kali was bent on revenge. The robes and skirts that the soldiers wore were soaked to
the skin and presented a ghastly spectacle. Thrones, palanquins, ornaments, golden goblets, invaluable apparels
and along with them, alas, a bevy of bewitching beauties who were the envy of celestial nymphs and a band of
brave Absyssinian soldiers, all went under the rolling, roaring floods like irrevocable pawns in a game of chess.
The waters were soaring still higher and higher.
The camp followers of Ajit Simhan managed to swim ashore just to reach the hall and got themselves fully
drenched. A few of the inmates of the harem managed to reach safer places with their apparel soaked in slime and
looking horrible with sticky vermilion all over and moving most awkwardly jingling their bracelets and anklets
and rinsing their disheveled clothes.
After four or five ablutions in the unconsecrated waters Ajit Simhan managed to land his lord’s most
worshipful body safely in the big hall. The sun hid behind the mountain as if in discomfiture at the sight of the
great hero’s temerity and distress and the terrible nature of the flood.
The waters were rising ocean-like, fierce enough to challenge Sri Rama’s magic arrow known as
jrimbhakastra and the might of Yama’s club, inexorable in its infliction and sweeping everything into abysmal
darkness. Mansions, provisions of food and possessions of all kinds were disappearing into the void. The face of
the earth presented a new phase every now and then. Giant elephants slipped from the hills and went rolling down
into the mouth of the sea. The thunderous roar echoed like the combined trumpeting of the eight elephants
supposed to be guarding the earth and the hissing of the hydra-headed serpents. Even Indra could not have
ordained such devastating rains.
The fire-spitting arrow of the Mysore monarch found more than an answer in the rain-showering arrow of Sri
Padmanabha Dasa obviously inspired by Sri Padmanabha himself. It at once quelled the enemy’s fire of greed and
arrogance leaving no trace of the conflagration, not even the ashes. Maharaja Rama Varma or his great minister
never did know that the all-consuming flood, nay every drop of it, was sanctified by the superhuman sacrifice of
the king’s administrator, Kunchaikutty Pillai, whose serpent-power was aroused in a fantastic spiritual exercise.
*
The flood which was but the brainchild of the royal administrator’s will-power was of course different from
the puranic deluge. Yet it was a gigantic flood, creating whirlpools of disastrous consequence, eroding the banks,
and sweeping away in fast currents uprooted trees as ancient as Sage Parasurama himself and temples and houses.
The flood, surging and swelling from moment to moment, shattering all obstructions, carried everything from tiny
ants to mighty tuskers, from venomous serpents to pretentious men and dumped them all alike into the limitless
expanse of the sea. The angry spreading waters, even more turbulent than the famed oceans, destroyed all that lay
before it and washed clean the spots polluted by the footsteps of the Sultan and his entourage. The terrified and
anguished people helplessly watched the tragedy of those hapless men rolling down with their abodes to
irredeemable distances. Those who survived stored this sordid experience in their confused brains for future
nightmares.
The Sultan, though he consoled himself by thinking that the anger of the god of waters would not reach as far
as his tent on the top, had nevertheless ordered with shaking chin and quivering body that his palanquin-bearers
get ready to start by the next morning and that all his army units should reach the Trichur camp. Watching
helplessly the floods sweeping everything in whirling fury, as if to reach some distant destination at the appointed
hour, the Sultan, instead of chanting his regular evening prayers, reeled off a cluster of choice words of abuse
befitting a repulsive fish market. Ajit Simhan made immediate preparations to carry out the Sultan’s orders.
Seeing a veiled woman encircled by a bevy of maids, Ajit Simhan in joyous excitement reached the spot and
took his wife’s hands and held them with great warmth. He walked around looking for someone only to learn that
the Sultan’s adopted daughter Savitri and the prize prisoner in his custody were both missing from the tent. Ajit
was in a state of helpless exhaustion. All the same he mounted a horse and went on an inspection tour. He went
round the banks of the ponds on the hillock and made a futile search for the escapees. He surmised that the old
man and the maiden had made themselves scarce; the old man to escape the possibility of a severe punishment
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that the angry and desperate Sultan would imaginatively devise for him, and the maiden to avoid the tragedy of
becoming another slave in his populous harem.
*
The grand old Chandrakkaran, for want of comfortable clothing to protect himself from the lashing rains, was
already exhausted. He had an intuitive belief that this unprecedented downpour and the consequent deluge would
persuade the Sultan to withdraw with grace from the scene. That grand master of worldly affairs gave some sound
advice to his young ward.
When the old man found that the flood showed no signs of abatement and that it made the Sultan and his men
dance to its tune and caused the gobbling up of the members of his harem, he silently congratulated the fury of the
immutable elements by swaying his head. He calculated that here was an occasion to vindicate his own prowess.
What began as gentle words of advice to Savitri grew sterner and stiffer and were rounded off with some
compelling instructions. The old man upset the girl’s calm by a quick recital of the names of her lover, her parents
and of her home and hearth.
As the floods swelled and began to overwhelm Ajit Simhan’s tents, the occupants were astir and some started
running and others swimming, all in disorderly haste. The old man caught hold of the maiden’s hand and made a
blind dash. Everyone in the camp was so concerned about his own life that no one bothered about the actions of
the outsiders who had no sentimental ties to hold them back.
Encouraged by this engrossing selfishness of the campers, the old man, who had dashed out in a burst of
terrific speed, reached a promontory covered with a grove of cerebera trees. Savitri in total resignation submitted
herself to the old man’s unpredictable moves. The sun had gone down and it was getting darker and darker. The
rain came in torrents. And the roar of water gushing forth pounded their eardrums. Both of them felt that the
inevitable end was not far off.
The owl-eyed old man saw venomous reptiles in search of shelter, wriggling in. He had no other go but to keep
them in check and the whole night was spent in fighting them. When he really got some respite he tried to
entertain the maiden by clowning. and mimicking.
The clouds came down like darts. The old man allowed his eyes to wander aimlessly in the enveloping
darkness and pondered over his past for a while. What a life it was that he had led! A life devoid of love and
kindness, a life drunk with power and pelf. He built spacious mansions and earned enormous wealth for the
benefit of his progeny. He earned the reputation of a second Kubera (the legendary lord of riches). Craving for
political power, he won and lorded over an unspecified empire at the junction of the border countries. Chieftains
and landlords paid homage to him in whispering humbleness and waited for a wave of his hand. Even in that dire
hour his loins were girded by a diamond-studded chain costing several millions. The long rainy night marked by
intermittent lightning which made the rains shine like shafts of starry brilliance came to a close.
*
The call of the trumpets at the Sultan’s camp announced the beginning of the army’s retreat. The soft rhythm of
the royal band gave the old man immense relief and Savitri experienced the pangs of parting from the protector
Ajit Simhan and his wife. But a greater sorrow was to engulf her in a moment.
The pool created by the royal administrator gradually grew wide and deep and filled the vortex. The flow of
water was becoming speedier and more fierce. The tree to which they were clinging began to shake violently and
the helpless souls were caught unawares in a wave of fear.
They jumped down from the tree, hoping to reach some place of safety. But alas, the tree itself was uprooted
and the two souls along with the tree were cast into the rolling waters. The morning clouds rounded off their
furious dance in profuse strains of ecstasy.
The tree with its spoke-like branches revolved like a wheel in the whirlpool. It took them westward making a
full round of the headland and pushed the victims into the bay. Holding Savitri by the left hand, the indomitable
Chandrakkaran left the tree and jumped into the waters. In the turbulent flow which even a boat with sixty-four
oars could hardly cut across, the old man, holding the not-so-light body of Savitri in one hand, swam obliquely
like the twenty-armed Ravana of the Puranas. Realizing the momentous import of his mission he mobilized all
his latent faculties and the undaunted maiden with her one free hand lent every possible help to her savior’s
magnificent effort. The old man, imagining himself to be the boat, his solid courage to be the steersman and his
own hand the oar, began to sing a boatman’s refrain to enthuse the young ward and swam in high spirits.
At a good distance on the hilltop, a horseman in Muslim dress was found galloping towards the bay. The
maiden wondered whether it was the Sultan’s son, the lewd libertine himself. She prompted the old man to gather
surplus energy and said, “To the shores, uncle,” and gave him all help.
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The veteran who had swum across Varada and Tungabhadra in spate, in the good old days, though old age and
the weight of the maiden now stood in his way, was nevertheless unyielding and roared, “Not me to be beaten by
this slimy slushy water,” and he swam fiercely like a single-masted ship putting his breast to harder work. Some
treetops obstructed his path. Raft-like heaps of rubbish and corpses were pushed away with a sneer.
If perchance his nephew’s (Savitri’s father) peace of mind was to be upset by his failure, now, the old man
thought, that would make even his own other-worldly life uncomfortable and he tried hard to swim ashore. He felt
the flower-touch of some strange beings under his body. Some strange black faces appeared in circles on the
surface of the water and then suddenly disappeared.
“Oh that’s it,” muttered the old man, and again gathered more speed. He felt some needle-pricks on his thighs
and buttocks. He sensed the situation and suddenly the image of the dreaded goddess whose temple he had once
destroyed flashed through his brain and in a burst of speed he reached the shore. A flock of sea-dogs had already
encircled the old man and were biting his thighs relentlessly. The old man in a gesture of farewell told the maiden,
“Go to your father. I have earned enough for him, yet as death comes—” and without completing the sentence
he threw his young ward onto the sand-bank. The old man’s body sank by inches—at the hip, the neck and finally
the head disappeared. He buoyed himself up once again and there was a loud bellowing and throwing up of both
hands and then he disappeared forever. Blood-spattered bubbles gurgled and played around. The guardian goddess
of the dreadful currents, unmoved by the loss of one more life among her many million subjects, went on with her
cataclysmic game and shook the corners of the universe by her fierce laughter and disappeared behind the vast
sea-curtain.
*
Savitri, though free from the death-grip of the flood, noticed the dangerous situation in which her savior was
and cried aloud rending the skies. As she saw the sea-dogs swirling and twitching, showing their backs, she lost
all hope of the old man’s survival. The normally imperturbable maiden lost all hope and fell down and rolled
hysterically on the ground. She was about to make herself a morning offering to the dreadful goddess of flood, but
the thought of suicidal sin made her withdraw. With the bursting of each bubble in the waters her hope of life too
burst. Fatigued by a night of fasting, excited by the dangers she had encountered and anguished by the death of
her savior, she collapsed in utter exhaustion.
A phantasmagoric vision of many colors and sounds, of thickening darkness and of glowing fires flashed
repeatedly through her brain. Gradually her head cooled down and she was just regaining consciousness when
suddenly the sound of galloping hoofs reached her ears. Thinking it to be the beginning of an attack by the
Mohammedan cavalryman she had sighted on the hilltop, she began to run fast without look- ing back even once
and crossed the embankment.
The sound of hoofs was coming closer, her knotted hair got undone and flapped wildly in the wind. She had
just crossed the promontory when she felt the horseman’s presence dangerously close. Indistinguishable words of
entreaty and command came from behind and got diffused in the bluster of the wind. She accelerated her pace and
suddenly took out the dagger which Ajit Simhan had given her for self-protection. It flashed in the rising sun that
had been on a long holiday.
The horse stopped dead and the rider jumped down. She felt the touch of a hand that was construed as sinful.
The maiden turned round and in no time her dagger took a half-hilt plunge into the man’s chest. He fell flat on the
maiden’s body with his whole weight on her. Only then did she notice the pathetic and grief- stricken face of the
man now bathed in blood, who she discovered was none other than her lover Trivikraman. It was he who had been
chasing her. In a trice she too lost consciousness and the two lay side by side. …
231.13 A Terrible Problem\fn{by Girindramohini Dasi (1858-1924)} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State,
India (F) 3
Today there are intense questions and endless debates about whether women are superior or inferior to men.
Some men are taking the side of women and some women of men. It seems that thirty years from now, there was
little need to talk about womankind. In the last fifty years, just as indigenous literature has had an unprecedented
resurgence, women also seem to have had a similar turn of fortune. Earlier, it was only whenever anyone wished
to compare anything unfavorably that the unfortunate women were mentioned, such as, so and so is inferior even
to women.
One cannot claim that this mentality has disappeared altogether, but the slogans are different on the outside. Be
that as it may. Nowadays newspapers, monthly magazines, meetings, the theatre, the law courts are full of
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references to women. Whether this churns up nectar or poison, this movement is a positive one for women. They
are no longer the invisible birds in the cage of domesticity, they are now trying to fly and find a perch wherever
they can.
They are now ready to claim equal rights in schools, colleges, workplaces and warfronts. How and why did
this feeling come to women who were demure and powerless, who were hesitant to take the first steps? It is not
necessary to judge this here.
Men have become worried, disturbed and afraid about such excesses practiced by women. One group says that
exposure to the harshness of the workplace will damage soft-bodied women who will lose all their beauty,
femininity and soft graces. Women are not constitutionally built to undertake such tasks; doing petty household
chores and rearing children are all they are capable of and that is their duty. No major work has been found to
have been achieved by women, the few that are visible are not complete. Women can achieve something under the
impulse of a temporary emotion, but they are not capable of achieving something on a sustained basis.
The condition under which women now live makes it likely that they will not be able to achieve this. But that
they will never be able to do it has no irrefutable proof. Time alone can prove it. Instead of acknowledging the
positive effects on men of education, handed down to them through generations, men unjustifiably make the
biases with natural law responsible for the inferiority of women in this respect. Whatever may be their prejudice
and belief, it does not matter, but the answer to physical force is not through words, but through physical force
alone. Women are deficient in that. Men only allow the minimum examples in favor of women’s capabilities, and
pay no heed to them. But if a multiplicity of examples is all the asset that men have, why enforce paucity where
women are concerned? By the time men have decorated all the pages in history we hope women will have
brightened a few more pages in addition.
Compared to an Englishman’s efficiency, fearlessness and steadiness a Bengali man appears like a woman. But
we cannot draw the conclusion that Bengali men were created to serve as Englishmen’s clerks all their lives. Now
many of them have gone beyond the clerical jobs and have become judges and magistrates. No one can accept the
argument that just because Bengalis were weak to begin with they should persist in their weakness. Similarly, it is
no longer acceptable to claim that simply because women have always performed small domestic chores, they
will never rise above these even after they have received an education. It becomes clear if we compare the present
state of affairs with the one prior to the nineteenth century.
People even ask, if women could be men’s equals in learning, intelligence and knowledge, why are they not
so? The answer to this would be why could not men achieve, right at the beginning, the civilized and developed
status they have attained now? Did they have no strength or intelligence then? One cannot get sugar straight from
sugarcane; first you get molasses, which become sugar after repeated refinement; in the same way men have been
refined through generations of effort and care: no one has taken comparable trouble with women, so they have
remained like molasses.
We find that whenever a woman driven by her own nature gives up the dependent, retarded state of a doll, tries
to open the eyes of knowledge, and puts a step forward towards the attainment of humanity, male society
confronts her with obstruction, hindrance, examples, judgments and other weapons in its arsenal. What does it
mean? I ask, is women’s existence not their own? Man and woman are both creatures of the world, one is a father,
the other is a mother. It is the duty of both to bring up the offspring. If men need freedom and self-reliance—a
great deal of knowledge for self-improvement—to enter a profession and a trade for security of life, why do
women not need the same? Are they not creatures of the world? Have women been created only to suckle a child
and to be a slave to men? No one can say that. No one can deny that self-reliance is necessary for every created
being. Therefore everybody must have it. Will women never reach a stage when they will have to, bear both
paternal burden and maternal responsibility?
Domestic duty is observed jointly by husband and wife. Apart from this each has his or her own responsibility.
Let me ask, when inspired by inflated heroism and goaded by large causes, a man leaves his home and a penniless
wife, who is surrounded by small children, and is devoid of any education about running a household, does not his
going abroad to sacrifice his life in the battlefield destroy, in addition to the domestic ideal, the destitute wife
harassed by minor children? Is this how he reaches the apotheosis of his responsibilities as husband, as father? I
ask, does not the woman need special skills and self-reliance in order to look after herself and to discharge the
duties of a mother? In a society where a destitute woman with minor children does not get even the job of a cook
easily, for whom the law does not provide even a penny in a: rich father’s house, who can dare say that she does
not need self-reliance or need to enter the workforce? But you would rather say,
“Fear not, do not worry, we give you the money to buy a rope and pitcher to drown yourself with.”
1101

The proverb goes that words do not moisten chira.\fn{Dry rice flakes; a favorite snack, it can be eaten only when
moistened with water. The meaning of the proverb is that you cannot get far with empty words } But our valiant men have always
moistened chira with words alone. Their words are sweet sounding, straight and true, but useless in action. They
ask that whatever men earn throughout their lives through hard labor, is it not all laid at the foot of the “queen”?
Why, then, does one worry about work for women? The answer shows rank ingratitude!
Let us assume that men are generously open-handed with money, that they have no control over it. Women are
replete, sitting at home. Among a hundred women, how many are so fortunate? We can say that those who are
fortunate and have access to a large income will never leave comfortable beds and will not try to be men’s equals
by prising the pen to the ear, wearing the hat, just for amusement. But the same rules do not apply to all of them.
Please excuse me, the majority have only barbarity heaped on them. Are there any redressals for them?
One needs a little money for running the household, but there is need for the wealth of knowledge and noble
learning in order to live one’s life fully; if there is a rich woman who has wealth heaped on her head, beneath her
feet and around her, but is deprived of the invaluable wealth of knowledge, we will not hesitate to call her poor a
hundred times over. The stamp of this noble education is not a degree. Then we would have found all men with
degrees to be decked in humanity. The education that gives knowledge without a spiritual core teaches the
crookedness of law without justice, the coating of truth without the cementing of character, the foliage of
temptation, the tyranny of selfishness, but no loving heart.
Such learning we think is not necessary for women, nor do we have any desire that anyone should diligently
acquire such education. The education that makes the heart purer, broader and more developed, through which
theoretical lore may be obtained and humanity earned, which takes us closer to “truth, beauty and well-being”—
that alone is noble education and genuinely to be coveted. But if women today try to learn some skill or trade
because it is necessary for running the household, what is so laughable about it?
It is to be seen in every country that out of a sense of firm self-reliance men have come to have a blind faith, so
that they always claim that it is natural for women to depend on men-folk. Unfortunately, they forget that there is
very little in it except the partiality of God.
The last argument that men have is that it is the dawn of their foolishness that makes women look for selfreliance. One can only say in reply that it is not at all strange that men see the beginning of foolishness alone
whenever women come to show signs of opening their eyes and ears to the world! In China men believe that
women have no distinct souls. What is then left? Whatever anyone says, women need not feel dampened,
intelligence is itself the guide. The heart alone generates a sense of duty; time is the healer of wounds! They
should remember that the days when Brahmins had become all-powerful by depriving the society of higher
learning is now over.
There is an opinion about women’s education that it should only include belle-letters, music and painting
because that is appropriate for them. There is fear that the soft core of their hearts may get dry and hard through
analysis of hard philosophy and science.
First, it is clearly a prejudice. Second, how is it then reasonable for men to be trained in literature, music, and
so on, even while preserving manly virtues like firmness and hardness? They should not even cross the threshold
of music, art, and so forth. They should only be exposed to physical exercise, carpentry, breaking stones or
homicide, so that their hardness, both physical and mental, may prosper. However, since no Newton or
Shakespeare has been produced among Bengalis, it is probably not very necessary for them that to be educated
they would have to discuss poetry or science.
I ask, the juice from the soil that nurtures the hardy tree, does it not also nurture the soft creeper? Does not the
same juice that produces natural hardness in one, maintain the softness in the other? We then fail to understand
why women’s hearts will harden if they climb the advanced peak of knowledge. We admit that hard labor does
damage to bodily beauty and grace and it is important to maintain these for adequate living. But is it not one’s
duty to take up hard labor for survival or for childrearing? Is there no element in household chores and
childrearing that damages health and beauty? If one leaves out a few elite households what do we see in middle
class homes? Grinding spices, cooking, wiping and cleaning the house; all this work entails loss of softness and
beauty. Then why is it so harmful to give up this servitude, to take up jobs as clerks or as teachers?
Supposing work harms beauty, if men and society do not feel deprived through the lack of knowledge,
intelligence and complete humanity of women, if they are satisfied with such deprivations, then what is the harm
in being deprived of beauty, which is fleeting anyway? If men, on their part, could stand the lack of knowledge,
learning power and bear up patiently with disasters of various kinds, then let us hope that they will not be upset by
the lack of a little beauty and grace. And if men are women’s well-wishers, then why this deception about softness
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and grace? Is external beauty so valuable? And is it because men are so fond of softness that a fifty-year-old man
does not hesitate to make an eight-rear-old girl his better half?
Truth demands that we should also say that respect for husbands is no longer showered, like flower offerings.
It is being extracted as blood is extracted by leeches. We cannot blame women for this. One can show devotion
and respect only to those who are worthy of these, otherwise advice to worship bestiality may not be fruitful and
may only result in aggravation of national decline, and may not become socially productive.
There is no point in getting into fruitless debates about whether women are superior or inferior to men in
intelligence and valor. Let domesticity and workplace remain open to both. It is not necessary to prohibit and
obstruct anyone from going wherever he or she wants to. They will desist on their own if they find themselves
unable to do something and they will understand properly what their own duty is and will fulfill it cheerfully.
Then women, at least, will not feel that obstacles to their improvement are inherent.
There is, however, no dearth of excuses to belittle those who are already down. A new charge against women is
that they are not capable of enjoying beauty—they cannot enjoy the beauty of valor. May we ask what other asset
do men bring to their homemakers except the beauty of strength? And what is it they offer in exchange for\fn{ The
text has: of} affection and love?
It is true that in their struggle with the world outside, the soft graces like mercy; caring, and so on, do not get
properly exercised, and, as a result, men often become hardened. But this does not mean that men’s hearts only
nurse hardness, that they have no access to mercy, caring and affection. When a naughty boy has to be disciplined,
even the mother has to adopt a hard demeanor, but that does not empty the mother’s heart of affection. Therefore
it is not credible that confrontation with the outside world will deprive the female temperament of affection that is
natural to women.
Men say that it is the law of nature that creepers will always take refuge on trees. Women have no objection to
be nurtured under the affectionate care of men. But they may totally refuse to be subjugated under the dire rod of
punishment of the oppressor. The pleasure of natural exchange can never be equaled by what is forcibly extracted
from others. It is natural love and friendship that are genuinely exchanged. It seems to be right that one should be
immersed in love rather than in fear; the latter is mere deceit.
One more thing, since child rearing is the bone of contention, no-one has seen men being made responsible for
child rearing, whether in elite society or in others, and it does not look as if this chore is going to be given to men.
Then why do men deny the happiness of sharing knowledge and freedom as if some great loss would ensue from
it? The improved condition of women may lead men to enjoy the happiness and hope of unity between equals. It
is also a very strange prejudice to think that there will be no domesticity if women acquire the right to work, or
that they will separate from men and will have their own kitchens.
O Men, it. is not bad advice that you give to women by asking them to wait patiently till such time that they
may expect victory. But once bitten, twice shy, is the way the proverb goes. No excess is good. Who knows if it is
excessive patience and faith that have made women so dependent that they have come to this present degraded
state? What else can happen? We feel that if men use their power in a considerate manner, then this conflict
between the stomach and the head will be resolved.\fn{ An allusion to a fable by Aesop which propounds the moral that the
stomach and the head, which are parts of the same body, cannot do without each other } Nor will it be necessary any longer for
devoted women to turn rebellious or sinful.
254.68 Excerpt from The Story Of A Pilgrimage To Hejaz\fn{by Sultan Kaikhusrau Jahan (1858-1930)} Bhopal,
Bhopal District, Madhya Pradesh, India (F) 8
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… At noon, on Friday, the 29th of Shaaban 1321 Hijra (20 th November 1903), our steamer put to sea, and after
a twenty-four hours’ voyage reached the port of Yembu at midday on the 1 st Ramzan. On our leaving Jedda the
wind was so strong and the sea so high that there was almost a storm. The passengers began to show signs of
sickness. Sahibzada Mian Hamidullali Khan Sahib Bahadur was moreover suffering from fever and this added to
my anxiety.
On reaching Yembu, we found that notice of our departure and arrival had not been received, so there were no
arrangements for our reception, etc. At the sight of our steamer, however, the Turkish officers promptly mustered
their troops and had a guard-of-honor drawn up on the shore. Saadatlu Mustafa Effendi Farhat Pasha, the
Governor of Yembu, also appeared.
Owing to indisposition and fatigue we made up our minds not to land till the evening. Accordingly I sent word
to Farhat Pasha, informing that, as it would be some time before we disembarked, he might allow the troops to go
back to their lines to save them from discomfort. The troops, however, would not listen to such a proposal and
replied that, being commanded by their august Sovereign the Sultan to attend upon me, they would remain on the
spot till such time as I required their services to escort me to my abode, and that I need not think of their incon venience.
The deputation which had preceded us to Medina with Maulvi Azam Husain had reached its destination with
the result that a swarm of irregular people came from Medina to meet us. The news of our visit had induced the
following gentlemen from Medina to repair to Yembu to receive us, and they had been awaiting our arrival for a
month: (1) Shaikh Muhammad Said Hawala, accompanied by 15 Sayyads, besides attendants; (2) Shaikh Abd-urRahman Tlayas, of Medina, with 13 Sayyads, besides attendants; (3) Sharif Sayyid Abdullali, Amir of Juhaina,
with 18 Sayyads; (4) Shaikh Nissar Zahiri, with 15 Sayyads; (5) Shaikh Khalf, brother of Shaikh Khalil, the
headman of Ahawida, with 20 Sayyads.
These gentlemen came on board the ship to visit me, and after salutation and enquiring for my health plied us
with questions concerning our voyage. It being the first day of Ramzan, these people asked whether I was keeping
the fast. To this question an answer in the negative was given as, being travelers, we were exempt from fasting.
Sayyid Ali Tahir Vatri, who has been in receipt of an allowance from the Bhopal State from the time of my
mother of blessed memory, had brought a litter for my conveyance. As I had my own litter with me there was no
occasion for this one. Out of regard, however, for the kindness which had prompted this offer I thought it a pity
that his litter should not be used; so it was kept for the use of my son Sahibzada Mian Hamidullah Khan Sahib
Bahadur. All the while that these personages remained on board the ship I conversed with them though Maulvi
Azam Husain, who acted as interpreter, on the subject of the security of the journey lying before me.
Maulvis Azam Husain, Zul-fi-kr Ahmad, Inayatullab, and Shukri Effendi were already at Yembu, where they
had rented a house for Rs. 600 near the seacoast.
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The time now came for us to land. A pardaboat arranged by the Captain of our ship under the supervision of
Sahibzada Hafiz Muhammad Ubaidullah Khan Sahib Bahadur, was brought to the side of the ship. I and Shahryar
Duihan Sahiba took our seats in the covered part of the boat while the other part was occupied by the Sahibzadas
Hafiz Muhammad Tjbaidullah Khan Sahib, Mian Muhammad Hamidullah Khan Sahib, and Major Macwatt.
As we reached the shore, the port battery fired a salute of 21 guns and the Turkish guard-of-honor drawn up
along the shore presented arms. My traveling palanquin was now brought forward and I got into it with Shahryar
Dulban. The bearers raised the palanquin with the help of some other men and conveyed us to the door of the
house where we took up our quarters.
*
The Officer-in-Charge of the Turkish troops escorting us told Sahibzada Hafiz Muhammad Ubaidullah Khan
Sahib Bahadur, that in accordance with Turkish military custom it was usual for a Chief or Noble who had been
formally saluted by the troops to review them immediately afterwards. He suggested therefore that I should take
my seat at some place whence I should be able to review them after which they would proceed to their quarters.
So I posted myself at one of the windows of the house. From this place I was able to command a view of the
entire troops which I reviewed in military fashion.
When the salute is not a formal and military one, and a person makes an individual salute, he does it by placing
his hand upon his breast, kissing the palm of the hand, and raising it to its brow. This mode of salutation, which
does not entail bowing, is very graceful and is practiced in the courts of the Turkish Nobles.
On this occasion Major Macwatt made a stirring speech, probably at the instance of our Supreme Government.
The import of this oration was that every step taken by the Turkish Government to promote the comfort of Her
Highness the Begam would tend to cement the friendly relations existing between the two powers. In reply, the
Turkish officers reassuringly observed that they would do their best to serve the Begam and make every possible
effort to save her from all inconvenience.
Although my own troops were sufficient for guard duty, yet a Turkish guard was detailed for the purpose as a
special mark, of distinction. Mustafa Beg; known as Farhat Pasha, sent a gift, consisting of water from Medina
and some pomegranates and dates, which I accepted.
The next day Major and Mrs. Macwatt returned to Jedda in the Akbar. I stopped at Yembu for five days to
make arrangements for transport and conveyance.
The Sharifs emissaries now began to demand money to meet their expenses/ They were asked to draw up a list
from which it appeared that they were as follows: (1) Sharif Ahmad bin Mansur, (2) Sharif Abdullah, (3) Shaikh
Darwesh, (4) Shaikh-ulHobbash, (5) Shaikh Umar, (6) Shaikh Abd-ulHafiz, (7) Shaikh Hazim, (8) Sulaiman
Hamasi, (9) Muhammad-ul-lJwaidi, (10) Ab-ul-Khair, (11) Mubarak, (12) eight attendants.
On the 3rd Ramzan I addressed a letter to Izzatlu Farhat Pasha, Governor of Yembu, of which the following is
a translation:
You are aware that we are anxious to start for Medina at an early date, but cannot obtain camels. I therefore hope
that you will kindly exert yourself with a view to procuring for us 200 camels on hire. The matter is urgent as the
caravan must set out on its journey on Tuesday next.

Sahibzada Hafiz Muhammad Tjbaidullah Khan Sahib Bahadur told me that he had heard from a reliable source
that there were any number of camels in the neighborhood, but that the Sharif’s emissaries were purposely
delaying in order to be able to make a bargain for the benefit of the camel-men of their own acquaint ance, and to
make money for themselves. We therefore asked for a number of camels far below our requirements and he
allowed the people of our caravan to make their own arrangements for hiring camels.
The consequence was that camels hired through the Sharif’s emissaries cost us 12 riyals apiece, whereas 9
riyals was the average charge in the case of camels hired by our people privately. Owing to the influence of the
Sharif’s emissaries over the Bedouins, it was possible that the latter might repudiate their bargains, yet this did not
happen because the Arabs always abide by an agreement once made.
Owing to the unexpected delay in procuring camels we could not leave Yembu till the 5 th Ramzan or, according
to the local date, the 6th. In the meantime 208 camels were hired and, as we meant to return by the same route,
such belongings as seemed superfluous were entered in a list and left behind at Yembu in safe custody.\fn { The
author makes the following note: My dates will now follow those kept at Yembu, which were those employed till our arrival at Medina }
*
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On Thursday, the 7th Ramzan, at 12 noon, the caravan started from Yembu. On this occasion the Turkish
commander called his soldiers to attention and made them a speech to the following effect:
My children,
You know that the Begam of Bhopal is a Musalman, who has visited your land to perform the pilgrimage. It
behooves you, therefore, to exert yourself to the utmost to serve, obey, and guard her. This is your Sultan’s command.
See that you acquit yourselves of the task entrusted to you in a proper manner. By the slightest shortcomings you will
incur the displeasure of your Master and bring dishonor on your community.

The following troops escorted us from Yembu: (1) Arrivals from Medina: 53; (2) Subaltern officers: 3; (3)
Rank and file: 50; (4) Troops from the Yembu garrison in addition to artillery: 63; (5) Bim Bashi: 1; (6) Sagh Qala
Ghasi: 1; (7) Subaltern officers: 9; (8) Rank and file: 52. Total: 232.
I had been keeping the fast up to this date. At about 4 P.M. our caravan halted at Mahsali which lies on the top
of a high hill. There is only one well here. Its water is muddy, reddish, and unpleasant to the taste, though not to
the smell. We had provided ourselves with an ample store of water at Yembu, which was used by both man and
beast.
The road lies for the most part across a level plain occasionally interspersed with rocky boulders. After the
caravan had halted, the Turkish escort posted themselves and formed a cordon round the camp. Sentries with
muskets were posted at distances of ten paces with their backs to the caravan, and provided with several rounds of
ammunition. I with Shahryar Duihan and the two Sahibzadas was accommodated in a tent which had been pitched
for the purpose. At 9 P.M. according to military custom a gun was fired, after which no one from outside was
allowed to enter the camp. We passed the night with great tranquility and comfort.
When we were on the march, my litter was surrounded by the Bhopal State troops; while the Turkish force
formed the outer guard. Every four or five minutes the Turkish bugles sounded.
*
On Friday, the 8 th Ramzan, at 7 A.M., our caravan set out in the same order and with the same precautions for
safety as on the previous day’s march. The march was long but the greater part of our route lay across a plain.
Some of the plains traversed by us struck Sahibzada Muhammad Ubaidullah Khan Sahib Bahadur as eminently
suited for polo if he had only brought his polo sticks with him.
At one place the Sahibzada when galloping his horse met three wild Bedouins who answered his Salam
alaikum (Peace be to you) with Walaikumi-s-Salam (And on you be peace), and offered him bread, onions, and
cheese. The Sahibzada began to eat these, as in Arabia a refusal to accept hospitality is resented as an insult.
While he was eating the bread one of the Bedouins said Allahu-latifunbi-ibadihi (God is good to his servants).
The Sahibzada promptly added the remaining portion of the verse: Yazruku man yasha wa huwa-l-Kawiyyu-1-Aziz
(He feeds whomsoever He wishes; He is the Mighty and the Great). They said, “What! are you a Hafiz?” (one
who can repeat the Qur’an by rote), and he answered, “God be praised, I am a Hafiz.” His hosts then put dates
before him.
While the Sahibzada was there, the people wondered where he had gone and there was much cause for anxiety
till he appeared a little later. Hulmi Effendi warned him in a friendly manner that Arabia was not India, where he
could wander about freely, but that there were many perils and he ought to be careful. The Sahibzada said that he
had been very kindly treated by these people, but he would be cautious in future.
At 9 P.M., we camped at Bir-i-Saíd. Guards were posted as usual. At gunfire the trumpet sounded and the
sentries on duty mounted guard, while the others took off their belts and went to sleep.
The Shaikh of Bir-i-Saíd came to pay a visit and asked for a present. He was told that we should return by the
same road and see about it then. While the Shaikh was present, Maulvi Azam Husain said,
“Her Highness’ journey is tranquil and easy. Last year when I came here there was a great fight and seven men
of my caravan were killed.” After the Shaikh had gone, the Sahibzada told the Maulvi that he should not have said
this in his presence and so encouraged him to do as before. The Maulvi excused himself, saying that he had
simply meant to thank God for His bounty and mercy.
We passed a safe and comfortable night.
*
On the 9th Ramzan, we started in the early morning from Bir-i-Saíd. Our whole route lay through a hilly tract
and in front we saw high mountains. The road, however, wound so much that we escaped climbing as the
mountains did not form one mass, but were separated.
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Before noon after crossing a plain we saw a fertile garden of date palms. The soil was exactly like the bed of a
dried-up tank. There was also a spring of fresh water.
Near sunset the caravan halted at the Ain-i-Hamra. This is a small patch of ground surrounded by hills, where
there are date groves, a mosque with mud walls, and a canal. There is also a small fort with 50 Turkish troops and
a little village. Here are the tombs of Abbas (the Prophet’s cousin) and certain other holy persons, which were
visited by most of the members of the caravan.
When we saw how green and fresh the place looked, we thought we would halt here for a day, but at 8 in the
evening we heard gunshots in all directions. Sharif Ahmad-ibn-Mansur received a letter from a Bedouin Shaikh
saying,
“If your people are of the family of Kalb-i-Ali Khan, he promised to pay us Rs 500 a year to keep the road
clear, and on returning to India broke his word. You pay it and give a promise for the future. If you are not of his
family, give us a suitable present. If not, we are assembled at the valley of Huzaifa and will not allow the caravan
to proceed to Medina without a fight.” A letter in similar terms was received by Abu Jud Madani, who handed it
to Sahibzada Hafiz Muhammad Ubaidullah Khan Sahib Bahadur.
The Sahibzada spoke to me about the letter and said that he would consult Hilmi Effendi and see what he said.
He consulted him accordingly and had an answer sent, but I suggested to the Sahibzada that, if by paying
something to these people a fight could be avoided, it would be better to pay, for “property is an atonement for
life.”
But his manly resolution and courage objected to this. So after consulting Hilmi Effendi he determined not to
pay a pice, for there are such a number of families and groups of these people that, however much we might give,
their greed would never be satisfied. Apparently the emissaries of the Sharif of Mecca were at the bottom of this
plot.
Excepting myself, my sons, and Hulmi Effendi, all the members of the caravan were in favor of payment and
the letters received from the Bedouins caused much uneasiness throughout the camp.
When the gunshots were heard, the Sharif’s emissaries were asked to explain the reason. They replied that they
had sent a man to inquire, and added that probably the writers of the letters wished to show that if we did not pay
they would certainly fight. A couple of hours later when firing had ceased after about ten shots the emissaries sent
a message that the slaves of the Bedouins had been shooting in the hills and that there was no cause for alarm. At
3 A.M. guns were again fired, but the reason was not clear.
The Shaikh of the Ain-i-Hamra had provided a feast for us, sending a couple of fat-tailed sheep and a quantity
of uncooked rice, which we accepted. After these occurrences we gave up our plan of a halt in this neighborhood.
As soon as the firing commenced, strict precautions were adopted by our military guard. The cordon of sentries
called out “Karakul,” to which others replied “Hazirul.” Several Bedouins were seen moving about during the
night, and it appeared on enquiry that the Shaikh of the place had come to pay us a visit. We passed this night in
some agitation.
*
On the 10 th Ramzan, the caravan left Ami-Hamra at 7 A.M. The dispositions of the Turkish military guard were
changed. The immediate escort around my litter was increased and the Turkish troops protected the caravan on all
sides.
The duty was performed with much bravery and intelligence. The Turkish advance guard climbed every
dangerous hill, cleared the road, and signaled with flags after which the caravan moved forward. Some of the
mountains were so high that men standing at the top looked like dwarfs.
The Sharif’s emissaries had sent men on in advance to find out where the Bedouins had assembled and to let
them know that if they did not fight they would be rewarded, and that, if they fought, the Sharif would be very
angry. The men returned at 11 o’clock and stated that the road was quite safe and no one was disposed to fight.
This statement reassured the caravan, but the Turkish escort continued to do their duty with their usual valor.
At 1 o’clock a number of Bedouins were seen climbing the Khif hill, and bullets began to fly from above. One
bullet came quite close to Sahibzada Hafiz Muhammad Ubaidullah Khan who had a hair-breadth escape. Behind
him was the Sharif’s emissary’s camel which was knocked over by the bullet. A few bullets came near my litter
too, but by God’s mercy no one was injured.
A Turkish guard at once climbed the heights and, though the Bedouins had already fled, they restored full
confidence. This is the same hill on which the Bedouins frequently attacked the Prophet (Peace be upon him!) The
Hamidah clan had engaged in a severe fight here last year.
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As long as there was danger, the Turks maintained full precautions. When the dangerous zone had been passed,
they descended from the hill singing happily, and the Sahibzada approached my litter to inform me that the
Turkish troops said that there was no more cause for anxiety. I sent for Hilmi Effendi and thanked him, his
soldiers, and His Majesty the Sultan, to which he replied,
“Your Highness is a lady of distinction, Ruler of the Bhopal State which is protected by the British
Government. We have been repeatedly enjoined to safeguard Your Highness. Your Highness must therefore look
upon us as your household servants, and the soldiers as your children. They will serve and obey Your Highness
with the same zeal as your own troops.”
There is a small deserted Bedouin village with springs of water in places. On the summit of the hill is a date
grove watered by a running brook. No one lives in the village. I ordered a short halt here as the heat was intense,
fatigue was telling upon the troops, and the hour of afternoon prayer had come. The camels carry ing water were
moved forward and orders were given to provide the Turkish troops with a plentiful drink. The beasts of burden
were taken round to the springs but the water was not good.
Khif is a hamlet with houses of two or three stories and a barley market. Our caravan did not stop at this place;
but the camel-men bought a quantity of barley for their camels as they went along.
Towards sunset we halted in a broad sandy plain. Near a deep well stands a fort garrisoned by fifty Turkish
troops. It was our intention to pass the night within the tower, but the Commander of the force said that the next
day’s march would be retarded if the Bedouins laid siege to the fortress and barred the way. He accordingly
suggested that it would be well to camp in the open ground. All approved this view and the caravan camped in the
maidan. Every precaution was taken to safeguard the camp. The name of the place where we halted was Bir-iAbbas (the well of Abbas).
The local Shaikh informed Sahibzada Hafiz Muhammad Ubaidullah Khan Sahib Bahadur that the neighboring
chieftains with their clans had come in and the night would therefore be one of danger. He further pointed out that
the men who had fired on the caravan also accompanied these chieftains to ask for a present. The Sahibzada asked
what they meant by demanding a present when they had fired upon our caravan.
“Trouble is on foot and the leaders ask us for money.”
The Shaikh replied that he and his people were our faithful and devoted servants and well-wishers and as such
deserved a present. To this the Sahibzada rejoined that if this was true he should produce those who had fired. The
Shaikh replied that the men who had fired were only a few slaves who had sworn to fire on a caravan or to
divorce their wives and that it was only in fulfillment of this oath that they had fired.
At this juncture Ahmad-ibn-Mansur (one of the Sharif’s emissaries) intervened with a request that, as he had
promised these men to get them a present of Rs. 4,000 on condition that they made no disturbance, he hoped that
out of regard for him the sum would be paid to them. Considering that these people were dwellers in Arabia and
as such deserving of alms, however unbecoming their behavior may have been towards us, we agreed to pay them
the amount in question. Ahmad-ibn-Mansur was entrusted with the task of distributing the money among the
various claimants.
A curious quarrel arose at the distribution. Some complained that their names had not been entered among the
Shaikhs and that they had thus been insulted, while others asserted that their clans were more numerous than
others and they had received too little; in short, they were all ready to fight among themselves.
*
On the morning of Monday, the 11 th Ramzan, we left Bir-i-Abbas. The arrangements for protection were the
same as on the previous day’s march and the same activity and diligence continued to be displayed as before. We
traveled by God’s mercy in perfect safety and security. When we had gone a little way, we came at a place
between Bir-i-Abbas and Bir-i-Darwesh across a group of babul trees near a well. Here Sahibzada Hafiz
Muhammad Ubaidullah Khan approached my litter and told me that a Military Officer with three hundred troops
and artillery was coming from Medina to receive me. After informing me, he rode forward with Sardar Bahadur
Major Karim Beg; and Captain Muhammad Husain Khan accompanied him.
When they came up to the force and had met the advancing column, and exchanged the usual civilities with the
Commanding Officer, the Sahibzada suggested that as my cavalcade was very near and would arrive at the spot in
a short time, the troops should be drawn up according to custom where they were so as to be ready for Her
Highness’ reception. Acting upon the Sahihzada’s suggestion, the Turkish Commander halted and drew up his
troops with the artillery close by.
The place where the troops were met is a sandy plain with babul trees. When my litter reached this spot, the
guard of honor presented arms and the artillery fired a salute of. 21 guns. Owing to the large number of camp
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followers and camels our caravan was a mile long, and as the salute was fired, it struck us that the noise might
cause those in the rear to suppose that we were attacked by Bedouins and so raise an alarm. The Sahibzada,
therefore, thoughtfully sent a few horsemen to tell the people that we had been met by a welcoming force and that
a salute had been fired and to reassure them.
Confusion had, however, commenced before the horsemen arrived and all hurried in our direction, anxious to
take part in the supposed fray with the Bedouins. While this was going on, the messengers galloped to the spot,
stopped the confusion, and removed the anxiety of the women.
The strength of the force from Medina was as follows, exclusive of the artillery escort: (1) Chief Military
Officers—Bim Bashi, 1; Kul Aghashi, 1: 2; (2) Subaltern Officers: 6; (3) Rank and file: 150. Total: 158.
At nightfall the caravan halted at the Bir-I-Darwesh and the Turkish troops made the usual arrangements for
guards and patrols.
*
th
On Tuesday, the 12 Ramzan, we left Bir-iDarwesh in the morning. Although our road lay across hilly country,
we traveled by God’s mercy and favor unmolested and in perfect safety, and nothing occurred on the way to alarm
us.
As we approached Bir-i-Ali, we found that from the top of the hill before us a glimpse of the holy Medina was
visible. The people of the caravan on learning this ran eagerly towards the mountain and the scene was one which
I shall remember as long as I live. The sight of each man hurrying towards the top of the hill in pious enthusiasm
to obtain a glimpse of the city to visit which he had gone through so many difficulties, and giving vent to the
rapture which filled his heart at the holy view by loudly calling out Darud (invoking peace upon the soul of the
Prophet) was most exhilarating and instructive.
It is worth mentioning that in the plain through which we passed there was a very sweet smell, which delighted
our senses.
At some distance from Bir-i-Ali a clear view of the holy city was obtained, and most of our followers
dismounted as a mark of reverence. We frequently came across small straggling hamlets and at one place saw a
masonry mosque.
At 9 P.M., we halted at Bir-i-Urwah for the night. As this place was in the outskirts of Medina—only a couple
of miles from the holy city—Sahibzada Hafiz Muhammad Ubaidullah Khan Sahib Bahadur hastened to visit the
Prophet’s shrine at once, leaving at 10 P.M.
The Kazi, the Mufti, and a large number of the nobles and gentlemen of Medina came out to meet me at Bir-iUrwah. A carriage drawn by horses was also sent by the authorities at Medina for my conveyance, but, as it was
not possible to make suitable purdah arrangements in it, I could not myself use it.
A stricter watch than usual was kept this night, and the Turkish military escort warned our party to be specially
careful in view of the proximity of a Rawafiz encampment.\fn{ A note reads: Plural of Rafizi: a certain subdivision of the
Shias of Kufa, so called because they deserted (“Rifz”—desertion, forsaking) Zaki the son of Ali when he forbade them to revile and
anathematize the premier companions of the Prophet. In its secondary meaning the word has come to signify a heretic and is opprobriously
applied by the Sunnis to the Shias}

*
Wednesday, the 13 , or according to our calculations the 12 th, Ramzan (2nd December 1903) was the day on
which we were to reach Medina. Our attendants were provided with a change of clothing and silk turbans. The
camels carrying my traveling litter were decked with shawls.
At 8 o’clock in the morning, Sahibzada Hafiz Muhammad lJbaidullah Khan Sahib Bahadur informed me that
the Shaikh-ul-Haram (the officer in charge of the Holy Places) had sent his son-in-law to receive me, and that the
latter wanted to speak to me. I accordingly sent for him, and he took his seat outside my tent with Sayyad Yasin,
who acted as interpreter, while I sat inside behind a curtain.
After we had exchanged courtesies, the Shaikh’s son-in-law delivered a message from his father-in-law
expressing his great pleasure at my arrival, and telling me that His Imperial Majesty the Sultan had repeatedly
telegraphed that no pains should be spared to provide for my comfort and entertainment. I thanked him and then
he said that as Sayyad Safi had incurred the Sultan’s displeasure, the Shaikh-uI-Haram did not think it advisable
that I should take up my quarters in his (Sayyad Safi’s) house, which had been selected for the purpose by the
Sharif, and that, if I should live there, the Shaikh-ul-Haram would ask to be excused from coming to pay his
respects to me. In reply I said that I had come on a pilgrimage to his country and that of the Sultan, and I was the
guest of the Shaikh-ul-Haram as well as of the Sharif, both of whom were His Majesty’s Governors. For the
present, therefore, I would live in the house selected by the Sharif, but, if it proved to be at an inconvenient
th
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distance from the sacred haram, I would remove after four days to the nearer house which the Shaikh-ul-Haram
had selected for me.
After 9 A. M. I left for Medina accompanied by Sharhyar Dulhan Sahiba and the Sahibzadas Hafiz Muhammad
Ubaidullah Khan and Mian Muhammad Hamidullah Khan. On the way we saw large bodies of men coming from
Medina. It was generally remarked that the people of Medina were not in the habit of coming out of their city to
welcome anyone, and that this was a special honor done to the Begam of Bhopal. The Turks who were with me
were only in attendance upon my personal procession and over and above their band there was also a band of
slaves playing music. The procession moved on in a very stately fashion.
At about 11 A. M. we reached the City gate, called the Bab-iAmbariah. Outside the gate I was received by His
Excellency Izzatlu Hasn Muzaffar Pasha, Muhafiz or Governor of Medina, and the Treasurer-General of the
sacred haram with troops, a band, and artillery. A salute of 21 guns was fired in my honor. I then entered a tent
which had already been pitched to receive me and the Sahibzadas, and it was here that I received the nobles of
Medina. The following is the speech which I delivered on the occasion:
Esteemed Gentlemen:
I owe unnumbered thanks to Almighty God who, in removing from my path the difficulties which deprived my
grandmother the Nawab Sikandar Begam (who has found a seat in Paradise) of this great blessing, has fulfilled my
long-cherished desire and given light to my eyes by the dust of the holy Medina. At the same time I invoke the choicest
peace and blessings of heaven upon that beloved Prophet to visit whose sacred tomb I have come all this way with the
utmost eagerness and sincerity.
My grateful acknowledgments are then due to His Imperial Majesty the Sultan (May God perpetuate his Empire) for
his cordial hospitality. I am indebted to His Majesty for the excellent arrangements that have been made to accord me
an honorable reception and to provide for my safety and comfort. I also beg sincerely to thank His Excellency the
Governor of Medina, the Shaikh-ul-Haram, and the other learned men, spiritual leaders, and elders of the City who
have kindly taken the trouble to come so far to welcome me.
I cannot close my remarks without thanking the Senior Military Officers, the Subordinate Officers and the gallant
Turkish troops under them, who, in safely escorting me to this place from Jeddah, Yembu, and Bir-iDarwesh, have
toiled day and night to secure my comfort. I had heard praises of the strenuousness and vigilance of the Turkish
soldiery and these have been more than confirmed by what I have myself seen. These gallant troops displayed the
greatest activity in marching with our caravan by day, and with the same untiring zeal surrounded and guarded it at
night. What surprised me in the behavior of these troops, however, was that in dangerous localities they quickly scaled
lofty and nearly inaccessible ridges, and, having satisfied themselves that all was safe, descended with equal ease to
resume their march with the caravan. Although certain thoughtless individuals several times fired on our party, yet
owing to the care taken by our troops no injury was caused and, God be praised, our party was not in any way hurt by
their bullets.
It was also due to the kind attention of His Imperial Majesty the Sultan that the chief tains and elders of the several
Arab clans on the way waited upon me, showed their readiness to assist me faithfully, and accompanied our party
throughout the journey. I am indebted to one and all who have been of assistance to me on this holy journey and I pray
for your safety and prosperity.

After this I mounted my litter and entered the City. As I reached the doorway of the Pro phet’s mosque, the
Shaikh-ul-Haram, Izzalu Usman Pasha, the Kazi, the Mufti, the Shaikh-ulAghwath (Chief of the Eunuchs) and the
Shaikhul-Khutaba (Chief of the Preachers) came as far as the door to receive me, and asked me whether it was my
intention to present myself at the sacred shrine immediately or later on. As proper parda arrangements could not
be made at such short notice, and I, moreover, felt fatigued, I replied that I would then and there invoke peace
upon the blessed Prophet and go to my house, and that I would pay a visit to the holy tomb at some other time as
there was no particular hurry about the visit, for we followers of the holy Prophet invoked the blessings of heaven
upon him even from India.
I then went to Sayyad Safi’s house which had been selected for my residence by the Sharif of Mecca and
stayed there.
Sahibzada Hafiz Muhammad Ubaidullah Khan Sahib Bahadur, after meeting the Shaikh-ul-Haram in the
Prophet’s mosque, expressed a desire to visit the interior of the Prophet’s mausoleum and asked if it was possible
for us to do so. The Sahibzada knew that no one was permitted to reach the blessed grave itself and he wished
therefore to go as far as the brass railings surrounding it. The people of Medina term this visit dakhili.
The Shaikh-ul-Haram answered that women could, on no account, visit the place. The Sahibzada, however,
could go if he would wear a long coat, and tie a white turban round his Turkish cap, that being the dakhili dress.
The Sahibzada accepted this condition, and on the 15 th Ramazan, accompanied by Sardar Bahadur Mirza Karim
Beg and Captain Muhammad Husain Khan, he reached the holy place wearing the prescribed clothes.
1110

Each had a candle in his hand and entered the blessed mausoleum where they fixed the candles in sockets and
lit them. The Officer in charge of the attendants presented the Sahibzada with sacred relics; one wick, and a small
quantity of the rosewater which the sacred grave had been washed.
The accompanying photograph will give the reader a clear idea of the structure of the holy tomb.
Most of the City notables called on me at Sayyad Safi’s house. The Shaikh-ul-Haram, however, did not come
as the house was at a distance from the Sacred Precincts and there was some friction between him and Sayyad
Safi.
My chief object in staying in Medina was to present myself as often as possible at the holy haram. The
distance of my present abode, however, was a great obstacle. I therefore informed the Sharif’s emissaries that I
wished to move to a more convenient lodging and I asked them to let the Sharif know.
They hesitated at first, but in the end telegraphed my wishes to the Sharif. As the reply was delayed, I, on the
15th of Ramazan, after paying my respects to the holy shrine, moved to a house near the Majidi gate of the
Prophet’s mosque.
This house, which had already been rented for me by Maulvi Azam Husain, at the instance of the Shaikh-ulHaram, was the property of a nobleman and had been endowed as a charity on condition that while the poor
should live in it without charge, the well-to-do should pay for their accommodation according to their means.
At the back of this house was a building which was rented for the accommodation of my followers. A number
of them were housed in this building, while Sardar Bahadur Karim Beg, accompanied by his men, took up
lodgings in the house of Sayyad Ilyas.
After we had removed to the new house the Shaikh-ul-Haram and the ladies of his household visited us from
time to time. …
1859

241.33 Excerpt from The Triumph Of Shivaji\fn{by Ambikadatta Vyas (1859-1900)} Nanihall, nr. Jaipur, Jaipur
District, Rajasthan State, India (M) 1
… Now let us see what is happening in the city of Pune.
The valorous Shivaji, intent on hunting down the Muslims, gradually became more and more hostile even to
the lord of Delhi. The Delhi emperor sent a Muslim commander named Shaist Khan to Pune, and took the city
from Shivaji. Now Shaist Khan was staying with his retinue in that great palace at rune, previously occupied by
Shivaji. And Shivaji remained with his soldiers in nearby Simha Durga.
Expectation of imminent treachery and fight between them was growing day by day.
Then one night Shivaji took the guise of an ordinary soldier, his heavy armor covered by a robe, his hand
holding a merciless sword, and moved not far away from Simha Durga along the soft, green and clear path; the
keka sounds of pea-hens were reverberating; the rays of the moon made all the paths clearly visible, as if washed
by milk.
Shivaji came to the precincts of the nearby Shiva temple. Then at the gate of the temple he saw a horse, with
its hair full of dust, drenched in the mud raised by its hooves, its quick and heavy breathing together with a
gurgling sound indicating its weariness, getting up again and again, shaking its back, stretching forward its neck
and falling repeatedly and rolling on the ground.
“Whose is this? Where is it from?”
Wondering about it he went closer and saw a sudra youth trying to pacify the horse by hissing sounds, and by
throwing in front of it bunches of green grass. Seeing his face pale, his legs covered in dust up to the knees, his
body dull and drenched in sweat, Shivaji came to the following conclusion:
“Someone has arrived from far away, and this must be his servant.” Slowly approaching him, he asked,
“Whose horse is this?” Interested in his own work and unmindful of anything else, the youth replied,
“Someone has come.” When Shivaji asked him again, “Where have you come from?”, he said,
“Why do you keep on asking silly questions? If you want to talk with me, come after two hours; after filling
my stomach and warming myself by smoking tobacco, I shall lessen my travel fatigue by talking with you.”
Hearing that, Shivaji smiled to himself, and asked again,
“That we shall do; but tell me, where have you come from?” With his eyes still on the horse, the boy said
angrily,
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“Where have you come from? Where have you come from? You are splitting my ears with your questions. We
have come from Delhi, from Delhi, from Delhi! Tell me, are you going to give us an elephant or a horse?”
On hearing this and understanding his present mood, Shivaji left the place, and began slowly to move along
the western side of the temple.
“Who is he? Where is he from? Is he a spy, a messenger or a disguised traveler? Does he belong to our side?
Or is he a soldier belonging to the enemy? Or, one indifferent to both?”
While he was thinking thus he heard the sound of indistinct talk coming from the window in the western wall
of the temple. Stopping for a while, he went near the window, and was able to understand what was being said,
though part of the conversation was not distinct.
“For long I have stayed under the protective shade of the tender, leaf-like palm of the King of Delhi. But we
are poets, we do not depend on kingship, power or the wealth of anybody. Nor can we stand the proud knitting of
the brow or the haughty and angry words of any person. His kingdom on this earth is not so great as the world of
our literary creation. Though serving him and getting patronage from him, we do not stand before him with folded
hands, simultaneously watching his moods, just as words, sentences, meters, figures of speech, styles, qualities
and sentiments wait upon us. Even with his heaps of coins, can he satisfy others, as we can by the mere twists and
turns of our speech? Tasting the tonic of sringara rasa from us, even sages who have overcome love and hate,
may become eager to propitiate an untoward woman. Hearing our poems on detachment, even love .may become
indifferent.”
“And listening to our heroic poems, even a man dying on the battlefield may get up. He with whom fame lives
continuously during his good fortune, and who can withstand the waves of the ocean—he respects us. Even in our
dreams we do not resort to those who consider themselves kings—who are like fish, bloated like elephants,
lacking in discrimination like frogs, deceitful bloodsuckers like ticks on bulls, enjoying putrid things like cows,
with unsteady mouths like bulls, cheating like jackals, double-tongued (tale-bearers) like snakes, like living
peacocks interested only in flattering themselves, like the personification of egoism, lacking knowledge,
incapable of appreciating merit in the virtuous, indulging in silly games, suffering kicks from the feet of
prostitutes, like worms in liquid, and interested in nothing but gambling. Realizing that the present occupant of
the royal seat of Delhi is one such king, I suddenly snapped the thread associating me with him and searching for
another patron, started towards the south. On the way, though the King of Chamar made repeated requests, I
ignored him, knowing well that he is an attendant of the King of Delhi; and hearing again and again about the
fame of Shivaji, I have come here as if drawn by the ears. I shall see what my future will be.”
On hearing these words Shivaji knew that he was a poet who had left the court of the King of Delhi and had
come here to meet him. He moved again and entered the temple through the gate, prostrated before Lord Shiva,
sounded the bell, and taking the vilva leaf and touching his eyes with it, put it in the tuft on his head, took the holy
ash from the earthen vessel and smeared it on his forehead, then under the pretext of performing the
perambulation round the temple, he reached the place occupied by the traveler. He saluted the head priest of the
temple who was talking with the traveler, and then with folded hands, asked the newcomer respectfully,
“Sir, where are you coming from? And who are you?” …
237.96 1. The Good Husband And The Bad Wife 2. The Monkey With The Tom-tom 3. The Three Deaf Men 4.
Pride Goeth Before A Fall 5. Why Brahmans Cannot Eat In The Dark 6. The Mother-in-law Becomes An Ass 7.
The Beggar And The Five Muffins 8. The Brahman Priest Who Became An Amildar: Eight Folktales\fn{by S. M.
Natesa Sastri (1859-1906)} Tamil Nadu State?, India (M) 9
1
In a remote village there lived a Brahman whose good nature and: charitable disposition were proverbial.
Equally proverbial also were the ill-nature and uncharitable disposition of the Brahmani—his wife. But as
Paramesvara (God) had joined them in matrimony; they had to live together as husband and wife, though their
temperaments were so incompatible.
Every day the Brahman had a taste of his wife’s ill temper, and if any other Brahman was invited to dinner by
him, his wife, somehow or other, would manage to drive him away.
One fine summer morning a rather stupid Brahman friend of his came to visit our hero and was at once invited
to dinner. He told his wife to have dinner ready earlier than usual, and went off to the river to bathe. His friend,
not feeling very well that day, wanted a hot bath at the house, and so did not follow him to the river, but remained
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sitting in the outer verandah. If any other guest had come the wife would have accused him of greediness to his
face and sent him away, but this visitor seemed to be a special friend of her lord, so she did not like to say
anything; but she devised a plan to make him go away of his own accord.
She proceeded to smear the ground before her husband’s friend with cow dung, and placed in the midst of it a
long pestle supporting one end of it against the wall. She next approached the pestle most solemnly and
performed worship to it. The guest did not in the least understand what she was doing, and respectfully asked her
what it all meant.
“This is what is called pestle worship,” she replied. “I do it as a daily duty, and this pestle is meant to break the
head of some human being in honor of a goddess, whose feet are most devoutly worshipped by my husband.
Every day, as soon as he returns from his bath in the river, he takes this pestle, which I am ordered to keep ready
for him before his return, and with it he breaks the head of any human being whom he has managed to get hold of
by inviting him for a meal. This is his tribute to the goddess; today you are the victim.” The guest was much
alarmed.
“What! Break the head of a guest! I at any rate shall not be deceived today,” thought he, and prepared to run
away. The Brahman’s wife appeared to sympathize with his sad plight, and said:
“Really, I do pity you. But there is one thing you call do now to save yourself. If you go out by the front door
and walk in the street my husband may follow you, so you had better go out by the back door.” To this plan the
guest most thankfully agreed, and hastily ran off by the back door.
Almost immediately our hero returned from his bath, but before he could arrive his wife had cleaned up the
place she had prepared for the pestle worship; and when the Brahman, not finding his friend in the house, inquired
of her as to what had become of him, she said in seeming anger:
“The greedy brute! He wanted me to give him this pestle—this very pestle which I brought forty years ago as a
dowry from my mother’s house, and when I refused he ran away by the back-yard in haste.”
But her kind-hearted lord observed that he would rather lose the pestle than his guest, even though it was a part
of his wife’s dowry and more than forty years old. So he ran off with the pestle in his hand after his friend crying
out,
“Oh Brahman! Oh Brahman! Stop please, and take the pestle!”
But the story told by the old woman now seemed most true to the guest when he saw her husband running after
him, and so he said:
“You and your pestle may go where you please. Never more will you catch me in your house,” and ran away.
2
In a remote wood there lived a monkey, and one day while he was eating wood-apples, a sharp thorn from the
tree ran into the tip of his tail. He tried his best to get it out but could not. So he proceeded to the nearest village,
and calling the barber asked him to oblige him by removing the thorn.
“Friend barber,” said the monkey, “a thorn has run into my tail. Kindly remove it and I will reward you.”
The barber took up his razor and began to examine the tail: but as he was cutting out the thorn he cut off the tip
of the tail. The monkey was greatly enraged and said:
“Friend barber, give me back my tail. If yon cannot do that, give me your razor.”
The barber was now in a difficulty, and as he could not replace the tip of the tail he had to give up his razor to
the monkey. The monkey, went back to the wood with his razor thus trickishly acquired. On the way he met an
old woman, who was cutting fuel from a dried-up tree.
“Grandmother, grandmother,” said the monkey, “the tree is very hard. You had better use this sharp razor, and
you will cut your fuel easily.”
The poor woman was very pleased, and took the razor from the monkey. In cutting the wood she, of course,
blunted the razor, and the monkey seeing his razor thus spoiled, said:
“Grandmother, you have spoiled my razor. So you must either give me your fuel or get me a better razor.”
The woman was not able to procure another razor. So she gave the monkey her fuel and returned to her house
bearing no load that day. .
The roguish. monkey now put the bundle of dry fuel on his head and proceeded to a village to sell it. There he
met an old woman, seated by the roadside and making puddings. Said the monkey to her:
“Grandmother, grandmother, you are making puddings and your fuel is already exhausted. Use mine also and
make more cakes.”
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The old lady thanked him for his kindness and used his fuel for her puddings. The cunning monkey waited till
the last stick of his fuel was burnt up, and then he said to the old woman:
“Grandmother, grandmother, return me fuel or give me all your puddings.”
She was unable to return him the fuel, and so had to give him all her puddings. The monkey with the basket of
puddings on his head walked and walked till he met a paraiya\fn{A low-caste man} coming with a tom-tom towards
him.
“Brother paraiya,” said the monkey; “I have a basketful of puddings to give you. Will you in return present me
with your tom-tom?”
The paraiya gladly agreed, as he was then very hungry and had nothing with him to eat. The monkey now
ascended with the tom-tom to the topmost branch of a big tree and there beat his drum most triumphantly, saying
in honor of his several tricks:
“I lost my tail and got a razor”— tum, tum.
“I lost my razor and got a bundle of fuel”— tum, tum
“I lost my fuel and got a basket of puddings”— tum, tum
“I lost my puddings and got a tom-tom”— tum, tum.
Thus there are rogues in this innocent world, who live to glory over their wicked tricks.
3
When any awkward blunder occurs from a. person acting under a. mistaken notion, there is a common proverb
in Tamil to the effect that the matter ended like the story of the three deaf men. The following is the story told to
explain the allusion:
In a remote village there lived a. husband and wife. Both of them were quite deaf. They had made this
household arrangement, to cook cabbage with tamarind and soup without tamarind one day, and cabbage without
tamarind and soup with tamarind on the other. Thus on every alternate day the same dishes were being repeated.
One day, when taking his meal, the husband found the tamarind cabbage so very tasteful that wanted to have it
also next day, and gave instructions to that effect.
The deaf wife did not understand the order. According to the established rule she cooked cabbage without
tamarind next day. The husband when he sat down to his meal found his order disregarded and, being enraged
thereat, threw the cabbage against the wall, and went out in a rage. The wife ate her bellyful, and prepared
tamarind cabbage for her husband.
The husband went out, and sat down in a place where three roads crossed, to calm down his anger. At that time
a neatherd\fn{Cowherd} happened to pass that way. He had lately lost a good cow and calf of his, and had been
seeking them for some days. When he saw the deaf man sitting by the way, he took him for a soothsayer, and
asked him to find out by his knowledge of Joshyam where the cow would likely be found.
The herdsman, too, was very deaf; and the man, without hearing what he was saying, abused him, and wished
to be left undisturbed. In abusing him the husband stretched out his hand, pointing to the neatherd’s face. This
pointing the neatherd understood to indicate the direction where the lost cow and calf would be found. So
thinking, the poor neatherd went on in that direction, promising to present the soothsayer with the calf if he found
it there with the cow.
To his joy, and by mere chance he found them. His delight knew no bounds.
“That is a capital soothsayer. Surely I must present him with the calf.” So thought he with himself, and
returned with them to the deaf man, and pointing to the calf requested him to accept it.
Now it unfortunately happened that the calf’s tail was broken, and crooked. The man thought the herdsman
was blaming him unreasonably for having broken the calf’s tail, while he knew nothing about it, and so by a wave
of his hand denied the charge. This the neatherd mistook for a refusal of the calf, and a demand for the cow. The
neatherd said:
“How very greedy you are! I promised you only the calf, and not the cow.” The husband said:
“Never; I know nothing of either your cow or calf. I never broke the calf’s tail. Some other must have done it.”
Thus they were quarrelling without understanding each other for a long time, when a third party happened to
pass by. Understanding the subject well, and desiring to profit by their stupidity, he interfered and said in a loud
voice, and yet so as not to be heard by the deaf husband,
“Well, neatherd, you had better go away with the cow. The soothsayers are always greedy. Leave the calf with
me, and I shall make him accept it.”
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The neatherd, much pleased to have secured the cow, walked home leaving the calf with the third person.
When the neatherd had gone the passer-by\fn{ The text has passenger; here and just below, where it is preceded by the word
third:H} said to the deaf man:
“You see how very unlawful it is for the neatherd to charge you with an offence which you never committed. It
is always the case with neatherds. They are the biggest fools in the world! But never mind, so long as you have a
friend in me. I shall somehow explain to him your innocence, and restore him the calf.”
The husband, much pleased, ran home to escape from the supposed guilt. At the expense of the stupidity and
deafness of both, the passer-by walked home with the calf.
The husband on his return sat down for his dinner, and his wife served him the tamarind cabbage. He happened
to put his finger to the place where the cabbage without tamarind had previously been served on the leaf. On
applying it to his mouth he found it so very sweet that he demanded that dish again. The wife replied to him that
she had already emptied the pan.
“Then at least bring me the cabbage that is sticking against the wall,” said the husband; and the wife did
accordingly.
Here ends the story. The latter portion is also said to be the explanation of a proverb that is prevalent in Tamil:
“O thou feelingless deaf woman, give me at least the cabbage that is sticking on the wall.” This proverb is applied
to stubborn wives who would have their own way, and not obey their husbands easily among unrefined society.
4
Corresponding to this English proverb, there is one in Tamil: “Pride of self destroys”; and the following story
is related by the common folk to illustrate it:
In a certain village there lived ten cloth merchants, who always went about together. Once upon a time they
had traveled far afield, and were returning home with a great deal of money which they had obtained by selling
their wares.
Now there happened to be a dense forest near their village, and this, early one morning, they reached. In it
there lived three notorious robbers, of whose existence the traders had never heard, and while they were still in
the middle of it, the robbers stood before them, with swords and cudgels in their hands, and ordered them to lay
down all they had. The traders had no weapons with them; and so, though they were many more in number, they
had to submit themselves to the robbers, who took away everything from them, even the very clothes they wore,
and gave to each only a small loin-cloth, a span in breadth and a cubit in length.
The idea that they had conquered ten men, and plundered all their property, now took possession of the
robbers’ minds. They seated themselves like three monarchs before the men they had plundered, and ordered them
to dance to them before returning home.
The merchants now mourned their fate. They had lost all they had, except their chief essential, the langoti, and
still the robbers were not satisfied, but ordered them to dance! .
There was, among the ten merchants, one who was very intelligent. He pondered over the calamity that had
come upon him and his friends, the dance they would have to perform, and the magnificent manner in which the
three robbers had seated themselves on the grass. At the same time he observed that these last had placed their
weapons on the ground, in the assurance of having thoroughly cowed the traders, who were now commencing to
dance. So he took the lead in the dance, and, as a song is always sung by the leader on such occasions, to which
the rest keep time by hands and feet, he thus began to sing::
We are puli men,
They are tiru men;
If one sa man,
Surrounds tiru men,
Sa man remains.

The robbers were all uneducated, and thought that the leader was merely singing a song as usual. So it was in
one sense; for the leader commenced from a distance, and had sung the song over twice, before he and his
companions commenced to approach the robbers. They had understood his meaning, which however, even to the
best educated, unless trained to the technical expressions of trade, would have remained a riddle.
When two traders discuss the price of an article in the presence of a purchaser, they use an enigmatic form of
language.
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“What is the price of this cloth?” one trader will ask another.
“Puli rupees,” another will reply, meaning “ten rupees.” Thus, there is no possibility of the purchaser knowing
what is meant unless he be acquainted with trade technicalities.\fn{ A note reads: Traders leave also certain secret symbols
for marking their prices on their cloths } By the rules of this secret language tiru means “three,” puli means “ten,” and
savana (or shortly, sa) means “one.” So the leader by his song meant to hint to his fellow-traders that they were
ten men, the robbers only three, that if three pounced upon each of the robbers, nine of them could hold them
down, while the remaining one bound the robbers’ hands and feet.
The three thieves, glorying in their victory, and little understanding the meaning of the song and the intentions
of the dancers, were proudly seated chewing betel and tambdk (tobacco). Meanwhile the song was sung a third
time. Tai tai tom had left the lips of the singer; and, before tadingana was out of them, the traders separated into
parties of three, and each party pounced upon a thief.
The remaining one—the leader himself, for to him the other nine left the conclusion—tore up into long narrow
strips a large piece of cloth six cubits long, and tied the hands and feet of the robbers. These were entirely
humbled now, and rolled on the ground like three bags of rice!
The ten traders now took back all their property, and armed themselves with the swords and cudgels of their
enemies; and when they reached their village, they often amused their friends and relatives by relating their
adventure.
5
Among Hindus, especially among Brahmans of the Madras Presidency—and I now see from personal
observation that it is the same in the Bombay Presidency also—there is a custom, while taking their meals, of
leaving their food uneaten when it so happens that from any cause the light is blown out,. Of course this could
occur only in the nighttime. Such mishaps now-a-days take place only in poor families sitting down to supper
with a single light. Hence, the following story, told as the origin of this custom, is being forgotten. It runs as
follows:
In a certain village there lived a Brahman who had an only daughter. She was deeply read in Sanskrit and was
of the most charming beauty. He procured a husband for her as deeply read as herself. The betrothal had already
taken place.
Just after the girl attained her puberty a day was appointed for her nuptials; and the muhurtta or auspicious
time was fixed at the 10th ghatika of that night. On that very evening the son-in-law went to a tank to perform his
sandhya vandana or evening prayers.
It swarmed with crocodiles. People never went near it. The son-in-law, being quite new to the village, entered
the tank without knowing anything of the danger. Unfortunately there was none near to warn him. He had set his
foot in the water when a crocodile caught him by the leg and began to drag him. That very night was fixed for his
nuptials and a crocodile was taking him to feast on his flesh. He was extremely vexed at the calamity, and said
humbly to his enemy,
“My friend crocodile! Listen to my words first, and then decide for yourself. A wife, the only daughter of an
old Brahmana, is waiting for me tonight. If you eat me now yon take me away without my seeing her, my fatherin-law and other relatives. Their hearts may break at the news of my death on the very day of the wedding. They
may all curse you. If, on the contrary, you leave me now, I shall go home, speak to my wife and others about the
sad calamity that has come over me, and after embracing and taking leave of her will come to you for your supper
at the 15th ghatika. Till then leave me.”
The cruel crocodile, though very fond of human flesh and himself dying of hunger, spared him for a few
ghatikss at his humble request. After extracting several oaths from him for his return in accordance to his promise
the crocodile went into the water.
The son-in-law also went home. All his joys fled away; how could he be pleasant after his promise to the
crocodile. Still, to give no uneasiness to the aged parents of his wife, he underwent all the ceremonies and entered
the bedroom at the 10th ghatika. Only 5 more ghatikas remained for him to live in the world, as he thought. He in
a few words explained everything to his wife, and asked her permission. She showed no sign of sorrow, preached
to him about the iron hand of fate, and that he must undergo what was written on his forehead. She most willingly
gave him permission, and he returned to the tank even a ghatika earlier and called the crocodile, who came and
seized him.
At this moment a certain light glittered before the eyes of the crocodile and vanished. It was a woman that did
it. The wife, after consoling her husband and preaching to him about the supremacy of fate, had accompanied him
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unobserved with a lighted lamp concealed in a vessel. Just when the crocodile applied its teeth to the leg of her
husband, she took the lamp out, showed it before the crocodile, and quenched it.
Nor did it go without its intended effect. The crocodile left the husband to himself and said,
“You had better go now. I will never touch you after a lamp was quenched when I began my meals today.”
The husband was astonished at the device of his wife and still more at the faithful observance of a rule in an
unreasonable beast. From that day it was fixed that men, who are more reasonable, should never eat when the
lamp is blown out.
*
Another story is told. In a remote village there lived a poor woman who labored from morning till night in
different houses and returned to her hut with two measures of rice. That quantity would serve for ten ordinary
persons. Being extremely poor she used to keep no lamp, but cook her rice in the dark, only guided by the light of
the fire. When she sat down for her meals even the light of the fire decayed. So she had to eat in the dark. Though
she used the full two measures of rice that she brought every day her hunger was never satisfied. She was always
in extreme want.
Now it so happened that she had a younger sister who was somewhat richer than herself. The younger came to
see her elder sister. The former never used to be without light, and so asked her sister to buy some oil that night
and light a lamp.
The elder was compelled by necessity to do so; for that she devoted a portion of her two measures of rice and
returned home with great uneasiness and perplexity of mind as to how less than two measures would furnish their
supper that night, while full two measures were found insufficient on former occasions for herself alone.
The lamp was set for the first time in her house and she cooked the remaining rice. The younger sister was
astonished to see her using so much for two. The elder, thinking with herself that the younger would soon see her
mistake, cooked everything.
Two leaves were spread and they sat down to their supper. Not even a fourth part of the rice in the pot was
consumed, but already they were satisfied. The younger sister laughed at the foolishness of her elder, who now
said,
“I do not know what magic you have in you. Every day I cook two measures of rice and fast the whole night,
without finding them sufficient for myself. Now a fourth of less than two measures has satiated both. Please
explain the cause.”
The younger sister, who was very intelligent herself, wanted to find out the cause, and asked next day to serve
the meals without the lamp. Instead of eating she stretched her hand in front and caught a lock of hair. She asked
the other at once to light the lamp, which being done there was a devil sitting before her. On being questioned
how he came there he said that he was used thus to go to everyone who ate without a lamp, and swallow his meals
fast without leaving him a morsel.
The elder sister perceived her mistake and used a lamp from that day. The demon ceased to come. She had
abundance for herself and something to spare.
So when the lamp is blown out devils are said to come and eat out of our leaves. Hence is the custom to rise
whenever such mishaps occur.
6
“Little by little the mother-in-law became an ass” is a proverb among the Tamils, applied to those who day by
day go downwards in their progress in study, position, or life, and based on the following story:
In a certain village there lived a Brahman with his wife, mother, and mother-in-law. He was a very good man,
and equally kind to all of them. His mother complained of nothing from his hands, but his wife was a very badtempered woman, and always troubled her mother-in-law by keeping her engaged in this work or that throughout
the day, and giving her very little food in the evening.
Owing to this the poor Brahman’s mother was almost dying of misery. On the other hand, her own mother
received very kind treatment, of course, at her daughter’s hands, by whom the husband was so completely ruled
over, that he had no strength of mind to oppose her ill-treatment of his mother.
One evening, just before sunset, the wife abused her mother-in-law with such fury, that the latter had to fly
away to escape. a thrashing. Much vexed at her unhappiness she ran out of the village, but the sun had begun to
set, and the darkness of night was fast overtaking her. So finding a ruined temple she entered it to pass the night
there.
It happened to be the abode of the village Kali (goddess), who used to come out every night at midnight to
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inspect her village. That night she perceived a woman—the mother of the poor Brahman—lurking within her
prakaras (boundaries), and being a most benevolent Kali, called out to her, and asked her what made her so
miserable that she should leave her home on such a dark night.
The old Brahmani told her story in a few words, and while she was speaking the cunning goddess was using
her supernatural powers to see whether all she said was true or not, and finding it to be the truth she thus replied
in very soothing tones:
“I pity your misery, mother, because your daughter-in-law troubles and vexes you thus when you have become
old, and have no strength in your body. Now take this mango,”—and taking a ripe one from out of her hips she
gave it to the old Brahmani with a smiling face—“eat it, and you will soon turn out a young woman like your own
daughter-in-law, and then she shall no longer trouble you.” Thus consoling the afflicted old woman, the kindhearted Kali went away.
The Brahmamo lingered for the remainder of the night in the temple, and being a fond mother she did not like
to eat the whole of the mango without giving a portion of it to her son, [departed for her home].\fn{ The remainder of
the sentence is not to be found in the text, which stops with the word son, followed by a comma; but it is clear that something of the sort
was originally there:H}

Meanwhile, when her son returned home in the evening he found his mother absent, but his wife explained the
matter to him, so as to throw the blame on the old woman, as she always did. As it was dark he had no chance of
going out to search for her; so he waited for the daylight, and as soon as he saw the dawn started to look for his
mother. He had not walked far when to his joy he found her in the temple of Kali.
“How did you pass the cold night, my dearest mother?” said he. “What did you have for dinner? Wretch that I
am to have got myself married to a cur. Forget all her faults, and return home.” His mother shed tears of joy and
sorrow, and related her previous night’s adventure, whereon he said:
“Delay not even one ninisha (minute), but eat this fruit at once. I do not want any of it. Only if you become
young and strong enough to stand that nasty cur’s troubles, well and good.”
So the mother ate up the divine fruit, and the son took her upon his shoulders and brought her home, on
reaching which he placed her on the ground, when to his joy she was no longer an old woman but a young girl of
sixteen, and stronger than his own wife.
The troublesome wife was now totally pnt down, and was powerless againat so strong a. mother-in-law. She
did not at all like the change, and having to give up her habits of bullying, and so she argued to herself thus:
“This jade of a mother-in-law became young through the fruit of the Kali, why should not my mother also do
the same, if I instruct her and send her to the same temple.”
So she instructed her mother as to the story she ought to give to the goddess and sent her there. Her old mother,
agreeably to her daughter’s injunctions went to the temple, and on meeting with the goddess at midnight gave a
false answer that she was being greatly ill-treated by her daughter-in-law, though, in truth, she had nothing of the
kind to complain of. The goddess perceived the lie through her divine powers, but apparently seeming to pity her,
gave her also a fruit. Her daughter had instructed her not to eat it till next morning and till she saw her son-in-law.
As soon as morning approached the poor henpecked Brahman was ordered by his wife to go to the temple and
fetch his mother-in-law as he had some time back fetched away his mother. He accordingly went, and invited her
to come home. She wanted him to eat part of the fruit, as she had been instructed, but he refused, and so she
swallowed it all, fully expecting to become young again on reaching home. Meanwhile her son-in-law took her on
his shoulders and returned home, expecting, as his former experience had taught him, to see his mother-in-law
also become a young woman.
Anxiety to see how the change came on overcame him and at half way he turned his head and found such part
of the burden on his shoulders as he could see to be like parts of an ass; but he took this to be a mere preliminary
stage towards youthful womanhood!
Again he turned, and again he saw the same thing several times, and the more he looked the more his burden
became like an ass, till at last when he reached home his burden jumped down braying like an ass and ran away.
Thus the Ka!i, perceiving the evil intentions of the wife, disappointed her by turning her mother into an ass,
but no one knew of it till she actually jumped down from the shoulders of her son-in-law. This story is always
cited as the explanation of the proverb quoted above, “little by little the mother-in-law became an ass” to which is
also commonly added “and as she approached the village she began to bray.”
7
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In a certain village there lived a very rich landlord, who owned several villages, but was such a great miser that
no tenant would willingly cultivate his lands, and those he had gave him not a little trouble. He was, indeed, so
vexed with them that he left all his lands untilled and his tanks and irrigation channels dried up. All this, of
course, made him poorer and poorer day by day. Nevertheless he never liked the idea of freely opening his purse
to his tenants and obtaining their good will. While he was in this frame of mind a learned sanyasi paid him a visit,
and on his representing his case to him, the holy man said:
“My dear son, I know an incantation (mantra) in which I can instruct you. If you repeat it for three months,
day and night, a Brabmarakshasa will appear before you on the first day of the fourth month. Make him your
servant and then you can set at naught all your petty troubles with your tenants. The Brahmarakshasa will obey all
your orders and you will find him equal to a hundred servants.”
Onr hero fell at his feet and begged to be instructed at once. The sage then sat, facing the East, and his disciple
the landlord, facing the West,\fn{A note reads: This is always the course followed when a guru instructs his disciple in any mantra}
and in this position formal instruction was given, after which the sanysi went his way.
The landlord, mightily pleased at what he had learnt, went on practicing the incantation till, on the first day of
the fourth month, the great Brahmarakshasa stood before him.
“What do you want, sir, from my hands?” said he. “What is the object of your having propitiated me for these
three months?” The landlord was thunderstruck at the huge monster that now stood before him and still more so at
his terrible voice, but nevertheless he said:
“I want you to become my servant and obey all my commands.”
“Agreed,” answered the Brahmarakshasa in a very mild tone, for it was his duty to leave off his impertinent
ways when anyone who had performed the required penance wanted him to become his servant. “Agreed. But you
must always give me work to do, when one job is finished you must at once give me a second and so on. If you
fail I shall kill you.”
The landlord, thinking that he would have work for several such Brahmarakshas, was pleased to see that his
demoniacal servant was so eager to help him. He at once took him to a large tank which had been dried up for
several years, and, pointing to it, spoke as follows:
“You see this large tank; you must make it as deep as the height of two palmyra trees and repair the
embankment wherever it is broken.”
“Yea, my master, your orders shall be obeyed,” humbly replied the servant and fell to work.
The landlord, thinking that it would take several months, if not years, to do the work in the tank, for it was two
kos long and one kos broad, returned delighted to his home, where his people were awaiting him with a
sumptuous dinner. He enjoyed himself amazingly with his wife, but when it was approaching evening the
Brahmarakshasa came to inform his master that he had finished his work in the tank! He was indeed astonished
and feared for his own life!
“What! Finished the work in one day, which I thought would occupy him for months and years! If he goes on
at this rate, how shall I keep him employed? And when I cannot find employment for him he will kill me!” This
he thought and began to weep. His wife wiped the tears that ran down his face, and said:
“My dearest husband, you must not lose courage. Get from the Brahmarakshasa all the work you can and then
let me know. I’ll give him something that will keep him engaged for a very, very long time and then he’ll tronble
us no more.”
Bnt her husband only thonght her words to be meaningless, and followed the Brahmarakshasa to see what he
had done. Sure enough the thing was as complete as complete conld be, so he asked him to plough all his lands,
which extended over twenty villages! This was done in two ghatakas!
He next made him to dig and cultivate all his dry and garden lands. This was done in the twinkling of an eye!
The landlord now grew hopeless.
“What more work have you for me?” roared the Brahmarakshasa, as he found that his master had nothing for
him to do and that the time for his eating himup waw approaching.
“My dear friend,” said he, “my wife says she has a little job to give you; do it, please, now. I think that that is
the last thing I can give you to do, and after it, in obedience to the conditions under which you took service with
me, I must become your prey!”
At this moment his wife came to them, holding in her left hand a long hair, which she had just pulled out from
her head, and said:
“Well, Brahmarakshasa, I have only a very light job for you. Take this hair and when you have made it straight
bring it back to me.”
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The Brahmarakshasa calmly received it and sat in a pipal tree to make it straight. He rolled it several times on
his thigh and lifted it up to see if it had become straight: but no, it would still bend! Just then it occurred to him
that goldsmiths, when they want to make their metal wires straight, have them heated in a fire. So he went to a
fire and placed the hair over it, and, of course, it frizzled up with a nasty imell! He was horrified!
“What will my master’s wife say if I do not return her the hair she gave me?” So he became mightily afraid
aud ran away!
This itory is told to explain the modern custom of nailing a handful of hair to a tree in which devils are
supposed to dwell to drive them away.
8
In a certain village there lived a poor beggar and his wife. The man used to go out every morning with a clean
vessel in his hand, return home with rice enough for the day’s meal, and thus the pair lived on in extreme poverty.
One day a poor Madhva Brahman invited them to a feast, and among Madhvas muffins (tosai) are always a
part of the good things on festive occasions. So during the feast the beggar and his wife had their fill of muffins.
They were so pleased with them that the woman was extremely anxious to prepare some more muffins in her
own house, and began to save every day a little rice from what her husband brought her for the purpose. When
enough had been thus collected she begged a poor neighbor’s wife to give her a little black pulse, which the latter
—praised be her charity—readily did. The faces of the beggar and his wife literally glowed with joy that day, for
were they not to taste the long-desired muffins a second time?
The woman soon turned the rice she had been saving and the black pulse she had obtained from her neighbor
into a paste, and mixing it well with a little salt, green chilies, coriander seed and curds, set it in a pan on the fire;
and with her mouth watering all the while prepared five muffins!
By the time her husband had returned from his collection of alms, she was just turning out of the pan the fifth
muffin! And when she placed the whole five muffins before him his mouth, too, began to water.
He kept two for himself and two he placed before his wife, but what, was to be done with the fifth? He did not
understand the way out of this difficulty. That half and half make one and that each could take two and a half
muffins was a question too hard for him to solve. The beloved muffins must not be torn in pieces; so he said to his
wife that either he or she must take the remaining one. But how were they to decide which should be the lucky
one? Proposed the husband:
“Let us both shut our eyes and stretch ourselves as if in sleep each on a verandah on either side the kitchen.
Whoever opens an eye and speaks first gets only two muffins, and the other gets three.”
So great was the desire of each to get the three muffins that they both abided by the agreement, and the
woman, though her mouth watered for the muffins, resolved to go through the ordeal. She placed the five cakes in
a pan and covered it over with another pan. She then carefully bolted the door inside, and asking her husband to
go into the east verandah, lay down in the west one. Sleep she had none, and with closed eyes kept guard over her
husband: for if he spoke first he would have only two muffins and the other three would come to her share.
Equally watchful was her husband over her.
Thus passed one whole day-two-three! The house was never opened! No beggar came to receive the morning
dole. The whole village began to enquire after the missing beggar. What had become of him? What had become of
his wife?
“See whether his house is locked on the outside and whether he has left us to go to some other village,” spoke
the gray-heads. So the village watch came and tried to push the door open, but it would not open!
“Surely,” said they, “it is locked on the inside. Some great calamity must have happened. Perhaps thieves have
entered the house and after plundering their property murdered the inmates.” But what property is a beggar likely
to have, thought the village assembly, and not liking to waste time in idle speculations, they sent two watchmen to
climb the roof and open the latch from the inside.
Meanwhile the whole village—men, women and children—stood before the beggar’s house to see what had
taken place inside. The watchmen jumped into the house, and to their horror found the beggar and his wife
stretched on opposite verandahs like two corpses. They opened the door, and the whole village rushed in. They,
too, saw the beggar and his wife lying so still that they thought them to be dead. And though the beggar pair had
heard everything that passed around them, neither would open an eye or speak. For whoever did it first would get
only two muffins!
At the public expense of the village two green litters of bamboo and cocoanut leaves were prepared on which
to remove the unfortunate pair to the cremation-ground.
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“How loving they must have been to have died together like this!” said some of the graybeards of the village.
In time the cremation-ground was reached, and the village watchmen had collected a score of dried cow dung
cakes and a bundle of firewood from each house for the funeral pyre. From these charitable contributions two
pyres had been prepared, one for the man and one for the woman. The pyres were then lighted, and when the fire
approached his leg, the man thought it time to give up the ordeal and to be satisfied with only two muffins! So
while the villagers were still continuing the funeral rites, they suddenly heard a voice:
“I shall be satisfied with two muffins!” Immediately another voice replied from the woman’s pyre:
“I have gained the day; let me have the three!”
The villagers were amazed and ran away. One bold man alone stood face to face with the supposed dead
husband and wife. He was a bold man, indeed, for when a dead man or a man supposed to have died comes to life
village people consider him to be a ghost. However, this bold villager questioned the beggars until he came to
know their story. He then went after the runaways and related to them the whole story of the five muffins to their
great amazement.
But what was to be done to the people who had thus voluntarily faced death out of a love for muffins? Persons
who had ascended the green litter and slept on the funeral pyre could never come back to the village! If. they did
the whole village would perish. So the elders built a small hut in a deserted meadow outside the village and made
the beggar and his wife live there.
Ever after that memorable day our hero and his wife were called the muffin beggar and the muffin beggar’s
wife, and many old ladies and young children from the village used to bring them muffins in the morning and
evening, out of pity for them—for had they not loved muffins so much that they underwent death in life?
245.25 Excerpt from Voyage Of Komagata Maru, or India’s Slavery Abroad\fn{by Baba Gurdit Singh (1859-1954)}
Sarhali, Amritsar District, Punjab State, India (M) 5
1
The unfortunate voyage of the steamship Komagata Maru to Canada and the incidents arising therefrom make
a very important chapter in the present day history of India. The event may be rightly described, with others of
varying degrees of importance, as one of the chief eye-openers to India’s real situation as also a material
contributor to the latter day national efforts for the change of her political condition.\fn{ This book was first published in
1928:H}
Those who have no status at home are ipso facto deprived of any abroad. Small wonder that the Indians
resident in British territories outside India, either under economic stress or as dupes of British commercial
interests, gradually found their position in those in those places intolerable as their employers, after having done
with them, could not bear to see them settle as decent citizens with their acknowledged moral and intellectual
resource and grew anxious to get rid of them as sucked oranges by enacting immigration laws of increasing
stringency.
While a contractor in the Malaya States I had the first opportunity to see for myself what an Indian coolie,
bound for a British colony to help it in its industrial progress, was like. There I first learnt from a British employer
of labor himself that an Indian coolie is not worth even a small fraction of what a horse fetches him. And this, in
spite of the fact that the early coolie immigrants were the pitiable victims of the recruiter’s machinations and the
main props of European industry in the colonies. The unspeakable wretchedness of these coolies as subsequently
witnessed in all the principal centers sent the first iron into my soul and sowed, unconsciously perhaps, the seed
of my intention to serve my ill-used countrymen in the British Dominions.
It will interest my readers to be told of my actual experience of the vast difference of treatment between a
coolie and a horse considered as the most natural thing under the sun by their European masters. In the Malaya
States the Europeans happen to be the owners of many tea and rubber gardens. It is needless to add that they badly
need Indian coolies to work these gardens and to place them in riches. But once when I visited these coolies’
quarters, I was struck-dumb to find that human beings, helpful in the production of wealth, could thus be denied
even a contemptible beast’s accommodation and be consigned to the mercy of the common epidemics.
To relieve my eyes of this disgusting sight I cast my look at an adjoining marble stable kept scrupulously
clean. After pacing hither and thither for awhile I came across a European and I could not resist the temptation of
asking him why he did not condescend to grant at least such stable like accommodation to his garden coolies to
save them from sure death.
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He told me, as if to chastise my manifest foolishness that a horse would bring him Rs. 1500 whereas a coolie
not more than Rs. 40 or Rs. 50. I also learnt on enquiry that the horse cost him Rs. 4 per day for its fodder and
upkeep while a coolie was made to live and keep fit on one anna and six pies a day. So one horse cost as much as
42 human beings.
This was my first-hand knowledge of the European estimate of the value of labor of an Indian as compared
with that of a lower animal. I also saw this traffic in Indian blood at Penang. The buyers and sellers were both
Madrasis. The coolies here, were kept in cells and prevented from stirring out. The purchasers had to go to the
cells to make the selection and do the rest of the bargaining. I offered to be a purchaser in order to learn the actual
secrets of the prison-house and when I asked the coolies how they came to be such human chattels actually
bought and sold, I was informed that it was the brokers, who held licenses from the government for the purpose,
who with false but tempting offers put them into the grip of these human monsters.
It may be mentioned in passing that this sacrifice of flesh and blood to Mammon, in no way less reprehensible
than the cannibalism of the savage races, is a legacy of Spain and Portugal to Europe. The big powers gradually
felt the inequity of the custom and are said to have met in a conference in 1833 to stop the practice. When slave
trade was abolished by an agreement of the European powers, about forty companies had been engaged in
capturing Negroes in Africa and selling them to different countries of the world. Of these, fourteen were English
companies. Negro slave trade being closed to them, they turned their attention upon Hindustan and the helpless
laborers of India henceforth became victims in the place of the Negroes.
The piteous tale of woe of these emigrant coolies abroad will melt the heart of stones, and is a fit subject for
bulky volumes. Suffice it to say that the Englishmen continued the business under the euphemism of “Agreement
of Coolies.” Even after the above conference 7000 Indian coolies were sent to Mauritius by the East India
Company in 1834 and by way of meeting the volley of objections provoked by this outrageous course, a law was
passed in 1837 regularizing the transaction under the deceptive title of “Agreement of Coolies”. The census of
1911 put the number of Indian coolies outside India at 20,00,000 of whom 7,00,000 were females.
I have dwelt on this coolie-emigration at length as the genesis of the exodus of Indians to British Dominions in
search of a living. The Indians had to go to the British Dominions as coolies in any number to sow for others to
reap. But they had no claim to be treated as human beings and when their multiplication led to their domicile in
those places they came to be felt as regular thorns on their sides.
The most ugly manifestations of this feeling have proved the utter hollowness of the equality-cult of the
Western democracies. Color-prejudice is almost a disease with them. What to speak of the wage-earning classes
of India, even persons of high social standing whose partnership in life is sought by European ladies, fare no
better in the matter of securing entry into the lands of their white wives. Here is an instructive story.
Dr. Dantra, a respectable Indian, married an Australian lady and went in for expensive landed properties in
Australia in the hope of settling there with his family after retirement from service. But the gentleman was not
allowed to enter Australia when he wanted to live there on his properties. A very instructive correspondence in
this connection throws some light on the unanimity of opinion amongst all white men in the matter of exclusion
of Indian from the Dominions the British statesmen only urging the use of some clever dodge in place of an open
sign of “No Admission”. The letter runs thus:
Mr. H. W. Hunt, president of one of the Melbourne Theosophical Lodges, and a well-known public man, had an
interview on the subject with the Commonwealth Minister for External Affairs who was “sympathetic” he says, but
helpless. The Act does not mention colour or race but the Minister stated (according to Mr. Hunt) that the intention was
to exclude all colored races, and he admitted that, if an Indian gentleman who knew European languages presented
himself for admission to the Commonwealth, he would be set a dictation test in some language, say Russian, which he
did not know. He said further that this hypocritical method of carrying out the purpose was suggested in a dispatch by
Mr. Chamberlain, then Colonial secretary, who pointed out that the Japanese would regard an exclusion on the ground
of color, so stated in an Act of Parliament, as offensive to them as a nation and as imposing upon them a badge of
inferiority. Mr. Chamberlain, therefore suggested that the then recently adopted National Act embodying the “dictation
test” would meet the difficulty and attain the same end, while being less offensive to Japan and India.
And how did they keep him out? By a law that unless an Indian can pass a language test he is not to be allowed to go
in; and they may set it in any language they like, Modern Greek, Russian, Polish, Romanian. The Indians are very
clever in language but it is hopeless for them to try to pass such a test. The test was made at Mr. Joseph Chamberlain’s
suggestion, for he said it would make them less angry than if you said plainly that a colored man must not come in. It
seems to me more hateful because of its hypocrisy.
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Thus all the different Colonies have got immigration laws as standing monuments to their selfishness and
colour-prejudice, and the badge of inferiority imposed upon all colored races and this insult to their national selfrespect bind them together with a tie of common indignation. In view of the above facts I shall not be surprised, if
in case of any clash of interest between Australia and Japan, the sympathy of British India, whose national honor
is at stake, flows towards Japan and all colored races make a common cause against the arrogant affront of the
Whites.
As I was directly concerned with those Immigration laws which adorned the Canadian Statute book from time
to time, a short narrative of Indian immigration into Canada is called for.
*
At the beginning of the 20th century the Indians were allowed to go to Canada and U.S.A. The stream of
Indian immigration began in 1903-4 and by 1911, it was estimated, about 10,000 Indians had landed in these
shores. Ninety percent of these persons were Sikhs and of them eighty percent were retired soldiers.
At that time an average laborer could earn there something like Rs. 10/- per day. As the Indians were generally
superior in physical fitness they could increase their earnings considerably. The Sikhs in this way made money
and acquired landed properties the value of which approximately amounted to 2 crores 15 lacs of rupees in 1908.
This prosperity of the Indian was an eyesore to the vagabond Europeans whose earnings were affected by the
immigrant coolies (Indians), consequently they left no stone unturned to pack off these millions out of the
country.
An European named General Swain declared that no Indian could be allowed to put up in a British Colony and
to make money through business. It was apprehended that as the Indians were at that time enjoying equal rights
with the Europeans, they would induce their fellow countrymen to migrate to the colonies and carry on business
there and enjoy equal rights with the Europeans and thereby they would lower the prestige of the white races and
this would have far reaching effect in weakening the hold of the British Government in India.
A report to that effect was dispatched to the Indian Government which deputed a European C.I.D. officer to
look in to the matter. This C.I.D. officer was well up in Hindi language.
*
In 1908, the Canada Government took up the matter in right earnest and passed an order upon the Indians to
leave British Canada and to migrate to far distant British Honduras, another name of which is “Hell”. But the
Indians replied that they could not go elsewhere leaving behind them properties worth Rs. 2,15,00,000.
Reconsidering the matter the Canadian government thought it wiser to take shelter behind a clever dodge, and a
law was passed in 1910 on 9th May, by the Governor General of Canada in Council, by which it was enacted that:
From and after the date there of, the landing in Canada shall be and the same is hereby prohibited of any immigrants
who have gone to Canada otherwise than by continuous journey from the country of which they are natives or citizens,
and upon through-tickets purchased in that country or purchased and prepaid in Canada.

There was another provision that:
No immigrant of Asiatic origin shall be permitted to enter Canada unless in actual and personal possession in his or
her own right of 200 dollars, unless such person is a native or subject of an Asiatic country in regard to which special
statutory regulations are in force or with which the Government of Canada has made a special treaty or convention.

For its success in keeping off Indian immigrants the Canadian Government relied on two factors, viz.:
1. There was no direct steamship service to Canada from India;
2. No Indian who had not with him 200 dollars equivalent to Rs. 600 in cash would be able to land in Canada.
The intention was that no Indian would be able to go there for, after spending Rs. 450 for passage, he would
hardly have Rs. 600 cash in hand. For in that case he must have possessed altogether more than Rs. 1,000—a
prohibitive sum for most Indians. The latter apparently innocent provision was very cleverly explained to be
merely in the interest of the immigrant adventure who, for the sake of prudence, should have something to fall
back upon so as not to be left stranded on a foreign shore.
Though this law was for all colors and races yet practically it was operative against the Asiatic people alone.
As this policy was opposed by the Japanese Government vigorously and as they were even prepared to go to war
for it, if necessary, it was modified for them and a treaty was concluded with the Japanese that they would be
allowed to send 400 people every year and the above restrictions would be waived in their favor.
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Next the Chinese Consul opposed it and threatened the boycott of Canadian goods. So they had to come to
terms with China as well and it was agreed upon that any number of Chinese could come in after paying a tax of
Rs. 500 per head.
*
The settlement was made with these two countries because they are in a position to answer the affront to their
rights and honor. But what about the Indians who are said to be British subjects protected by their benign
government? They have no Consul of their own to represent them there. Serfs at home, they are treated no better
than helots abroad. What most grievously hurt them was that Indians living in Canada had sent for their wives and
children who purchased tickets up to Hong Kong (as there was no direct steamship service to Canada) and thence
to Canada. When they were about to land the Canadian government stopped them with an order to return back to
Hong Kong.
Pause for a moment to imagine the heart-rending scene on the docks. Fathers had come to receive their
children, husbands had come to receive their wives but the Canadian Government’s brutal order stood between
them. To sigh and shed tears in silence was all they could do. Those on board had spent their last farthing to reach
Canada where the protection and help of their relations and friends awaited them and the order passed by the
Canadian Government threw them into utter destitution.
Can anything be more tragic and brutal?
2
To carry on agitation against this most inequitable discrimination against Indians two societies were formed on
the 15th December, 1911 under the names of “United India League” and “Khalsa Diwan Society Vancouver.”
They jointly made a deputation to the Canadian government in Ottawa for redress of these wrongs but in reply
they were informed that the Canada government would communicate the matter to the India Government and let
them know the result afterwards.
The Indian Government and Canadian Government had joined hands in framing this rule and this talk of
referring to the Indian Government was merely a pretext to suppress the agitation for the time being, so no reply
from the Indian Government was ever received.
On 22nd February, 1913, they held a meeting and resolved to send a deputation of three representatives viz.:
Sardar Balwant Singh; Sardar Nand Singh; Sardar Narain Singh.
This deputation first went to Ottawa and then to England. In London on 14 th May, 1913, a big meeting was
held in Caxton Hall and resolutions were passed for redressing the grievances of the Indians living in Canada and
for bringing pressure on the Canadian Government to force them to withdraw the whimsical law enacted to
prevent Indians from landing there. Copies of the resolutions were subsequently sent to the Parliament and to His
Majesty George V, the Secretary of State for India in Council and the Government of Canada.
The deputation later on visited India and waited upon the Government of India, approached the Hindu Sabha
and other influential public bodies but without any results.
Of these three persons, Balwant Singh was hanged without any reason, of which mention will be made later
on.
*
The year 1913 was a tragic year for India.
The persecutions of the Canadian government compelled respectable Indians who could not enter Canada to
take to manual labor for a living like stone breaking etc., on their way back to India. I was at this time in Malaya
where these people met me and narrated their tales of woe.
In this year Mahatma Gandhi with his wife and thousands of Indians courted imprisonment fighting for the
rights of Indians in South Africa.
The Government of India demolished the walls of the Sikh Gurudwara at Rakab Ganj, New Delhi, and thereby
desecrated the holy place.
In the Malay States, without the least show of an excuse, the government sent to jail about 60 Sikhs and then
by force expatriated them to Madras where they were left stranded and penniless: and Madrasi being a language
quite foreign to them, they could not maintain themselves by begging even.
These incidents upset my balance of mind and consequently I gave up my contractorship and went to Hong
Kong in 1913 to witness for myself the real state of things.
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At Hong Kong a sabha was held in December 1913 and I was asked whether I could do something for my
Indian brethren. In my speech I pointed out that the British government does not take us to be men, so we have to
become men first before we can do something. Thousands of deputations will not move the Canadian government
or change the views of Indian government. There was only one way in which we could vindicate our right of
entering Canada and that would be the easiest one viz.: to charter a steamship of our own and to fulfill the
provisions the existing law we would have to make a direct voyage to Canada.
Secondly $1,00,000 would have to be a deposited in a Canadian Bank for the sureties of every individual of
our community intending to land there so that Canadian government may not raise any objection on the ground of
our financial position.
It was worth while to lay out a good deal of money on such an enterprise. I obtained the sanction of my
community to make the voyage to Canada and I set about making preparations accordingly. My community
promised to subscribe Rs. 80,00,000 when I shall have made one test voyage to Canada. So I took the charge of S.
S. Guru Nanak Navigation Co. The proposed voyage would be a test of the sincerity of the Government of
Canada in framing the rules. If we complied with all the provisions of the law regulating the immigration of
foreigners into Canada, it was up to the government to permit us to land and prove itself to be just and fair. My
scheme was to arrange for four ships, two to ply in the Canada Calcutta Line and two in the Bombay Brazil Line.
The dispute between me and the Government of Canada arose because I wished to help my countrymen to
immigrate to the Colony and carry on lawful trade there, and the government was resolved at any cost to thwart
me in this as it was obviously opposed to their policy of exclusion. The venture failed because I got no help or
support from the Indian Government, which joined with the Canadian Government in an unholy alliance to
deprive us of our legal rights. The personal injury done to me was so manifestly unjust that they tried their level
best to shield it by holding me up as a law-breaker and rebel in the eyes of the world.
There is no need to cite witness to depose for me. I do emphatically assert that I did not violate the regulations
laid down by the Canadian Government to make a direct voyage to Canada and I was prepared to deposit, on
behalf of my countrymen, whatever sums were required under the law; but both the India Government and the
Canadian Government stood in my way. In fact both the governments violated and ignored the laws of their own
creation.
I am prepared to establish to the complete satisfaction of all unprejudiced readers that we were in no way
responsible for any breach of law. We scrupulously complied with every provision of law and took special care to
see that there was no infringement of the rules at any step. The conduct on our part was in all respects lawful and
unexceptionable. I daresay every reader will bear me out in this who cares to follow the course of events in a
disinterested spirit of enquiry.
The tragedy of the Komagata Maru was a glorious moral triumph for forty lakhs of brave and spirited Sikhs
who proved to the world the righteousness and justness of their cause and amply demonstrated to the world the
scant regard that the governments of Canada and India pay to their own laws when these happen to clash with
their self-interests.
When we approached a firm of solicitors in Vancouver for taking up our case and offered to pay any amount
they chose to name, they declined the offer on the ground that the matter had got “beyond the realm of such legal
proceedings” and had become a question of national policy and diplomacy rather than of law. They made it
absolutely clear that it was not going to be a “legal fight” at all.
The Canadian Government did not take their stand on the legality of their actions and hence the solicitors
could not conscientiously take up our case. Their reply runs as follows:
Dear Sir,
Pursuant to your request and the request of your committee, we have carefully considered this matter and regret to
say that we, after full consideration, must decline to accept a retainer. We feel that the matter has become of such great
moment that it has got beyond the realm of such legal proceedings and has become largely, if not entirely, a question of
national policy of vital importance, not only to the government of this country but also involves conflicting Imperial
interests.
In the face of this, it seems to us that it is a question for diplomacy rather than law, and we do not feel that we could
conscientiously enter upon a legal fight under these circumstances notwithstanding the fact that you have offered a very
generous retainer.
We beg to advise you therefore that we feel compelled to decline the retainer.
McCrossan & Harper.
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We consulted the three foremost Counsels of Hong Kong to ascertain the legality of the voyage we proposed to
make and they unreservedly and unanimously gave the following opinion.
Dear Sir,
Referring to your interview with us this afternoon when you enquired whether there were any restriction upon
Indians who wish to travel to Vancouver, so far as this colony is concerned, we have to advise you that in our opinion
there are no restrictions upon the immigration by Indians from the Colony unless they are under contract of service
(and the intending passengers were under no contract of service).

The Komagata Maru Enquiry Committee of the Government of India could hardly conceal their chagrin when
they were forced to confess:
If such a course had been possible under the law, the Colonial Government would have absolutely prohibited the
vessel from leaving Hong Kong.

It is evident from this that the vessel proceeded from Hong Kong with full legal authority. …
1860

264.228 Quotations of the Mother of Shudha Mazumdar\fn{by Giri Bala (c.1860?- )} “Taki Saidpore by the
broad Ichamati river”, North 24 Parganas District, West Bengal State, India (F) 1
At a very early age I was brought to this house by your mother to keep up its traditions. So as long as I am here I
must be true to the things into which I have been initiated. Should you leave this ancestral home of yours and live
elsewhere, then only in new surroundings and in altered circumstances, can I think and act according to your desires.
Here, I am not only your wife, but the daughter-in-law of the house.\fn{Told to her husband} (22)\fn{These are the page
numbers of the book from which the quotations have been extracted}
*
A man may do whatever he chooses but that home is doomed where a woman follows her own desires.\fn{ Said to
have been one of her favorite sayings} (22)
*
Remember, you will have to go to your father-in-law’s home and if you do not know these things you will be held
in disgrace.\fn{A concluding admonition} (25)
*
It won’t do to teach her English only.\fn{Apparently said to her husband when planning the author’s education} (27)
*
Yes, she has just stepped into her eighth year.\fn{Said to her own mother, the author’s grandmother, about her daughter} (30)
*
O that is Mother Ganga.\fn{When the author had asked her “Who is that peeping out behind Shiva?” She then asked: “But why is she
there?”} Because Bhagiratha begged her to come down to earth. She was pleased with his penance and prayers and
consented to do so if he could make Shiva agree to rerceive her for otherwise the earth could not bear her weight. So
Shiva, who is ever ready to help his devotees, bore the first impact of her mighty waters on his head. This made it
possible for Bhagiratha to obtain salvation for the soul of his ancestors.\fn{“Tell me more”} I have no time, it’s all in the
Ramayana, you must read it for yourself.\fn{“But that is all about Rama, Lakshmana, and Sita.” } Bhagiratha was an ancestor
of Rama. (35)
*
What a tomboy! Sorrow is in store for you, my girl, at your father-in-law’s house.\fn{Said when scolding her daughter,
the author} (42)
*
Come again Mother.\fn{Murmured as the last worshipful utterance to the deity Saraswati} (43)
*
Yes, that’s just it, they look clean but they are not. They neither rinse out their mouths after a meal nor wash themselves at particular times each morning.\fn{Said of the sanitary habits of the Europeans} (49)
*
With this phota I give on the brow of my brother
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A barrier of thorns do I raise for Yama
Oh brother mine, with a sister’s phota
You will never never come near Yama!
O Brother I am your elder sister ;
Partake of this auspicious food I pray,
For by this you will please King Yama
And his sister Yamuna\fn{Part of a ceremony performed by the author’s mother} (62-63)

*
Heaven is father, religion is father. The gods are pleased by pleasing father. (75)
*
Which would you prefer? The boy of one proposal is very good-looking but not at all well educated. He is just a
matriculate without a university degree; but he comes from a wealthy zamindari family of east Bengal. Their home is
in Barisal where they have vast estates … but I did not approve of zamindars. … The other boy is not so goodlooking but has a splendid physique and he has had a good education. His home is in Murshidabad where he has just
been appointed a Deputy Magistrate. The family is an old one and known to your Dada’s father-in-law who has
brought this proposal. The boy’s father is the private secretary to the Nawab Bhadur of Murshidabad. But I hear that a
Deputy Magistrate does not stay in one station, he gets transferred and works in many places. … Murshidabad is only
five hours by train from Calcutta …” (76-77)
*
Your Dada will come and see you soon and your Sripur uncle will come to fetch you when the “ten days” are over.
(96)
*
Ten rupees for a seat? Why it’s perfectly preposterous! Money doesn’t grow on trees … besides, what is there to
see?\fn{Said in commenting on the durbar of King George V in Delhi} (107)
*
There. Instead of that white face would be another white face so, what do we miss? Nothing. What would we gain
by having a fleeting glimpse of the face we see so well in every newspaper?\fn{ Said somewhat later at a dress-rehearsal for the
actual event} (107)
242.64 Excerpt from The Diary Of C. Raja Raja Varma\fn{by C. Raja Raja Varma (1860-1905)} Kilikanur,
Thiruvananthapuram District, Kerala Stzte, India (M) 10

Tuesday 1st January 1895
I got up at 6 in the morning and having sipped a cup of coffee drove to the Esplanade\fn{ In Bombay} to see the
parade but it was over before I got there. Had to return home. Received a letter from Janaki!\fn{ The diarist’s wife} In
the evening paid a visit to Mr. Shivaji and delivered to him His Highness New Year’s Gift of an ivory Krishna.\fn
{The text reads: of an Ivory Kistna [Krishna]. In the interests of standardization for machine-readability, I have simplified this in
compliance with guidelines designed for the Protocol, according to which excessive or unnecessary capitalizations are eliminated and
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misspellings are not reproduced but automatically corrected. Grammatical emendations, however, have been allowed to stand:H } At 7
called on Mr. Govardhan Das\fn{ The business and financial partner of Ravi Varma, though the relationship was dissolved in 1898
when Ravi Varma bought back his shares} on business, but as he had an engagement had to make appointment for the
next day.\fn{Key: [?] unsure reading; [ —— ] missing words}

Saturday 5th January 1895
At the request of Mr. Griffiths,\fn{ A teacher of decorative painting in the J.J. School of Arts } H.H.\fn{His Highess, the
Second Prince of Travancore, Marranda Varma } and we went to the J.J. Art School\fn{ The Jamsetjee Jeejeebhoy Industrial School
of Arts, founded in 1858 for training in art and crafts, later the College of Fine Arts, Bombay } and he showed H.H. all the
paintings and statues there and invited H.H. to visit the school when the students were at work. In the evening
drove to the Victoria Garden where the Governor’s Band was playing.
Saturday 6th January 1895
Messers Kunjaraman Nair and Govind Pillai who had come to Bombay en-route for Benares were invited by
H.H. for supper and they were very much pleased with H.H’s kindness and hospitality. They said they were to
leave Bombay the next day for Nasik.
Monday 7th January 1895
In the afternoon we got permission to go and see the P and O’s Company’s steamer Caledonia one of the
largest we have ever seen. The first class accommodations and furniture were splendid. One of the ship’s officers
showed us and explained every portion of it. On our return visited Messers Thacker & Co. and a few other
booksellers.
Tuesday 8th January 1895
In the morning at 9 H.H. paid a visit to Ms Justice John Jardine at the Byculla Club and he kindly invited H.H.
to go and see the High Court\fn{The account of which Raja Varma left in his Tour in Upper India (1896): “Among other public
buildings visited, was the High Court, where the Prince was given a seat on the bench between the Hon. Mr. Justice Jardine and the Hon.
Mr. Justice Ranade, who were hearing a case of an interesting nature. It was an appeal from the City Magistrate of Poona who had
convicted the accused for having sold obscene pictures which were cheap German oleographs, representing nude figures of females. The
judges were, it appears, of the opinion that naked pictures of classical subjects were not obscene, in that the artist had higher ideals than
those of merely exciting the sensual appetites of the spectators. The pictures in question might have been classed among them, had it not
been for the introduction into them of modern silk umbrellas and apparel, which divested them of their idealism. For this reason, they
upheld the decision of the lower Court and dismissed the appeal.” } one day. We had a drive in the evening to the Fort and on
our way home took with us from Dawood\fn{David} Bhai’s the embroidered coat and trousers he had prepared.

Monday 14th January 1895
In the evening at 9:30 there was a singing party to which a large number of H.H’s friends had [been] invited.
The singing which was Hindustani was excellent and continued till 4 in the morning. Everyone enjoyed the
entertainment heartily. Among those present were Messers Govardhan Das Khaw, Jugmohan Das, Dharmsey and
Narotam Morarji and others.
Tuesday 15th January 1895
Notwithstanding the previous day’s vigil we went to the Tivoli Theatre\fn{ Raja Varma gives the following account of
their participation in the theatrical life of Bombay in his Tour in Upper India: “On fine moonlight nights we used to spend occasionally an
hour or two in the theaters, of which there are five or six to suit the tastes and means of all classes. At the Tivoli Theater, which was
attended largely by Europeans, we witnessed a highly successful performance of Sheridan’s masterpiece, the School of Scandal, by the
London Lyric Company. The “Novelty”, where the Parsee Victoria Company, one of the best native troupes, had on the boards their new
opera of Harischandra, which was drawing monster houses. The play was in Hindustani, and was so successful that it was having a run of
several nights. The acting, singing and scenery were far above those of ordinary native play-houses. The story, as everyone knows,
beautifully illustrates the moral that truth triumphs in the end. We followed with thrilling interest the woes and trials of that truth-loving
king Harischandra, who, to keep inviolate his word, sold his kingdom, wife, son, and himself, and became slave to a pariah. The plot
thickens and even greater misfortunes overtake the unfortunate king, culminating at last in his being forced to cut off the head of his dear
wife with his own hand, when the god[s] Brahma, Vishnu, and Siva, with all the minor attendant powers appear on the scene, and in the
midst of tears of the audience the drop scene falls. The Gujrati-play-going public patronized the Gaiety, opposite the Victoria Terminus,
while at Grant Road, Kirloskar’s beautiful rendering of Shakuntala was being liberally supported by the Mahrattas, notwithstanding the
stifling heat and smell of gas in the ill-ventilated Ripon Theater. Shakuntala was for years the rage of the country of Maharashtra. There are
three or four other theaters in the same locality, but they are frequented only by the sharpers and toughs of the gambling dens and slums of
the city} to see The School of Scandal performed. The acting was splendid and called for the loud applause from

the audience. Sir Peter and Lady —— and Charles —— were capital.
Thursday 17th January 1895
Messers Dharmsey and Narotam Morarji invited us to his house the China Bay, a beautiful building, to see a
novel performance in which first an earthen pot was transformed into a living human head which again turned
into a glass fish pond and so on. The illusion was startling.
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Friday 18th January 1895
Left Bombay for the Charni Road station by the Mail\fn{ The train in which the Royal Mail was conveyed:H } at 9.
Some four friends had been at the station to see us off. Mr. Jugmohan Das met us at the Grant Road Station. After
midnight the cold was intense. Got up at 5 and made the necessary preparations to alight at Baroda.
Saturday 19th January 1895
We reached Baroda early in the morning at 6.30 and H.H was received by the officers who represented the
Durbar\fn{The Court assembly} heartily and, escorted by five sowars,\fn{Mounted native cavalry} drove to —— our
residence. In the afternoon we visited the Public Offices and the Laxmi Vilas Palace where one can spend hours in
admiring the architecture, paintings, statues and furniture. After a drive through the Public Gardens returned
home. Supper being over we witnessed the nautch\fn{A dance performance by professional dancing-girls } by the Tanjore
Girls\fn{Their names were Gori and Khandimati, and they were brought from Tanjore to the court of Baroda. A life-size statue of them
was prepared by the Italian sculptor Felici and is still housed in the Maharaja Fateh Singh Museum in Baroda } who draw a salary of
Rs 500/- per mensem.\fn{Month} The nautch which was very good; lasted till 11.
Sunday 20th January 1895
At day break drove to Mohanpura to see a cheetah hunt.\fn{ A hunt in which the game is chased by trained leopards} We
had to drive in bullock tongas\fn{Two wheeled passenger cars drawn by oxen } for nearly four miles to reach the jungle
where we saw large herds of deer grazing. The cheetahs or leopards which were driven in carts before us were let
loose and they made a few bounds after a herd; but the deer were too fast for them. This was what we had really
wanted. While we got an idea of the sport, we were saved the pain of seeing the innocent creatures killed by the
cheetahs. Visited the splendid palace and gardens of Mohanpura. The Gaikwar\fn{ Title of the Maratha kings of Baroda }
returned in the morning from Europe.
Monday 21st January 1895
In the afternoon at 3 we visited the silver and gold guns,\fn{ Actual cannon made of these metals by Maharaja Malharao in
the 19th century and used for ceremonial purposes } Palace and the State Jewels which it is said have been estimated at 10
crore of rupees. Next the Shri Sayaji Library was visited. At 4 punctually H.H. paid a visit to the Maharaja by
appointment. H.H. The Gaikwar was very plainly dressed in white and had an emerald necklace round his neck.
The conversation which lasted for 20 or 25 minutes was very pleasant. At about 5 H.H. called on the Resident
Col. [John] Biddulph\fn{1840-1921} who said he was shortly retiring.\fn{ Which he did in 1896} Returned home after
seeing H.H’s Saloon Carriages.
Tuesday 22nd January 1895
We were up at 5 and drove to the station at 6:15, but on arrival there learnt that the train would be late by an
hour. At 7:30 started for Ahmedabad which was reached at 10:30. In the afternoon visited Jama Masjid, passed
through the —— and Bhadur Citadel to the —— Bridge over Sabramati. Next drove to Shah Alum, the tomb of a
saint, and then to the Kankaria Tank with a pretty garden in the middle. Ahmedabad is a busy town and market
next to Bombay.
Wednesday 23rd January 1895
In the morning at 9 we paid a visit to the Jain Temple built at a cost of 10 lakhs of rupees by the father of
Jaising —— the architecture is purely Hindu and extremely beautiful. There is a large Jain population in the town.
Next went to the factory owned by the same gentlemen where beautiful wood carving is turned out. A certain
gentleman, on seeing our thick woolen overcoats and cashmere head dresses, jokingly observed to another that we
appeared to be bent on a Himalayan expedition. Left Ahmedabad at 3 p.m. for Ajmere.
Thursday 24th January 1895
Passed a very chilly night in the train. Arrived at Ajmere a quarter to twelve. Narsing Das and Partha Sarathi
Iyengar received us on behalf of Seth Lachman Das.\fn{ Chief of a large banking house } We got a pretty bungalow for
residence. At 3 visited the Mayo College,\fn{ Founded in 1872 in memory of Lord Mayo, exclusively for the offspring of the
Rajput royalty, where the princes learned under the close tutelage of British teachers } Ana-Sagar and Dargah,\fn{An ancient,
artificial lake at the outskirts of the city near which is the Dargah, the tomb and sanctuary of a Muslim saint, one of the most important and
largest Islamic sanctuaries in India } the chief sights in the town. The College is an exceedingly beautiful edifice and the

Dargah was equally beautiful. There was very little water in the Ana-Sagar.
Friday 25th January 1895
In the morning the thermometer stood at 44°F. 7 started for Pushkar seven miles off. A large lake as sacred as
the Ganges and a temple of Brahma are the things that attract large crowds of pilgrims every year. Returned home
at 12:30. In the evening visited a Jain temple the interior of which was made of colored glass joined together.
Saturday 26th January 1895
1129

At 12 noon started for Jeypure by ——. With the exception of a few green spots the train passed over the
coarse land abounding with peacock and deer. Reached Jeypure at 5:35 and drove in Government carriages to
Rambag, a beautiful garden and bungalow two miles from the city. All arrangements had been made for our
comfort. The cold was less than at Ajmere.
Sunday 27th January 1895
At about 2 we drove through the principal streets of the town to the Ramnivas Bagh and visited the Albert Hall
and Museum which contains a large collection. Then started for the Ghaut Gate, the old fortifications in the valley
or pass between the hills, which surrounded the city. One meets peacocks everywhere. The streets of the town are
broad and straight with fountain where it is crossed by another.
Monday 28th January 1895
At noon started for Amber, the old palace of the Rajas, in a beautiful valley. We rode on elephants part of the
five miles. On our return visited the new palace which is extensive. The front view from the garden is imposing,
though there is very little worth seeing in the interior. There was band in the garden, which we enjoyed for a short
time.
Tuesday 29th January 1895
Driving through the principal streets of the town in the afternoon reached the station at 5. We had to wait for
half an hour before the train arrived. The guard in charge of it was from Southern India and spoke a little Tamil.
We started about quarter to 6 for Mathura. At —— our carriage was detached from the train which proceeded to
Agra. This was at about 3 o’clock at night. We slept in the carriage till morning.
Wednesday 30th January 1895
At 9:30 a.m. we started for Mathura, which was reached at 11. We put up at Jumna Bagh, the beautiful garden
and bungalow belonging to Seth Lachman Das, the wealthiest man in the town. The Jumna,\fn{ The Yamuna River}
in which there was not much water, flowed just below us. In the evening we drove through the stone paved streets
of the town round Cantonment\fn{The British army and officer’s residences, usually situated a mile from the native towns } and
back home. At 7 our excellent host paid the Prince a visit which lasted for 20 minutes.
Thursday 31st January 1895
In the morning at 9 the Prince paid a return visit to Mr. Lachman Das who keeps a princely establishment and
then bathed in his ghat. The water was ice cold. Worshipped at the chief temple of Krishna. In the evening took a
drive through the town and round the Cantonment. The day was very wet and raining, unusual at this time of the
season. At night attended a musical party at our host’s in honour of Vasant —— ,\fn{ The spring} the beginning of
the Holi Holidays.
Friday 1st February 1895
Performed our mother’s shradh\fn{Ancestral memorial day, celebrated according to custom for a particular number of years }
on the Jamu Ghat. In the afternoon started for Gotul a distance of 6 miles. It is a small village having nothing
worth seeing. We were surrounded by a large crowd of beggars. The association of ideas connected with Krishna’s
boyhood makes the place interesting. On our return we were detained for an hour at the RY\fn{ Railway} Bridge
which was used also for carriages and passengers.
Saturdau 2nd February 1895
In the morning started for Brindhaban seven miles off. The temple of Seth Lachman Das dedicated to God
Ranganath\fn{One of Krishna’s many names} is of the Southern Indian style and is peopled by Iyengars\fn{ A particular
caste of Brahmins from south India } who perform the pujas.\fn{Religious services} Visited the old temple of Govind
Dev\fn{Another of Krishna’s names} partly demolished and yet a beautiful structure. Next the marble temple of Lala
Bohuri Lal of —— which is modern. We returned home by rail which is extended as far as Brindhaban.
Sunday 3rd February 1895
Our kind host took us for a stroll in the garden, all the fountains being let loose. In the evening had a pleasant
boating on the river. The town appeared very beautiful from the Jamna. At one ghat we were amazed to see
monkeys and tortoises fighting for grams and channu.\fn{Buckwheat} The monkeys had the audacity to ride on the
tortoises and pick up floating grams.
Monday 4th February 1895
At noon went to Govardhan, 13 miles off, to see the famous hill which Krishna is said to have raised on his
finger to shield the gopas\fn{Cowherds, particular friends of Krishna} from rain. Really there was no hill but only a low
rock in the middle of a tank called Manasa Ganga. There is a very poor temple on the rock which they say is a
very old one.
Tuesday 5th February 1895
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Spent the whole day indoors as His Highness did not feel quite well, and yet our kind host had arranged for
amusements. A number of men who were celebrating the Holi came singing and dancing to the sound of big
drums and cymbals. We next saw a wrestling match. At 10 o’clock at night we went to the station and slept in the
reserved carriages which were to take us to Agra next morning.
Wednesday 6th February 1895
At 6 Seth Lachman Das came to the station to see us off. We reached Agra at 9:30 and were received by Seth
Saheb’s —— and drove to his bungalow on the very brink of the broad Jamuna. In the afternoon visited first the
tomb of Itmad-ud-daulah with very delicate carving. The Taj—the most wonderful building in the world—was
next visited. There is nothing so grand enchanting as the Taj from the outer gate with the rows of cypresses.
Returned home through the Cantonment and native town.
Thursday 7th February 1895
Early in the morning we drove to the —— Sikandra Tomb\fn{ The tomb of the Mughal ruler Akbar } five miles from
the city. This is the last resting place of the great Akbar and therefore unusually interesting. It is built of red
sandstone inlaid with white marble. In the afternoon we paid a visit to the Fort which contains the marble palaces
of the Emperors. The Moti Masjid is the most beautiful in the Fort being entirely of white marble. The Diwan-iKhas,\fn{The Hall of Private Audiences} the private bathing places of the Sultans are all admirable. We saw the
subterranean cellars which leads to —— .
Friday 8th February 1895
In the morning drove to Ram Bagh which belonged —— [to] the Mogul Emperors. There is nothing at present
worthy of a visit in it. It is on the bank of the Jamuna. The Prince took a few photographs of Itmad-ud-daulah\fn
{The tomb of Mirza Ghuyas Beg, the father of Nur Jahan } which was at the same time being photographed by a party of
American ladies and gentlemen. The arrangements at Gwalior not being complete we could not start in the
evening. At night information was received that everything was ready.
Saturday 9th February 1895
We left by the 4 p.m. train for Gwalior and passed through green fields of wheat. Crossed the Chambal and
reached Gwalior at about 9. H.H. was received by a Sirdar\fn{ High-ranking officer} and Palace Officers and driven
to Vishnunathshant [?] Palace facing a beautiful lake with flight of steps on the palace side. There were pleasure
boats and launches ready for use. Behind us could be seen the stately Palace “Jai Vilas” where the young
Maharaja lives.
Sunday 10th February 1895
In the morning visited the museum which promises to become an excellent one and the Moti Mahal which was
the old residence of the Maharaja. In the evening went up the famous Gwalior Fortress—which is built on a rocky
hill—on elephants with howdas.\fn{Seat fastened on the elephant’s back for the transport of people } The road up the hill was
beautifully clean [and] very steep. There were the ruins of a few old temples and palaces, one of the latter being
by Man Singh who lived in the 15th Century.
Monday 11th February 1895
In the morning paid a visit to the young Maharaja who has a very amicable and good hearted [nature]. The
interview lasted for about one hour. In the afternoon had a ride on the small railway which extends for about 10
Miles with the Maharaja’s Palace in the middle. Later in the evening had a pleasant boating in the lake. At night
there was singing by some of the best musicians in State services. The entertainment lasted till 12 o’clock.
Tuesday 12th February 1895
In the morning drove through the camp and saw a regiment on parade. The discipline and get up of the
Scindian\fn{The name of the ruling Maratha family of the State of Gwalior } forces are well known. Saw a great deal of the
town which is called Lashkar. Received a visit from Ganpat Rai Mahurhur. Left Gwalior by the 4 o’clock train for
Alwar.\fn{A small Princely State west of Gwalior, in Rajputana } A few miles from Agra an accident happened to our train
which fortunately was unattended with danger.
Wednesday 17th February 1895
Arrived at Alwar at 9:30 and were received by the sirdars and members of council. After breakfast visited the
palace armory stables which contain a large number of beautiful animals, the park in which the —— was
noteworthy and the lake which supplies water for irrigation purposes. At 11 o’clock at night we left for Delhi.
Thursday 18th February 1895
Early in the morning we reached Delhi with the first sight of which we were very favorably impressed. We put
up at a small bungalow at —— in the suburbs of the city. In the afternoon visited the Fort in which were the
palaces of the Mugal Emperors; the Dewan-i-Am is splendid and it was here that the celebrated Peacock Throne
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was placed. The Jumma Masjid was next visited and driving through the beautiful Chandni Chowk\fn{ The Red Fort,
a large fortified palace city, and the central seat of the Mughal power in Delhi } returned home in the evening.
Friday 15th February 1895
In the morning visited the museum and at about 12 started for Kutab Minar\fn{ A stone victory tower built in 1193AD
by one of the early Muslim kings of Delhi, Qutub-ud-Din } a distance of 11 miles. On the way we saw the ruins of several
beautiful mosques. The Kutab is a gigantic tower 242 feet high with a flight of steps going up to the top. Near it is
the Iron Pillar. On our return we visited Humayun’s tomb and driving through the fort returned home. Started for
Kanpur by the rail which left at 10.
Saturday 16th February 1895
We reached early in the morning at Kanpur. Our lodging was not a very comfortable one. After breakfast we
started for the Memorial Garden where during the mutiny\fn{ In 1857} a large number of English men, women and
children were massacred and thrown into a well over which the memorial is erected. This is the only thing worth
seeing here. In the evening at 7 left for Lucknow where we put up at the palace of the Maharaja of Ayodhia.
Sunday 17th February 1895
We commenced sight seeing in the afternoon with the aid of a guide, Chaltee Manzil, the Museum, a Library,
the portrait gallery where all the Nawabs and Kings of Oudh are represented. The great Imambara with its huge
hall was visited in turn. I must not omit the old residency and the —— the walls of which bear still spots of shell
marks.\fn{The shelled remains of the Residency were retained as a monument of British rule in India as long as the Raj lasted;
afterwards, it was transformed into a monument of the struggle for national independence by the government of free India } Driving
through the suburbs, which extend far and wide, returned home.
Monday 18th February 1895
Kalliyana Rama Iyer, a native of Nagapatam and the chief good’s clerk at Lucknow, was very serviceable to
us. We drove to Dil Kusha Palace, in ruins, where Sir Henry Havelock died, to Law Martin College, an old
building after European style and through Wingfield park back to Husainabad, an extremely beautiful edifice. The
palace abounds in beggars who are sometimes very troublesome. The Kaiserbagh was next visited. The Gomti
River on which the town stands is small.
Tuesday 19th February 1895
In two days we had seen all that was interesting. In the morning the Prince visited the chowk\fn{The Bazar area}
in the native town which is crowded with brokers, beggars, merchants and bad Muslims throughout the day. The
streets are so narrow that carriages could hardly go. But in the European quarters the green lawns and bungalows
peeping through thick foliage are refreshing to the eye. The roads are very dusty which makes driving unpleasant.
Wednesday 20th February 1895
At 5 in the morning started for Ayodhia which was reached at 9. Our temporary residence though far from
comfortable had one great convenience; the proximity of the River Sarayu. The place is infested by monkeys to
the great annoyance of the residents, who notwithstanding, seem to pull on very well with them. We visited two or
three of the principal temples after [a] bath in the river. We visited the birthplace of Ram where the Mohammedan
has not failed to build his mosque.\fn{ The Babri Masjid, a large domed mosque, built by Babur, the earliest of the Mughal
emperors; destroyed by a Hindu mob in December 1992} Left by 4 o’clock train for Faizabad and Benaras.
Thursday 21st February 1895
We passed through very fertile country and arrived at Benaras at 8:20 in the morning. His Highness was
received by Mr. Lazarus, The Maharaja of Vijayanagar’s Agent, and taken to the place which is a fine building
with every convenience. His Highness bathed in the Ganges which is half a mile from the palace. In the evening
took a drive through the principal streets of the town, most of them being extremely narrow. The cold had
considerably abated and we had fine weather.
Friday 22nd February 1895
Today the great Siva Ratri.\fn{ The Night of Shiva, one of the main Shiva winter festivals } We had a bath in the river, the
ghats being all unusually crowded. It was thought advisable to visit the Temple of Vishweswar in the evening, as
the crowd was too great in the morning. In the evening when we went there, it was with great difficulty that we
made our way through the crowds which thronged the narrow streets. The interior of the temple is very small—so
that it is dangerous to enter without proper bandobast.\fn{ Protection} For us the place was partly cleared and we
could get a good darshan.\fn{Sight of the deity; and reciprocal observation of them by the deity}
Saturday 3rd February 1895
His Highness since the day of arrival used to bathe in the Kedar Ghat daily. Then we came across several
Malayalees,\fn{People whose mother tongue is Malayalam} some of whom said they were here for many years. In the
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evening we visited one of the gardens belonging to the Maharaja and after driving round the College which is a
fine building, returned home before 9:30.
Sunday 24th February 1895 Sundalj
In the morning we went down in the boats from Asi to Varuna\fn{ The two tributaries to the Ganges which form the
boundaries of the ancient area of Benares } between which are the other ghats and temples. The sight was a splendid one;
almost all the big native princes have their own temples, ghats & chathrams.\fn{Pilgrim’s resting places} We alighted
from the boat at Raja Ghat near the Dufferin Bridge.\fn{ At this time the only bridge over the Ganges River} In the evening
we visited another bungalow belonging to the Maharaja near the Cantonment Station.
Monday 25th February 1895
This morning the remains of H.H’s mother were deposited in the river with due ceremonials. H.H. next bathed
at the Manikarnika Ghat and worshipped at the chief temples. The crowd on the Ghauts and the temples was
something enormous. Large sums of money were thrown among the poor who were following H.H.
Tuesday 26th February 1895
H.H. bathed and performed Shradha at the Manikarnika again this morning and in the afternoon feasted three
hundred Brahmins and gave them donations. In the evening Venu Madhava and Bhairava were worshipped. At
night there was singing and nautch at the palace. Saraswathi, the best singer in Benaras entertained the party till
about 12, all enjoying the performance immensely.
Wednesday 27th February 1895
All bathed at Hanuman Ghat and performed Shrardha and worshipped Bhavani and Karri Bai. Started by the 1
p.m. train for Gaya. Mr. Lazarus being present at the station to see us off. Reached Bankipur at 6 and H.H. was
received by Chotalal who accompanied the party to Gaya. The journey from Bankipur to Gaya was very slow and
tedious. Arrangements had been made for accommodation at Chotalal’s house.
Thursday 28th February 1895
In the morning bathed in the Falgu River and performed Shradhas in the River at Vishnupad\fn{ The footprint of
Vishnu, now enshrined in a temple of the same name } and Akshyavad.\fn{The eternal Banyan tree} When H.H. returned and
breakfasted it was 2:30. The priest, unlike what we had heard, behaved in a very gentlemanly manner to H.H. at
Akshayavad and was moderate in his demands though H.H. was, as he put it, for the time being his prisoner.
Chotalal is a C.I.E.,\fn{Companion of the Most Eminent Order of the Indian Empire } the title being given in consideration
of his services during the Mutiny. Drove round the town in the evening.
Friday 1st March 1895
Very early in the morning we drove to Buddha Gaya miles off to see the old Buddhist temple, more than 2000
years old and repaired by Government recently. It is built on the site where Sakya Sinha\fn{ The Buddha} performed
his tapas or penance. There is also the peepul tree. A dispute between the Mahant & Dharmapal is going on about
an image. The temple is really interesting. We started for Bankipur at about 11 and arrived there at about 2. The
interior of the house was utilized for a drive to the Ganges, [which] very broad here. The town is not large. Patna
is the principal town of the district. Left at 6 by rail for Calcutta.
Saturday 2nd March 1895
Arrived at Howrah early in the morning and at half way was met by the Maharaja of Vijayanagaram who
welcomed the Prince to his bungalow heartily. In the afternoon visited the Museum,\fn{ Which Raja Varma describes
later in Tour in Upper India: “The museum stands facing this beautiful plain of the Maidan. It is a massive quadrangular building with
colossal columns and a court in the middle. Although the Geology, Mineralogy, and Natural History department were all interesting, the
Archaeology Section had the greatest charm for us. Remnants of broken columns, friezes and sculpture, have been gathered together from
all parts of the country and arranged in excellent order. Hindu divinities, Buddhas and Jains, some horribly maimed and mutilated, sat side
by side, as if forgetting old race-hatred and jealousies. We observed a strong family resemblance between the image of Buddha and the
Tirthankaras of the Jainas, and we could not but be struck with the delicacy of execution, and the wonderful approach to life, exhibited by
some pieces of sculpture, known as the Gandhara collection, brought from the Punjab and the neighborhood of Peshawar. There was the
stamp of the genuine artist in them. The graceful arrangement of drapery, and the pose of the figures were remarkably fine. It is the opinion
of archaeologists that this high standard of excellence is due to Greek influence on Indian Art.” } the largest in India. Then drove to

the riverside where large numbers of steamers were lying at anchor. The Maidan or Chowringhee is a vast plain
with several statues on it lined by gigantic buildings. We found that the streets were not so well watered or
cleaned as those of Bombay. We returned home by Old Court House Street and Bow Bazar. At night we went to
the Royal Theater with the Maharaja and saw a performance by Hudson’s surprise party.
Sunday 3rd March 1895
In the evening drove through the city but did not visit any particular place. A comparison between the city of
the rising sun and the city of the setting sun shows that the latter is far more clean and the streets look more lively
1133

on account of the variety of colors. In the Calcutta streets we see only bareheaded men and no women. At night
the Maharaja left for Benaras.
Monday 4th March 1895
In the morning H.H. went by the train to Diamond Harbor where the Hoogly is very broad through there were
not any big steamers. This is the entrance to the River from the sea. The sun was very hot. After return visited a
great portion of the town. At night there was a dance called Khimta by two Bengali girls; but it was not much
relished.
Tuesday 5th March 1895
At 4 p.m. we started for Darjilling from Sealda by E. B. Railway. We passed over very flat country with
mango, supari and other trees. Reached Damukdia Ghat at about 8. The river is about 2 miles broad and it was
crossed in a steamer which was crowded with passengers and luggage. At Sara Ghat we got into the narrow gauge
section of the Railway. It took about 25 minutes to cross the river. It was a moonlit night and the scene was grand.
Damukdia Ghat is 120 miles from Calcutta.
Wednesday 6th March 1895
In the morning at about 8 we reached Siliguri where the small Darjilling Himalayan Railway commenced. It is
only like a steam [tram] way. The first portion of the journey is through thick dense forest. The train toils up like a
serpent in a zig-zag way. From Kurswang the climate changed and it became cold. At Shoom 7,407 ft. the highest
point, it was extreme cold and we passed through dense masses of clouds.
From Shoom ascended Darjilling a few hundred feet and the sight of the town was extremely pretty. The
people belong to the Mongolian race with broad flat faces and small eyes. The trees and plants were all of the
temperate regions.
Thursday 7th March 1895
Early in the morning we went up Observatory Hill to see the snowy ranges but it was a very cloudy morning.
We waited till the clouds cleared up a little and were glad to have glimpse of the snow through clouds. It was a
sublime scene. In the afternoon we saw a great deal of the town ascending and descending the steep streets. The
Botanical garden is neatly laid out and contains all the trees and flowers of the temperate regions. The tribes of
people found are the Lepchas,\fn{Inhabitants of Sikkim} Bootias,\fn{Inhabitants of Bhutan} Tibetians, Nepalis and they
have their own languages. They profess a form of Buddhism.
Friday 8th March 1895
We took breakfast early and getting into the train at 10 began to descend dowri the mountains. At Ghoom, the
highest railway station in the Old World, we again met the witch whose photographs have been taken by several.
As we descended lower and lower the change of climate was very marked. We began gradually to unbutton and
cast off one dress after another. We had with us our fellow travellers a missionary and a Parsee. Reached Siliguri
at nightfall.
Saturday 9th March 1895
At early dawn we reached Saraghaut and crossed over the Ganges which presented a charming spectacle lit up
by the rising sun and dotted with small boats. As the people were rushing up the hills from the hot plains, there
was no crowd in the down mail. Reached Calcutta at 11. In the evening visited the Eden Gardens. At night went to
the Star to witness a Bengali performance of the Destruction of the God of Love. The singing was good though the
acting was not as good as we expected.
Sunday 10th March 1895
In the morning visited Fort William where the cannons of all sizes and the beautifully piled up iron balls struck
us with wonder. In the evening crossed the Howrah Bridge and drove a long way off to see the Botanical Garden
which is one of the best in India. It is very extensive and contains trees of every kind. The Royal Palmaspecius of
gigantic areca nut trees\fn{The areca nut palm} were conspicuous by their extraordinary size.
Monday 11th March 1895
In the morning visited the Zoo which is decidedly the best in India both as regards the number of animals and
the excellent way in which they are housed. J.M. Doctor, the Parsee gentlemen who has come from Bombay to
study and introduce to the Victoria Gardens the arrangement of the Calcutta Zoo, took us round and showed all
the houses. In the evening visited Messers Thackere Spink & Co. and at night left for Allahabad by the mail. A
smart shower is starting. The Maharaja followed the Prince to the station to see him off.
Tuesday 12th March 1895
Broke journey at Patna while the servants went to Bankipur a few miles off to get our breakfast ready. The
station master who was a jolly old man told us that the town was a filthy and dirty one not worth a visit and yet
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we hired a carriage and drove to the town only to find that the station master was right in his opinion of the town.
There is a line of tramway through the principal streets and I doubt if it —— . Returned to Bankipur at 11 and
after breakfast left in the afternoon at 4 by passenger. Also —— traveled with us who was a violinist and he
amused us at night by a performance.
Wednesday 13th March 1895
Arrived at Allahabad at 4 in the morning. H.H. bathed and performed all ceremonies at the junction of the
Ganges and the Jammuna where the white muddy water of the former mixed with the dark blue stream of the
latter. In the evening visited the Thornhill and Mayne [Memorial], a Library which contains a good collection of
books, next the Mayo Hall, a fine building, the College and the University buildings where there was a statue of
Lord Mayo and a bust of A.S. Harrison the former Principal. Next drove to the Khusm Bagh with two or three old
tombs and through the town returned home. The streets were crowded by a busy throng and presented a lovely
sight.
Thursday 14th March 1895
The dharmashala where we had put up is a large quadrangular building with rooms all round for travelers. In
the front portion of the building is an upper story with a furnished hall and sleeping apartments which are
reserved for respectful gentlemen. We occupied this part of the building. The dharmashala was built by the late
Mr. Gokuldas Tippal of Bombay for the convenience of Hindu high caste pilgrims. We were very comfortable
here.
Friday 15th march 1895
We left Allahabad at 3 p.m. On our way visited the Fort in which is one of the celebrated pillar[s] of Asoka.
There is also in it a temple underground with the trunk of a sacred Banyan tree called Akshaya Veta\fn{ The undying
tree} before which all pilgrims bow. The passage to it is narrow and dark and torches are required to see the way.
For the pilgrims to enter there is a —— door to the Fort from the [river side].
Saturday 16th March 1895
At 2 in the morning reached Jubbalpore the junction of the C.I.R.\fn{ Central Indian Railways} and E.I.R.\fn{Eastern
Indian Railways} at 4 we started for the marble rocks 12 miles off. The road was excellent. Reached Bhera Ghat at 7
and put up at a beautiful Travelers Bungalow overlooking the river which was rocky. Proceeded up the river in a
pleasure boat to the rocks which formed its sides. They were very high and the scenery was grand. After breakfast
walked a mile to see the Falls which though not so big as some others we have seen, were well worth of a visit.
Sunday 27th March 1895
In the morning His Highness drove to the river five miles for a bath. We put up at a —— [ serai] which looked
like a stable though scrupulously clean and well kept. In the evening first visited the Lunatic Asylum with 111
male and 32 female inmates. There were a few ferocious looking criminal lunatics who were kept in strict
confinement. The female wards were particularly interesting.
Drove through the town which was neat and very crowded. There were two principal streets at the intersection
on which was a fountain. At 9:30 p.m. started for Nasik.
Monday 18th March 1895
In the morning at 7 broke journey at Itarsi for breakfast and at 9 resumed journey by the Mail. In the 2nd class
carriage there were with us several passengers among whom was a Mahomedan of Gaya who was going to
England to study for the Bar. His knowledge of English was very imperfect and I doubt if he would find it easy to
attain his end. We passed the Tapti [River] near Burhampur while we were told [it] is an interesting town.
Tuesday 19th March 1895
At 12 o’clock midnight we reached Nasik Station where we were received by Mr. Damodar Krishna of
Chandri, a second class sirdar with a party of friends among whom was Ganesh Pandu Ranga Vidya who told us
he had the honor of making arrangements for the Maharaja of Travancore when [he] visited Nasik. Drove to the
town 6 miles distance and put up at Radhakrishna on the Panchavati side of the river.
Wednesday 20th March 1895
There was very little water in the river and what there was had been made dirty by the washing of the whole
town. We bathed in the river and worshipped at the shrines of which one was in a cave. Attended a paansupari\fn{A paan party, at which areca nut, tobacco, and/or honey and other spices (supari)—according to taste—rolled into the leaf of a
cultivated creeper plant (paan) is chewed. The paan (betel leaf) is mildly intoxicating } given by Mr. Vidiya the Government
solicitor. In the town itself there is nothing of interest and beauty, except the river Godavari. We left at 1 p.m. for
Bombay. The Ghat scenery is not so good as at Bhore Ghat. Reached Bombay at 7 in the evening.
Friday 5th April 1895
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After 15 days’ stay in Bombay to refresh ourselves from the fatigues of our journey we started homeward in
the morning at 9:30 from the Victoria Terminus where Messers Jagmohan Das, Vindravan Das, Kallian Das,
Keshava Das, Bapuji, —— , C. Ponnuswami Pillai and Settuchar with our factory staff were present to bid us
good speed. The first two gentlemen were the members of the corporation, both having secured the largest
number of votes in their respective wards in the last election.
Saturday 6th April 1895
In the morning when we reached Sholapur the agent of the Morarji Gokul Das, spinning and weaving mill,
waited upon His Highness and suggested His Highness to break journey at the station, but we could not comply
with his request. At Shahabad Mr. Narain Rao —— the brother of our friend Mr. Bapuji and an Hyderabad
official, visited H.H. with fruits and flowers. Mr. S.R. Ramaswami Iyengar Perartur, who had already been
introduced to H.H. at Madras traveled with us from here to Wadi on his way to Hyderabad. We bore with the
deepest sorrow of the death of Mr. Grigg the British Resident. —— Intense heat. Heavy shower near Krishna.
Sunday 7th April 1895
Reached Arkonam early in the morning and were met by H.H’s cousin, Mr. Rajagopalachariya, Krishnan
Pandala, Govindan Tampi and others from Madras. After breakfast resumed journey by the passenger to Salem.
The journey was not so tiresome as that of the previous day over the tableland of the Dekkan. We reached Salem
at 6 and were received by Mr. C. Vijayaraghavacharian, a leading pleader of the place with several others. Our
residence was a nice bungalow near the station. There was a very high wind blowing from the Shevroy Hills
which tempered the heat to a great extent. The town of Salem is about 4 miles from the station.
Monday 8th April 1895
In the morning we drove with Mr. Vijayaraghavachari to the town which has a population of 67,000 souls.
Though small the town was neat and clean. In 1882\fn{ Actually, in 1891} the peace of Salem was disturbed by one
of those unfortunate riots between the Hindus and Mohamedans, which of late have become too frequent all over
[the] Empire. Our friend the pleader had been implicated in it. We returned home at about 10. Owning to want of
rain there was scarcity of water, the wells and tanks being nearly dry. The sanatorium of —— only a short
distance from here. All left by the passenger train at 6 p.m. Brother being left behind through severe illness.
Tuesday 9th April 1895
H.H. reached Tirur at 10:30 where he was received by Mr. K.C. Manuvikraman Raja, Rama Varma, Purpunand
Raja and several of the local officials. The young Raja had made arrangements in a right royal manner to make his
distinguished guest happy. H.H. and party put up at a kovilakam\fn{Rest house} belonging to the Zamorin.\fn{ The
title of the King of Calicut, meaning “Lord of the Seas” } H.H. spent the whole day indoors as there was nothing of interest
in the place.
Wednesday 10th April 1895
In the morning H.H. paid a visit to Sri Kandyar, a temple about a mile off. At 11 myself and Brother joined
H.H. at Tirur having left Salem the previous evening. After tiffin we started for Ponnani by water and reached the
place before sunset where a reception as grand as at Tirur awaited H.H. at the invitation of Manavikrama Raja.
After supper started for Guruvayur, a most celebrated temple of Vishnu. At night Brother had a relapse.
Thursday 11th April 1895
Reached Guruvayur early in the morning where H.H. was received by our friend the Raja and his nephews. A
grand procession was formed and we started for the residence set apart for H.H. H.H. bathed and worshipped at
the temple. Brother arrived late, very weak and in suffering. H.H. left at night for Kodangallur. Brother, cousin
K.R.R being left behind, the former having had symptoms of fever and cold. The Raja took leave at the landing
place.
Friday 12th April 1895
Early in the morning reached Kodangallur where H.H. was the guest of the Raja’s whose tahsildar\fn{The head
officer of a subdivision (tahsil) of a District} Narasinha Iyer had made every arrangement. H.H. visited the temple and
dined with them. Of the Rajas of whom one was the young poet Kunju Kutten. The old Raja said he was a great
traveler having visited the whole Hindustan on foot. At 2 started for Parur which was reached in the evening. H.H.
being received by the tahsildar, Inspector Krishna Pillai [and] Doctor.
Saturday 13th April 1895
On New Year’s Day H.H. got up at daybreak and after having seen C. Kani presented H.H’s servants the usual
gift of money. H.H. took a walk to the old fort of which nothing remains but the ruined halls. After breakfast we
started for Vykom which was reached in the evening. The Bolghatty Residence\fn{ The palace on Bolgatti Island in the
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lagoon off Ernakulam}

reminded us of Mr. Grigg, the late Resident. We left Vaikom after supper. We heard that our
friend “Moos” was unwell. Ramaswamy Iyer, tahsildar, was a great traveler.
Sunday 14th April 1895
Reached Alleppy in the morning and H.H. was received by the local officials. Started at 12. Reached
Mavelikara very late as there was no water in the river. H.H’s uncle Kunjaru Raja with the tahsildar and others
accorded H.H. a grand reception. H.H. put up at the new bungalow which was lately finished. It was very late
when we took our supper.
Monday 15th April 1895
In the morning H.H. held a levy when all the local officers [were] presented to H.H. In the afternoon H.H. paid
a visit to the new Girl’s School started under the auspices of Kunjaruraja where an address was presented to H.H.
At night H.H. left Mavelikara for Quilon. Brother and cousin arrived just as we were leaving. The latter very
unwell.
Tuesday 16th April 1895
In the morning at 9 reached Tevalli, Quilon, where H.H. was received by Mr. Ferguson, Police Superintendent
and the tahsildar. The Pushkar visited H.H. Started after breakfast. Reached Chanderathiwadu in the evening at
6:30. Received a cordial reception from nephews Rama Varma the tahsildar and other officers. Left at 12 for
Trivandrum. My cousin and nephew came from Kilimanur.\fn{ The Varma brothers maternal court, about 50 km. north of
Trivandrum}
Wednesday 17th April 1895
Reached the Trivandrum landing place at 7 o’clock where cousin Cochu Koil Thampuran with all H.H’s.
servants and dependents arrived. His Highness paid a visit—while passing—to the Senior Rani/fn{ Rani Lakshmibai
(?-1901), wife of Kerala Varma Valiya Koil Thampuran. She adopted the two granddaughters of Ravi Varma’s wife to continue her
lineage} at the gate of H.H’s bungalow “Sunder Vilas”. A triumph arch and pandal had been erected and suitably
decorated. Here H.H. was received by all H.H’s friends, servants and dependents.\fn{ There are no further diary entries
for 1895, except the translation of a letter in Portuguese to Mr. Ravi Varma, sent by the Governor-General of Goa, which appears in place
of the entry for Friday 19th April 1895, and which I have not reproduced:H}

84.29 Dwaraka\fn{by Vengayil Kunhiraman Nayanar (1860-1914)} Chirackal Thaluk, North Malabar District, Madras
State, India (M) 3
When I was studying at Madras, I went to Bilathi (England) on the advice of Dr. Duncan Sayip\fn{ A note reads:
who was the Chairman of
General Education in the state. After passing the BCE examination, I happened to get acquainted, on the
recommendation of the great Sir William Hunter, the well-known author of the Great History of the Indian
Continent, with the respectful Lord Ripon, who was earlier our Viceroy, and as Thad a great desire to work under
a qualified person in order to complete my studies before I returned to my homeland, with the help of the great
Lord, merciful to the dependents and ever ready to lend his hand to the progress and welfare of the natives, I was
able to accomplish it, as I was appointed Second Engineer in the famous steamship Himavan, under the very kind
Sir Martin James, an expert in electrical sciences. It was a ship hired by a big Bilathi merchant group at the behest
of the English government to identify the easiest sea route for laying cables to run a telegraph service between the
cities of Athens and Bombay.
Fixing one end of the cable at Athens city and sending telegraphic messages intermittently from the ship to the
shore and back to check out on possible errors and repairs, during the months of Kumbham and Meenam, we
neared the world-famous Hasti island, a few miles from Bombay but near the city’s port. One morning, when we
were moving east, circling the island from the north and approaching Bombay port, we suddenly lost the
connection and were unable to send or receive any information. Concluding that there was some hitch somewhere
and in order to locate it using an electric equipment, we took the ship backwards.
When we were half or three quarters of a mile from the Hasti Island, we realized that the hitch was somewhere
there. As there was no other way but to lift the cable from the water in order to repair it, we started getting ready
for it. Fortunately, everything was favorable to us as it was not a very windy or stormy season. The sight of the
break of dawn during those Kumbham-Meenam months, glimmering with a sapphire hue, could only be described
as a feast to the eyes. After sunrise, when the sun appeared on the horizon, the whole sky glowed like pure gold.
Gradually we started lifting the cable and rolling it back into the ship, and we reached the site of damage.
When the submerged cable was lifted, sometimes there were different kinds of deep-sea plants and algae stuck on
A typical Malayali variant of saheb or sahib [or sayiv], widely used to refer to the white man in India .}
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it and, occasionally, some micro-organisms too. Slowly lifting and rolling it, we realized that the cable was
entangled at a place which was stony and rocky. After that, we took greater care. Sir James, who was conversant
and experienced in these things, had doubts from the outset that if the cable was entangled among the rocks, there
were chances of it getting broken while being lifted. While both of us were slowly raising the cable and it was
almost at the water level, what he had guessed earlier happened: very near it was, and then, slowly, slowly—lo! It
was gone!
What to say? Hard luck! The cable broke. What a misfortune! One cannot describe the nature and extent of the
disappointment we felt as we watched the other end of the cable descending into the sea. All our toils till then
turned into what was described as “jalalipiriti kaamam sangirantaam girantaaam,” or “those words could be
considered as mere writing on water.” O God!
But one could not remain disappointed. Resolving to try our best, Sir James consulted the ship’s malumi\fn
{Captain.} and turned the ship back in order to trace the site where the cable from Athens had sunk. Cruising up
and down for some time, it was confirmed, by God’s grace, that the cable had sunk at a place which was not very
deep. The anchor was lowered immediately and, using the crane that could lift heavy things, we started lifting the
broken cable slowly.
Nothing came of it in the first two attempts. When Sir Martin, who never turned his face from danger, said that
the only way out was to go into the sea wearing a diving suit, at first I thought it was a joke. But when he kept
saying that we were lucky that the cable had sunk in the Arabian sea at a place which was not very deep—not
more than 200ft. or so—I realized that he was serious and not joking. Then, when our conversation turned to
ordinary diving equipment and pearl harvesting methods, he started lecturing about a renowned electrical scientist
from America, also known as the New World even then, and about the nature and uses of the diving equipment he
had developed two or three years ago. The air in the present diving equipment would get depleted on respiration
and, when it was no longer breathable because of the high degree of carbon dioxide it contained, the people on
land had to supply fresh air from time to time through a long tube. Moreover the equipment had various other
complex problems.
The new diving suit allowed one to go down easily by virtue of its weight, and the cap attached to it, made of a
special light-weight metal, had an extra advantage: it had a built-in provision for certain chemical processes
which preserved and supplied life-supporting oxygen in required quantities and also absorbed the impure air
released on respiration. Thus the person using it could stay under water for a long time without any difficulty.
Moreover, the suit also protected one from vicious sea animals. While a student, I had read about this suit in a
magazine and I had seen a diagram presenting its overall features. But never did I have an occasion to actually see
it. When I learned that Sir James had one or two of them, I was very happy.
During our conversation we also discussed the chances of lifting the cable. What was happening earlier was
that every time the cable was just above the water and about to be caught hold of, it slipped and sank down.
Everyone had different opinions about what to do next. Anyway, nothing was possible that day. It was late and
everyone dispersed to resume the efforts the next morning.
Even before it was dark we finished our dinner and settled in the armchairs on board, smoking cigars and
enjoying the pleasant breeze. After talking for a while again about the diving equipment, Sri James said,
“Hey, N***, if we are not able to lift the cable by crane, I feel we may have to go down tomorrow morning. In
which case God alone knows what we may encounter.”
I can’t now imagine the kind of thoughts that went through my mind when he said that in the opinion of
various Oriental scholars, Dwaraka, described in our Mahabharata and Sisupalavadha, could be located
somewhere there. Authors of our epics proclaim that after Krishna’s time Dwaraka was immersed in the sea.
Maybe the great poets of yore were describing what might have been the result of an earthquake. As it is not
uncommon even to-day for islands to rise and sink due to earthquakes, it is not right for us to disbelieve that
Dwaraka had sunk into the sea. Six or seven years back I had heard of one or two islands in the Pacific ocean
being entirely destroyed in that manner. So, what was described figuratively—that Dwaraka was conquered by
Varuna, the god of water—might be true in some fashion. What was doubtful, however, was its location.
From their many works one can assume how dear a refuge the legendary Dwaraka was to the great poets like
Kalidasa.\fn{Indian court poet (375?-415?AD)} Perchance, if one were to see such a place now, what other sight could
match it? What more to say, ruminating on it, my desire to dive into the sea multiplied. When it was time to go to
bed, I said, “Don’t forget about the diving,” to which Sir James replied, “I will call you when it’s time.” Upon
hearing it, I went to my cabin; covered myself from head to toe and lay down lost in thought.
When I was about to sleep, I thought I heard someone walking near me. Lifting the blanket and looking out, I
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saw Sir James opening a big bundle. As I began to wonder what on earth he was up to at that hour without going
to sleep, I saw him taking out the diving equipment from the bundle and readying it for use. After that he quickly
went in and came back with two hurricane-type electric lamps that policemen normally use. He came up to me
and called me.
“N***, N***, get up, don’t you want to see Dwaraka?” When I replied it was not yet daybreak, he said,
“It doesn’t matter. Our old malumi doesn’t favor our diving into the sea wearing this new suit. He is
threatening us, saying it’s very deep. Let’s finish the job before he wakes up. Day or night doesn’t make much
difference to us, does it?”
Upon hearing this I got up and the two of us put on diving suits. Firmly fixing the electric lamp to the waist,
we proceeded to the ladder descending to the sea, without anyone knowing about it. Sir James took hold of the
long slender rope that was fastened to an iron ring at the side of the ship and lowered it into the water. And,
holding on to it, he quickly descended into the water.
Though I was a bit scared, I also climbed down, summoning courage. After some tune I reached a certain level.
There, I saw Sir James sitting comfortably on a rock, without a worry! The sandy ground below was strewn with a
lot of pebbles, multicolored shells and tiny cowries that were quite charming. Iridescent as they were, the shells
and cowries glowed more than ever when the light from our lamps fell on them. The stones were covered with
some sort of black algae.
After sitting still for a while, Sir James started looking around. I too did not sit still. Walking slowly amidst the
weeds, I saw millions of tiny fishes of umpteen delightful colors hurrying about. Watching such things, we soon
came across a huge rock, almost a yard in length. The algae that covered it looked like the ones we would see on
our walls during the rainy season. When Sri James scraped the rock with his pen-knife, he realized that it was not
a natural rock but an artificial one. When scraped and cleaned further, we found carvings in Nagari script on it.
We decided that it must be a stone forming part of ancient Dwaraka. When I saw that stone the excitement I felt
was greater than what that illustrious discoverer must have felt when he sighted the New World for the first time.
We concluded that the legendary Dwaraka was somewhere around. Moving further east we found more stones
and weeds which made our advance difficult. While removing the stones and weeds and moving ahead with great
difficulty, I slipped and was about to fall. I grabbed Sir James for support and suddenly both of us began to fall as
if into a deep well. After some time we managed to steady ourselves. We were not hurt as we were under water.
Slowly we got up and, on looking up, found a wonderful arch about a hundred feet above us. At that time the first
thought that crossed my mind was, God, how are we going to get back to the surface again! Sri James also started
looking around, worried about the dangerous state that had befallen us.
When the echo and resonance of the sound that accompanied our fall died out, we started scraping the sandcovered ground on which we were standing. We found that it was covered with figures of flowers, birds and
creepers made of coral or something similar to it. The inside walls of the place where we fell were made of
exquisite stones of different colors. The very intricate carving on it and the way it was conceived were amazing.
Entering the adjacent chamber, at the first sight itself, we stood dumbfounded for a while. The chamber made of
some invaluable stone smooth as pure glass, the rows of diamond-studded pillars, the two huge golden thrones
covered with the nine kinds of gems, the walls decorated with strange pictures, the brilliance of the electric light
we carried—all these created a state of illusion where it was difficult to tell image from reflection, and, both of us
stood wonders truck for some time.
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If I think of the joy and puzzlement I felt at that time for having the luck to stand at the illustrious palace in the
ancient and holy place of Dwaraka, described in detail in epics like the Mahabharata, Bhagavata and Magha,
even the happiness felt by the great man Columbus on his discovery of America, or of the sailor Vasco da Gama
who first discovered the sea route to India, or of Pesare on first sighting the vast Pacific Ocean, seems
fragmentary and insignificant compared to mine.
On the western side of the platform to our right was a huge door. When we went to the other side through that
door we came across a very curiously built and undamaged staircase leading down. Sri James climbed down and I
followed him. The room we descended into was not big like the rest and its walls were made of some rare kind of
black stone that was dark and smooth. In the middle of the room was a wonderful lotus-shaped diamond seat on
which stood a gold pot sculpted with terrible figures and filled with glittering diamonds. As I walked up to it with
the intention of picking it up and examining it, all on a sudden, it splintered and turned to dust, even before I
could touch it. Then there arose a brightness never seen before, as if a million suns had arisen. Before it our
electric torch didn’t even have the brightness of a small wick. The black walls that surrounded us seemed to be
dissolving and sinking in that light.
As we stood frightened and astounded, we saw in the place of the wall something soft and strange curling up
like a whiff of smoke in the form of a pillar. We also saw two armed ghosts, as black as dark clouds and as huge
as mahamerus,\fn{A note reads: [Diamond-studded mountains; Mahameru—Mount Meru—was] the mythical golden, diamond
studded mountain which represents the axis of the world; the sun and moon move across its valley and heaven rests on top of it .}
advancing towards us from behind the smoke. At the sight of these terrible figures, we stood horrified, awestruck
and fainting, rooted to the ground like two trees struck by lightning. When one of them came up to me with his
raised bludgeon and caught hold my neck, I screamed. And, at that time, I heard someone saying loudly,
“N***! N***, hey N***, wake up, what sleep is this? It’s almost noon. Why are you screaming? Had a
frightening dream? Get up. Have some tea.”
When I woke up startled, in front of me stood Barrister Menon, smiling at me: What Dwaraka? What
Himavan? He was talking about his voyages abroad to places such as Bilathi and the many amazing things that he
had seen, about the wonders of electricity and its results which were beyond imagination, about his journeys by
ship and the generosity of the gentlemen in those places, and their spirit of enterprise in various matters.
Listening to his humorous descriptions of all these, I had gradually slipped off into a deep slumber. That was
all.
245.114 1. “The Duty Of Zamindars” (February 1918) 2. “The Duty Of Landholders” (June 1918) 3. “The
Reform Scheme” (August 1918) 4. “Call To Zamindars” (March 1919) 5. “The Duty Of Enlightening The
People” (April 1919): Five Speeches To Landholder’s Associations\fn{by H. R. H. Maharajadhiraja Rameshwara Singh
of Darbhanga (1860-1929)} Raj Nagar, Madhubani District, Bihar State, India (M) 10
1
It gives me great pleasure to welcome you once more to a sitting of the zamindars of India. It was in
November last that we met in Calcutta to consider the memorial that was to be presented to His Excellency the
Viceroy and the Right Honorable the Secretary of State for India. And in December we waited upon them in
deputation and were most favorably received.
I think you will all agree with me that our November meeting was of a unique nature and one fraught with farreaching consequences. Among the business transacted, the most important was the proposal to start an
organization which would adequately safeguard and, with timely watchfulness, promote the great interests of our
community; and for the purpose a subcommittee was formed. Since then much spade work has been done, the
rules have been drafted and the organization which was proposed to be formed will, we trust, begin its lease of
life with its headquarters at Delhi. May the Lord Almighty help its deliberations and make serve the best and
highest interests of the land.
While the need of an organization has been a keenly felt want, and more so now than ever before, in view of
the critical times through which we are passing, it was found difficult to settle the details so as to make them
acceptable to all the provinces and presidencies of the country; and they are now placed before you with the full
hope that you will give them your best attention and consideration.
*
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Speaking on an occasion like this, when we are, so to say, on the threshold of an important epoch in the history
of our community, I wish to say a few words on the current situation, with particular reference to how it affects us
and our interests.
We are passing today through a critical time, a period of great moment and stress, made so partly through the
Great War that has been raging with increasing fury for over three years now, a time when, as a great British
politician remarked, the events of a decade are crowded in the compass of a day and when great and far reaching
changes must and will happen. It is, therefore, a duty we owe to ourselves and our community that we should take
a clear, circumspect and comprehensive view of the present position of how we stand with regard to the times and
of the steps that are necessary to fortify and protect our position, so that we may be sure and confident that we
may not be left behind in the onward march of events, our interests overlooked, our rights neglected and our
claims totally unheeded because not properly or adequately pressed. Now, more than ever, is it essential that the
landholders of India should take stock of their situation and adopt concerted and well-thought out action.
Consistent with this duty to our Government is the duty we owe to the public. A great progressive movement is
sweeping through the nations of the world. And, like the Phoenix, a new world is trying to arise from the ashes of
the old. New ideas and new aspirations are afloat. It is, therefore, an inevitable corollary that India too under the
fostering care of the British Rule should feel the touch of this world awakening. And we, zamindars, have to bear
this in mind in considering our duty to the public.
While opposed to any scheme of catastrophic changes, we should not stand aloof or run counter to the forces
of progress working for the real advancement of the country. We should ever strive to guide the forces at work
along healthy lines in the direction of responsible Government. It is a hopeful sign of the times that the
Government have come to recognize this and sympathize with this.
Recent events speak an eloquent tale. The invitation to India to be represented at the Imperial Conference—the
announcement to throw open the Conference to Indian delegates hereafter—the appointment of so sympathetic a
statesman as the Right Honorable Mr. Montagu to be the Secretary of State for India—his action in accepting the
invitation of His Excellency Lord Chelmsford and his arrival here to ascertain the nature of [the] political
situation on first hand information—the granting of Commissions to Indians in the Army—and last but not least,
the sympathetic speech at the opening of the last Session of the Imperial Legislative Council by His Excellency
the Viceroy, preceded as it was by the significant pronouncement of Mr. Montagu: what better proof is required
that the Government are determined that no efforts should be wanting on their part to promote a better feeling of
co-operation and mutual understanding?
His Excellency, in the course of his memorable speech, appealed to the Indian leaders that they should believe
“in our (Government’s) good will and in our sincerity of purpose.” “Let us then,” continued his Lordship,
sit down together as friends, mindful of old, historic associations, harboring no mistrust, and let us examine these great
problems solely from the standpoint of what is judicious, what is practicable and, above all, what is right.

It is, therefore, the duty of the landed magnates to help the public in marching towards this goal as laid down
by the Imperial Government. I may assure His Excellency on behalf of the landholders of India, that we do our
best to the solution of these great problems in a spirit of patience, trust and good will, confident in the sense of
British justice and fairness.
In having spoken at this length on the recent events, I have endeavored to point out our relation both with
regard to the Government and the public. We owe it to our rulers that we should do everything in our power to be
of service at all times; and we owe it to the public that we should help them to realize their just aspirations on
which the Government have set their seal of approval. Our position is difficult, our duties onerous and delicate.
With loyalty as our creed and with an appreciation of the complicated and vast interests of the different sections
and communities that constitute the Indian Empire, we should promote the evolution of the nation in a
harmonious and healthy direction.
As I said before, I am confident that the Government will satisfy the just aspiration of the people and grant the
privileges for which the country is ripe and I am also confident that the great interests which we have the honor to
represent will receive due recognition. And, meanwhile, it will be our duty to prepare ourselves for the share that
may be allocated to us in the future political life of the country.
*
Our duty to the tenantry is obvious, and it is not necessary for me to speak at any length on this matter. In their
contentment is our wealth—in their happiness our prosperity. I would ask landlords to take an ever increasing
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interest in the education of their tenants, to see that the tenants do not fall into the clutches of
mahajans\fn{Moneylenders} and make indiscriminate transfers of their land. I would ask them to see that the
tenants are able, more and more, to manage their own affairs without resort to costly and ruinous litigation, to
revive, popularize and in every way encourage the institution of the Village Panchayet\fn{Government} on a simple
and useful basis
Perhaps I may draw your special attention to the co-operative movement, which has for its noble object the
deliverance of the tenantry from the exactions of rapacious Shylocks, and which deserves to be encouraged by all
and every means in our power. Equally is it our duty to draw their special attention to the new scientific and
improved methods of agriculture, and popularize their adoption on an extensive scale, so that, as the phrase goes,
there might grow two blades where one grows now, and greater harvests and consequent freedom of the tenants
from indebtedness of every kind might accrue.
*
It is a sad reflection for me that the landlord class has lost a considerable portion of its former position and
influences. Whilst I am aware that this decadence is due, in some measure, to causes over which we had no
control, I am constrained to say that we have perhaps not helped ourselves as much as we might have and that we
are not without blame in this respect. Charges of ignorance, illiteracy, apathy and unwillingness to serve the
country are now and again leveled against us and I would ask my brother zamindars to remove all causes of
reproach and to stand upon their own legs, to see that our children receive proper and suitable education
according to our means and to the needs and requirements, so that we may be sure that, while imbibing whatever
is best and highest in the Western culture and education, they retain their own religious traditions and national
characteristics and excellence—to take an ever widening and intelligent interest in matters pertaining to the urban
and rural affairs of their districts, in addition to taking their proper share in the larger Imperial and Provincial
matters—to act as a link between the authorities and the middle classes and the people—to do what they can in
composing differences of religion, race and community, so that the entire population, Hindu, Musalman,
European may be united by the common tie of loyalty to Sovereign and love to the Motherland.
If we, as a class, have not had a proper hearing and if our claims have not received an adequate recognition, it
is to be largely attributed to the want of organization that lies at the root of our present unsatisfactory condition. It
is indeed strange that ours is the only community which is so large in number and yet so weakly organized.
Organization is the keystone of success in the modern day, and unless we co-operate and harmonize all our forces,
and are able to present, so to say, an united front, we cannot expect to make our wants made known, our influence
felt, and our capacity to do good exercised to the fullest extent. It is only that community which can stand on its
own legs, and the members of which are, without being quarrelsome, bound together in friendly co-operation and
are imbued with a real and elevating education and able to take large and broad-minded view of the political
issues—it is only such a community that can aspire to be the permanent leaders of our country.
*
The picture I see before me is of the landed noblemen throughout the country, fully and suitably educated,
vying with each other in discharging, in the best manner, their duty for the tenants, the public and the Crown,
standing in a corporate and organized body and taking their place as the natural and acknowledged leaders of the
country. And let me express my fond and earnest hope that the organization which will be inaugurated into full
life from today will lay the foundation for the realization of this glorious picture of our future.
It is a happy augury and, I am sure, a guarantee of its success that our organization is started at the Capital of
the country while His Imperial Majesty’s representative, the Viceroy and His Majesty’s Secretary of State are
here, and I have no doubt that they will give their benediction on this infant association, which owes its origin, so
to say, to the arrival in our country of the Right Honorable Mr. Montagu, and which will always cherish the best
interests of the land.
Let me express my grateful thanks for the indulgent hearing which you have accorded me. I now request you,
gentlemen, to proceed to the business of the day.
2
Before I take up the matter for which this meeting has been convened, I wish to speak about the duties that
devolve on our community and the action we should now take with respect to the epoch-making speech of His
Excellency the Viceroy at the Delhi Conference.
The wave of enthusiasm that has since been evoked throughout the length and breadth of the land, and the
united loyal response that the country made to the Viceroy’s call need translation into practical action. Our
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community has a very large share to perform in this connection. Two fold are the directions in which we can help;
the first is in the matter of recruitment and the second in that of the War Loan. The Government have already
announced that our Province should contribute 20,000 men for the army and each one of us should help the
Government in obtaining the requisite number. I am glad to find that most of the zamindars in the Province have
announced concessions to their ryots as an inducement for recruitment.
The task is difficult. Our men are conservative by nature and except in some districts, are loathe to leave their
home; and martial spirit has been totally killed. But in spite of the great discouragement which is inevitable, I
exhort you to use your influence to help the Government and the District authorities in this direction.
Another way in which we could help them is by subscribing to the best of our power to the War Loan and
popularizing it amongst our tenantry. It is true that my friends here would say that the zamindars are not in the
same position as those classes who hold interests in jute, tea, indigo, iron and steel or cotton and make handsome
profits out of the War, and that, on the other hand, the agriculturists and the landed classes are face to face with a
ruinous, ever-increasing rise in the price of the necessaries of life. A comparative study of the tremendous rise in
the market prices of jute or other shares at the present time over the pre-war figures, and of the value of land will
clearly show at what a great disadvantage we are placed.
But in spite of such conditions, I fully hope that our community will rise to its height and “do its bit” with
praiseworthy credit. And with your combined effort, I am confident that the response to this year’s War Loan will
be worthy of our Province.
*
And now to the business on hand. We are meeting at a most momentous time when the air is surcharged with
expectation, when each man’s ear is straining to hear the cable that will announce the Chelmsford-Montagu
Reforms. This is a time when, in response to the Viceroy’s exhortation for a “calm atmosphere” and in agreement
with our pledge, we have done our best to bring to discussion no controversial subjects; we have been content to
keep aside and in the background all our domestic concerns.
But you will all agree with me that when the Reform Scheme is announced, it shall be sheer folly on our part if
we do not urge our point of view. It shall be suicidal if we do not fully consider and study the Reform Scheme in
the light of the duties and responsibilities, the status and influence of our great community. It shall forever mean a
total extinction of our existence as a community if we do not see full justice done to our claims in proportion to
the position we occupy in the country. It is absolutely necessary that we gather even now our forces, and organize
our position and make everything ready before it is too late. This is no time for shilly-shallying, no time for
procrastination. Quick action and expedition are required lest we miss an opportunity that can never return.
*
How exactly can we organize our forces? This is the supreme question now. I wish, in this connection, to speak
to you a few practical words. As I said, words at this time of day have no meaning if they don’t lead to concrete
action. Let us then make sure that we are ready with a practical programme. The inauguration of the All-India
Landholder’s Association, the memorial it presented on behalf of the landholders of India and the successful work
that it did in connection with clause four of the Income Tax Bill—these facts must be familiar to you; and you will
agree with me that the Association has already justified its inauguration by making a good beginning. And I am
sure that you will further agree that if the landholders of India are to get any hearing, if they are to make auy
adequate representation, it can be only through the instrumentality of this Association, backed up by united action
on the part of the landholders of all India.
But what is the position of the Association? It is now an infant body, not six months old, requiring all the help
and nourishment you can give. Without your help it can scarcely live.
The immediate help it requires is a contribution, from our Province, donations towards the permanent fund and
an adequate number of members who will pay the annual subscription. It is a modest estimate when I say that the
Association should have to start with a permanent fund of at least Rs. 50,000 and at least 1,000 members on its
roll.
The share for our Province will be approximately Rs. 30,000 for the Fund and 200 in members. The
subscription for a member is Rs. 50 per annum. Is it too much that before this assembly disperses something
substantial will be done towards achieving both?
I shall have a list going round and I request you will liberally subscribe. Is it too much to expect that a
community whose interests in this Province are to the extent of 150 lakhs\fn{Rs.10,500,000} will be able to
contribute a sum running into five figures?
*
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I now wish to refer to another very important matter, to which I most earnestly draw your attention—a matter
in which, at my instance, Babu Ganesh Dutt Singh, the Honorable Secretary of the Bihar Landholder’s
Association, has recently issued an appeal.
I am convinced, more than ever, that a greater recognition of the truism that the interests of the zamindars and
the tenants are identical, will lead to lasting good and that, taking note of the spirit of the times, we should fully
take our tenantry into our confidence and make them feel the identity of their interests with ours. I do not need
any apology for my quoting the following somewhat long passage from the eloquent appeal of the Secretary:
Now it is of the highest importance that the landholders fully realize their duties towards the tenants and the latter
should make themselves acquainted with what they owe to the former. Both of them should stretch their helping hands
to each other.
In view of the present circumstances and of what is in keeping with the need of the present time it is very proper and
necessary that both the landholders and the tenants repose confidence in one another. It is equally very important that
the landholders should now lose no time in giving a substantial voice to the tenants in the management of their village
affairs.
This privilege to the tenants is indispensably necessary at the present time. The tenants should further be made to
know that their welfare lies in the prosperity of the landholders and vice versa.
To achieve this object it will be of great use to form Village Conciliatory Boards, composed of representatives of
both the landholders and the tenants and it is hoped that the landholders will consider over the matter with due
promptitude, earnestness and regard to the gravity of the “situation”.

Another most pressing need for our community—the urgent and imperative nature of which could not be
questioned even by the most unthinking amongst us—is the starting of a proper organ which will make a thorough
study of the many questions affecting the landed interests and which will advocate our cause and authoritatively
speak forth our viewpoint on the many public matters which come up now and again for discussion. The absence
of such an organ has been productive of much disastrous consequences to us—it has already done our cause
irreparable injury; and while even now we tarry and make delay in supplying a most long-felt want, the result will
be indeed disastrous to our interests; and there are no words that I can use which will adequately portray the
extent of the harm that will accrue.
The apathy that is today the besetting sin of most of the zamindars, their ignorance about their own duties and
rights and the suicidal manner in which they have allowed their many rights to be taken away from them, one by
one—all these are due to the want of the beneficent influence of an organ of their own. This unfortunate state of
things must not continue; and it is up to you to remove it. Until we have a proper daily of our own we must at
least have a weekly.
I may perhaps here refer to a weekly. I have helped to start the Indraprastha of Delhi which has already done
its brave little part in that great agitation against the obnoxious clause of the Income-tax Bill, and if only you
would give us sufficient encouragement and adequate patronage, I do not see why that should not become the
organ of the landholders of India—and as time goes on, it can be made a daily: the sooner the better.
Surely it contains the potentialities of becoming a strong powerful paper; it is located in the Imperial Capital of
the Empire and it now rests with you to make it a voice to be reckoned with.
Unless we have thoroughly organized ourselves and endowed this Association with stability, solidarity,
influence and really representative character, we cannot, in any adequate manner, interpret the wishes of the
people to the Government, nor proffer to the latter the help and advice that it may require of us. My ambition is to
be able to go up, at no distant date, to the Government on behalf of a solid and strong Association, representing
our great interests and standing for the bond of friendship between the masses on the one hand and the rulers on
the other, of an Association whose watch words will be Service of the Motherland and Devotion to the Imperial
Sovereign.
*
Now gentlemen, I have finished. I trust I have indicated the lines along which practical work should be carried
on. I would implore you to stabilize the position of the All-India Landholder’s Association, to further strengthen
its hands by a suitable organ which can adequately voice the great interests of our community. I implore you
never to lose sight of the need for a proper organization of our forces, for in that lies the keynote of success and,
above all, I implore you to take full note of the spirit of the times and adopt your actions in consonance with them.
Here then is my practice programme and the retention of your entity depends upon your response.
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I earnestly implore you to rise to the occasion. I am now getting old, and the future has little glamour for me,
but most of you are young with, I hope, many useful years of activity before you. I am waiting to hear of what
your response will be, whether it will be sincere, earnest, practical.
Will you calmly see the ruin of all our hopes and aspirations, of our prestige, position, wealth and privilege or
will you try your best to restore our class to its rightful place, thus proving yourself worthy of the heritage which
has come to you, and leaving to your posterity a status not emancipated but enhanced in glory and power.
3
It was only a month ago that we met here and transacted some very important business. The response to the
appeal, as then made in behalf of All-India Landholders Association, was most enthusiastic and I thank you
heartily for the generous manner in which you have responded to the call and fully trust that this is a happy
augury for the future of our cause.
As I said in my last address, we are living in stirring times; and no community can hope to live if it is found
“napping”. These are days of energetic progress—when things move with a rapidity undreamt of before; and it
behooves every one of us to rise equal to the occasion and be abreast rather than behind the times.
It was this conviction, that our community is in need of all the energy, all the zeal and the enthusiastic activity
that we could summon, that is at the bottom of the proposal that was made at the June meeting that we should
assemble again here.
*
Since we met last, the tense expectancy that was in the air has cleared off, and today, the most thoughtful
minds of the country are engaged in a serious and earnest study, in all pros and cons of the constitutional reforms
that will always remain as the most eloquent testimony of the indefatigable labors and generous sympathy of His
Excellency Lord Chelmsford and the Right Honorable Mr. Montagu. It is not the language of mere convention
when I say that the report now published marks the most epoch-making event in the constitutional progress of the
Indian Empire and her connection with the British Crown. I earnestly hope that my countrymen throughout India
will study the Reform Scheme in the same generous spirit in which it is conceived.
On the other hand, I would implore of the Government to give ear to the suggestions and modifications that
might be made and to incorporate them, in so far as it is practicable, in the Bill to be drafted, for it is in the fitness
of things that a scheme conceived with such breadth of vision, should be allowed to reach its fruition with the
satisfaction of all classes and communities interested in the future development of the Empire fully on its side.
*
Now I shall examine the Reforms with special reference to how they affect the interests of our community, and
I am afraid that I cannot be so enthusiastic in my language now, for if there is one thing more conspicuous than
another in the scheme, it is the want of an adequate appreciation of the position of the zemindars.
Perhaps we have ourselves to thank for this inadequate recognition of our position. We have been content to
neglect the many golden opportunities that came in our way—we have failed to profit by the lesson, that is today
writ large in the pages of the present Indian history, that no community can expect to get a hearing unless its ranks
are close-knit in a thorough organization, and unless it proves itself equal to the other classes which know the
value of agitation.
We have allowed ourselves to remain in a disorganized condition while other communities more enterprising
than ourselves have taken every step necessary to create unity in their camp. We have allowed the spirit of
indolence and lethargy to overpower us, while others have caught time by the forelock. We have been content to
raise a feeble voice or appeal, while many others have urged their claims in the strongest and most unmistakable
manner.
And what is the result? We have the mortification of finding that so large and important a community like the
zemindars of India is left in the cold shade, while those that understood the significance of the motto “Agitate,
agitate, agitate” are on a footing of vantage. Again is the moral borne in upon us, that deprival of rights is the fruit
of indolence and that enterprise is the greatest need of the hour. Shall we again miss this lesson?
It is true that in its reference to our community, the Report mentions us “as the natural, acknowledged leaders
in country areas,” and later on it says, “by position, influence and education, they are fitted to take a leading part
in public affairs.” In former days when the administrative machinery was less complex, the landholders
automatically served as the trusted spokesmen of the people on the one hand and as the advisers and counselors of
the Government on the other. Leaders by virtue of their position, they were also leaders as a matter of fact.
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*
But what is the position now? It is true that they are still the leaders “in country areas”, but how long can they
keep up that leadership when the residents of the “country areas” see time and again that these “leaders” are
neglected in the cold shade in the larger public life—see them with but poor influence on Local and District and
Provincial Boards or Assemblies? No man can keep his leadership unless it is again and again recognized by the
men that count and whose opinion is of value.
The position of the zemindars has been growing increasingly difficult—and everybody should admit the
delicacy in their standing competition to seats on the various Boards and Councils with those to whom a failure in
the endeavor would not mean such a severe loss of “prestige”. A defeat of the zemindar means to him a
substantial decrease in his position as a “leader” and surely it is not difficult to understand why the landholders
feel shy of the open forum for competition. If they shrink from making any endeavor to take their full share in the
political life of the country it is not that they have a false sense of dignity or egotistical pride but it is because, as
the Report says, “they (the zemindars) stand upon a conception of social order which is not easily reconcilable
with the hustings and the ballot box.”
*
I think I have made it sufficiently clear that it is of the utmost importance, and a matter of the barest justice
that the landholders should be given a special electorate of their own. I am glad to find that the Report, though
giving unequivocally its opinion against communal representation, has recommended for a special measure of
representation, if they (the zemindars) need it at the outset. And our community will require it in order to protect
our interests from likely attacks—we will require the special measure of protection for purely “defensive”
purposes, if I may say so.
Our position in the country is unique—the stake we have in the land is by far the greatest—and our interests
are inextricably interwoven with the soil. How necessary is it, then, that the great and permanent interests we hold
should be fully safeguarded against the possible encroachments—that we should not be left at the mercy of the
first man who thinks it to his interest to assail our position—and that landholders should be made to feel a sense
of security that the pledges are sacred and unbreakable forever: so that they might continue steadfastly and
courageously to discharge their duties and responsibilities.
I will go further and say that our community will need, not only a special measure of representation, but will
require further protection by having it passed that no measure could be passed in any legislative assembly to
which three-fourths of the representatives of the landholders will take objection. This kind of protection is
justified on such obvious grounds that I need not dilate in detail on it.
*
The National Assemblies in India have themselves ratified the principle involved in it; and it is certainly no
undue demand that a community like ours, with such a great stake in the land, should ask to have its rights
guarded in this manner. The request is so simple—based on such obvious grounds of equity that, I feel sure, the
Government will readily assent to it. And I am sure our community will fully and unmistakably express its own
views in this matter before the Committees that are to decide the question of franchise and electorate will begin
their work, so that the latter would see their way to give full recognition to our claims, adequate appreciation of
the peculiar difficulties of our position.
The Government should have no objection to countenance our suggestion, as they must have, by this time,
come to realize what a tower of strength we would make at all times. Nor on the other hand would the public have
any objection, for they should have noticed how the zemindars themselves are taking full note of the spirit of the
times and are trying to better themselves in every possible way so as to better discharge the great trust imposed on
them. It is in no vein of egotism that I say, that if the agriculturists form the flesh and blood, the tissue and muscle
of the nation, the zemindars form its backbone; and it is my firm conviction that if we continue to discharge the
various duties pertaining to our position justly and well, we should always remain the most useful members in the
“body politic” and I would earnestly request of the Government not to cripple but enhance the utility, the
usefulness of our position.
*
Gentlemen, I am grateful to you as I have already said for the generous encouragement you gave me when I
had the honor of being with you last month. I will be still more grateful to you if you extend your confidence to
me and will allow me to tell our fellow zemindars of the great Presidencies of Bengal and of the United Provinces
when I reach Calcutta and Allahabad next week that you will act in co-operation and co-ordination, and that Bihar
will in no way lag behind in the struggle for the preservation of our unity and political life; and [that]\fn{ The text
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you will allow me to carry the same message to our brothers in the Punjab, the Central Provinces and the
Madras Presidency to whom I propose to pay visits later in the year.
May the Heavenly Grace rest upon your deliberations.
4
Gentlemen, as regards ourselves, we have always, as leaders of Indian society, been patrons of learning, arts,
and sciences. In the history of education in modern India a bright chapter is filled by the achievements of the
zamindars who have helped without stint in founding and maintaining schools, colleges, and universities. Our
relations with the ryots\fn{Tenants} have been satisfactory, but I tell you, gentlemen, that there is considerable
room for improvement, and we ought to do more than we are doing in order to foster a spirit of co-operation with
them and to promote their interests. It ought to be clearly realized—more clearly perhaps than has been the case in
the past—that the interests of the two classes are interlinked together. In order that we may prosper ourselves we
must promote and in ever increasing degree, the welfare and prosperity of our tenants. The field of work is large,
but I may suggest a few ways in which we may act together for the common good.
*
We have to make earnest attempts to extirpate the evil of litigation which spells ruin to many and is, at least, a
most heavy drain on their resources, and a beginning should be made by trying to minimize the chances of
disputes which disturb the harmony of relations by electing panchayets which will consist of members of both
communities. Any success in this direction will earn the lasting gratitude of all who are interested in the land.
Another question that calls for prompt attention and which we can do a good deal to solve is the improvement
of agriculture. The ryots should be encouraged to adopt improved methods of agriculture, and to this end we must
take it upon ourselves to carry on an educative propaganda and demonstrate to them the value and usefulness of
up-to-date modern methods. More than 70 percent of the people of India directly or indirectly, depend for their
subsistence upon agriculture, and we must tackle this problem at once and in right earnest.
We may devise means of financing the ryots and of removing the difficulties which sometimes stand in their
way. Want of plough-cattle, good seed, and means to purchase agricultural implements and manures often
hampers the ryots in their agricultural operations and forces them to take loans. Granaries may be started under
the patronage of the zamindars as they used to be until very recent times, which might, in the sowing season,
supply seeds and other necessities to the needy tenants at moderate rates.
The advantages that will accrue from this policy are patent enough and I need not dilate upon them. But take
an instance, viz., that of cotton-growing and manufacture of cloth. In the past our country was self-contained and
we had not to import piece goods as we used to grow our own cotton and our handlooms supplied our wants. At
the present time our condition is deplorable indeed, and it is a painful spectacle to see what untold sufferings and
hardships are being caused to the people by the shortage of the cloth-supply and the abnormally high prices that
prevail. The solution of the problem lies in giving a stimulus to the cultivation of cotton and the manufacture of
cloth, that alone will help in improving the position and providing a future safeguard against those difficulties in
which the present scarcity has landed the people.
*
We have seen how the failure of the last monsoon has cast a gloom over the country and many parts of India
are virtually in the grip of a dreadful famine. The result of the unfettered exports of foodstuffs is that the
Government has been driven to the necessity of making arrangement for the importation of wheat from Australia
into this country to feed the famished population.
Here was an opportunity for concerted action. When the first signs of danger manifested themselves, the
zamindars and the tenants might have joined hands and approached the Government with a prayer for the
stoppage of export of foodstuffs until the Government had satisfied itself that the harvest was more than sufficient
to. meet the requirements of the people. Forewarned is forearmed, and I am confident that if we had taken time
and acted in the manner we ought, we should have achieved a tangible measure of success in averting the
sufferings which are now overwhelming the country.
The development and the revival of cottage industries may also be helped forward in several ways. In these
and many other ways valuable assistance may be rendered to the ryots and I would request you to consider my
suggestion, and, if they commend themselves to your acceptance, to do whatever you can in the direction I have
indicated.
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Sanitation in the villages is in a very unsatisfactory condition. You will be rendering an invaluable service to
your country if you arrange to systematically disseminate ideas of hygiene among them in order to enable them to
help themselves in battling against the epidemics which are devastating our country.
Our responsibilities are heavy, and we must wake up and continue to follow in the future the policy of
furthering, to the best of our power, the welfare and happiness of the ryots; for upon their prosperity, I repeat once
more, depend our own security and well-being.
*
The War has rendered many services which history will recount. But there is one service which we, the
landlords in India, can well appreciate—the service in turning the eyes of the world to the evils of anarchy in any
nation. We have no right to criticize in India how society will reconstruct itself in Europe, but so far as India is
concerned, the answer is only one.
The four-fold division of society has been an essential element in the structure of the Indian body politic since
the dawn of human civilization. It is no matter what Varnas and Ashramas are, it is no matter how they transform
themselves from time to time in different lines. But there must be teachers, protectors, producers, and servers in
all well- regulated societies.
Statesmen, legislators, preachers, teachers, and philosophers must come from the first class. So no nation has
ever been, or will ever be without its soldiers and protectors. They are essentially interwoven with the social
fabric in India, and as long as Indian society remains Indian, they have their proper place as leaders of that
society. The people can look up to them and the Government can rely on them.
And this state of things should continue if India is to be saved from excesses and if progress along the path of
ordered development is to be made easy. If the landlords form the bulwark of Indian society, they have their
corresponding responsibilities as well. They have to adapt themselves to the changing needs of the times and they
have to fit themselves for their manifold duties in accordance with those needs.
*
If the Reform Scheme is to be a success, the zamindars must have their proper place therein. They ought to be
given adequate representation in every part of the structure that is to be built so that, by reason of their position,
their influence and their interest, they may form the strongest pillars of every part of the scheme.
We may fairly claim that we have discharged our obligations to the Government to the best of our ability, often
under circumstances not free from embarrassment. During its gravest hour of peril we have stood by the Empire
and have cheerfully and with alacrity made the sacrifices that we were called upon to make. We have never
looked forward for any reward for our War services, but I cannot conceal from you that there is a widespread
feeling among the zamindars that in place of our services being appreciated we have, under the Reform Scheme,
been relegated to a position greatly inferior to that which we had before the War. The magic wand of the
statesman who came last year from the West has transferred us at a stroke to the ranks of the depressed classes,
Gentlemen, I apply the word “depressed” to the zamindars advisedly, and will ask you to realise the gravity of
the situation which confronts you at the present moment. The only reason which I can assign for such a treatment
of our just claims is that we have remained voiceless, while other classes have been thundering forth their
demands from the housetops. We did not cry from the beginning, as we could not realize that vocal agitation has a
recognized place in the assertion of rights. We had perhaps a false idea of our own self-respect.
*
But the times are out of joint. The period is one of transition. The war has made matters more or less fluvial all
over the world. Before it is too late we must bind ourselves closely together and present a united front.
Organization is the keynote of success. We most organize. We must form ourselves into a strong body befitting
our position and our interest in the land. This is not the time to hesitate. We must realize that our salvation lies in
speaking out firmly and respectfully on the question which are agitating our minds. Any neglect at the present
day, and the ground is lost forever.
The need of strengthening the All-India Landholder’s Association is more pressing than ever. Branch agencies
should be organized in every province and every district. The combined activities of the different existing
Associations should be coordinated by an interchange of views and opinions and they should be all focused on
our Association. There is need for having a strong organ to advocate the cause of the zamindars. There is need
also for strong and influential committees, both inside and outside India, to voice forth and press the claims of the
zamindars, under the new scheme.
While delegates are going to England from many public bodies of India to put forth the demands of the people,
is it not the time for landlords to meet together and arrange to send their own delegates to emphasize their point of
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view and enlighten the British public about the peculiar position of the zamindars in India and their adequate
place in any Reform Scheme?
*
Gentlemen, my ideal consists in having, first, All-India Organization of landholders where …\fn{ The text has
here: but, which makes no sense:H} activities will be coordinated and which will guide the whole policy of the
community in the different provinces from the centre of India.
Secondly, all the existing provincial Associations must be vitalized into activity and conducted on more
vigorous lines in future; and they should be invited to act in concert with our Association in Delhi.
Thirdly, we should attempt to start acting as feeders and forming the very foundation of the structure. These
several Associations will form links in the chain which will hold the whole community together and they will be
acting in unison, harmony and in a spirit of earnest and cordial co-operation for the furtherance of the common
good. The whole country will have to be covered with a network of our Association. Thus and thus only can a
spirit of union and co-operation be fostered.
We must realize that we are passing through a great crisis. If we fail to rise to the height of the occasion we
shall rightly be held up to opprobrium by posterity for our slackness in fighting for the rights and privileges which
we have inherited from our forefathers. We owe this to ourselves and to our country.
Gentlemen, there was a time in the Republic of Athens when every man was either an idiot or a public man. I
believe we have such a time in India now. No landlord is worthy of being called a landlord if he is not a public
man. I ask you to be up and doing and to cast aside that sense of delicacy which has deterred us so long from
flinging ourselves whole heartedly into the struggle.
We must give up petty feelings of suspicion and jealousy as it is a life and death struggle in which we are
called upon to play our part.
We must close up our ranks and if we are true to ourselves, our efforts will, by God’s grace, be crowned with
success.
5
I thank you for the prompt response to the letter that I lately issued to the Bihar Landholder’s Association by
calling an emergency meeting here today to take measures on the present critical situation which confronts the
Government and the people alike, and to discuss ways and means of clearing the atmosphere which is seething
with vague discontent and of placing our whole resources on the side of Government and of all law-abiding
people for the restoration of law and order.
There is no use disguising the fact that we are face to face with a danger of unparalleled magnitude and of
immense possibilities of evil. If, therefore, we permit ourselves to be lulled into a fancied security that the storm
will presently blow over, we shall have to thank ourselves if we find ourselves overwhelmed by it unaware and
unprepared. For our interests in the country being vast and our stakes large, inaction at the present moment will be
fatal.
*
We all know, by this time, the unexpected and dire results that have followed in the train of the satyagraha
movement. Where there was peace, lawlessness reigns; where there were prosperity and security, grim desolation
and charred public buildings remain to tell the mournful tale.
Innocent citizens, Indian and European, have been done to death; public buildings have been burnt down to the
ground; business have been suspended; constituted authority has been openly defied and there was a perfect reign
of terror in some towns for some days.
We an know, however, that this formed no part of the programme of the satyagraha movement initiated by Mr.
Gandhi who has always been actuated by the highest motives for the good of his country and of humanity at large.
But he certainly miscalculated its effect on the masses; he pitched his hopes too high when he thought that the
true spirit of satyagraha will be assimilated by the uncultured mob.
For no man can be a true satyagrahi, as understood by Mr. Gandhi himself who has not gone through the most
rigorous spiritual discipline. The demand of a satyagrahi is difficult and, in the case of the ordinary man,
incomprehensible. The qualifications of a satyagrahi are the qualifications of the yogi whose strict adherence to
truth, whose indifference to pleasure and pain alike, whose perfect self-control, whose infinite capacity of
endurance and perseverance, it would be a mockery to expect even of the ordinary educated man to practice at the
fiat of the committee.
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The true satyagrahi must be endowed with those high and noble qualities which form the peculiarly high
characteristics of Mr. Gandhi.
It was a very great mistake on his part to expect the mob to be as pious and unselfish as himself; and nobody
can be so conscious of this mistake, and of the incalculable evils that have resulted from this, as Mr. Gandhi
himself who has witnessed the scenes of bloodshed and arson that have taken place in many of the important
centers of this country. Realizing the gravity of the situation Mr. Gandhi has, in his letter to the Secretaries of the
Satyagraha Sabta, advised “temporary suspension of civil disobedience” and exhorted all satyagrahis to give
Government effective co-operation in restoring order; for, as he observes, he would be loath by any action of his
“to be used as an occasion for feeding violence, for embittering relations between the English and the Indians.”
*
It is obvious that no movement, howsoever noble in its conception, which results in the dark forces of evil
running amok can be tolerated for a moment and it must be rooted out by Government with the active help of all
law-abiding citizens of the country. Our duty at the present moment is clear. We must do what we can to assist
Government by all the means in our power.
It behooves us all to co-operate actively with the Government in enlightening the people on the true nature of
the Rowlatt Act. I would therefore suggest that leaflets setting forth in clear and simple language the limits and
intentions of the Act and the evils exciting the masses, and producing the state of anarchy which must result
inevitably in such action, should be distributed by the thousand among the people.
But the number of those who are illiterate is much larger than those that can read and write and it is such
people who are to be educated into a sense of the responsibilities of the situation. Endeavour should therefore be
made to reach them by appointing lecturers who should not only clear all misapprehensions regarding the Act but
should also warn them against sedition and anarchy.
I appeal to the Government to do justice—pure, unadulterated justice—but let that justice be tempered with the
mercy which it is the proud privilege of a great and good Government such as ours to exercise; and let it give firm
expression to the decision that the guilty and the guilty only shall be punished and that no innocent persons shall
suffer. Then India will rejoice in the possession of a Government which can afford to be as strong and firm as
occasion requires, but which is essentially a kind, benevolent Government, which does not care to show its power
more than is needed and which even in the performance of a most unpleasant duty does not forget that it is broadbased upon the love and affection of the people.
*
Gentlemen, I appeal to you once again to stand by the side of law and order and to do all we can to help in the
good governance of the country. As loyal citizens of His Majesty’s Indian Empire, it is our dharma to destroy
such influences as are calculated to undermine the constituted authority of the land. Thus only can we properly
serve our God, our King, and our beloved Motherland.
1861

61.91 Kamilini\fn{by Gurazada Apparao aka Gurazada Venkata Apparao (1861-1915)} Rayavaram, nr. Yelamanchili,
Visakhapatnam District, Andhra Pradesh State, India (M) 2
“The door! Open the door!”
The door did not open.
The clock in the room struck a startling one o’clock.
“How late I have been! That was crassly stupid of me. I shall be careful from tomorrow. Giving up all
reformist anti-nautch\fn{A note reads: Refers to the reformist movement of the period against the widespread evil among the upper
castes of patronizing dancing girls or courtesans and their concerts and what followed: prostitution .} feelings, my mind was
captivated by the nautch-girl’s song. It wasn’t the song alone; the person singing too distracted me. Otherwise,
like a lewd fellow why should I have sat through to the end of the song? How shall I explain this inclination to
somehow or other get a chance to have a few words with her? All right, here and now I slap my cheeks;\fn{ A note
reads: Aa simple rite or geseture of expiation and promise of good conduct in future .} I swear I shall not go to her singing from
tomorrow. (Thou shall not swear, that is another new rule to observe.) Never again shall I go. That’s decided.
Definitely decided. Now, if I raise my voice and call, Kamilini may wake up. If I can somehow knock softly on
the door and rouse Ramudu, I can quietly join her in bed and pretend to be a gentleman.”
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Gopal Rao touched the door and it swung slightly open.
“Arre, what is this?” he thought and quietly opened the door further. He found that there was no lamp in the
passage. He crossed the doorway and opened the bedroom door. There was no lamp there either. Stepping across,
without making the slightest noise, he approached the bed and tried to find out if Kamilini was awake or asleep,
but he couldn’t make out in the dark. He groped for the matchbox on the table and lit a match. On the bed there
was no Kamilini. He was stunned. The match dropped from his hand. The dark filled the room and his mind as
well. Crazy doubts and crazier explanations popped up in his mind and died as swiftly, upsetting him. He became
vaguely angry, with himself for his foolish conduct, or perhaps with Kamilini for not being around. He came back
and stood in the open area of the house. In the starlight he could not find either the man-servant or the maidservant.
Returning to his bedroom, he lit a lamp and looked carefully all around the room. Kamilini could not be found
anywhere. He went to the main door, opened it and right in the middle of the street, smoking a cheroot, looking up
at the stars, was the manservant Ravudu!
“Rama!” Gopal Rao called.
Ravudu was startled; the cheroot slipped from his mouth and fell down.
“Come here, you useless fellow!”
Dragging his feet, Ravudu came up.
“Where is your amma.”\fn{Mistress of the house.}
“My amma,\fn{Mother.} babu? In our shack.”
“Not your amma, you stupid fellow! I mean my wife.”
Ravudu was dumbfounded. He thought furiously for a while and said:
“Where else will she be, babu? Amma garu is sleeping in her room, babu!”
“She is not anywhere in the house, you idiot! Where did you go, leaving the house?”
Ravudu looked away and said, “A servant can get pain in the leg or pain in the stomach, babu. The big master
told you again and again, handing her over to you, never leave amma garu alone and go at midnight to the
dancing girl—”
Two extra heavy blows landed on Ravudu’s back.
“Killed me, babu!” Ravudu cried and fell in a heap.
Gopal Rao was a kind man. His anger subsided in no time and he felt sorry. He helped Ravudu to his feet and
massaged his back.
“In my anger I behaved like a beast,” he said and took him into his room. He sat on his chair and said
miserably:
“What could have happened, Rama?” Ravudu looked in all directions and said:
“It is all like magic, babu.”
“Do you think she could have gone to her mother’s place?”
“Isn’t she capable of doing it, babu? If you lose your temper again, I cannot tell you, but what happens when
women are educated?”
“What do you know of the value of education, Rama?” said Gopal Rao; and as, leaning his elbows on the table
and putting his head on his hands, he kept wondering. He saw the letter in Kamilini’s own pretty hand on the
table. He read it aloud:
“Ayya—‘beloved’ is gone and it has come to ‘Sir’!”
“Has the calf been lost, babu?”\fn{A note reads: The Telugu words for ‘sir’ and ‘calf’ rhyme.}
“Keep quiet, you fool …”
Ayya, for the last ten days, I haven’t found you returning home at night. You said you were attending meetings. For
the amelioration of the world you said you were waging campaigns sleeplessly. I have come to know the truth from my
female friends. It is only because I am at home you are compelled to tell lies. If I were to be at my mother’s place your
freedom would not be restricted and there would be no room for untruths. Instead of forcing you to tell lies every day, it
is better to move away from your path. That is the duty of any wife wishing the welfare of her husband, isn’t it? I am
going tonight to my mother’s place. Be happy. If any kindness is still left unexpended in you, think well of me.

Finishing the letter, Gopal Rao muttered, “I am a beast.”
“What is it babu, why are you uttering such things?”
“I’m a hopeless beast.” Ravudu could control his laughter only with great difficulty.
“A virtuous lady, an educated lady, rich in modesty. Now she has given me my deserts for my wicked lapse.”
1151

“What has mistress done, babu?”
“Gone to her mother’s place. But how did she leave without your knowledge?”
Ravudu skipped two steps backwards and said:
“I must have gone to sleep. If you lose your temper I cannot tell you, babu—if a woman wants to go to her
mother’s place without informing you, you must give her a few slaps and stop her, but teaching them reading and
writing like men—won’t unnatural things happen, babu?”
“You fool! The most marvelous thing in the entire creation of God is the precious gem of an educated woman.
Lord Siva has given away half his body to his consort Parvati, you know. The Englishman calls his wife ‘betterhalf,’ meaning wife is superior to husband. Do you understand?”
“Not at all, babu.”
Ravudu was finding it difficult to suppress his laughter.
“Aren’t we sending your daughter to school? You will yourself come to appreciate the value of education. Just
see how much more civilized than your folks she is already. Let’s not talk of it now, but now either you or I
should immediately leave for Chandravaram! I can’t get any leave to go. You have been a servant in this household for generations. Kamilini likes you. So, better you alone should go. Go and fetch Kamilini.”
“If you order me, won’t I go? I shall go. If she refuses to come …”
“Here’s ten rupees. If you can somehow plead with her to return, I shall give you ten more rupees.”
“Yes, master.”
“Then do you know what to say to her?”
“What else, babu?—‘What a wonderful thing you have done, leaving like that without informing anyone. The
master almost broke my back! Please come back, amma.’ I will tell her so.”
“Please forgive me, forget about the blows. Never tell Kamilini about the blows. You will remember this,
won’t you?”
“Yes, master.”
“What you are going to tell her, I shall tell you. Listen carefully. Tell her that master has learned his lesson—”
“What is that, babu!”
“Is that any of your business? Just remember well what I tell you and convey it to her. Tell her that Pantulu has
learned his lesson. Will never go to sessions of dancing-girls. He has sworn firmly on it (I said it forgetfully, don’t
mention this to her). Hereafter, never will he stir out of home at night. This is for sure. Understand?”
Ravudu nodded.
“There is more to say. Please tell her I plead with her in all humility, and with great affection and love. Take
pity on him, you must say, don’t expose Pantulu’s weaknesses to anyone. (This is a most important point, have
you heard?) In two or three days please come back. Without you, he looks as if he’s gone crazy. Each hour is like
a year. (Don’t forget this point, mind you.) Now you know what to tell her. Don’t forget a single word of it.”
“I have got it, babu.”
“Let’s hear what you are going to tell her.”
Ravudu scratched his head.
“What … what … I don’t know all that, babu. I shall tell her, ‘Amma, take my advice. I have seen long years
pass. I have seen young people, I have seen elders, do you hear? Womenfolk should accept every command of the
men and behave themselves. Otherwise, like the elder Pantulu, the younger Pantulu also will take to bad ways.
Let me tell you a secret. A most attractive, golden doll-like dancing girl has arrived in the town. Since the time he
first saw her, Pantulu has been totally out of sorts. Take my advice, come back home. Otherwise, it is up to you.’
This is what I’ll tell her.”
“You scoundrel!” said Gopal and leaped out angrily from his chair.
Evading him, Ravudu slipped out of the room like a bead.
At the same time, from under the bedstead was heard a most delicious, merry laughter and the most bewitching
music of anklets.
33.17 Excerpt from Beloved, Or Unloved?\fn{by Sarat Kumari Chaudhurani (1861-1920)} Calcutta, Calcutta District,
West Bengal State, India (F) 6
… I woke to the solemn ringing of the prayer bells and found myself bathed in the lovely autumn moonlight.
Beside me lay my delicate young daughter, my very own, in untroubled slumber. I did not kiss her lest she should
wake, even though I longed to. While a soft breeze blew in from outside, I gazed, still drowsy, at Mother Earth as
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she lay asleep in the serene moonlight, her offspring close to her bosom. They lay there, enveloped in their
mother’s love, their cares all forgotten. There was no discrimination here: their mother held all equally dear. The
enchanting moonlight was a loving smile on the face of Mother Nature: I looked on, spellbound.
Memories of days long past came back to me, one by one: I saw myself once again surrounded by my dear
ones, as I had been on countless such moonlit nights. The memory of those silvery nights seemed to endow the
moonlight outside with an unsurpassed loveliness. A few lines came back to me:
Who knew whom, then?
Who knew oneself?
Who knew of the world’s wild ways?

All of a sudden I was startled out of my reverie by a strident voice outside. A conversation had begun at the
edge of the pond in front of my window.
“Who’s that? Oh, it’s you, Keshtodasi. So you’ve come to the ghat before dawn today, for a change! I heard a
conch shell being blown in your part of the village last night. Has your brother’s wife had a son this time, then?”
“Ah, no, don’t ask me about it—you think we’d be that lucky? My sister-in-law will never have a son in this
lifetime of hers! It’s a daughter, as usual.”
“Does that make three daughters now?”
“Yes, indeed, that makes three.”
“Then it’s going to be a foursome—perhaps the next’ll be a son.”
“Looks like it. When my brother heard it was a girl, he said to me, ‘Keshto, I can’t get up. I feel drained of all
my strength.’ The midwife went first to take leave of our mother, and then to him; he did not get up from bed, nor
did he speak to her. His wife wouldn’t pick the baby up; she took it in her arms only after a lot of coaxing, and
even then said she’d throttle it. If I hadn’t been there the poor little girl would probably have died lying there on
the floor. Sorrow hangs over the whole house.”
“It would, I’m sure: three girls, no less, to be married off to kayastha families—a tough job it’s going to be. It’s
hard on the wretched woman too—giving birth to a lump of earth, having carried it in her womb for ten months!”
“My sister-in-law has grown thin with worry over having a girl again next time. She has lost her appetite
completely. She couldn’t even swallow water. What good is there? The eldest daughter is just four years old, yet
when she heard about her baby sister she said, ‘Why don’t you give her away to someone else?’”
“She’s only a little child after all; she says what she’s been hearing said around her. You will have the eightday ritual, won’t you?”
“I don’t know … nominally perhaps. Maybe we’ll just invite eight boys and have the ceremony of beating the
winnowing tray. Mother had hoped for a son so much this time. She had planned for so many things: she’d send
out filled-up pots to the neighbors on the eighth day and hand out oil and dry milk sweets on the day of the
Shashthi festival\fn{A note reads: When the baby is given its name.}—everything’s spoiled now.”
“Well, why doesn’t your mother get Naresh married again? This wife of his doesn’t have a baby for a long
time, and now she produces only girls. Naresh is the only son: who’ll keep the family name going if he has just
daughters?”
“What can my brother do, Auntie? He belongs to the new generation: they’re all afraid of quarrels in the
family. My brother wouldn’t marry even when my sister-in-law couldn’t have babies for a long time and our
mother grew tired of it. At least now that his wife has started having girls, we can hope for a son eventually. But
Mother wants everything to happen quickly: it’s because she’s got only one son, you see. My sister-in-law didn’t
have her first child very late, either; she was about eighteen when the eldest girl was born. Even so, Mother
became so impatient that she gave the bride medicines and herbal concoctions, made her wear talismans, and
visited so many temples and saints—and after all this the eldest girl was born. She thought, now that this girl has
been born it’ll be a grandson next time—and, oh dear, it’s three times running now! How much longer can you
bear it? So Mother says she’ll get her son to marry again if this one gives birth to another daughter. It’s only that
my brother won’t agree to it. Mother has already inspected a girl and has her in mind for him. And of course
Mother has always been a little impatient. So we say, why worry so much and mope about like that? She’s had
daughters; she’ll have a son too—and now we’ve got nothing to say.”
The sun had not risen yet; there was only a faint glimmer of dawn. A waning moon still shone in the western
sky. The gentle early morning breeze carried in the fragrance of ketaki flowers from far off. The din of people’s
voices had not yet begun when people all around me started waking up at the loud voice of our familiar
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acquaintance, a middle-aged matriarch.
I, too, rose and sat by the window. It was a rather small pond, sunk in what was called a garden, a tiny space
enclosed by a flimsy bamboo fence on one side and by houses on three sides. Now, in the rainy season, the pond
was full to the brim. The water near the edge was, however, green with moss of various kinds: only some of the
water in the middle was left clear. On one side, at the edge, were a few fruit trees, mango and jamun among them;
the undergrowth had never been cleared. On another side were five or six banana trees, of which one or the other
was often to be seen bent over the pond by the weight of its fruit. On yet another side were a few half-dead
marigolds and dilapidated rose bushes, none of which ever bore flowers. Rarely one or two buds came out, but
these would wither before they were even half-blown.
An uncared-for aparajita creeper had climbed over the fence and enshrouded part of the skeleton of the fence.
Sometimes it would bear a few flowers, which would then be plucked for worship of the Deity. The creeper had
been tended and guarded carefully when it had first been planted, but no one bothered even to look at it now. Yet
it still carried on its work, slowly but steadily, on its own.
“Oh dear, it’s nearly dawn—I’ve spent all my time talking, and now I can’t go for a dip in the Jahnavi anymore today. Anyway, I’ll go and touch a bit of Jahnavi water—better have a bath here straightaway before I go
home. Hey, you young woman, come and give me some oil to massage myself with.” (It was a lucky day for the
ghat: the gathering there never livened up unless this matronly housewife was there.)
“That's what I say, Keshtodasi, about these children nowadays. Do they ever listen to what their parents tell
them? My father-in-law got fed up when my husband’s elder wife wouldn’t have a baby, and so he got his son
married to me. Well, child, the Great Lord was good to me: hardly two years after my marriage my Radhanath
was born. Alas, where did he get carried off to, the poor dear boy—only I have stayed on, wretched woman that I
am. Thank goodness his two little boys are there; I’ve remained here for their sake, else I would have gone mad
and left for heaven knows where. Would you believe it, dear child, barely a year after his birth the elder wife got
her Haralal. When I got married she was still young enough to have children. Her father married her off when she
was very young, I believe, and she was about two years younger than our husband—their heights had to be compared by measuring with a thread before they could be married, they were so nearly as tall as one another.
“I was rather well grown when I was married. I don’t look as if I’m my husband’s second wife—you can see
that—so with age it was I who became more like his wedded ‘family.’ In those times the master of the house
didn’t care much for calculations, anyway. He just said to my husband, ‘Marry once again.’ These men, too,
couldn’t disobey their parents the way lads of nowadays do. My father-in-law would say, ‘If either of you
daughters of wretches starts a quarrel, she’ll be sent off to live in her father’s house: there’ll be no room for her in
my house.’
“What power they had over us, those elders. When the master came into the inner quarters we young girls and
brides would go numb with fear, and even the mistress would be scared stiff. The way these modern girls meet
their husbands at all times of the day—do you know, Keshto, we couldn’t even dream of it. Only after everything
became still at night would someone accompany me to his room—only then could I go in. Sometimes I fell asleep
on the balcony or on the porch and spent the whole night there unless someone called me up and led me to his
room. My mother-in-law allowed Radhanath to sleep inside only after he was six months old, and from that day
onward each of us would go and sleep in the room according to her turn. We were not allowed to meet our
husband till six months after a son was born; however, if it was something essential our husband would come and
speak to us secretly in the store-room or in the kitchen.
“Well, my dear, we wouldn’t talk to him in the daytime: we thought it best not to speak when our mother-inlaw might get to know of it and rebuke us. And my stomach turns when I see how drastically different the ways of
today are.”
Her lecture continued without pause while her hands smeared oil all over her body. Gradually, with the sunrise,
a number of pretty faces began to be seen at the edge of the pond. Everyone’s attention was riveted on our
matriarch, their baths forgotten. Some never finished cleaning their teeth, while some never ceased sponging
themselves. The crux of the matter was that all of them were condoling the birth of the Mitras’ baby girl and
regretting that it wasn’t a son. One of them tried to smooth things over a little, saying:
“All the same, so many people have a son only after seven daughters. My cousin once removed had a baby son
only the other day, after four daughters—the boy has just turned a year old.”
Within this group of women there were a few young veiled brides and girls bathing. One of them, a girl of
fourteen, could restrain herself no longer. Addressing Krishnadasi as mother, she said:
“Look, you may not be able to hold your sorrow back at Auntie’s having a daughter, and so we’re hearing all
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about it again here at the ghat. Whatever objection you might have, I still like Auntie’s daughters far better than
that plain, dark little boy of the Ghoshes: seven pretty girls are better than a plain boy like that. You keep on
saying the same thing—well, aren’t girls of any help to you? You’ve come here in the month of Asharh, and has
Uncle ever taken care of Granny the way you’ve been doing for the past two or three months? Granny herself
speaks of it. ‘My son never cares for me in times of need in the way my daughter does,’ she says.
“When that happens you need a daughter desperately, don’t you? And yet it’s a disaster for you whenever you
hear of a girl being born. Take our youngest grandma of that house over there, now—Uncle never manages to
bring in the tiniest bit of money for her. Thank goodness Auntie Khema was there; she provides for all expenses,
and even Uncle lives on that. Yet I’ve heard that she was named Khema\fn{ A note reads: Mercy, forgiveness.} because
there were two more sisters before her.”
Everyone at the ghat was astounded at the rebellious talk. Even the crows seemed to stop cawing and the
leaves on the trees were still. Then the matronly housewife laughed.
“Now look here, Perbha,” she said, “stop jabbering. You’ll understand better when you grow up: how would
you know now, chit of a girl that you are? Hold your tongue. Such boldness doesn’t suit youngsters like you.”
“Well, let me tell you, Grandma, our youngest auntie over here, too, says she won’t be sorry to have a
daughter. Auntie there, too, loves her daughters so much; only she’s scared about having a daughter because of
Granny’s harsh words. Now that she’s got daughters she’d like to have a son as well—but she can’t even hold her
daughters to her or cuddle them properly out of fear of Granny. Even Uncle didn’t dare to give them nice clothes
for the festival, although he longs to give good things to his daughters. I don’t understand what you think—aren’t
you women, too?”
“Now listen, my dear Madam, we are women too—and have you any idea how beloved I was in my family? I
was my mother’s first child and the darling of both my maternal and my paternal grandmothers. My grandmother
on my father’s side used to say, ‘She isn’t just my granddaughter, she’s the equivalent of seven sons; all the same,
it’s a misfortune for a family to have a dozen daughters.’”
A few more girls of about Perbha’s age came and joined the group at the ghat. Haridasi said:
“Hullo, Grandma, you seem to have roused the whole ghat today. What’s up?”
“Hey, Haridasi, so you’ve come? As I say, the ghat doesn’t look good without you, does it? We’re old people
after all; we’re no longer capable of livening up the ghat; we’ve only been exchanging a few confidences, no
more. It’s for people of your age to rouse people. So I was saying, I say, Haridasi hasn’t come here yet. Was it our
grandson-in-law who came last night?”
“How am I to know that, Grandma; it’s you who would know! We dropped in at Uncle Harakali’s house on the
way while coming to the ghat. We saw the baby boy they’ve just had, which is why we’re a bit late today.”
“Oh, really? Do you see what luck they’re in: times are good for them nowadays, so they’re getting good
things from all sides; the brides of the family have been having sons one after the other. And they celebrate them
so grandly, too—what with filling up pots to be handed out on the eighth day, handing out oil and sweets for the
Shashthi worship, celebrating the child’s Annaprasana, its first meal of rice, with a lot of pomp and feasting. They
do everything on earth. Look at the hard luck Keshto’s mother has: only one daughter-in-law, who’s having
daughters one after another.”
Haridasi: “Even if it’s so, are girls only fit to be thrown away?”
“Goodness gracious! You’re all the same nowadays, the lot of you, I see. Perbha answered sharply too when I
was talking about this! What use can girls ever be, eh?”
“Well, what use can’t they be, now? Whether it’s parents, husband, or children who may be sick, have you ever
seen any man take care of them as much as a woman does? Does a son ever look after a mother or try to
understand her sorrows as much as a daughter does? Look, a woman is an asset to the family: however wealthy it
is, you can see for yourself how mismanaged and neglected a household looks without a woman to look after it,
and how uncared for the children look when they have no mother.
“You people jump up as soon as you hear a girl’s been born, and say, ‘Now we’ll have to marry her off!’ Well,
don’t you have to spend a lot of money on a boy, too? We’ve all seen the way the girls of the Sen household are
given the leftovers to eat from plates the boys have already used. The boys wear shoes and shirts and spotless
garments and the girls go around in cheap grimy wraps. The boys are each given snacks worth two pice and the
girls are given three or four plain chapatis each, made from a pice’s worth of whole-meal flour. The boys sleep on
soft beds with mattresses and the girls sleep on rush mats and a tattered quilt spread out on the floor. Even the
older boys are allowed to sleep in their parents’ room, whereas the two younger sisters sleep beside the cook. Poor
things, have they ever had the slightest bit of care taken of them?
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“The other day the second auntie’s daughter out there had come home from her maternal grand-parents and
had asked for rice in the morning, and simply because nobody else had eaten yet Granny turned round and said,
‘Whoever heard of a girl eating rice with the first lot—to come and ask for rice when nobody has eaten yet! Let
your father and your uncles eat first: you can sit and eat off their plates after that.’
“Poor dear, she’s just a little girl of six or seven-how could she know? She started crying for rice, poor thing.
Auntie was disgusted with her mother-in-law’s attitude and sent the child back to her own parents right away. She
grieved over it so much before us afterward, saying, ‘My poor darling came home for just one day and went away
crying for rice—how can I bear it as her mother?’
“Who knows, then, whether a girl is beloved, or unloved?”
“My goodness, just listen to the way these girls speak nowadays, as if a hurricane’s passing by! Get off with
you now. Don’t dawdle in the water anymore, or you’ll fall sick!”
In any case the younger girls did not carry the conversation any further, but finished bathing and went home.
Everyone came and went, hearing a part of the conversation in between. The lady of the pond, however, went on
rubbing oil, unperturbed.
All of a sudden Harakali’s mother came onto the scene in a great hurry. What was it? She was very busy. It was
in her house that the conch shell had been blown last night: her daughter-in-law had given birth to a son.
“What’s this, Thakurjhi, didn’t you go to bathe in the Ganges today? I thought it was only I who hadn’t been
there today. Well, Sister, what could I do? My second daughter-in-law had this baby son last night. How could I
leave it, now? You know what ninnies these girls have turned out to be—won’t take hot compresses, won’t eat
anything hot, won’t do anything! I’m not a woman of that sort, and that’s precisely why I never send them to their
parents for delivery. The third one’s father is a doctor too. He won’t allow her to be given hot compresses or pepper; he even wants her to be laid on a mattress! Do you know, Thakurjhi, the doctor tells us to give up the whole
lot of rules that we observe, but I’m no woman to do so. I’ve just come from giving her burning hot compresses
all this while, and I’m going to make her eat pepper after I’ve had my bath here. He may be a doctor— and let
him be—but am I to break rules simply because I’ve brought his daughter into this family? That time her baby
daughter died in the confinement shed, the doctor came to see her and said she had become ill from lying in such
damp surroundings. He wanted to shift the confinement bed elsewhere, but I’d never let him do that.”
“I never heard that the girl had caught any illness. I thought the father’s evil eye had fallen on her.”
“That’s what I’m talking about, dear. They think they understand everything. Dozens of bottles of medicine
were brought in, and they wanted to make her swallow those—who’d take them, though? They didn’t realize it
was Father who held her mouth tightly shut. It was such an illness that even the sorcerer whom we brought in for
treatment could do nothing. And what could he do, anyway? The sorcerer said, ‘The newly delivered must have
walked under a champak tree while pregnant and thus drawn the evil eye toward herself.’ She’s a Westernized
heretic’s daughter after all; the girl must have walked under some tree or other; she never bothers about such
rules.
“This time I never let her go home once. The girl nearly died that time; no harm was done, however. But this
time a boy’s been born. It’s necessary to give her hot compresses carefully, isn’t it? One can have expectations of
having a boy only if the expectant mother keeps well: don’t you agree, dear?”
“Why, of course! A bride’s of value only to keep the lineage alive: for what else does one take on the burden of
bringing in an unwanted girl from another family? Anyway, now you’ve had a boy you must fill up the pots and
hand them around on the eighth day. I hope you’ll have the postnatal rituals performed?”
“Of course we will—only we can’t get the dust off the feet of a hundred thousand Brahmins, so it’ll have to be
just twelve Brahmins. The rest of the rituals will, of course, all be observed. The eighth day will be observed for
him in the same way we’ve done it for the sons of the other daughters-in-law: a pot full of dry rice snacks, a fouranna coin each, and four sweets each—these we’ll send out to the houses. And for people who come to visit us,
we’ll give two annas to each of the boys and four pice to each of the girls. And if the child lives and stays well,
we’ll have to arrange the rice-eating feast, too. We must spend appropriately, now that our darling son has been
born. Only yesterday the midwife had to be given a rupee and a metal water jar, and she’s coming again for her
final fees. When it’s a girl she has to be paid just a fixed sum for the cutting of the cord, that’s all.”
“Since the Great Lord has favored you with good times, it’s only proper that you should spend a great deal on
celebrations, isn’t it? Two of my daughters are staying with me here, so please send three pots of snacks over to
my house. Oh! My stepson and his wife have set up house separately, too.”
“Yes, dear, it’s just as well you told me. I’ll have to go home and make a list for the pots right now. There’ll be
a band of musicians coming too, and then the dancers—they’ll have to be paid a great deal of money after they’ve
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performed—”
“Have you heard the news? The Mitras have had a baby girl again!”
“Here, what do you mean, another girl? Who told you?”
“That Keshto came here before dawn—she had touched the confinement bed, you see—\fn{ And so was rendered
ritually impure.} and she grieved and lamented so much, poor girl. I missed my dip in the Jahnavi through talking to
her. I had come here at dawn to wash clothes, and then Keshto came too.”
“Thakurjhi, which of your in-laws is called Ganga, now?”
“The name of the wife of my husband’s youngest paternal uncle is Phangamani, which is why we say Jahnavi.
We’re forbidden to pronounce the names of almost all our elder in-laws. Our family’s a large one, you see, and so
we have to be careful about all names. We aren’t like modern women, who’d be careful only about the names of
their parents-in-law.”
“Indeed, Thakurjhi, how accursed the Mitras’ bride is. I suppose that makes four or five daughters now. Well,
my eldest daughter-in-law has been blessed with these two, and two others got spoiled; so my second daughter-inlaw has two sons, too, in spite of all our foes’ curses, and a daughter. The daughter lives with her maternal grandparents; she’s the darling of her grandmother. My second daughter-in-law is an only child, you see. Anyway, that
first daughter is being brought up by her grandmother, so we are being spared from worrying about her. Her
grandmother spoils her no end. She dresses her up like a boy; her name is Hemantakumari, and they call her Hembabu! A fine spoiled piece of goods she is, that girl. My third son’s wife, now, had two daughters, one of whom
died while still in the confinement shed, and now she’s had this baby son.”
“Well, bless him, we’ll all attend the feasts in his honor, and we’ll eat, and we’ll bring back gifts. It’s a
question of one’s family, after all. The girls are there just in vain: no postnatal worship, doesn’t matter if you
observe the eighth-day ceremony, and as for the baby’s rice-eating feast, if you really are that keen you can invite
a few people and feed them. Just a bit of sacred food to be tasted: no rites, no ceremony, and not a drop of water
goes to the forefathers. The only time a girl’s ancestors are given water is when she gets married—that’s all.”
“I must go, I must be home now: my third daughter-in-law’s father may have come already and started kicking
up a fuss. My boys are young after all; they can’t speak up that much. God knows what would have happened if I
hadn’t been so assertive! The boys think the same way too, being all modern young men. Anyway, they don’t
speak up against me much. Whenever they do, I tell them, ‘You’ve grown up now, so you’ve decided not to listen
to me anymore, haven’t you? I brought you four boys up all by myself after I was widowed, I suffered so much,
and now I’ve become a stranger to you. Your fathers-in-law are dearest to you now.’ So they can’t say anything
more after that. Only the youngest one—he’s a bit outspoken, and he’s my little one, you see, so I indulge him a
bit—I can’t scold him that much, although he messes everything up, handling the confinement bedclothes and all.
As soon as confinement is over I make my daughters-in-law wash all the bedclothes, quilt, pillows, and all.”
“Ah, my dear, you don’t have to mention it. We’ve all but lost our castes and our births and everything. These
modern young men, they’re all alike. My youngest son-in-law is like that. When Bidhu came here that time to
have her baby, my son-in-law used to come and see her every day; he would sit on her bed itself and chat for a
while and then he’d leave. The first day he came I had gone to have a bath. I came back and stopped there,
holding my beads in my hand, and all at once he came out of the confinement shed and touched the dust of my
feet. What could I do? I just said, ‘My son, ought you to have touched me after having touched the confinement
bed? And with my beads in my hand, too.’ He looked embarrassed and said, ‘I had forgotten.’ What else could I
do? The beads were desecrated, and I had to go and bathe again in the pond.
“Well, but I had to observe the rules according to my son-in-law’s wishes in caring for my daughter. I gave her
a bit of ground pepper in secret—these girls are a match for us too—she accepted it willingly enough and ate
some of it, leaving the rest, and then she says, “I feel thirstier than ever, if I have to eat pepper, Mother, and you
won’t allow me to drink any water. I won’t feel thirsty and so I won’t need to drink water if I eat only boiled sago
all the while.’
“I don’t understand what they say, dear. They don’t feel any thirst in confinement, but we used to be so thirsty
that we’d secretly drink a bowlful of even the most unclean water. In our days we were given just so much water
to rinse our mouths with after we had eaten pepper. Can one ever survive on that?”
“Of course, what else? I’ve had these four little ones, and for each of them I’ve bribed the woman and coaxed
her into stealing some water for me to drink in confinement. Those scorching hot compresses on the one hand and
the platefuls of pepper on the other—it’s because of those that you have the terrible thirst and the burning
sensation in your body, but it’s only because of those that one’s body revives. Oh my, the musical band’s arrived.
I’m leaving now.”
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Saying this, she flung the end of her wet sari over her shoulder with a flourish and, still wringing the water out
of her thin towel, made her exit.
Matriarch: “Did you see, Goyla-bou, how conceited Harakali’s mother is! Her feet don’t seem to touch the
ground out of vanity; she must remind everybody all the time that she’s got four sons. Well, the Lord of Death
hasn’t made her suffer any pain yet, hence all this vanity. She doesn’t realize that begetting sons isn’t everything.
They have to survive, and that’s what counts. If it hadn’t been for the curse of the Lord of Death I, too, would
have been the mother of a king.”
Dairyman’s wife: “Right you are, Ma-thakrun, such pain the Lord of Death can inflict: I lost two sons and two
daughters, and am now surviving somehow with two daughters and a son. The eldest has gone to her in-laws and,
Ma-thakrun, I’ve been crying for her ever since. We’re poor people, Mother, but my little ones are such darlings,
you know; they understand I’m penniless without my telling them. Even though there are so many nice things to
buy around where we live, they never ask to eat or buy any of those, lest I can’t afford it.”
Matriarch: “Hasn’t your daughter married into an affluent family?”
Dairyman's wife: “Yes, Mother, thanks to your blessings they are pretty affluent, and they take very good care
of my Nayantara too. But can a mother’s heart ever be set at rest just by that? I feel as if my heart would break
when I see that I can’t feed my three children even a pice’s worth of puffed rice.”
Matriarch: “So what can you do? Don’t cry, stop now. Going into another’s house is the only thing a woman’s
life is meant for. Which is why I say, Goyla-bou, girls are just in vain: they’ll be going into another’s house in two
days’ time anyway. Only it’s impossible telling these young girls that it’s so.”
Dairyman’s wife: “But, Mother, it’s because they’ll be going to live with in-laws two days later that I feel so
sorrowful. It’s because of this, Mother, that I can’t stay without seeing my two daughters. Boys, Mother, will
bring in and get their own choice of people and things; they’ll get wives, they’ll be cared for all their lives—and
my heart will be at rest. Who’ll look after the girls, now, if not their mother? No mother-in-law or sister-in-law
will ever do as much, and two days later the girls will become mothers themselves and be busy looking after their
own children. If I don’t care for them today, Mother, who else will care for them later?”
Matriarch: “Oh, indeed! You’ve lost so many, which is why you’re so attached to your girls; otherwise girls are
less wanted than boys the whole world over. One swells with pride to say a boy’s been born—it sounds so good,
and it’s celebrated with such pomp too. And no one ever gets tired of having even seven sons. If the first one born
is a girl, people say, ‘Never mind. Next time it’ll be a boy.’ Whatever’s been born first should survive; the going’ll
be good only if the first one survives. Only then can one expect a son.”
Dairyman’s wife: “Yes, Mother, now I must go. It’s broad daylight.”
Little by little the ghat became deserted. I had come with dream-laden, enchanted eyes, and now returned with
the harshness of truth in my heart. Mother Nature no longer had that sweet, loving look of hers: now duty reigned
in all its might around me, and everyone was fully taken up with their duties. My eyes had no spell cast over them
anymore: everything was clearly and starkly visible in the light of the sun. My heart kept asking, Beloved, or
unloved? Even in affection there was discrimination—and not only in affection. It was there in motherly love:
even a mother loved and cared more for a son than for a daughter. Deep in thought, I came back to the bedside
and saw that my little flower had not opened yet, since the sunlight of my kisses had not yet touched her. As if
written on that calm, undisturbed face, I read:
Have mercy, that this be done:
Do not have mercy on this one.

I kissed her. She smiled, opened her eyes, and looked into my face. I drew her to my bosom and asked her,
“Little daughter of mine, are you my beloved, or are you my unloved one?”
“I am your beloved!” …
245.164 Excerpt from The Fall Of The Pala Empire\fn{750-1174}\fn{by Akshay Kumar Maitreya (1861-1930)} Nadia
District, West Bengal State, India (M) 8
1
The Pala dynasty or, as it was called in Samskrta, the Pal-anvaya, was a line of kings whose names ended with
the word pala. There is no longer any doubt as to their nationality; but a difference of opinion still lingers as to
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their caste. This is chiefly due to the fact that the Pala Kings are not known to have referred to their caste in any of
their copper-plate grants. Vaidyadeva, a minister of Kumarapala, incidentally asserted in his grant that the Palas
had sprung from the family of the Mihira (Sun). He is indirectly supported in this assertion by the royal grants
according to which some of these kings are said to have married in well-known families of the Kshatriya caste.
In the Introduction to the Ramacharita this assertion of Vaidyadeva was dismissed as a mere “pretension” of
the Pala kings, with a further observation that “as time went on, their pretensions seem to have been on the
increase.” There is, however, no proof that the Palas themselves ever advanced such “pretensions”. They, on the
other hand, remained satisfied with a mention of marriage connections with well-known Kshatriya rulers.
Devapala asserted that his father married Rannadevi, the daughter of Parabala of the Rashtrakuta family;
Narayanapala claimed that his mother Lajjadevi belonged to the Haihaya-family; and Mahipala I said that his
grandfather was born of Bhagyadevi, the daughter of Tunga.
These assertions cannot be called “pretensions”. They were not put forward “as time went on”. They were,
however, dismissed on the ground that Raja and Kshatriya having in course of time become synonymous, “it is no
wonder that the Palas, when they had ruled for two or three generations, should be regarded as Kshatriyas.” In a
country in which caste prejudices are not known to have at any time been highly set at naught, at least in matters
matrimonial, the question would legitimately claim a reconsideration, whenever new materials would be brought
to light.
The author of the Ramacharita referred to the origin (kula) of the Pala kings in two verses (I.3-4) and also to
their caste in one verse (I.17). They are the following:\fn{ Untranslated:H}
The commentary attributes double meanings to verses 3 and 4, while it distinctly says that verse 17 admits of
only one meaning, which is equally applicable to Rama and Ramapala. The epithet tat-kula-dipa (the lamp of that
family) in verse 4 is used evidently with reference to the two meanings which might be assigned to the word Ina
of verse 3. The poet and the commentators equally asserted that while Ikshvaku, the ancestor of Rama, was the
lamp of the family of Surya (Ina), king Dharmapala, the ancestor of Ramapala, was also the lamp of another
family, that of Samudra (Kamalonominal). In connection with this pun upon the word Ina, the commentator did
not deem it necessary to say what family was hinted at by the word samudra, obviously because it was too wellknown at the time to need any introduction. Samudra appears to have been used to indicate Samudra-kula, as a
proper name and not as synonym to signify the ocean.
A Bengali poem, the Dharmmamangala of Ghanarama, composed about 200 years ago, ascribed the birth of a
son of Dharmapala to the Ocean-god. This has been taken by some as a proof of a “Bengal tradition” that the Pala
Kings “descended from the Ocean-god”. This need not, however, be taken to suppose that the Ramacharita
assigned to the Pala Kings a caste, which was different from what was asserted by Vaidyadeva. Verse 17, which
really referred to the caste and not to the kula, was, according to the Commentator, capable of yielding only one
interpretation (without any equivocal meaning, in contrast with a natural one)—an interpretation which was
equally applicable to Rama and Ramapala and according to which, both were said to have been Sripati-nabhiSambhuta or Kshatriya by caste.
This Bengali poem not only ascribed a mythical origin to some of the Pala Kings from the Ocean-god, but also
asserted that one Lausena was a general of the son of Dharmmapala, and that this Lausena conquered Assam and
Orissa for his master, although this would be opposed to the clear acknowledgement in the royal grants that these
conquests had been really made by Jayapala. A perusal of the Bengali poem should show that it would not be
seriously put forward as an authority for any contested facts of history. Mr. R. D. Banerji, in his Bengali History
of Bengal, has come to the rescue of the Bengali poet with a theory that as the kula from which the Pala kings
descended was called the Samudra-kula, the Bengali poet might have taken it to mean the Ocean-god, without
knowing the real truth. But he too has entirely ignored the Bengali poet in respect of his stories about Lausena,
which found a prominent mention in the Introduction to the Ramacharita and subsequently crept also into a
standard work, The Early History of India.
They were plebeians, and so they thought well to remain.

This observation to the Ramacharita about the origin of the Pala kings, does not appear to be based upon any
trustworthy evidence. Indeed there has hitherto been discovered only one document, the grant of Dharmapala, of
the 32nd year of his reign, to throw any useful light upon the question. According to this grant, Gopala was the first
king of the dynasty. His father Vappyata, though not actually a king, “had decorated the world with many golden
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deeds of great merit.” He was born of Dayitavishpu, who is said to have been “sanctified by all sorts of
knowledge.” Beyond this the genealogy does not go.
There is hardly anything in the above account to justify the observation that the Pala kings were “plebeians”;
and there is certainly no authority for the further observation that as they were plebeians, “so they thought well to
remain”. In any case, Gopala must have been a person of great promise, capacity and family prestige as will
appear from the circumstances which led ultimately to his elevation to the throne.
The traditional genealogy of the Pala kings, which came to be recorded in later times, in Persian, Bengali or
Tibetan, does not agree with one another, nor with what has now been discovered from the epigraphic records. Yet
the names of Dharmapala, Devapala, Mahipala, and Ramapala, still linger in the memory of the people of Bengal;
and they are found associated with the names of many places in the country. The names of Dharmapala and
Devapala crept even into the genealogical annals, the Kulasastras, of the Brahmanas. But from these sources the
genealogy of the Pala kings could not be gathered. In fact, a hundred years had to contribute to the gradual
discovery of materials to supply the necessary data.
*
The first inscribed records, to throw any useful light upon the subject, were accidentally discovered in 1780 in
(1) a grant of Devapala at Munghyr and (2) in a Garuda pillar inscription of Bhatta Guruva near the Mangalabarihat in the District of Dinajpur. The royal grant was unfortunately lost after an imperfect eye copy and an
indifferent English translation had been published. The Garuda pillar, with the inscription on it, still stands in situ.
The royal inscription disclosed three names, viz., Gopala, Dharmapala and Devapala, as the names of the first
three kings of the dynasty. The Garuda pillar inscription disclosed four names, viz. Dharmma, Devapala, Surapala,
and Narayanapala. The eighteen[th] century virtually closed with the discovery of the three names of the first five
kings of the Pala dynasty, without any direct information as to their origin, caste, or circumstances which led to
their accession to power. But these two epigraphic records amply indicated that these kings were powerful rulers
of a vast Empire, which, in the days at least of King Devapala, extended from Ocean to ocean on the east and the
west.
Early in the nineteenth century (1806 A.D.) the royal grant of a king named Vigrahapala was discovered at
Amgachi in the District of Dinajpur. But the corroded state of the plate on which the inscription was engraved
stood for long as a great obstacle to any satisfactory decipherment. It was thus the discovery of the royal grant of
Narayanapala at Bhagalpur, which threw fresh light on the subject, and materially corroborated the information
already gathered by scholars. Subsequent discoveries of the royal grants of Mahipala I at Bananagara in the
District of Dinajpur, of Dharmapala at Khalimpur in the District of Malda, and again of Madanapala at Manahali
in the District of Dinajpur, have gradually disclosed the names of seventeen kings of the Pala dynasty in the
following chronological order, namely: (1) Gopala I, (2) Dharmapala, (3) Devapala, (4) Vigrahapala I alias
Surapala I, (5) Narayanapala, (6) Rajyapala, (7) Gopala II, (8) Vigrahapala II, (9) Mahipala I, (10) Nayapala, (11)
Vigrahapala III, (12) Mahipala II, (13) Surapala II, (14) Ramapala, (15) Kumarapala, (16) Gopala III, and (17)
Madanapala. The royal grants further disclosed that Dharmapala had a brother named Vakpala, and a son named
Tribhuvanapala, who was the Yuvaraja; while Devapala had a brother named Jayapala, and a son named
Rajyapala who was his heir apparent.
*
The acquisition of the Ramacarita in 1897 supplied a fresh corroboration to the royal grants, and disclosed
many additional details about the achievements of some of the Pala kings. This poem may be interpreted to
suggest that Madanapala, the last king in the list, had a son, although we have not as yet found any proof of his
succession to his father’s kingdom.
After the discovery of the grant of Narayanapala, a controversy arose as to whose sons Devapala and his
younger brother Jayapala, mentioned in verse 5 of the grant, were. It was generally agreed upon, although it is
difficult to discover upon what authority, that Dharmapala was childless, and that hence his nephew Devapala, the
son of Vakpala, succeeded him. This assumption, was, however, negatived by the discovery of the grant
Dharmapala who actually had his heir-apparent, Tribhuvanapala, who held the office of the Yuvaraja,\fn{Heirapparent:H} and acted as the dutaka of the grant. It was then necessary to make a further assumption that Yuvaraja
Tribhuvanapala predeceased Dharmapala; and so Devapala, the son of the brother of the King, succeeded him.
But the grant of Devapala (revised and properly translated by Prof. Keilhorn) disclosed the real truth—that
Devapala was the son of Dharmapala, and not that of his brother Vakpala, and that Devapala had a son named
Rajyapala, who was the Yuvaraja (heir-apparent).
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Thus ended a long cherished theory, and the genealogy of the Pala Kings, so far as Devapala was concerned,
had to be modified.
*
It is now clear how the error came to be introduced. It was due to putting a construction upon the word tsmat,
the first word of the fifth verse, which was supposed to refer to Vakpala and not to Dharmapala. The first verse
referred to Gopaladeva, the second to Dharmapala, the third to his conquest, and to the bestowal of the Kingdom
of Mahodoya (Kanyakubja) upon Chakrayudha; while the fourth verse referred to Vakpala, the younger brother of
Dharmapala, who conquered the enemies of the king. The fifth verse then commenced with the pronoun tsmat to
narrate that “from him was born a victorious son named Jayapala, who made his elder brother Devapala enjoy all
the fruits of his conquests”. The pronoun tsmat. was not taken to refer to the principal proper noun Dharmapala; it
was taken to refer to Vakpala, who held a subordinate position.
The grant of Devapala shows that the court poet of Narayanapala intended the word tsmat to refer to
Dharmapala and not to Vakpala at all. By introducing an embellishment of composition in the nature of a
comparison, by way of a paronomasia, the court poet further indicated that, not only Devapala, but also Jayapala,
was a son of Dharmapala and that Devapala and Jayapala were brothers, they were not cousins. The verse in
question runs as follows:\fn{Untranslated:H}
It will be seen at a glance that the word “Devapala” could be applied to the king as well as to Indra who was
the pala (protector) of the devas. This offered an opportunity to the poet to suggest a comparison between the
younger brother of Indra and the younger brother of King Devapala. If the name Jayapala could admit of the
requisite double meaning, a perfect paronomasia could have been indulged in. But as the word Jayapala could not
be so utilized, the poet introduced the expression Upendra-charitai to compare the achievements (charita) of the
younger brother of Indra with those of the younger brother of Devapala in that both of them conquered the world
only to bestow the same upon their respective elder brothers.
This comparison, and the use of the word purvaje, to show the relationship which existed between Devapala
and Jayapala, have not been taken into proper consideration by some who persist in their opinion that Devapala
was not the elder brother, but a cousin of Jayapala. It is amusing to note that before the learned exposition of Prof.
Kielhorn was published, there was no difference of opinion as to the relationship between Devapala and Jayapala,
both of whom were recognized to have been related to each other as brothers, not as cousins. As soon as Devapala
was proved by his own grant to have been a son of Dharmapala and not of Vakpala, Jayapala should also have
been taken as another son of the same king.
But some scholars took up a different attitude. While they were forced to accept. Devapala as a son of
Dharmapala, they refused to give up their theory in respect of both, and persisted in a new opinion that at least
Jayapala was a son of Vakpala. The Introduction to the Ramacharita persisted in that view, but omitted to point
out what light, if any, could be thrown upon this controversy by the poem.
*
The problem before the poet was to establish parallels between his hero and the hero of the Ramayana. He had
accordingly to select only some of the Pala kings, some in preference to others, with whom he could conveniently
establish his parallels. Gopala the first king did not find a place in the poem as he would be too insignificant to be
compared to the first king from whom the hero of the Ramayana descended. The first King selected for this
purpose was Dharmapala.
“In his family,” says the poet, “were born the Kings of the world.”
The Commentator says that this verse (I.6) admits of only one interpretation, which is equally applicable to
both sides. Had the family of Dharmapala been really extinct with the death of Devapala, and had that of Vakpala
(through Jayapala}, reigned after Devapala, the poet could not have compared Dharmapala with Ikshvaku; he
would have in that case selected Vakpala for the comparison.
We have no evidence that Jayapala was a son of Vakpala. Only one evidence was referred to in the
Introduction to the Ramacharita, to have been discovered in the colophon of a Samskrta work (the Chhandogaparisishtaprakarana of Narayana) noticed in a Catalogue.\fn{ Eggeling’s India Office Catalogue, Part I, pp. 92-93} This
evidence was represented to disclose that
Jayapala, though a Buddhist, performed his father’s funeral ceremony according to Hindu rites, and Umapati, a very
learned Brahmana of Kanjivilvi, got the Mahadana in this ceremony.

The verse in question runs, however, as follows:\fn{ Untranslated:H}
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This verse does not say that the kshmapala (king) Jayapala, mentioned in it, was Jayapala of the Pala dynasty
of Bengal; nor does it say that he was a son of Vakpala. The epithet Kshmapala shows, on the other hand, that
Jayapala of this verse was a king, while Jayapala of the Pala dynasty was only the brother of a king. It does not
also say that a funeral ceremony was performed by anyone. The word sraddha (respectful) was used along with
the word prabhuta (profuse) as adjective of mahadana, to indicate its nature. This word, mahadana, as a wellknown technical term, did not signify a distribution of gifts during or in connection with a funeral ceremony; it
denoted only one of the sixteen classes of gifts, such as Tulapurusha and the like.
*
The controversy has been carried further to the relationship which subsisted between King Devapala and his
successor. According to the grant of Devapala his son and heir-apparent was named Rajyapala. The name of
Vigrahapala and not that of Rajyapala appeared in the grants of Narayanapala, and other subsequent kings, as the
name of the successor of Devapala. It was, therefore, assumed once more that, like his father, Devapala was also
unfortunate in losing his son, the Yuvaraja, during his life time.
This assumption was sought to be based upon an interpretation of the expression tat-sunuh in verse 7 of the
grant of Narayanapala. If that interpretation were correct on the ground that the expression tat-sunuh was placed
next after an account of the military achievements of Jayapala, the epithet tatsmat in verse 5, composed by the
same poet, should have made Devapala a son of Vakpala on the same ground. The grant of Devapala, however,
stands against it, and discloses the rite of composition which purported to indicate the last king by the pronoun.
Although Dr. Hoernle, in the Centenary Review of the Asiatic Society of Bengal,\fn{Appendix II, p. 206} pointed out
the proper interpretation, the genealogy of the Pala kings, after Devapala, has not as yet been corrected.
*
A comparable study of all available inscriptions relating to the Pala kings would show that some of them, at
any rate, had more than one name. Thus, Surapala, of the Garuda pillar inscription, has already been accepted as a
proper name of Vigrahapala I. Yuvaraja Tribhuvanapala of the grant of Dharmapala might have been another
name of Devapala; and Yuvaraja Rajyapala of the grant of Devapala might have the other name of Surapala I
alias Vigrahapala I. The assumption that Yuvarajas Tribhuvanapala and Rajyapala predeceased their fathers has
all the look of a strange implication of similar calamities upon two successive kings of the same dynasty.
*
There is no evidence as to who, if any, succeeded Madanapala, the seventeenth king on the list. Tradition
cannot help us here.
“Taranatha and certain Bengali authors,” says the Early History of India, “treat Ramapala as the last of his
dynasty, or at any rate, the last who exercised considerable power; but the inscriptions prove that he was followed
by five kings of his family.”
The inscriptions, however, cannot go so far. They prove that Ramapala was followed by only three kings of his
family. Gobindapala ruled over Bihar and Indradyumnapala, according to tradition, was on the throne of Magadha
at the time of the Muhamadan conquest. But it is as yet unknown what relationship, if any, they enjoyed with each
other or with the Pala King of Bengal.
*
While most of the Pala monarchs have been completely forgotten in their own paternal territory, the names of
Dharmapala, Devapala, Mahjpala, and Ramapala are still associated with many places in Bengal. The highest and
the most ostentatious mound in the land of Varendra now goes by the name of Pahadapura (a city of the hill). It is
situated in Police Station Badalgachi in the District of Rajshahi. Dr. Buchanon Hamilton was told in his day that
the name of the mound was Gopalchitar-pahad, literally “the hill of the cremation site of Gopala.” He was of
opinion that this mound represented the ruins of a Buddhist stupa, and this opinion was, corroborated by Mr.
Westmacott, a former Collector of Dinajpur.
Sir Alexander Cunningham differed from that view and expressed an opinion that the mound might represent
the ruins of “a Brahmanical temple”. This mound stands “in the middle of a large enclosure about 1500 feet
square outside, formed by a massive earthen embankment about 150 feet broad on the east side and not more than
100 feet on the other three sides.” With this general description, Sir Alexander noted that the whole length of the
mound “from west to east is about 200 feet, the highest point being 50 feet from the western base and 150 feet
from the eastern base”.
He did not, however, meet the reasons noted by Dr. Buchanon Hamilton, who observed that its great steepness
and height had induced him to suppose that “it had been solid like many of the temples of Buddha in Ava and
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Nepal; for a hollow temple, of which the roof had fallen in, would be much flatter.” This conjecture, he further
observed, “was confirmed by the vicinity of several places,” which were “said to have belonged to the kings of
the Pala family, who were worshippers of Buddha.”
Sir Alexander, on the other hand, assigned only one reason for his conjecture. He noted that he had ventured to
call the temple a Brahmanical one “because one of the terracotta sculptures represented the goddess Kali.” His
Plate XXXI representing that terracotta sculpture cannot, however, bear him out.
The members of the Varendra Research Society paid several visits to this interesting place, and collected
specimens of terracotta still lying about the place. It awaits the spade, and time will show whether this mound
marks the spot where the first king of the Pala dynasty was actually cremated. According to the local tradition of
our day, which differs from that which was gathered by Dr. Buchanan Hamilton about a hundred years ago, this
place is called the house of a king named Mahidalana who had an intimate connection with the story of Satyapir
or Satyanarayana. It is, at any rate, an interesting place in which may lie buried valuable information regarding
the history of medieval Bengal.
2
The key to the origin of the Pala Kingdom has to be found in the circumstances which led to the elevation of
the first king of the Pala dynasty to the throne. This took place at a time before which there was anarchy in
Bengal, nay, in almost every province of Northern India. It had gradually gathered strength; and ultimately
assumed the character of a political chaos. It could be best expressed by the Sanskrit term Matsya-nyaya,
signifying a state of disorder, which enabled the strong to devour the weak, in the absence of central authority
strong enough to keep all conflicting interests under proper control.
This was not the result of a day. It came in the train of the downfall of the powerful empire of the Guptas.
*
Kumaragupta I had a long reign, extending up to the middle of the fifth century. His coins have been
discovered at many places in Bengal. A copper-plate grant of land in his reign in the Gupta year 113 (432 A.D.)
was discovered at Dhanaidaha in the District of Rajshahi. The empire of Kumaragupta I appears to have enjoyed
peace and prosperity for a long time, until the Huna invaders commenced to pour down into the Gangetic plains
with a fury, which taxed all the resources of his son, Skandagupta, to oppose. His success was, however, of little
avail to subsequent Gupta emperors, who were gradually ousted from the western half of their empire, while their
authority in the eastern half was constrained to become a nominal one.
Yasodharman Vishnuvardhana made an attempt to reorganize the shattered empire, after he had inflicted a
crushing defeat upon the Huna king Mihirakula. He claimed to have extended his empire as far east as the banks
of the Brahmaputra (Lohitya), and as far south as “the palm-groves in the valley of the Mahendra hill”. His death,
however, once again offered an opportunity to political disorder to gather strength in all parts of the Empire, and
to give rise to numerous kingdoms. It was the king and not the people on whom rested the rise and fall of these
temporary kingdoms.
Two persons, Sasanka and Harshavardhana, next aspired to rebuild the Empire, in opposition to each other, as
rivals in the field. The life-story of Harsha in the Harshacharita and the traditions recorded in the Travels of the
Chinese Pilgrim, Yuan Chwang, throw some light upon this contest for power.
Sasanka assumed the title of Gaudapati, coined money, and led his victorious army even up to the gates of the
capital of his rival. His origin is shrouded in mystery. He had his capital at Karnasuvarna in the Radha Division of
Bengal. His title of Gaudesvara, recognized even by the court poet of his rival, shows clearly that his kingdom
was in Bengal. Some coins disclosed a name which was supposed to be Narendraditya. The title ending in -aditya
thus discovered on coins was taken by some as assumed by Sasanka.
A partial resemblance of his coins with those of the Gupta Emperors induced some writers to suppose that
Sasanka was either a son or a nephew of Mahasenagupta of the Gupta dynasty of Magadha. This view appears to
be based upon the discovery of Narendragupta as a name of Sasanka in only one of the manuscripts of the
Harshacarita.
It is unsafe to place implicit reliance upon a single manuscript in this respect. If the reading of the legend on
the coin really shows the name Narendraditya, that fact also does not appear sufficient to prove that Sasanka
belongs to the Gupta dynasty. Sasanka, the first king who assumed the title of Gaudesvara, ruled over a vast
territory which extended over parts of Magadha, Kalinga, and Assam, but his capital was situated in Bengal. If he
was a Bengali, and a feudal chief in the beginning of his career, we have in the story of Sasanka the first attempt
of a Bengali to establish an Empire and to extend his authority beyond the borders of his native land. A copper1163

plate grant of Mahasamanta Madhava of the Sailodbhava family of Kalinga kings, dated in the Gupta year 300
{619 A.D.) shows that Sasanka was lord of a vast kingdom.
*
The death of Sasanka left the field open for his rival, who survived to establish an Empire, the influence of
which appears to have been extended as far East as Kimarupa where his friend and ally Bhaskaravarman held his
sway. A recently discovered copper-plate grant of Bhaskara simultaneously published by professors
Radhagovinda Basak and Padmanatha Vidyabinoda has announced the interesting fact that Bhaskara granted
lands in northern Bengal from his victorious camp situated at Karnasuvarna, the late capital of Sasanka. This has,
therefore, given a start to a theory that after the death of Sasanka, his kingdom lay for a term at the mercy of his
great rival Harsha, who extended his influence over it through Bhaskara, his friend and ally.
It was during this period of temporary lull in the chronic contest for power that the Chinese pilgrim paid a visit
to various places of Bengal and Kamarupa. His account, though meagre or silent in many respects, gives us an
ample account of peace, prosperity and culture in the land.
*
The death of Harsha and of Bhaskara once more altered the political aspect. A state of constant change
followed the temporary lull and the different provinces of Bengal came to be occupied by one adventurer after
another, some of whom pretended to wield their power as agents of the Gupta Emperors of old. A copper-plate
grant, discovered in Tipperah, and published by Professor Radhagovinda Basak, shows that there was a scramble
for power, during which the sripatta (the royal seal or charter) of the Viceroy (kumaramaty-adhikarana) of the
Guptas was used by a ruler named Lokanatha as evidence of his authority, with a small seal of his own imbedded
in the same.
*
Instead of securing permanent peace and prosperity to the country, these individual efforts and pretensions
appear to have thrown the country into a state of greater political chaos. Determined to put an end to this recurring
disorder, the people of Bengal ventured to take a bold step: to elect a king. The tradition about this election was
thus recorded by Taranatha:
In Orissa and Bengal and in five other provinces of the East, every kshatriya, brahmana and merchant (vaisya)
made himself the chief of the districts, but there was no king ruling the whole country. The widow of one of these
departed chiefs used to kill every night the person who had been chosen as king, until after several years, Gopala, who
had been elected king, managed to free himself and obtained the Kingdom.

This traditional account gives a graphic description of the situation, which may be said to have repeated itself
on the fall of the Moghul Empire of India. These eastern provinces were well known for prosperity, the seaports
of the Bengal coast were great centers of lucrative commerce. A state of political chaos for a country like this
must have pressed heavily upon the people. Their determination to put a stop to it could, therefore, be readily
accepted as a probable event of history.
But the solitary evidence of that event, based upon nothing better than a mere tradition, recorded by a foreign
writer, many centuries after the alleged election, failed to receive proper recognition, although Sir Alexander
Cunningham referred to it in some of his Survey Reports.
*
As some of the traditional accounts, recorded by Taranatha, were found to have been actually contradicted by
unimpeachable contemporaneous epigraphic records discovered in various parts of Bengal, none of his accounts
were deemed worthy of serious consideration. This spirit to err on the side of caution still continues with many,
who refuse to accept the authority of Taranatha in respect of any tradition recorded by him, unless a corroboration
is offered by contemporaneous records of undoubted authority.
But in respect of the tradition about the Election of Gopala, the opening verse of the grant of Narayanapala
would have supplied such corroboration, if it was sought to be properly analyzed. The verse runs as follows:\fn
{Untranslated:H}
This verse purported to eulogize Lokanatha (Buddha) as well as Gopaladeva, the founder of the Buddhist
religion as well as the founder of the Pala dynasty, the latter being called another (anys-cha) Lokanatha as he too
was a lord (natha) of men (loka). The epithets used in praise of the one were used also in praise of the other. Thus,
both were said to have been dasabala, because Buddha was dasabala as he was the teacher of the ten
commandments, technically called dasabala; and Gopala was dasabala as he was a king whose strength (bala)
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consisted in the strength of the people (dasa, literally, “ten”). Buddha obtained peace by subduing the influence of
his enemy Kama (Kamaka + ari), while Gopaladeva brought peace on earth by subduing the influence of evil men
(kama + kari) who practised lawlessness according to their pleasure.
This verse might therefore be quoted in corroboration of the traditional account of Taranatha about the source
of strength and the achievements of the first king of the Pala dynasty. It was so well known in Bengal that an
indirect reference to it under a poetic garb was deemed sufficient so long as the Pala kings retained their authority.
The discovery of the grant of Dharmapala, at Khalimpur in the District of Malda, removed all possible doubts, as
it supplied a direct proof, in unequivocal language, to the tradition of the election of Gopaladeva. The verse,
which supplied the proof, runs as follows:\fn{Untranslated:H}
This verse referred not only to the election of Gopaladeva by the people (prakritibhib), but it has disclosed the
object of the election which was to put an end to (apohitum) the prevalent anarchy (matsya-nyaya). Gopaladeva,
thus elevated to the throne, was further said to have been “the crest-jewel of the heads of all lords of the earth,”
which signified his overlordship in Bengal. As Gopaladeva was by birth a Bengali (an inhabitant of Varendri) a
national government appears to have been established by his election.
*
Although our present sources of information do not throw much light upon the details connected with the
establishment of the Pala Kingdom, they help us to some extent to understand the situation. The suppression of
the matsya-nyaya (disorder) must have been aimed at by the people for the sake of the common benefit. This they
secured by a sort of election, which placed one of the numerous local chiefs as a lord paramount above the rest.
To achieve this end the people had to select the best person, who could command universal confidence by his
character and antecedents. They had further to abdicate all local acquisitions of power and pretensions of
authority in favor of a settled government for all Bengal.
This could not have been possible without the local chief voluntarily making a self-sacrifice for the sake of the
common good. A patriotism of the purest type, which never shrinks from making the highest sacrifice, must have
inspired them to forego their aspirations to assent individual independence. This inaugurated a new epoch of the
history of Bengal, an epoch which could not have failed to fill the people with a sense of duty that they owed to
one another and to their common motherland. The election of Gopala, who was a devout Buddhist, and the
appointment of hereditary ministers of state, who were orthodox Brahmanas, would show at a glance that
difference of castes and creeds did not stand in the way of the election or the appointment of the fittest persons.
*
Taranatha ascribed a long reign of 45 years to Gopaladeva. He also assigned to him the conquest of Magadha
and the foundation of a monastery at Uddandapura. No epigraphic record has yet been discovered to corroborate
any of these assertions. The Garuda pillar inscription, on the other hand, has a significant verse, which may throw
some light upon the achievements of Gopaladeva. It runs thus:
Sakra (Indra) was the lord of the eastern region alone, not of any other quarter; but even there ( tatr-api) he was
[soon] conquered by the lords of the Daityas (although he had a competent minister in Brihaspati); Dharma
(Dharmapala), who was the master of the same eastern region (tad-adhipa) was made master by me of all the other
quarters also, so saying, he (Garga, the minister of Dharmapala) used to ridicule Brihaspati.

This verse, therefore, clearly asserts that Dharmapala inherited from his father Gopaladeva a sovereignty over
no other quarter than the east. It is probable that the reign of Gopaladeva was taken up with his efforts to
consolidate a kingdom in Bengal proper. His efforts appear to have been chiefly confined to the suppression of
lawlessness. The grant of his grandson Devapala refers to military achievements in that direction only, and Gopala
is said to have succeeded ultimately in giving a rest to his army when he had achieved his object. The first verse
of the grant of Devapala may therefore be taken into consideration in this connection. That verse runs as
follows:\fn{Untranslated:H}
Professor Keichorn suggested that “like the verses at the commencement of the Dinajpur, Bhagalpur and
Amgachi plates, this verse is applicable to both the founder of the Buddhist religion, Siddhartha, Sugata,
Sarvarthasiddha, and the king.” He thought that “the king in this case was Devapala, who issued this grant.”
But the verse at the commencement of the other plates referred to the founder of theBuddhist religion as well
as to the founder of the Pala dynasty (not to the king who issued the grant). King Devapala may similarly be taken
to have referred to Gopaladeva and not to himself in the first verse of his grant.
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This view agrees better with the scheme of composition adopted by the court poet. The first verse may
therefore be referred to as another epigraphic record to indicate in an indirect manner that Gopaladeva was elected
king by the people. The epithet parartha-susthira-mateh applied to him would show that his determination was
steady in securing the good of his people. Gopaladeva may be said to have been siddhartha as he had attained his
object, and he may be said to have been sugata as he had come (to be chosen a king) at the right moment; he may
also be said to have been sarvartha-bhumisvara as he had succeeded in extending his authority upon all interests
(artha) and lands (bhami).
*
The grant of Devapala ascribes to Gopaladeva the enjoyment of a Kingdom which extended “as far as the sea”
and “not from sea to sea”. As there is no direct or indirect reference to any reverse of fortune, either in the royal
grants or in the tradition recorded by Taranatha, the allegation of Gopaladeva’s defeat at the hands of Vatsaraja
has to be taken with caution.
This allegation is chiefly based upon a chronological theory about the reign of Gopaladeva, which has been
assumed to have commenced 45 years before 800 A.D. A verse of the Jaina Harivamsa records an account that in
the Saka year 705 (783-784 A.D.) Vatsaraja was one of the kings in upper India who ruled over the western
quarter. This Vatsaraja is said to have obtained a victory over the Kingdom of Gauda and to have carried off as
trophies of his conquest two umbrellas (insignia of independent authority) one belonging to the lord of Gauda,
and another to that of Vanga.
But Vatsaraja was in his turn defeated after this conquest, and was obliged to retire to the desert tracts of
Rajputana, when he had been hard pressed by the Rashtrakuta king, Dhruva. Besides other reasons, the story of
the capture of two umbrellas by Vatsaraja, seems to indicate that his victory was achieved at a time when Bengal
had more than one independent king, each wielding separate authority and possessing an umbrella of his own.
This account, in the absence of more definite information, can hardly be taken as consistent with the age,
which was subsequent to that of the election of Gopaladeva. It seems more probable that the successful raid of
Vatsaraja opened the eyes of the people of Bengal, and hastened their efforts to elect a king for the whole country.
The dates of the beginning or the end of the reign of Gopaladeva have not yet been definitely settled. He
appears to have been remembered by a grateful posterity as the first Bengali king of Bengal who like the founder
of Buddhism, inaugurated a reign of peace after the country had repeatedly suffered from a reign of terror during
the period of matsya-nyaya or disorder.
*
The kingdom, which was thus established in Bengal, was based upon the well-known principles of federation
which the Indian feudal system acknowledged from remotest antiquity. The Gaudesvara wielded a central
authority which was set up by the election and maintained by the feudal chiefs, who lived under his protection.
The kingdom was divided into provinces, circles, districts and villages; and the administration used to be carried
on by the feudal chiefs in their own territories under a policy which recognized and encouraged local selfgovernment of an indigenous type.
The feudal chiefs do not, however, appear to have enjoyed unrestricted authority to make free gifts of lands of
the kingdom. Narayapavarman, the mahasamantadhipati (the head of the feudal chiefs) of King Dharmapala,
makes an application for a free grant of land to the king himself. This fact, mentioned in the Khalimpur grant of
Dharmapala, shows the nature of the rights enjoyed by the feudal lords.
The feudal chiefs of the north alone are said to have paid subsidies in the shape of horses for the royal cavalry.
The word prabhritikrita used in the royal grants leads to that conclusion. …
247.28 Excerpts from Selected Works Of Motilal Nehru I: 1899-1918: 1. “Motilal Nehru’s Diary” (May 1905)
2. “Short History Of The Nehru Family” (1910) 3. “Resolution Expressing Loyalty And Devotion To The
British Throne” (1914) 4. “Resolution Regarding Amendment In Education Code” (1914)\fn{by Motilal Nehru
(1861-1931)} Agra, Agra District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 8
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1
I had intended to write this diary from day to day but something or other has prevented my doing so to this day
(the 20th May 1905). I hope to be able to be more regular henceforth. The following dates from the 10 th to the 20th
May are all written today.
There is very little worth recording before we actually started on the 10 th May. I did not go to the High Court
after the 3rd May & spent all my time in making the necessary arrangements for the voyage and seeing friends
who were good enough to call.
There is one incident which must be mentioned for my own and my friends’ future guidance. I was from the
very beginning anxious to secure our cabins on the Spar deck of the Macedonia and wrote to Messrs Thomas
Cook & Son to reserve the necessary accommodation on that deck. The latter wrote back to say that there were no
3 berth cabins on the Spar deck & that they had selected two cabins for me & party on the main deck. They were
loud in praise of these cabins but I wired to them to telegraph the numbers of cabins available on the Spar deck so
that I may have an opportunity of seeing their situation on the plan and noting the points of difference between
them & those on the main deck.
The reply received was that no berths were available on the Spar deck. I had no reason to disbelieve the
assurance of a respectable European firm and thought there was nothing for it but to accept the accommodation
offered on the main deck. Shortly afterwards my friend Mr. Krishna who was to be one of the party arrived from
Benares and being in very poor health was very much disappointed to find that he would have to do the long
voyage in a stuffy main deck cabin.
We put our heads together and came to the conclusion that it was impossible for a big boat like the Macedonia
to be so full before the commencement of the real “home going” season as to leave no cabin on the Spar or higher
deck available. We tried the expedient of asking the P. & O. office directly by wire if any such accommodation
was available and took care to use the surname of my nephew Ladli Parshad Zutshi as the sender of the telegram
hoping it would be mistaken for a German or other foreign name & elicit the truth in reply.
The dodge succeeded and the reply was:
“Excellent accommodation hurricane deck Macedonia available Wire names of passengers!”
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Thereupon I wrote and wired to Cook’s office at Bombay to secure two hurricane deck berths for Krishna and
Jawaharlal telling them that the former had ascertained from the P. & O. office that the said accommodation was
available. Cook’s reply was that they had seen the P. & O. agent but he did not remember having received any
communication from Mr. Krishna and that no berths were available on the hurricane deck. Mark the evasiveness
of the first part of the reply and the utter falsehood of the second. In receipt of this letter I wired to Cook to say
that the action of the P. & O. was thoroughly unjustifiable and instructed them to cancel all passages taken for me
at once, giving the P. & O. notice of my claim for damages and to engage the required accommodation by S. S.
Sydney (Medsageries) sailing five days later.
The reply to this was that on account of the sudden cancellation of two passages the two berths required by me
on the hurricane deck became available and were reserved. The reason given was lie no. 2.
When we came on board we found several other cabins on the hurricane deck quite empty. It would do good to
Lord Curzon to be informed of this example of Western veracity.
The moral of this is that in future if I have to travel by a P. & O. boat my passage shall be engaged by a
European friend in his own name and will subsequently be transferred to me.
*
10th May
After some affecting leave takings & partings we left Anand Bhawan at 10:30 a.m. for the Railway Station.
Our party, besides myself, consists of my wife, our son & daughter, and our friend Mr. Krishna, who is very
poorly, suffering from a severe type of heart disease. All my .nephews present in Allababad & some of my nieces
went with us to the Ry. station where we found a large number of friends assembled on the platform to bid us
good bye.
There was again some blubbering of the eyes and a somewhat free use of handkerchiefs, and after the usual
shake hands, the Bombay Mail train slowly steamed out of the station shortly before noon with the first Kashmiri
lady and the first Kashmiri baby bound for Europe. Shama and Oma with their children accompanied us to
Bombay.
The journey to Bombay was the usual hot and uncomfortable Indian Ry. journey. By the kindness of the D.T.S.
of the E.I.R. we were provided with a first class carriage of the new type which was free from jolting and on the
whole we had a fairly good journey. Krishna bore it very well and did not seem any the worse for it.
11th May
We arrived at Bombay at 3:30 p.m and were met by Cook’s man at the Victoria Terminus. There were some
Parsi relations of Guzder also present to receive us. We drove to the Taj Mahal Hotel where rooms were reserved
for us by Cook. The Hotel is a grand pile of architecture and most beautifully located on a plot reclaimed from the
sea. We soon found out however that the management and attendance were far from satisfactory. There was very
little of day left when we had done with our ablutions and no business could therefore be transacted. We took a
drive before dinner and returned soon after.
12th May
This was a busy day and was wholly spent in settling accounts with Cook & making purchases for the voyage.
Wife had one of her attacks of diarrhea and was confined to her rooms. Jawaharlal and I were out all day.
The day having been spent in purchases the greater part of the night was given to packing. The heavy baggage
for the hold was sent through Cook to the Ballard Pier.
13th May
Packing continued till 1 o’clock in the morning. Electric light was out and we worked with candles. At about
1:30 I prepared to retire and was adjusting the two beds near the electric fan when the iron top of the head of one
of the bedsteads gave way and fell upon my left foot about an inch above the toes. A screw was projecting out of
the lower bar and this pierced my foot right through causing profuse bleeding. I must have lost at least pound of
blood. The only thing handy was ice and by freely applying it I succeeded in stopping the blood and went to sleep.
Got up at about 7:30 a.m. Sent for the doctor (one Dr. Deans) who lives on the premises but who took quite
two hours to come up on a lift and walk a dozen yards. He dressed the injured foot & charged a sovereign for
doing so. I could hardly put my foot on the ground and was very doubtful of my being able to walk on the pier.
Niranjan Nath Hukku\fn{ Father of Uma Nehru} came this morning from Hubli to escort Oma & her children. He
was so late in coming and I was so cross by the accident of the preceding night and with the ever increasing
number of packages for our cabin baggage that I did not talk to him on certain important matters connected with
his daughter & son-in-law. The major part of the very short time he was with us was occupied by his kindly
undertaking to do some shopping for us.
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I was informed at Cook’s office that the steamer would start punctually at 1 p.m. Krishna & Jawaharlal
managed to slip away just when it was time to leave the Hotel & go to the Pier. The medical examination of the
passengers was to begin at 12 (noon) and up to 11:30 there was no trace of Krishna &- Jawaharlal. I sent the
ladies with Niranjan Nath to the Pier & waited for the truants with such patience as I could command after
repeated contretemps. They turned up however shortly after and we reached the Ballard Pier in good time.
The most foolish thing I did was to leave the delicious mangoes brought by Niranjan Nath at the hotel although
pressed by him to take them. We have repented for this almost every day since we left Bombay specially when we
saw that some fellow passengers of ours were wiser and had brought a good supply with them. I counted on the
hospitality of the P. & O. Co., which to the general disappointment of all proved extremely niggardly.
Shortly after arrival at the Pier we took leave of Niranjan Nath, Shamji, Oma, and the children & marched into
the medical examination shed; wife and Nanni going into the one intended for ladies and I followed by
Jawaharlal into that for gentlemen. I found the same old doctor whom I had met in 1899 & 1900. The medical
examination was a farce as usual, the doctor just feeling the pulse and asking where you came from & where you
were putting up at Bombay & passing you out at the other door. Jawaharlal was passed without any questions.
We walked to the end of the Pier where one of the P. & O. Co.’s tenders was waiting for us. I found some
difficulty in walking but managed to get on board the tender somehow or other. We met Mrs. Annie Besant and
Mrs. Aikman here. Shortly after the tender filled up with passengers & steamed away from the shores of India to
where the Macedonia was lying at anchor and within a few minutes we found ourselves on board this magnificent
vessel of which the P. & O. Co. may well be proud. We saw our baggage into our cabins and went on the
Promenade Deck to enjoy the breeze and watch the coming of more passengers. This went on till about 3.30 p.m.
Indians are believed to be a very unpunctual race and I think the P. & O. Co. got infected with unpunctuality by
carrying the Indian Mails for a long series of years.
The anchor was heaved at 4 p.m. and the voyage began at last. For about an hour all binoculars were pointed
towards the shore we were leaving. Snapshots were also being taken here & there. I had provided myself with a
Kodak and a pair of binoculars (by Ross, London, power.= /12) at Bombay through Shamji. The glasses proved
satisfactory though not the very best which I wanted to have. As for the Kodak I had never handled it, or for that
matter any other camera, before, and my only knowledge of working it was derived from Shamji, who gave some
hints as to how the instrument was to be used. Jawaharlal followed those hints & took a few snapshots or rather
imagined that he did so. It has got to be seen if the films have taken any impression.
We were soon out of sight of land & occupied ourselves by preparing to minister to the inner man. Dinner at 7
p.m., a stroll on the deck by such as could walk and lounging in deck chairs by those like me followed dinner and
we retired to rest in our cabins at about 10 p.m.
So far the Sea was beautifully calm and the Macedonia majestically ploughed it without the slightest pitching
or rolling—no sign of seasickness. The main deck cabin occupied by wife, Nanni & myself was tolerably cool
and the electric fan made our sleep quite enjoyable.
14th May
Long. E. 67.34 Miles from Bombay 311. Arabian Sea.
Woke up after a refreshing sleep. Sea continues to be calm. No sign of land. “Water, water, everywhere but not
a drop to drink” though there is lots of it on board to drink, and not only water but all sorts of drinks. Henceforth
life on board is monotonous. The only thing to do is to study the fellow passengers and eat the numerous meals
provided. My bad foot does not allow me to take any exercise though I was determined to walk on deck all day
before the accident occurred to my foot. It is the old story of man proposing and someone else disposing. Want of
exercise more than counterbalances the good to be derived from the sea breeze and I do not expect to be very
much better at the end of the voyage.
It will be convenient to give an account of the ship and my fellow passengers at one place. My knowledge of
both is of course expanding every day but it is no use giving my experiences piecemeal. I reserve this for the end
of the voyage.
15th May
Arabian Sea. Lat. N. 16.44—Long. E. 61.1—Miles 386.
Sea perfectly calm, nothing worth recording.
16th May
Arabian Sea. Lat. N. 14.41—Long. E. 54.32—Miles 386.
The only thing remarkable is the fact that the ship’s run was exactly what it was during the previous 24 hours.
17th May
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Arabian Sea. Lat. N. 13.31—Long. E. 48.52—Miles 339
Rather warm but not unbearable. Aden is only 234 miles from here. Wrote letters to be posted at Aden almost
all day.
18th May
Aden.
Arrived early in the morning. Not allowed to land under the Plague regulations. The steamer took a few
passengers. I have seen Aden before. It is a barren place & the town is built on a bleak rock. There is nothing
interesting except of course the strategical position of the Port, which is invaluable. Left Aden after breakfast. At
12 (noon) the position was: Lat. N. 12.32—Long. E. 43.48—Miles from Aden, 73
19th May
Red Sea. Lat. N. 18.03—Long. E. 39.57—Miles 409
Weather getting warmer. Very unpleasant in the cabin. Wife objects to sleeping on deck. Had to sleep in the
cabin.
20th May
Red Sea. Lat. N. 23.48—Long. E. 36.35—Miles 393
Sudden change of temperature. Caught a chill—getting hoarse, otherwise very agreeable. Sea perfect
21st May
Suez.
Arrived at Suez at noon. Medical examination as usual a farce. It consisted only in each passenger being called
out by name & his or her walking out at the companion door in the presence of the Egyptian doctor.
There was some difficulty with the second saloon passengers about the medical examination. I could not
ascertain the true nature of it. An officer of the ship said it was only laziness on the part of the second saloon
passengers who took a lot of time to assemble in the Music room—a fellow passenger assured me that it was a
case of smallpox on board. Whatever the reason we were detained at Suez for full six hours.
Suez is one of the prettiest little places I have seen in a picture. I have never been allowed to land there and
have always had to be content with such view of it as I could get from the steamer.
The only part of it which can be seen with the naked eye from the steamer is what is called the “canal colony”.
This is situate on a tongue of land having the canal on one side and the sea (the Gulf of Suez) on the other and is
at considerable distance from the town the outlines of which are just visible. A strong binocular helps to
distinguish some fine domes and turrets from a mass of rather commonplace buildings not very dissimilar to the
buildings one is accustomed to see in an Indian town. It is however the “canal colony” which has impressed me
most. The houses and offices are little villas situate on small grounds of their own with beautiful lawns and rows
of trees. From, a distance these beautiful little houses look like jewels set in green enamel.
It was dark as soon as we entered the canal and could not see the interesting sights of it.
22nd May
Port Said. Arrived at Port Said at about 9 a.m. Again not allowed to land. The worst of it was that the steamer
had to coal here, and to prevent the coal dust from entering the cabins and the companions, all the port holes were
closed and the canvas curtains on the awnings of the open decks were let down. The steamer was thus converted
into a prison and we were all cooped up in it.
A large number of passengers came in here and we were pretty full now though there were still some empty
cabins on every deck. Divers for money came up to our boat and a few shillings and sixpences greeted them. The
sport was not at all interesting.
Some jolly boats with musicians, male and female, drew up alongside and the passengers managed to make the
most of the situation by listening to the music and taking snapshots by lifting the curtains. By the way we had
exhausted the films in our Kodak and not knowing how to replace them had to put away our camera.
It took quite five hours to coal, after which the port holes were opened & the curtains lifted up. The decks were
washed clean and once again things began to look bright.
We could now have a good view of the harbor and the nearer buildings. I have landed here once before (1900).
The row of buildings opposite our steamer is one continuation of restaurants & cafés & tobacco shops with a
sprinkling of offices of merchants & shipping agents. It is a pretty sight from the steamer but not much when you
actually land and go to these places. The prettiest part is the breakwater on which stands a magnificent statue of
M. de Lesseps, the French Engineer, to whose genius the world owes one of the greatest engineering feats of the
age which has cut down a tiresome voyage of months to a pleasant trip of a few hours. This is passed as the
steamer enters the Mediterranean coming out of the Port Said harbor. Some big ships were to be seen in the
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harbor—one called the Ophir was a particularly nice boat. This was converted into a yacht for the Prince &
Princess of Wales!
23rd May
The Mediterranean Sea. Lat. N. 32.48—Long E. 27.9—miles 290 from Port Said.
Sea perfectly calm. Strong head-wind—rather cold.
24th May
The Mediterranean Sea Lat N. 34.33—Long E. 19.49—miles 379.
It is only 274. miles to Malta where we are due early tomorrow morning. This is a deviation from the ordinary
course of the P. and O. boats. They usually pass through the Straits of Bonifacio, thus allowing the passengers a
view of the coasts of Corsica and Sardinia and also that of the Vesuvius and [illegible]. The former has recently
been very active and a very interesting spectacle might have been witnessed if we had taken the old route. We are
however to be allowed to land at Malta and this I trust will compensate for our missing the Vesuvius.
25th May
Malta
Arrived at Malta at 6 a.m. We were up on deck at 7. Breakfast announced for 7:30. Some of the more
impressionable passengers like ourselves took no note of the early hour for breakfast and decided to have that
necessary meal on shore for a change. The majority, however, including Mr. Justice and Mrs. Aikman were more
frugal and prudent and did not see the fun of paying for a breakfast on shore when they could have it for nothing
on board. These stayed for breakfast while we and certain others landed. Cook’s representative introduced us to an
English-speaking guide and we took a cab to go round.
There were three things that impressed me most: (I) The Maltese headdress for women (2) the Maltese horses;
and (3) the Church of St. John.
No. 1 is simply the perfection of an orhni and is much more graceful than the palla of the costliest sari which
goes over the head of our ladies. The moment I saw it I asked the guide to buy me one and I invested £2-5-0 in it.
It may be that this headdress, which is called the valetta especially becomes the pretty women of Malta, throwing
up their fair faces against the black background but I think the graceful curve of the valetta would show to
advantage even a less favored face than Maltese
No.2. These are not large but very firmly set and beautiful animals. Everyone of them a high stepper and a
picture of a horse.
No.3. This is a magnificent building. There are two points of view from which to look at it—1 st The artistic &
nd
2 the practical. It affords the most delightful study to the lover of art. Every niche & corner abounds in
workmanship, the exquisite beauty of which does credit both to its conception and execution. The moment you
get behind the thick curtain which hangs at the entrance, and to a certain extent shuts off the noises of the busy
street called after the name of the Church, you feel transplanted into a different world. The first thing which
strikes you is the grandeur of the interior as a whole. The grand central hall or the nave is a series of stately arches
most elaborately decorated in gold & colors.
2
There is no record of the history of the family, all the old papers & documents being destroyed in the mutiny of
1857. The oldest living member of the family is my brother Pandit Bansi Dhar Nehru, a Govt. pensioner, who
retired from the post of Subordinate Judge of the 1st Grade in these Provinces some 13 years ago and is now 68
years old. He has furnished the following account, the early part of which is mainly based on family tradition.
Pandit Raj Kaul, the great-grandfather of my grandfather, was a Sanskrit and Persian scholar of great eminence
in Kashmir. He attracted the notice of the Emperor Farukhsiyar\fn{ Emperor of Delhi, 1714-1719} when the latter was
on a visit to Kashmir and the family migrated to Delhi about 1716. Some villages and a house situated on the
canal running through the city were granted in jagir to Pandit Raj Kaul. From the fact of his residence on the
canal (Nahar) he was known as Raj Kaul Nehru and in course of time the word “Nehru” came to be regarded as a
surname and was adopted as such by the family.
During the unsettled state of the throne and the country which followed the assassination of Farukhsiyar the
family went through many vicissitudes of fortune the details of which are not known with any certainty. All that is
known is that the last holders of the jagir which had then dwindled into zamindari rights in certain lands were my
great-grandfather Pandit Mausaram Nehru and his brother Pandit Saheb Ram Nehru.
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My grandfather Pandit Lachminarain Nehru was the first vakil of the “Sarkar Company” at the Imperial Court
at Delhi. My father Pandit Ganga Dhar Nehru was kotwal of Delhi for some time before the mutiny of 1857. He
died at the early age of 34 in 1861 some three months before I was born.
In the maternal line my great-grandfather was the diwan of Shamru Ki Begum (the Begum of Dyce Sombre’s).
My grandfather Pandit Shankernath Zutshi was a famous man of letters at Delhi and is mentioned by the late Sir
Syed Ahmed Khan in his book entitled As' ar-us-sanadid at p. 122.
I am the youngest of three brothers. The eldest Pandit Bansidhar Nehru already mentioned is now living in
retirement at Mathra (U.P.). The next was Pandit Nandlal Nehru who served as diwan in the Khetri State
(Rajputana) with great credit for some ten years and in that capacity rendered signal services to the Thaggi and
Dacoity Department of the British Government from which he received several kharitas and letters in recognition
of his services. On the death of the then Raja he moved to Allahabad and having qualified as a vakil of the High
Court soon made his way to the front ranks of the profession. He died suddenly in the prime of life in 1887.
I was born at Agra on the 6 th May 1861 and was educated at the Govt. Schools at Allahabad and Cawnpore and
the Muir Central College. I was enrolled as a vakil of the High Court in 1883 and in January 1896 was admitted to
the roll of Advocates by unanimous resolution of the Chief Justice and the Honorable Judges then constituting the
Court. In August 1909 I was permitted to appear and plead at the bar of the Judicial Committee of His Majesty’s
Privy Council. In December 1909 I was elected a member of the Legislative Council of His Honor the LieutenantGovernor of the United Provinces by the delegates of the Allahabad Division.
3
I rise to add my humble support to this resolution, not because I consider it needs my support, but because I am
actuated, more or less by reasons which have been given by my friend the Honorable Mr. Abdur Rauf. I feel that I
would be wanting in my duty if I allowed this most important occasion to pass by without saying a few words.
As Your Honor is aware, this is a resolution which has already not only been adopted by the unanimous voice
of India, but has been translated into deeds the parallel of which it is difficult to find. In this reign the appearance
of the common enemy has done more to bring together the different and distant parts of the Empire than any
amount of legislation in this Council would have done. It has cleared the political horizon and the occasional
mists which arose around the undoubted loyalty of Indians of any class or community, and specially of that muchmaligned and little-understood class, “the educated community”.
It is true that this class has differed from the Government on questions of internal administration, but it stands
today, in the presence of an external foe, as steadfast in its unflinching loyalty as any other section or class of the
Indian population. It is a glorious spectacle, as the Honorable Dr. Sundar Lal has put it, to see the prince and
peasant, rich and poor, educated and uneducated, vying with each other in paying homage at the foot of the throne
and in offering all their wealth in the service of the Empire. This glorious spectacle has been the theme of general
comment, of general conversation, of newspaper articles, and of thoughts generally expressed in all ways and
forms of society.
And only till the other day, the day before yesterday, there was no doubt in anyone’s mind that this general
outburst of enthusiasm for service to their king and their country was nothing but spontaneous, nothing but true. It
was impossible to conceive that this unanimity of feeling, this common desire to sacrifice all their wealth for the
country and for their king, could be attributed to the machinations of a few wire-pullers or agitators, or that it
could be the handiwork of persons who have behind it no nobler desire than that of gaining some petty political
status in the future.
I have, Sir, no hesitation in saying that none but the most perverted mind can, for a moment, entertain such an
idea, which I call a malignant and malicious idea. It is, I am afraid, not customary to answer newspaper criticism
in the course of debates in this Council; but from the criticism which has appeared in a recent issue of the most
important, in fact the leading daily of these provinces, is the criticism of a nature which calls for an immediate
answer not of the usual irresponsible kind and anonymous in its nature, but in open Council and uttered with full
responsibility for every word that is said.
The writer calls this spontaneous outburst of loyalty a manufactured article put in the market for an
unsophisticated government to pay too high a price for it. The chosen leaders of the people are discredited; and
why? Because,
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if we were to attach complete credit to all that we hear today, the Government might safely send every regiment,
European and Indian, away to fight the Germans, securely trusting the internal peace and order of the country to the
volunteers and the Bar associations.

Now, let me tell this writer, whoever he is and however highly placed he may be, that, but for the venom which
he and others like him have been spurting from time to time, there would have been a better understanding
between the Government and the people; and it would not only have found it possible to send every regiment,
British and Indian, away to the front to fight the Germans, but the three hundred millions of British subjects in
India could easily have been utilized to overpower the German hordes and, if necessary, to overrun the whole of
Europe.
It is inconceivable that any sane writer could himself believe in the views which have been expressed here. It
is true that while there is every gratification in the mind of the public for being allowed to take part in the defense
of the Empire, it is not unmixed with a tinge of disappointment at their utter inability to do more, at their utter
inability to do all that they would be capable of were they not suffering from certain disabilities.
Then the writer, not content with the wholesale condemnation of Indian character, discredits the fighting
qualities of the Indian troops and says:
The need is for more men, but it is a need above all for one brand—the trained British soldier, the man who will hold
his ground against odds for three days running and turn the defense into attack if the chance offers on the fourth. It is
no disparagement to Indian troops to say that even when trained and led by British officers a very small proportion of
them come up to this standard. If they did the British would not be in India. Things, however, being what they are, the
question is whether the Government in this country is giving Sir John French the kind of help he wants to enable him to
tide over the dark period until the second line of British and colonials is ready to take the field, or is it treating the war
as a means of meeting the “aspirations” of the Indian people.

In his anxiety to crush the very aspirations the writer forgets the history, if he ever studied it to any purpose.
Any school boy would tell him that the British owe their Empire in India as much to their Indian troops as to the
British-born soldiers.
But it is useless to consider its criticism any further. The most charitable view that one can take of it is to
attribute it to a diseased state of mind.
Now, whatever our reviler may have to say, we have cast our lot with the British. In their success lies our
success: in their failure our humiliation and despair. We cannot, even if we were not actuated by any nobler
motives, even if we confined ourselves to self-interest, have wished otherwise. No one can have such crass
ignorance of the things as they are as to attribute to Indians a suicidal dislike of the British Government.
I say again, and I repeat it, that I am voicing the opinions of all inside this chamber and outside it where there
is a true Indian heart beating, I say that we do homage to our Sovereign Lord with the same sincerity of feeling,
with the same genuineness as any other community, as even the sons of England itself would do. We say, we stand
or we fall with the British Government, and it is impossible to conceive any other motive for the loyalty and for
the offers which the Government has received.
I support this resolution, and I beg Your Honor will pardon me if I have used strong language. But, as I have
submitted, I think many of us, although they may not use such strong language, feel very, very strongly with me
upon this point, and this is my sole object in touching upon this matter.
4
When I was a little boy I was taught the well-known nursery rhyme the burden of which was try, try and try
again.
In those primitive times it was supposed to be one of the golden rules of life, but it seems that times have now
changed and we are told that the application of this rule to Indian boys is fraught with the most disastrous
consequences, not only to the boys themselves, but to the country at large. I am sorry, Your Honor, it is rather late
in life for me now to change my creed, and in spite of the very clear and lucid statement of the case by the
Honorable Mr. O’Donnell and the Honorable Mr. de la Fosse,\fn{ Claude Fraser de la Fosse, Director of Public Instruction,
1906} and the very authoritative and decisive declaration by the Honorable Mr. Lovett,\fn{ Sir Harrington Verney
Lovett, appointed an additional member of the Governor-General’s Legislative Council, 1917 } I confess that I remain
unconvinced, and unconverted.
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The statements made by the Honorable Messrs. O’Donaell and de la Fosse, have been met by my friend the
Honorable Dr. Tej Bahadur Sapru, but the Honorable Mr. Lovett, who came after Dr. Sapru and who, of course,
supported the Government and spoke against the resolution, has not dealt with any of the points which were made
by my friend, the Honorable Dr. Sapru. I have listened to his very forcible address with all the respect which it
commanded and with all the attention which I could give it, but the one question which has been repeatedly asked
by the honorable members who spoke in support of the resolution has not been answered; at least I have not
perceived it in the speech of any official member.
That question is—what are we to do with our boys?
If they have the misfortune to fail once, twice or thrice, their parents do not cease to have the same affection
for them as they had before. Every parent must be naturally anxious about the welfare of his child as to what he
should do. The Honorable Mr. Lovett says that it would be bad for the country if this resolution were passed and
efficiency in the matter of education were sacrificed.
Would it be a better day for this country if by shutting out these young men year by year from useful careers
you drive them to discontent? Their parents cannot afford to give them private tuition, and the most likely result
of enforcing the new rule would be to swell the ranks of the revolutionaries.
However, I do not propose to go very exhaustively into all the pros and cons of this resolution, but I beg the
Council to take two aspects of the case particularly into its consideration. The first is this that we are all aware
that ever since the outbreak of the war every non-official member has judiciously refrained from embarrassing the
Government in any way by the introduction of anything which was in the slightest degree of a contentious nature.
Is it right that a question of such magnitude and of such great importance, as it has been shown to be by the
discussion today (a sweeping change in the educational policy of the Government) should be introduced at this
time and at this juncture by means of a simple departmental order? I submit it is not in the fitness of things that a
rule of this kind should be introduced at this particular crisis.
The next point I beg the Council to consider is that, as has been stated by the Honorable Saiyid Raza Ali, we
have heard so many things said against the existing system and the want of the new change, but has not that want
been felt elsewhere in India? Why should we, the most backward of all provinces in the matter of education, be
the most forward in this case? What right have we to show the way to our more enlightened neighbors and others
who are far ahead of us? Surely the same evils which we feel here must have been felt in those provinces, and
surely there are authorities; there are educational experts; there are men who understand business in those
provinces, who would have felt the existence of these evils, if they existed at all, and who would have considered
the best means of removing them.
So I submit the resolution should be considered quite apart from the real merits of the case on these two
grounds.
Firstly, it is a matter which, rightly or wrongly, has convulsed the whole of Indian society and of so far as this
Council is concerned, I find that with one single exception—the Honorable Khwaja Ghulam-us-Saqlain—all the
non-official members are agreed. The Honorable Khwaja Sahib in speaking against the resolution made two very
big assumptions. He says; given the fact that space is limited, and given the further fact that there is no provision
in the budget to increase the available accommodation in schools, he would choose the lesser of the two evils and
shut out the older boys who tried and failed and bring in the younger ones who have never tried and who are
likely to succeed.
But I am not prepared to concede that it is made out that there is no money, or that there is no accommodation.
Be that as it may, where was the necessity to substitute a hard and fast rule for a wide discretion? If the
discreditation is in the Head Master, and if really the Head Master is of opinion that a particular boy who has been
plucked twice or thrice in the examination ought to make way for another and more promising one who seeks
admission, the rules in force are quite enough to cover the case.
I submit that no case for such a rule has been made out. So far as the non-official members are and the general
public are concerned they feel and consider it a very great departure from the existing state of things to their
prejudice. There being no extreme urgency for the introduction of such a rule, I would beg the Government to
consider the advisability of suspending it till such time as the opinion of the associations, public bodies, and other
persons are obtained and the Government has fully considered the matter. With these remarks I support the
resolution.
263.105b Opinions\fn{by Bhikaiji Rustom Cama (1861-1936)} Bombay, Maharashtra State, India (F) 1
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… This flag is of India’s independence. Behold, it is born. It is already sanctified by the blood of martyred
Indian youth. I call upon you, gentlemen, to rise and salute the flag of Indian independence. In the name of this
flag I appeal to lovers of freedom all over the world to cooperate with this flag in freeing one-fifth of the human
race.\fn{In a speech in Stuttgart, Germany}
… “Some of you say that as a woman I should object to violence. Well Sirs, I had that feeling at one time.
Three years ago it was repugnant to me even to talk of violence … But owing to the heartlessness, the hypocrisy,
the rascality of liberals, that feeling is gone. Why should we deplore the use of violence when our enemies drive
us to it? … \fn{In a speech given at India House in London in 1908}
… These three stages of every national movement\fn{ The first of educating the people, the second of war, the third of
must be passed through. History cannot alter its course for India. After Mazzini, Garibaldi; after
Garibaldi, Cavour. Even so it must be with us. Virtue and wisdom first, then war; finally independence. …\fn{ In
the first issue of Bande Mataram (September, 1909)}
reconstruction}

… Dhingra’s pistol shot has been heard by the Irish cattler in his forlorn hut, by the Egyptian fellah in the field,
by the Zulu laborer in the dark mine …\fn{ So Sumit Saarker, quoting Bhikaiji Cama in “the 1909 issue of Bande Mataram” in his
Modern India, Delhi, Macmillan & Co., 1983, pp 145-146. Dhingra was Madan Lal Dhingra, the assassin of Curzon Wyllie (July 1, 1909).
His last words just before he was hung were said to have been these: “I believe that a nation held down by foreign bayonets is in a
perpetual state of war. Since open battle is rendered impossible to a disarmed race, I attacked by surprise. Since guns were denied to me I
drew forth my pistol and fired. Poor in wealth and intellect, a son like myself has nothing else to offer to the mother but his own blood. And
so I have sacrificed the same on her altar. The only lesson required in India at present is to learn how to die, and the only way to teach it is
by dying ourselves. My only prayer to God is that I may be re-born of the same mother and I may re-die in the same sacred cause till the
cause is successful. Vande Mataram!” This translates “I praise thee, Mother!” He made the following statement before the court during his
trial: “I do not want to say anything in defense of myself, but simply to prove the justice of my deed. As for myself, no English law court
has got any authority to arrest and detain me in prison, or pass sentence of death on me. That is the reason I did not have any counsel to
defend me. And I maintain that if it is patriotic in an Englishman to fight against the Germans if they were to occupy this country, it is
much more justifiable and patriotic in my case to fight against the English. I hold the English people responsible for the murder of eighty
millions of Indian people in the last fifty years, and they are also responsible for taking away ₤100,000,000 every year from India to this
country. I also hold them responsible for the hanging and deportation of my patriotic countrymen, who did just the same as the English
people here are advising their countrymen to do. And the Englishman who goes out to India and gets, say, ₤100 a month, that simply means
that he passes a sentence of death on a thousand of my poor countrymen, because these thousand people could easily live on this ₤100,
which the Englishman spends mostly on his frivolities and pleasures. Just as the Germans have no right to occupy this country, so the
English people have no right to occupy India, and it is perfectly justifiable on our part to kill the Englishman who is polluting our sacred
land. I am surprised at the terrible hypocrisy, the farce, and the mockery of the English people. They pose as the champions of oppressed
humanity—the peoples of the Congo and the people of Russia—when there is terrible oppression and horrible atrocities committed in
India; for example, the killing of two millions of people every year and the outraging of our women. In case this country is occupied by
Germans, and the Englishman, not bearing to see the Germans walking with the insolence of conquerors in the streets of London, goes and
kills one or two Germans, and that Englishman is held as a patriot by the people of this country, then certainly I am prepared to work for
the emancipation of my Motherland. Whatever else I have to say is in the paper before the Court I make this statement, not because I wish
to plead for mercy or anything of that kind. I wish that English people should sentence me to death, for in that case the vengeance of my
countrymen will be all the more keen. I put forward this statement to show the justice of my cause to the outside world, and especially to
our sympathizers in America and Germany. I have told you over and over again that I do not acknowledge the authority of the Court, You
can do whatever you like. I do not mind at all. You can pass sentence of death on me. I do not care. You white people are all-powerful now,
but, remember, it shall have our turn in the time to come, when we can do what we like.” Winston Churchill is reported to have called this
statement the “finest ever made in the name of Patriotism.” The Times editorial for July 24, 1909, entitled “ Conviction of Dhingra”
reported: “The nonchalance displayed by the assassin was of a character which is happily unusual in such trials in this country. He asked no
questions. He maintained a defiance of studied indifference. He walked smiling from the Dock.” While he was being removed from the
court, he said to the Chief Justice: “Thank you, my Lord. I don’t care. I am proud to have the honor of laying down my life for the cause of
my motherland.”:W/H}

… I also appeal to your patriotism to make the best of your stay in the West, by taking all kinds of physical
training (which is not allowed in our country). Above all learn how to shoot straight because the day is not far
when for coming into the inheritance of Swaraj and Swadesh you will be called upon to shoot the English out of
the land which we all love so passionately. …\fn{In the November 1909 issue of Bande Mataram}
… I see here the representatives of only half the population of Egypt. May I ask where is the other half? Sons
of Egypt, where are the daughters of Egypt? Where are your mothers and sisters? Your wives and daughters?\fn
{In a speech in Cairo, Egypt, 1910}
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… The programme of active resistance with political assassination as a prelude is advocated with splendid
earnestness. There is no trace of any inclination towards compromise or hypocrisy in any of its pronouncements.
We especially commend to the attention of our readers the admirable article on political assassination in the
second number which deserves careful perusal. …\fn{ An editorial comment on a new nationalist journal, Talwar, which
appeared in Berlin in 1910}
… Work for Indian’s freedom and Independence. When India is independent women will not only have the
vote, but all other rights.\fn{Said to two Parsi women who were outspoken on the issue of the right to vote, in 1920}
… We are peaceful, we do not want a bloody revolution, but we do want to teach the people their rights and
throw off despotism.\fn{In a speech in the United States, no date mentioned}
… March toward, friends, and lead the helpless, dying, downtrodden children of motherland to the goal of
swaraj in its right sense. Let our motto be: ‘We are all for India and for the Indian’.\fn{ In a message to the youth of
India}

… Relations between countrymen should be firm and resolute without bringing in the question of religion.\fn
{In a speech on the subject of unity}
… India must be free; India must be a republic; India must be united. …\fn{ Said by her as a summation of her ideals}
234.110 Excerpt from The Cochin Tribes & Castes II: “The Syrian Christians”\fn{by L. K. Anantha Krishna Iyer
(1861-1937)} Lakshminarayanapuram, nr. Palghat (now Palakkad), Palakkad District, Kerala State, India (M) 14
The Syrian Christians, who form the large majority of Christians in Cochin and Travancore are the representatives of the ancient oriental church on the West Coast of Southern India. They are generally called St. Thomas
Christians or Nazarene Mappillas. In the last Census they numbered 102,834, 52,771 being males and 50,063
females.
The introduction of Christianity into Malabar and the subsequent history of the Christian Church, like the
history of the Christian Church, like the early history of the Cochin Jews, are buried in obscurity, and even the
available information is also very complicated. A short account of it is given below.
According to the traditions current among these people and implicitly believed by them, the introduction of
Christianity and the establishment of the Original Church in Malabar in the year 52 A.D. are ascribed to the
Apostle St. Thomas, who landed at Cranganore, or Musiris, converted many Brahmans and others, ordained two
Presbyters, and also founded seven churches namely, Kottakayil, Kothamangalam, Niranam, Chayil, Quilon,
Kodungallur (Cranganore) and Palur, the first six being in Travancore and Cochin, and the seventh. in Chavakkad
in South Malabar. He also founded eight Archbishoprics, of which Malabar was one. . The Apostle after his labors
in these territories went to Mailapur and thence to China, and on his return to the former place, suffered
martyrdom or met with an accidental death on St. Thomas Mount. His grave is shown in the present Roman
Catholic Cathedral at St. Thome, and at this little Mount is a cave with a Cross and Pahlavi inscription, where he
is said to have concealed himself for protection against his enemies. It is also said that, after the death of the
clergy ordained by St. Thomas, the church fell into evil ways, and some of the converts, either afraid of
persecution or influenced by persuasion, or advice, returned to Hinduism. This apostasy is supposed to be due to
the revival of the Sivite worship advocated by the celebrated Hindu preacher Manikka Vachakar.
There is nothing inherently improbable in the foregoing traditional account, which ascribes to an apostolic
origin to the Malabar Church, since there was considerable trade between Cranganore and the Roman Empire in
the early centuries of the Christian era. It is generally discredited owing to the absence of any reliable evidence to
support it. The Acta Thomae (3rd century A.D.) gives the earliest detailed account of St. Thomas’ Apostolic labors,
and connects his mission with the king Gondophares, whom coins prove as having been an Indo-Parthian king
with his capital at Kabul; and thus makes no reference to his journey to Southern India. Eusebuius (264-340)
makes St. Thomas the evangelist of Parthia. Dorotheus, Bishop of Tyre; at the end of the 3 rd century, says that he
preached to the Parthians, Medes and Persians, abided at Calamina, a place in India mentioned by Nearchus, but
is never properly identified. Rufinus in 371 A.D. says that the bones of St: Thomas were brought to Edessa from
India which is evidently India Minor—the country west of the India known to medieval geographers. In
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remembrance of this a feast called Duhrána is celebrated by the Romo-Syrians and Jacobites of Malabar on the
3rd [of] July of every year as a day of obligation. If Parthia and India Minor had been the scenes of the Apostle’s
labors, there would not have been the least likelihood of his having landed at Cranganore for the propagation of
the Christian faith. Nevertheless, the tradition of Apostolic origin handed down from generation to generation is
even now tenaciously clung to by the zealous Christians of these parts.
In the Council of Nice held in 325 A.D., the Christian interests in India were represented by Johannes, the
Metropolitan of Persia and of Great India, and this proves the existence of Christianity during the fourth century.
Some critics, on the other hand, argue that [the] India above referred to is not the Peninsular India but Parthia,
Ethiopia, and Arabia, i. e., countries outside India. This Council was held to discuss sectarian differences, to
define the jurisdiction of the various ecclesiastical heads and to frame a code of general dogmas, doctrines, and
rituals, and appointed four Patriarchs: Rome, Constantinople, Alexandria and Antioch. Jerusalem was constituted
a fifth Patriarchate under Antioch; and the Catholicos of Baghdad, likewise subject to Antioch, was invested with
the authority of managing the affairs of the Eastern Churches. Thus the Patriarch of Antioch was given the
jurisdiction over the Indian Churches as early as the fourth century A.D.
There is also indisputable evidence to the existence of the Christians in Malabar afforded by Cosmas
Indicopleustes, a Nestorian Christian, who going to Ceylon in the sixth century reported that there were churches
there “and at Male (Malabar), here pepper grows, and at Kalliyana (Quilon) there is a Bishop usually ordained in
Persia”. It is very probable that the church was founded in the fifth century by Nestorian Missionaries from
Babylon; for, in spite of the decision of the Council of Ephesus in 431 A.D., the Nestorians flourished in the East,
and the Patriarch of Babylon sent missionaries as far as Tibet and China between the sixth and eleventh centuries.
Furthus Thomas Cana, a Nestorian merchant, is said to have arrived at. Cranganore in the eighth or ninth
century with a colony of 400 Christians from Bagdad, Nineveh and Jerusalem, including several priests; deacons
and a bishop named Joseph of Edessa. He is said to have built a church in Mahadevapattanam and followed
Syrian Liturgy. It is said that he married two native wives—Nayaiand Mukkuvan—and that the descendants of
their offspring are respectively known as Northerners (Vadakkumbhagakkars) and Southerners
(Thekkumbhagakkars) of the present day. Another version regarding the division into two sections is that the
Southerners were the new immigrants brought by Thomas Cana and settled in the South street in Cranganore,
while the Northerners were the old indigenous Christians who had resided in the North street. “The Southerners
are fairer in complexion and more handsome than the Northerners. They are endogamous, and observe more of
the Hindu customs.”\fn{Tranvacore Manual, p. 127}
The Christians of Malabar seem to have attained high social and commercial importance, which is testified to
by the privileges specified in the copper plate grants given to them by kings Veera Raghava Chakravarthi and
Sthanu Ravi Gupta. These are still preserved in Kottayam. The first of these is said to have been given to Thomas
Cana, though there is nothing to connect it with him. The dates assigned to these grants are 774 and 824 A.D.
respectively. But recent researches on both paleographical and astrological grounds assign them to the 13 th or 14th
century. The privileges conferred on these grants were among those enjoyed by the subordinate local chiefs and
the Veera Raghava’s grant makes the doner the sovereign merchant of Kerala. “They are said to have attained a
high position during these early centuries, and this is corroborated by the embassy of Alfred in 833 A.D. to the
shrine of St. Thomas in India, which returned with a rich load of spices and pepper.
Very little of the history of the Malabar Church is known for six centuries prior to the advent of the
Portuguese. The church appears to have been more or less in connection with one of the Eastern Patriarchs,
Nestorian or Jacobite, who sent Bishops from time to time. They were also, at times, managed without any
Bishops. Marco Polo, who visited the coast in the 13 th century, mentions the prevalence of Nestorianism among
the St. Thomas Christians of Malabar as well as the legends regarding the death of the saint in India. In the next
century three Latin Missionaries—Friar Jordanus, John of Monte Corvina, and John de Marignote—visited
Malabar and made converts. In fact, until the arrival of the Portuguese in Malabar, the Christians belonged to the
Nestorian Church.
When the Portuguese came to India, they were glad to welcome the Syrians as their brother Christians, and
never thought of interfering with their doctrines; but they had soon to change their attitude towards them. These
Syrian Christians had their mother-Church at Babylon with their Patriarch at Mosul in Asia Minor, and knew
nothing of Papal supremacy. They were Nestorians i.e., followers of Nestorius, Patriarch of Constantinople, who
was condemned by the general Council of Ephesus 431 A.D., for the assertion that Jesus was both God and Man,
and that he became God only at his baptism; while the accepted faith was that he was God even in the womb of
his mother.
1177

The: Nestorian faith was shocking to the Portuguese, who, after the conquest of territories and establishment of
their capital or head quarter at Goa, soon entered on a policy of conversion and resolved to prevent the Syrian
Christians from communion with the eastern Patriarch. Franciscan and Dominican Friars and Jesuits all conjointly
worked to place the Malabar Church under the authority of Rome. They established the Inquisition at Goa in
1560, and a Jesuit Church and Seminary were founded at Vaippacotta near Cranganore in 1584, and finally at the
Synod of Diamper (Udayamperur) in 1590, Menezes, Archbishop of Goa, with the aid of the Inquisition,
succeeded in particularly inducing the whole of the Syrian Church to acknowledge the Papal supremacy, and
confirm to the Latin doctrine and ritual by disowning “the heresies and false doctrines sown among them and
introduced by schismatical prelates and Nestorian heretics that governed them, under the obedience of the
Patriarch of Babylon”.\fn{Madras District Gazeteers Malabar and Anjingo, pp. 203-204. According to Asiatic Researches, by
Claudius Buchanan, at the Synod of Diamper they were accused or the following practices and opinions—that they had married wives; that
they owed [to] but two sacraments, Baptism and the Lord’s supper; that they neither invoked saints nor worshipped images, nor believed in
purgatory; and that they had no other orders of dignity in the church than bishop, priest, or deacon } They were thus incorporated

with the Roman Catholic converts of the Jesuits in one community under the authority of the Archbishop of Goa,
who, with a view to ensure success, ordained many new clergy from among the Syrians, altered their Church
service books to suit the Roman doctrines and burned their invaluable manuscripts of theology and church history.
After two months’ hard work in visiting and organizing, he returned to Goa, but the government of the Jesuit
Archbishop, which lasted for half a century, was very much disliked by a large majority of the Syrian Christians,
who applied to the Patriarchs of Babylon and Antioch for a Bishop. A man named Ahatàla was accordingly sent
from Antioch, but was intercepted by the Portuguese, who took him to Goa, and shipped him off to Europe. This
provoked a large body of the Syrian Christians, who under the Archdeacon Thomas, met at the church of Coonen
Cross at Mattanchery in 1653 and renounced their allegiance to Rome. It is said that out of 400,000 persons only
400 adhered to the Portuguese Jesuit Archbishop.
This separation led to the two existing divisions, namely, Pazhayakúru (those who adhered to the Romish
church, according to the Synod of Diamper) and the Puthankúru (Jacobite Syurians who, after the Oath of
Coonen Cross, got a Bishop, Mar Gregory, from Antioch and now follow the Jacobite ritual.
After the failure of the Jesuits, Carmalites were sent for the conversion of the Syrians to the Romish Church,
and they succeeded in winning them back to a very considerable extent under Father Joseph, whom the Pope
appointed in 1659, without the knowledge of the King of Portugal, as Vicar Apostolic of Malabar. For the next
two hundred years the Carmalite Vicars Apostolic continued to govern the two communities, the Romo-Latin and
Romo-Syrian communities in Malabar, but the King of Portugal, in virtue of his Jus Patronale, appointed
Archbishops of Cranganore and Bishops of Cochin whose jurisdiction was confined to the actual limit of the
Portuguese territories, and which ceased to exist with the rise of the Dutch power.
With the British supremacy, the struggle between the Portuguese Jesuit Archbishops of Cranganore and the
Carmalite Vicars Apostolic of Verapoly broke out again, and this was brought to an end by the Papal Bull Multa
Praclarte of 1838, which abolished the See of Cranganore and Cochin and placed them under the authority of the
Archbishop of Verapoly. Matters were finally settled by the Concordat of 1886, which defined the limits of the
jurisdiction of the rival priests, and the Romo-Syrian community was placed under the government of the
Archbishop of Verapoly. In 1877, an assistant to him was appointed, and he had charge of the Romo-Syrians; but
he was in 1887 replaced by two European Vicars Apostolic, and these again were in 1896 replaced by three
Native Syrian priests who were consecrated as Vicars Apostolic of Trichur, Ernakttlam and Chenganassery.
Owing to the disputes between the Northists (Northerners) and Southists (Southerners) in Travancore in point of
social status, a new bishopric was created at Chenganassery, and the former Bishop has his headquarters at
Kottayam.
By the influence of the Portuguese missionaries, many Hindus, especially of low castes, became converts to
the Latin Church and at the beginning of the 19 th century they were socially divided into the three distinct
communities, namely, Ezhunoottikars (the 700), the Anjoottikars (the 500), and Munnoottikars (the 300), the first
two of which are ever trying to assert their superiority in status over each other.
The origin and early history of these communities are very much disputed; and special vernacular books and
pamphlets are published with accounts of their origin and social status. They do not admit that they were recent.
converts, but claim to be the descendants of St. Thomas Christians with subsequent additions from low Hindu
castes. These accounts appear mostly to be cooked up to serve their own purpose, and the names denoting each
community are being disclaimed by the members thereof.
There are certain letters of St. Francis Xavier, and some Vatacan documents, which have been recently cited by
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some of the Romo-Syrian clergy in Travancore and Cochin, in support of a contention that their ancestors, the
Syrian Christians on this coast, were not Nestorian heretics, but were Chaldeans of an Oriental rite in communion
with Rome and holding the catholic faith. They contend that the Portuguese did not convert them from any heresy
but only made them submit to the jurisdiction of the Bishops of the Latin rite, having cut off their relation with the
Chaldean Catholic Patriarch of Babylon. They saw that that the saints were notoriously keen in detecting heresy,
and they contended that the aged Bishop described by St. Francis as serving God for forty-five years in this
country could not have been a heretic God also that the Syrian Christians for whom St. Francis asked indulgences
could not have been in schism. Further it is pointed out that the Portuguese garrison at Cananore heard the Syrian
Mass of the Bishops, and that the Syrian Christians at Quilon paid money to Marignoli as the Pope’s delegate.
They now deny the credit of the Portuguese in the conversion of the Syrian Christians to the Roman Catholic
faith; and it is said that the word Nestorian is very loosely used by the Portuguese historians and often denotes
only Orientals, and not necessarily heretics.
But all Protestant writers\fn{ History of Christianity in Tranvancore, pp. 28-30; The Orthodoxy of St. Thomas Christians, pp. 555} unanimously agree in describing them as Nestorian in their doctrines.
The Jacobite Syrians who separated from the Romo-Syrians chose as their Bishop Mar Thomas who was,
accordng to tradition, one of the descendants of the Brahman converts of St. Thomas, and was consecrated in
1665 by Mar Gregory, who was sent out by the Patriarch of Antioch. They adopted views quite opposed to their
own, namely, “that the divine and human natures in our Lord were so united that there was but one nature, i.e., the
Godhead and manhood mingled like wine and water.” Here\fn{ Gibbon’s Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire, volume 4,
chapter 47} they are .said to have been guilty of having confounded the “Essence or Being or Natures of Christ.”
Hence they are called Monophysites “or those who held only one nature” Jacobites.
This change was made more easily owing to the destruction of Nestorian books at and after the synod in. 599.
This division of the church continued to acknowledge the supremacy of Antioch, and its history is uneventful till
the commencement of the 19th century, when the Church Missionary Society came on the field and became
friendly with it on the advice of Dr. Claudius Buchanan and Colonel Munro, the British Resident. The Mission
established a College for the instruction of the Syrian priests and deacons under the management of Rev. Fenn.
The scriptures were translated. Village schools were started. All these were done with the approval of the Métran,
but the conservative party among them began to fear that. the Syrian Church would be brought under Protestant
control.
In 1825, some of them appealed to the Patriarch of Antioch, and Mar Athanesius was sent out to replace Mar
Dionysius, who was believed to be too much inclined to Protestantism. The dispute was settled finally in 1840 by
the withdrawal of the Church Missionary Society from all connection with the Syrian Church. Since then, their
work for the Syrians was completely closed, but there were among them some who, having imbibed a love for the
Missionaries, appreciated their teachings and expositions of the Holy Scriptures and the use of prayer in the
vernacular. Fortunately for them, there was in the Kottayam College a pious kattanar or priest known as
Abraham, who, sympathizing with the spiritual aims of the Missionaries returned to his parish at Maramannu, and
resolved to carry out the principles which lie at the root of all religious reforms by conducting the worship of
God, and preaching in a tongue understood by, the people. Among the changes he introduced in his own parish
were the restoration of the Holy Communion in both kinds, communicating the people during service, protest
against Masses performed for money and abolition of prayers to the Saints.\fn{ The Indian Christians of St. Thomas, p.
30}
Malpan Abraham thus became the Wycliff of the Syrian Church of Malabar, and the reform movement, having
been started, gained more and more sympathizers. The clergy began to preach to the people in Malayalam, and
scriptures were read in their families. The students of the Kottayam College and elsewhere were awakened by the
reformed Christianity and were inspired with admiration for its life and liberty. The movement went on prospering
after the death of Abraham under his nephew Mathew, who became Metropolitan of the Syrian Church in
Travancore and Cochin and was as such recognized by the British Resident and the rulers of the two Native
States. Before his death he consecrated to be his Suffragan his cousin Mar Thomas Athanesius, who succeeded to
the Episcopal Throne in 1877, and was loyally honored by the reforming clergy and laity.
The Jacobite Syrians were thus split up into two parties, one of which was the Vava’s party under Mar
Dionysius consecrated by the Jacobite Patriarch, who led those that were opposed to the reformation, and the
other (Melran’s party) under Mar Mathew Athanesius who headed the reform party. The two factions were quite
inimical to each other, struggled for mastery by a protracted litigation in the High Court of Travancore and the
Chief Court of Cochin; and the dispute was settled by a decision in favor of the non-reforming party.
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Besides the three divisions above mentioned, there is a small party of Chaldean or Nestorian Syrians, who
seceded from the Romo-Synans in 1850, owing to the refusal of the Archbishop of Verapoly to ordain candidates
for holy orders, who had been trained by native Malpans in the smaller seminaries. They are now presided over by
a Bishop ordained by the Patriarch of Babylon. They are only found in and around Trichur.
There remains another branch of the present Jacobite Syrian sect, in which the Bishops ordained their own
successors without recognizing the necessity of ordination by the Patriarch of Antioch. The members of this sect
are found in Chavakkad. They were the adherents of the Bishops of Anur or Thoshiyur near Chavakkad, a small
See founded in the eighteenth century by Mar Cyril, who, quarrelling with the Jacobite Bishop Mar Thomas, got
himself consecrated by one of the three Bishops sent out by the Patriarch of Antioch to validate the consecration
of Mar Thomas.
The Church Missionary Society commenced their work at Trichur in 1842. and then at Kunnankulam; in 1854.
Each station has its outstations; of which Trichur has eleven and Kunnankulam nine. Most of these outstations are
in Cochin and a few in the British territory.
The Christians in Chochin belong to various denominations as shown below:
*
1. Roman Catholics including those who perform the ceremonies of the Church in Latin and in Syriac.
2. Jacobite Syrians including the reformed Syrians or St. Thomas Syrians.
3. Chaldean Syrians.
4. Protestants.
*
WIth the exception of the Chittur Taluk, Syrian Christians are found all over the State. The Romo- Syrians live
in the interior, by the side of the backwater, while the Jacobite Syrians reside in the interior of the Talappilli and
Kanayanur Taluks. The Latinites are found on the sea-coast and the Chaldean Syrians in Ttichur.
Their houses, constructed in various fashions like those of the Brahmans and Nayars, are situated in gardens
abounding in cocoanut and other fruit bearing trees, while those in Trichur, Irinjalakuda, Kunnankulam and other
places, are in two rows on both sides of the public roads with their church at one extremity. The houses of the
upper and middle classes, which are generally quadrangular with an open space (Mittam) in the centre and with
broad verandahs in front and consist of several rooms, and upper stories, are all built of laterite blocks and wood,
while those of the poor are thatched mud huts with one or two rooms and a small verandah in front, and the
kitchen either adjoining them or in a separate shed outside.
The verandahs of the houses in streets are often used as workshops or shops containing the articles of
merchandise for sale. The houses of the rich and middle classes are as well furnished as those in the
corresponding Sudra families; and their domestic utensils are more or less of the same kind. But the former
cannot approach the latter in point of keeping their houses, furniture and utensils neat and clean. Many among the
middle and lower classes rear pigs, which keep the surroundings of the houses and even the streets very
unsanitary.
Their domestic servants are either members of their own community or Pulayans. The women of the latter
caste are, in rural parts, employed for sweeping, cleaning vessels and other domestic works.
Each division among the Syrian Christians has become like a Hindu caste, an endogamous sect with no
intermarriage between the members of one sect and another, though no objection is made to interdining.\fn{ Intercaste dining is meant:H} Thus there is no intermarriage between the Romo-Syrians arid the Jacobite Syrians. The
Catholics avoid all conjugal relations among relatives, and even cousins up to the fourth degree are prohibited
from intermarriage. When cousins of the second, third and fourth degrees wish to form matrimonial alliances, the
Pope’s dispensation is necessary. Family status, and social position of the bride and bridegroom are also
considered before the proposal for marriage. No intermarriage is allowed between the descendants of a high caste
convert and those of a low caste one. The old caste prejudices are still in existent, though in religion they are
Christians.
Among the Syrian Christians, as among the Jonakan Mappillas,\fn{ Kerala Muslims} there are many survivals of
their ancient superstitions, and the old caste prejudices are still found among the different sections of this
community. Early marriage, as among the Hindus, was formerly in vogue among them, but now the marriagable
age of boys and girls is extended to sixteen and twelve respectively. Among them [the] wedding takes place on
Sundays, and it may be celebrated either in the bride’s or bridegroom’s parish church. In the case of the marriage
of a girl to a young man with the consent of their parents, the marriage agreements have to be concluded in the
presence of the parish priests, who, on successive Sundays before the wedding, have the bans published in the two
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churches. All preliminary arrangements for the wedding are made in the bride’s house in the presence of the
friends and relatives of both sides, and the dowry, which is a prominent feature of the Syrian wedding, is also then
settled. It should consist of an odd number of rupees tied up in a cloth.
On the Thursday before the wedding the house is well decorated with rice flour, and on the Saturday the
marriage pandal is put up. The first ceremonial takes place on Saturday, and on the next morning both the bride
and bridegroom attend Mass, the bridegroom entering the church before the bride. At present, the bridal pair are
in European costume, the bride being completely decked out with ornaments either her own or those she can
borrow for the occasion. Before leaving his house the bridegroom gives dakshina (presents of cloth and money),
to the Guru or preceptor after due obeisance, and is accompanied by a best man, usually his sister’s husband, who
brings the Tali. After Mass, a tithe, Pathuvaram, of the bride’s dowry is paid to the church as the marriage fee,
and a further fee to the priest and a similar fee, Kaimuttupanam, to the Bishop. The marriage service is then read,
and at its end the bridegroom ties the tali round the bride’s neck with the thread taken from her veil, making a
special knot, while the priest holds the tali in front. The priest and the bridegroom put a veil (mantrakodi) over
her head. The tali, which is the marriage badge, should be worn as long as she lives, and, at her death, buried with
her.
The bridal pair return home in state, accompanied by their friends and relations, silk umbrellas bejng held over
them. At the gate they are met by the bride’s sister, carrying a lighted lamp, and she washes the bridegroom’s feet.
The married couple go to the pandal, where they are conspicuously seated and given sweets and plantains by the
priest and representatives of the family to the accompaniment of the women’s Kurava and in the presence of the
guests who are seated in order of precedence, the chief persons being seated on white cloths, with black rugs
underneath (Vellayum Karimbatavum, traditionally a regal honor.\fn{Vide Chapter II, ante page 24-26} The bride and
bridegroom are then led into the house by the best man and the bride’s uncle, when the bride is directed to put the
right foot first as she enters. The guests are sumptuously fed. Before meals are served, they double up their leaves,
and this is believed to be symbolical of the royal marriage of eating off a double leaf. Until the following
Wednesday the best man sleeps with the bridegroom in the bridal chamber, the bride occupying another room.
On Wednesday evening comes the ceremony called Nalam Kuli or fourth day bath. The bridegroom and the
best man being in the room lock up the door, when the bride’s mother knocks at the door and begs the bridegroom
to come out, which he at last does on hearing a song called Váthil-chura-páttu, describing the virtues and
attractions of the bride. The married couple, newly dressed and decked out, go to the pandal, perform
Pradikshanam round a lighted lamp, and the bridegroom gives presents of cloths to the bride’s uncle, mother and
grandparents, after which they are both escorted to the bridal chamber, which in the interval has been cleaned and
prepared for them.
The next morning the bridegroom with the bride and her party goes to his house where also he goes through
the same ceremonial as on the wedding day. The bride’s party are similarly treated to a grand dinner. The marriage
is now at an end, but on the following Sunday the bride and bridegroom should attend the Mass in the parish
church of the latter, if they were married in the bride’s.
When a young woman is about to become a mother the ceremony of Pltlikudi is performed which is similar to
that which is performed for a Nayar woman. It is not now performed by some among them. The pregnant woman
is taken to her parents’ house during the seventh month, where she remains for two or three months after delivery.
When she is in pain of childbirth, a midwife of her own community, a barber or a velan woman attends on her
along with her mother and others.
After delivery both the mother and the baby are bathed, and the former during her confinement, is under a
prescribed course of diet and treatment; immediately after [the] bath, the child is fed, with drops of honey in
which gold has been rubbed, and the mother is under pollution for ten days, after which she is purified by a bath,
and her room is well swept and cleaned.
Baptism takes place on the fourteenth day amongst the Southern Jacobites, but amongst other divisions on the
fifty-sixth day.
The ceremony of feeding the baby with rice for the first time takes place in the fifth or the sixth month, when
the child is presented by the mother’s parents with a gold cross in the case of a boy, or a similar gold ornament or
tuluvam if a girl, to be worn round the neck.
Among the Romo-Syrians, marriage is celebrated according to the rules of the Catholic Church when boys and
girls are fourteen and twelve years of age respectively. When the marriage of a girl to a young man is proposed by
the parents of the contracting parties, a: day is fixed for the parents of the conjugal pair, their relatives and friends
to meet at the house of the bride to formally talk the matter over, and to settle the dowry, which is generally
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expressed in terms either in so many fanams (a fanam = four annas and seven pies), or in so many fanams-weight
of gold. A written promise on a piece of cadjan leaf by the bride’s father to give his daughter in marriage to the
boy selected, and a similar promise by the bridegroom’s father to accept her, are then made, and the pieces of
cadjan leaves on which the promises are written are mutually exchanged in the presence of those assembled to
make themselves sure that their promises will be kept up. The members assembled are treated to a grand dinner,
and the day for the celebration of the wedding is also then fixed.
The payment of a tithe—Pathuvaram (seven and a half percent of the bride’s dowry as the marriage fee)—is
made to the church, out of which a small fee [is reserved] to the priest and clergy of the parish. The bride and
bridegroom go to the bride’s parish church, attend Mass and announce their intention of marriage, when the
priests (kathanars) of the parishes to which they belong have the bans called on three successive Sundays, to see
if any objection is urged by any of the relatives or of the community to the wedding, in the absence of which they
give their formal sanction for the proposed union.
On a Monday the wedding is celebrated, though no objection is held against the other days of the week except
Fridays, Saturdays, and Sundays, when they are forbidden to eat meat. A pandal is put up in front of the house
and decorated. On the wedding day the bride and bridegroom, well dressed and decorated\fn{ In former times the
bridegroom was dressed in a neat loincloth with a knife and style stuck to his girdle; it is now given up } and accompanied by their
relatives and friends, go to the church and attend the ordinary Mass. He is accompanied by a best man, who is
generally his sister’s husband who brings the tali. The marriage service is then read, and at its conclusion the
priest consecrating the tali hands it over to the bridegroom, who ties it round the bride’s neck. The priest hands
over to the bridegroom a veil (mantraodi) which he puts over the bride’s head. The tali, which is the marriage
badge, should not be removed as long as she remains a wife and should be given to the church at her husband’s
death.
The bridal party then returns to the bride’s house in state and large silk umbrellas are held over the married
couple. They ate seated in a conspicuous place in the pandal and given sweets and plantains first by the senior
members of the family and then by others. The bride and bridegroom are then led into the house by the best man
and the bride’s uncle, and the guests are fed in order of rank.
The guests depart, and the married couple stay there, and on the next morning the bridegroom returns to his
house with the bride and her party, where similar formalities are gone through and the bride’s party. are similarly
treated. The married couple are again taken to the bride’s house and after a stay of a few days there, they go back
to the bridegroom’s house. The wedding is then over.
No special day is chosen for their nuptials, which is left to the convenience of the bridal pair.
Among the Romo-Syrians when a girl comes of age or when a woman is in her menses, she conducts herself in
such a way that nobody knows anything about it. She bathes on the third or the fourth day. She. is not under
seclusion and observes no pollution for the supposed impurity.
When a young woman is about to become a mother no special ceremony is performed for her, but during the
seventh month she is taken to her parents’ house where the. delivery takes place.. The woman’s relatives who
accompany her are .sumptuously fed. At the time of childbirth a midwife of the community or a barber woman is
engaged for any necessary help.
As soon as the delivery is over, the woman bathes, if she is not seriously unwell, and the baby is also bathed in
warm water. The woman in confinement is subject to a course of treatment and special diet for forty days, and
she does not go for her usual routine until after ninety days.. The Romo-Syrians observe no pollution for this and
for death.
Scripture does not allow polygamy and polyandry among them, but widow marriage is in vogue. Women that
go wrong are severely punished and prevented from misconducting themselves again. Jacobites and St. Thomas
Christians use the Syriac liturgy rite of St. James, but few, even among the priests, understand Syriac; in the
Reformed Syrian churches, a Malayalam translation of the Syriac liturgy has now been generally adopted.
The Jacobites say masses for the dead and believe in purgatory. They invoke the Virgin Mary, venerate the
cross and relics of the saints. They prescribe auricular confession before mass, and at mass administer the bread
dipped in the wine and recite the eastern form of [the] Nicean Creed. Jacobite Syrians observe the seven
sacraments while the Reformed Syrians have only three, namely: baptism, holy orders and the mass.
The Jacobites observe the ordinary festivals of the church. The day of the patron saint of each church is treated
with special pomp; and on the offering made on that day the priests largely depend for their income. They keep
Lent, which they call the fifty days’ fast, strictly from the Sunday before the Ash Wednesday, abjuring all meat,
fish, milk, ghee, and liquor. On Monday and Thursday they eat a special kind of unsweetened cake marked in the
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centre of which the Kàranavan of the family should drive a nail and drink a kanji of rice and cocoanut milk. The
meal is said to symbolize the Passover and the last supper and the nail is supposed to be driven into the eyes of
Judas Iscariot.
Their churches are rectangular buildings with flat or Jacobite Syrian arched wooden roofs and white-washed
façades; they have no spire, but the chancel, which is at the east end, is usually somewhat higher than the nave.
Between the chancel and the body of the church is a curtain which is driven (?) while the priest consecrates the
elements at the Mass. Right and left of the chancel are two rooms, the vestry and sacristy. At the west end is a
gallery, in which the priest sometimes lives. Most churches contain only one altar, and that in the chancel.
The Syrian Bishops are called Métrans. They are celibates and live on the contributions of their churches.
They wear purple robes and black silk cowls figured with golden Crosses, a big gold cross round the neck and a
ring on the fourth finger of the right hand. Bishops are nominated by their predecessors from the body of
Rambans who are selected by the priests and elders in advance by the episcopate. Métrans are buried in their
robes in a sitting posture. Their priests are called kathanars and should strictly pass through the offices of
ostiary, \fn{Gatekeeper} reader, exorcist, acolyte, sub-deacon and deacon before becoming priests, but the first three
offices do not exist. The priestly office is hereditary. The Jacobite priests until the arrival of the Patriarch in 1875
wore white cassocks, now they wear mostly dark blue. The Reformers keep the ancient white robe with a girdle.
According to the Census of 1911, the Jacobite Syrians numbered 20,025, and the Reformed Syrians 596. In the
Cochin State their chief centers are Kunnankulam, Mulanthuruthi, and Tripunithura, and their ecclesiastical head
is assisted by two métrans, and two out of the six consecrated by the Patriarch. They own churches and chapels,
and are educationally strong in Lower Secondary and Vernacular schools, while the reformed church of St.
Thomas has also two métrans, namely Titus Mar-Thoma II and the Thozhiur Bishop. The church styles itself the
St. Thomas Syrians Church, and owns one hundred and seventeen churches and chapels and two hundred
kathanars. They number one-fourth of the community.
The following are the main points in which the Syrian Church differs from the Church of Rome:
The Jacobite Syrians reject the supremacy of the Pope, acknowledge the supreme authority of the Holy
Scriptures, hold no traditions of equal or co-ordinate rank with the Scriptures, allow the translation of the
Scriptures without comment for perusal by the people, do not receive the decrees of the Council of Trent, do not
enforce the celibacy of the clergy, nor allow images in churches.
They recognize orthodox churches as branches of Christ’s Holy Catholic Church, and accept the canons of the
first Council of Nice, 325 A.D., as well as those of Constantinople, 381 A.D., and Ephesus, 431 A.D., rejecting
only those of Chalcedon twenty years later.
The main characteristics of the Syrian Church are:
The Syrian Church presents an undeniable instance of an ancient church preserved in its purity for the past
sixteen or seventeen centuries on the coast of Malabar, and has never acknowledged the supremacy of the Roman
pontiff nor his peculiar dogmas after the Coonen Cross revolt.
The church exhibits an independent testimony to the Apostolical polity of the church in the three-fold order of
bishop, priest and deacon as sketched by St. Paul in his Epistles to Timothy and Titus and deducible from the St.
John’s Epistles to the angels of the seven Asiatic churches written sixty years after the promulgation of the
Gospel, and uniformly acknowledged by the ecclesiastical writers of the age immediately next to that of the
Apostles,
Reformed Syrians wished to multiply the copies of the Syriac scriptures, to translate the Scriptures into
Malayalam, to establish schools on Scripture principles, to improve the education of the clergy, and make use .of
the vernacular in preaching and expounding the Gospel.
The Jacobite Syrian Church contains the very essence of Popery without the supremacy of the Church of
Rome. The great body believe in transubstantiation, the sacrifice of the Mass for the living and the dead, prayers
for the departed, purgatory, worship of the Virgin Mary, veneration of the saints, prayers in an unknown tongue,
extreme unction, allow pictures in their churches representing God the father, prayers to the altar and the chancel,
connected with which are the elevation of the host, the burning of incense, the ringing of bells at the time of that
elevation, [and] the priest receiving Mass alone.
At funerals except among the reformed sect, it is usual for each of the dead man’s relations to bring a cloth to
serve as a shroud. Before the body is lowered into the grave, holy oil is poured into the eyes, nostrils and ears.
The mourners are under pollution, and fast till the day of the Pula kuli (purification), and till then Masses should
be said daily for the dead.
The Pula kuli is performed usually on the eleventh day, but may be deferred till the fifteenth, seventeenth or
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the twenty-first or sometimes till the forty-first. Incense is applied to the mourners, while, hymns are sung and
prayers offered. Each then gives a contribution of money to the priest, and receives in return a few grains of
cumin. A feast is given to the neighbors and the poor.
On the fortieth day there is another feast, at which meat is eaten by the mourners for the first time. A requiem
Mass should be said each month on the day of death for twelve months, and on the first anniversary the mourning
concludes with a feast.
When a member of the Catholic community is dead, the corpse is well washed and neatly dressed and then
placed in a coffin, which is neatly decorated and has lighted candles placed on three or four sides with a crucifix
between them. The parish priest attends the funeral to offer prayers in the house on behalf of the spirit of the
departed. The body is then taken to the church and buried in the cemetery, when also similar prayers are offered.
In the case of the rich, the funeral processions are very grand.
On the third day in the case of boys and on the seventh in the case of the grown up, the mourners attend the
church and offer prayers for the soul of the dead. These three or seven days are considered as days of pollution,
though they do not now-a-days observe it. On the seventh, thirty-first or forty-first day, similar ceremonies are
performed and prayers offered for the dead. In some cases, either on the seventh, ninth, eleventh or on the
fifteenth day, a ceremony called Pula kuli (bath to be freed from pollution) is performed. The members of the
family bathe; and the priest of the parish performs some ceremonies and offers prayers both in the church and in
the family of the dead, when those who are invited are treated to a feast. Each of the guests contributes something
for the ceremony.
A commemorative rite corresponding to sradha is also performed by some at the end of the year. Among the
Latinites, the chief mourners and the members of the community who have attended the burial are sumptuously
entertained after the funeral, but this practice does not exist among the Romo-Syrians.
The Romo-Syrians use the Chaldean liturgy, and the Roman Catholic Latinites the liturgy of the Church of
Rome.
Their daily religious routine consists in the worship of one true God (the father, the son, and the holy ghost)
with prayers and prostrations three times a day, and a special prayer at night to the Almighty, Blessed Virgin and
the saints in which all the members of the family join. Similar prayers are offered both when they go to bed at
night and rise up in the morning, before and after meals, and also when they go to and return from work..
Sundays are their days of Sabbath, when they attend the ceremonies in their parish church and spend the day in
devotion and in the perusal of religious books. Besides Sundays they have other holidays or days of obligation,
namely, Feasts of the Nativity of Jesus Christ, Circumcision, Epiphany and Ascension, Feasts of the Immaculate
Conception and Assumption of Virgin Mary, feasts of the Apostles Peter and Paul and all the saints, as also
Dukhrana.\fn{The feast of the remembrance of the martyrdom of St. Thomas the Apostle }
These days were originally thirteen, but were reduced to eight by a recent Papal Bull. They also observe the
ordinary festivals of the church, the day of the patron saint of each being celebrated with great pomp; they have
seven sacraments, baptism, confirmation, Eucharist, penance, extreme unction, holy orders and matrimony.
Baptism is called Gnana snanam in Malayalam (bath to attain wisdom) and Mamodisa in Syriac. It takes place
on the seventh day, when the godfather and godmother of the baby are treated to a feast. Among the Latins a
grand feast on this occasion is celebrated in the house of the mother at the expense of her husband. The baby is
also named that day.
The common names among the Syrian Christians are Baptismal names, George (Gevarugesa, Vargisa, Varki);
Thomas (Thomma,Thoman, Umman); John (Yohanan, Lonan); Luke (Lukkosa, Koshi); Mathew (Mathai,
Mathan, Mathu); Joseph (Yoseph, Oriseph); Jacob (Chakko); Peter (Pathros, Pathappan); Alexander (Chandy);
Isaac (Itti, Ittak); Abraham (Ittyera): most of the Gospel names are in use among them. It may be seen from the
list of ordinary names given above, that they are so badly distorted as to defy identification.
In no sects among the Christians are such Gospel names alone in use as among the Syrian Christians, and it is
believed that they are the appellations of their early Christian ancestors. The common names among women are
Mary (Mariyam); Achi, Achambila, Sarah; Eliza(Elisa); Ali (Elizabath); Anna, Annapennu; Eunica (Unichi);
Rebecca (Akka); [and] Rosa.:
Some of the common names among the Latinites are Otambattil, Avara; Kappithari (Captain); Kochiyil,
Lodikar, Nanayil, Chandy; Alparis (Alfares); Mundiriyil, Avara, Kappithan, Kuttasseriyil, Varki, [and] Araju.
These names denote that some of the members of the community are the descendants of those who had served in
the Portuguese army in former times; and the old military titles are still kept up.\fn{ I believe this is the correct division
of these names; the text is confusing to me:H}
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The Catholics are, as has been said, of two divisions, Romo-Syrians and Ramo-Latins. The former are under
the spiritual government of. two Bishops or Vicars Apostolic, whose headquarters are at Trichur and Ernakulam,
and are assisted by a Vicar General and a council of four members. Under their jurisdiction are parishes with
churches, each of which is governed by a priest ordained from among themselves.
The affairs of every Syrian Church are managed by two or more kaikkarsor wardens periodically elected from
among the parishioners approved by the Bishops. They are the trustees of. the church property, and with the priest
exercise considerable powers in religious and social matters in the parish. The priests receive a salary of Rs. 15,
20, or 25, varying according to the income of the church. Besides this, they have other emoluments—half a rupee
for Mass, one rupee. and four annas for funeral ceremonies, ten annas for marriage, and proportionate fees for
other ceremonies.
The Latinites also have similar organizations, and priests get similar incomes, and are governed by three
European Bishops—the Archbishop of Varapuzha and the Bishop at Cochin and Coimbatore.
Under these Bishoprics are a few High Schools, some Lower Secondary and many Primary Schools, all
maintained at the expense of the church and from contributions by the members of the community, supplemented
by Government grants.
The Syrian Christians are an industrious and enterprising class of people. They are found in all grades of
occupation. Many are agriculturists, while others are engaged in trade. The lower class of Christians learn every
kind of art, and adapt themselves to every kind of occupation, in which they are generally proficient. Thus there
are, among them, many who are carpenters, blacksmiths, bricklayers, stone masons, weavers, umbrella makers
and the like.
The occupations above mentioned are pursued by the Latinites also, and a large number of them on the
seacoast live by fishing. They are an industrious community, somewhat backward in point of higher education. In
the Government service the Christians rank numerically below the Brahmans and the Nayars.
These people take Kanji early in the morning with some pickles, and their dinner, which is at noon, often
consists of boiled rice with vegetable or meat curries. Many are pork eaters, and for this they rear pigs. They
consume all kinds of vegetables and the flesh of sheep, fowls, deer, pigs, porcupine, cows, snipe, etc. They
consume the food prepared by all high caste Hindus; and the members of all Hindu castes from the Ezhuvans
downwards eat their food.
The Ramo-Syrians, like other Catholics, fast during Lent. All who have attained the age of twenty-one are
bound to fast on one meal and a collation on the seven Fridays and the last Saturday of Lent and on the vigil of
Christmas. On all fasting days except Good Friday, eggs, milk, butter, etc., are allowed, at the full meal. Milk in
tea or coffee is not allowed except at the full meal or at the collation. The use of meat is forbidden on all
Wednesdays and Fridays in Lent, on Holy Saturday and the vigil of Christmas. Meat is allowed to all once a day
at dinner on all weekdays except on Wednesdays, Fridays and Sundays. Flesh and fish cannot be taken at the same
meal during Lent. Eggs, butter, milk and cheese are forbidden to all on Good Friday.
The Syrian Christians are mostly like the Nayars in their: physical characteristics and are seen in all shades of
complexion; the converts and their descendants possess all the characteristics of their forefathers except the tuft of
hair on their heads. The males generally dress like the Nayars, but shave their heads clean without having a tuft of
hair on the top like the Nayars. They do not wear earrings, nor bore their ears. The Romo-Syrians wear a small
cross suspended from a string passing round their neck. The women are short in stature, and are. as handsome as
their sisters in the higher Hindu castes. Their loin dress consists of a white garment, with or without a colored
border, seven yards long, one or one and a quarter yards broad; and is worn folded with a number of fringes
behind, but the end is not passed through the legs and tucked up behind like the Nayar women. The upper part of
the body is covered with a jacket.
Among the middle and lower classes the same dress is used for days together without renewal; and this,
together with the irregularity in their bath which is taken only once or twice a week, make them appear very
uncleanly.
Boys and girls reading in schools are often seen in dirty dress and with skin disease on their body.
The hair on the head of women is smoothened with cocoanut or gingelly oil,\fn{ Sesame oil} and is tied into a
knot behind without being well parted. The women bore their ears in several places, and wear a kind of heavy gilt
brass rings (Mekka mothiram) at the top of each ear. The ear lobes are, by means of lead weights, very much
dilated by the Syrian Christian women when quite young to wear a U-shaped ornament at the time of their
wedding but not afterwards. They have a necklet of sorts (ottezhapattak, kombu, thala, nazhi), [and] rings of
various kinds for the fingers and anklets. But many of these are not used after their first or second delivery.
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*
Thus far have been described the customs and manners of the various sects of the Syrian community.
Ethnically they are not a race but are only the descendants of converts from all castes from ancient times and
those recruited in recent times. There has not been much of fusion and intermingling among them till now. Their
origin and early traditions are very much disputed. The caste customs and usages, in spite of the long lapse of
time, have not quite disappeared even under rigorous Christian teaching and discipline.
Even now, there are among them various grades of social precedence which are brought into light in marriage
settlements. The daughter of a high caste convert is not allowed to marry a low caste convert; though there are ex ceptions.
There are many survivals of the Hindu customs observed at their weddings, and some of the Hindu holidays
are still observed by them. They believe in astrology, magic, sorcery, and witchcraft. In religion they are under the
wholesome discipline of the church. On the whole they are a thriving and industrious community in the
State.\fn{The book in which L. K. Anantha Krishna Iyer published his findings on Syrian Christianity was published in 1912. As it
happens, I am writing this footnote in 2012; but in the year 2000, I published on the Internet my compilation of scholarly research on
hundreds of pseudo-Biblical, allegedly apostolic compositions, a complete collection of which (composed as they were of gospels, letters,
apocalypsi and acta) could be considered as a Hypothetical New Testament. Among them were the following notes on the titles I found
which are related to (and include) the Acts of Thomas referred to in Mr. Iyer’s work. I append it here. The numbers before each title
represent their position in the overall Hypothetical New Testament, but that indexing scheme is of no consequence in this discussion. (A
complete list of their titles is posted on the Internet; Google the name Horace H. Bradley to discover it) I have subjoined a list of my
sources at the end of this exposition.H}\fn{Note: There are 10 separate titles involved in the textual evolution of the Acts of Thomas:H}
357. The Acts of Thomas
The Acts of Thomas is an apocryphal book of great length which recounts in 13 acts the missionary activities of
Thomas the Apostles (whom the Syrians call Judas Thomas). It tells how Gundaphorus, one of the kings of India,
wishing for a magnificent palace, sends his merchant Abbanes to Syria to obtain a skilled architect. At Jerusalem
Abbanes meets Jesus, the carpenter’s son, who recommends to him his slave Thomas, and Thomas reluctantly agrees to
go back with the king to Syria. Thomas gives away large sums of money which Gundaphorus gives him for his palace
to the poor, and soon convinces Gundaphorus that his money is being used to build a far more noble palace in Heaven
than the earthly building for which it had been intended. Gundaphorus and many others are thereupon converted. After
further missionary work, accompanied by healing miracles, in the neighboring lands of King Misdaeus, Thomas is
persecuted for his success in persuading the wife (Mygdonia) of one of Misdaeus’ nobles (Charisius) to abandon sexual
relations with her husband, and is finally killed by being repeatedly pierced with spears. The Apostolic remains are
taken back shortly afterwards to Mesopotamia. Contained in the acta are four poems—an Ode to Sophia, two hymns
relating to Baptism and the Eucharist, and the Hymn to the Redeemer (originally, but incorrectly, called the Hymn to
the Soul).
The earliest book to be called an Acts of Thomas is now thought to have been called into existence by an historical
event—the translation of the Apostle’s relics from India to Edessa in 232AD—and that in the edition of this work as it
is presently known, there were also added, inter alia, a number of Gnostic compositions [though there is much critical
opposition to this from those who would regard the Acts of Thomas as an originally Gnostic composition of 200250AD, the edition which we now possess having been pruned of its unorthodoxy, saving a few set pieces—the Hymn
to the Redeemer, the Ode to Sophia (Wisdom)]. This conclusion accords well with the almost universal observation
from textual critics that (1) in the surviving Greek texts of the Acts of Thomas we have to do with Greek translations
from a Syriac original, rather than a Greek original (indicating that it is the Syrian culture, heavily influenced by
Gnosticism, that is the background of the author’s experience); (2) that nothing is known in the (Greek) Fathers of the
book prior to the 4th century; and (3) that this would certainly not have been the case in a work of such evident
popularity, being translated into six languages (from which, it would appear by the surviving texts, the Gnostic
elements have been largely removed in the interests of Orthodoxy, though its origin is betrayed by its continual
deprecation of marriage).
1. There is in existence, as it happens, a manuscript copy of the Acts of Thomas written in Syriac in Edessa in the 3 rd
century. [This document states that Thomas was initiated into the secret teaching of Christ, a comment which may well
be an allusion to the Gospel of the Egyptians (and an indication that therefore the author of the Acts of Thomas knew of
a Jewish-Christian gospel from the early 2 nd century still in circulation in his time, some 150 years after its
composition: H).]
2. Eusebius of Caesarea (d. 340, Ecclesiastical History III:xxv) may make reference to the Acts of Thomas as follows:
or the Acts of Andrew and of John as also of other apostles.
3. Ephrem of Syria (d.373) refers to apocryphal Acts of Thomas as in circulation among the Bardesanites.
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4. Epiphanius of Salamis (d.403, Against All heresies LVII:i; LXI.i) testifies to the use of the Acts of Thomas by
various Gnostic sects.
5. Augustine of Hippo Regius (d.430, Contra Faustum Manichaean XX.79; Contra Adimantius XVII:ii.2; De Sermone
Domini in Monte I:xx.65) thrice attests the use of the Acts of Thomas in Gnostic sects.
6. Turribius of Astorga (fl.c.440, Epistula ad Idacius et Ceponius V) affirms that the Acts of Thomas are in use among
Manichees and Priscillianists.
7. The Decretum Gelasianum (6th century) lists the book thus: Acts under the name of the apostle Thomas ...
apocryphal; and this is distinct from a listing later on: All books which Leucius, the disciple of the devil, has made ...
apocryphal.
8. The Catalogue of the Sixty Canonical Books (7th century) may know of its existence collectively, under the heading:
And the following apocryphal: 17. The Circuits and Teachings of the Apostles.
9. The Stichometry of Nicephorus (c.850) lists under the heading Apocrypha of the New Testament are the following:
the item 4. The Circuit of Thomas ... 1600 lines. James remarks that this is far too little, and may probably apply only to
a portion of the Acts of Thomas, single episodes of which, in addition to the Martyrdom of Thomas, may have been
current separately.
None of the ancient apostolic acta have reached Modern Times in anything like a completeness equal to that of the
Acts of Thomas. The text is extant, at least in part, in six languages.
1. GREEK. (first edited by Thilo in 1823; best edition in Lipsius & Bonnet, Acta Apostolorum Apocrypha II.2,
Leipzig, 1903, 99-291, edited from 21 manuscripts; there is an English translation in ANF, based upon five
manuscripts, the oldest of the 10 th century). Many Greek manuscripts survive. The text of them is thought to be nearer
in form to the original Syriac, as opposed to the Syriac which has survived to our time, which betrays modifications in
the interests of Orthodoxy.
2. SYRIAC. (first edited and translated by Wright, Apocryphal Acts of the Apostles I, 1871, 171-333, English
translation 146-298; older fragments containing minor variations (on the basis of a Berlin manuscript) by Lewis,
Mythological Acts of the Apostles, Horae Semiticae IV, 1904, 223-241. Several Syriac manuscripts also survive. The
oldest is from the 3rd century; unfortunately according to Klijn (“The Acts of Thomas,” a supplement to Novus
Testamentum V, 1962) and NTA, the extant Greek text stands nearer to the lost Syriac original and its tradition than
does the extant Syriac, which has many very puristic passages and allows us to recognized a growing Orthodoxy. See
also on this Burkitt (in Studia Sinaitica IX, 1900, appendix vii, 23ff). It is today scarcely disputed that the Acts of
Thomas was originally composed in Syriac; but the surviving Syriac text displays numerous Catholicizing revisions
(though this does not exclude the possibility that the Syriac in many particular cases has preserved material certainly
older, and that both it and the Greek manuscripts may therefore go back to a common Syriac text, now lost.
3. ARMENIAN. ANT says there is an Armenian text of which little use has been made.
4. LATIN. Latin exists for the Acts of Thomas only for the martyrdom.
5. ARABIC. Edited by Mrs. Lewis (Mythological Acts of the Apostles, Horae Semiticae IV, 1904, 80-9).
6. ETHIOPIC. Budge (The Contending of the Apostles, London, 1901, 404-465) provides an Ethiopic version of the
first six episodes of the Greek acts.
A number of conclusions can be drawn from the evidence of these remains.
1. The facts that (a) textual remains of the Acts of Thomas have been discovered in six languages; (b) that the book is
mentioned by either various of the Fathers or surviving canonical lists from the 4 th century onward; (c) that the work is
reported to have been among the favorite reading material of numerous heterodox or Gnostic congregations; and (d)
that there is considerable indication from the extant Syriac texts of an ecclesiastically-inspired effort to edit away all
mention of unorthodoxy (in order to permit the Orthodox to read the narrative of the book): all of these indicate
widespread circulation of the Acts of Thomas in the ancient world, the consequence of its apparently enormous
popularity with the ancient religious mind of the Great Church.
2. That the Syriac manuscript version exists, testifies to the creation of the Acts of Thomas at some time during the 3 rd
century; as does its possible allusion in Eusebius’ Ecclesiastical History (before 303AD); the inclusion in its text of
Gnostic hymns of a fully developed 2 nd century character (the Hymn of the Pearl and the Ode to Sophia); and the
additional stimulus of the translation of Thomas’ relics from India to Edessa in 232 (an historical event which,
according to some critics, could have served in itself have called forth the composition).
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3. The Acts of Thomas is intimately connected with some form of Gnostic or Manichaean dualistic worship: Their
Gnostic traits, says CAT, pierce through the Catholic retouching; in fact, the contents show a conscious purpose to
exalt the dualistic doctrine of abstention from conjugal intercourse. This leads us to Gnostic Christianity of the 3 rd
century which was domiciled in the region of Mesopotamia (somewhere between Edessa and Mesene) and was only
Orthodocized at a relatively late date [4th or 5th centuries; so Bauer (Rechtglaubigkeit und Ketzeri, 1934, 6ff)].
4. The figure of Lucius Charinus (said from the 5 th century on to be the author of a collection of Gnostic acts of five of
the Apostles) seems cojoined in importance with the fact that the ancient authorities appear to refer to different
combinations of books of acts as they appeared in differing editions:—
a. one of five books (Andrew, John, Peter, Paul, Thomas) at Manichaean Psalm Book VI (written c.340);
b. one of five books (Andrew, John, Peter, Paul, Thomas) by Faustus of Milevus (late 4 th century, in Augustine of
Hippo Regius’ Contra Faustum Manichaeum (33 books, 397-398);
c. one of four books (Andrew, John, Peter, Paul) by Philaster of Brescia (d.c.397, Liber de Haeresibus
LXXXVIII:vi);
d. one of four books (Andrew, John, Peter, Thomas), but apparently published separately—under the names of Peter
and John, which were composed by a certain Leucius: and that under the name of Andrew, by the philosophers
Xenocarides and Leonidas, and that under the name of Thomas—by Innocent I of Rome (d.417, Patrologia Latina XX,
205);
e. one of three books (Andrew, John, Thomas), by Turribius of Astorga (mid-5 th century, Letter to Idacius and
Ceponius V);
f. perhaps one of an undetermined number of books—(so-called Acts of the twelve Apostles, especially those of
Andrew)—by Agapius the Manichaean [5th century, according to Photius of Constantinople (Myrobiblion CLXXIX)];
g. one of four books (Andrew, Peter, Thomas, Philip) mentioned in the same context in the Decretum Gelasianum
(6th century: Acts under the name of the apostle Andrew; Acts under the name of the Apostle Thomas; Acts under the
name of the apostle Peter; Acts under the name of the apostle Philip), with the word apocryphal written after each title
in the list;
h. one of five books (Andrew, John, Peter, Paul, Thomas) by Photius of Constantinople (d.895, Myrobiblion CXIV).
—and this in turn calls forth some discussion about what to many critics is the more than faintly Gnostic past of the
Acts of Thomas.
(i) There is considerable reason to see them as the product of someone in the circle around Bardesanes of Edessa
(154-222). Close connections with the Bardesanian Gnosis can be seen in the Wedding Hymn of Sophia and in the
“Mother” epicleses. There is in addition a long free quotation from the Bardesanian “Book of the Laws of the Lands,”
in a speech in chapter 91 (so Bauer, op.cit., 46-47). At the same time, Lipsius (Acta Apostolorum Apocrypha I, 1891,
345) would distinguish the form of Gnosticism (which he called vulgar) from Bardesanes himself. Schaeder
(“Bardesanes von Edessa” in Zeitschrift für Kirchengeschichte LI, 1932, 21ff) characterized this form as radically
dualistic and severely encratite (self-controlled), and noted that it could not be separated from the school surrounding
Bardesanes.
(ii) Radical dualism and severe encratism were also, however, characteristic of Manichaeism (after Mani, its
founder, c.215-275) which itself took its origin from the Bardesanian Gnosis and made its appearance in the latter’s
sphere of influence in the century in which the Acts of Thomas came into being. This is shown by the canon of
asceticism which is expressly formulated at several points in the Acts of Thomas—the rejections of the pleasures of the
table, of avarice, and of sexual intercourse—and which was adopted by the Manichees in their precepts for the Electi.
This ascetic canon is certainly pre-Manichaean. The same holds for numerous particular ideas and conceptions, which
have their exact parallels indeed in Manichaeism but derive in fact from the older Gnosticism. From this point of view
we can understand the diffusion and appreciation of these Acts among the Manichees, and the fact that traces of
Manichaean redaction are almost certainly to be found in the doxology to the Wedding Hymn (chapter 7), in the
Eucharistic Prayer (chapter 27), and in the Hymn of the Pearl.
(iii) The Acts of Thomas as a whole, then, prove to be a connecting link between the older Gnosticism and
Manichaeism. They allow us to recognize a pre-Manichaean Syrian Gnosticism, out of whose elements Mani shaped
his own doctrine. Possibly, as Schaeder (Gnomon, 1933, 351-352) has conjectured, the very figure of Thomas, the
Apostle of Syria, played an extremely important role for Mani. According to the Arabian Fihrist, he was called by an
angel at-Tum. This angelic name is only the transposition of the Aramaic word toma, which is at one and the same time
the proper name Thomas and the noun twin.
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5. That in Catholic circles also these acta could be widely read and valued, without concern, is not surprising, since the
translation of the Gnostic myths into legend seems to have made the heretical teachings largely ineffective for
uncritical readers.
In the Acts of Thomas, then, there is reflected the highly complex image of Syrian Christianity at the beginning of
the 3rd century. [But it must always be remembered that this observation is the reflection of a particular group within a
wider local world of which it is perceived for many years by the much larger pagan population surrounding it as
essentially an insignificant part. It will not be until 313—or the beginning of the 4 th century—that the great Edessene
Chronicle considers the advent of Christianity in Edessa a fact of even momentary importance; for under the year 313
there is noted—(The Bishop Kune laid the foundation of the Church of Urhai.\fn{Edessa.} And Bishop Scha’ad, his
successor, built it and completed the building.). From the period prior to 313 it can name as personalities significant in
religious history Marcion, Bardesanes, and Mani, thereby clearly showing that it was the Gnostics or Christians of a
heterodox nature who exercised decisive influence on the earliest history of Christianity in the city of Edessa. The Acts
of Thomas may have come into being some 80 years prior to the first mention of Christianity in the official history of
Edessa; but such an event would have been beneath the notice of most of the people living in the city itself. H]
[CAT,II,611; HAS,IV,754; ENC,II,117; ECC,125; ODC,1351; ANT,469-475; NTA,II,426-429,4414-442;
ANF,VIII,357; DAN,24]
358. The Syriac Acts of Thomas
Wright (Apocryphal Acts of the Apostles II, London, 1871, 146-298) calls this book the “Acts of Judas Thomas (or
the Twin), the Apostle,” and takes it from the same manuscript as his source for the Syriac texts of the Acts of Andrew
and Matthew and the History of Paul and Thecla, which is dated 936 AD. A version appears in Clark (Ante-Nicene
Christian Library XVI, 408). On the origin and composition of the whole document, see von Gutschmid (“ Die
Konigsnamen in den Apokryphen Apostelgeschichten” in Rheinnisches Museum für Philologie N.F. XIX, 161, 179). An
older version at minor variations with Wright’s text is published by Mrs. Lewis (Mythological Acts of the Apostles ,
Horae Semeticae IV, 1904, 223-241).
Wright felt the following three conclusions applied to this text.
1. In the first place we have here the Syriac version of a Greek text very similar to that from which the Latin
translation, which passes under the name of Abdias, was made (i.e., Book IX of the Latin History of the Apostles, after
Abdias). Notwithstanding sundry notable differences, the two works are substantially the same, allowance being made
for a constant tendency to abridgment on the part of the Latin translator [e.g., the omission of the third and fourth acts
in the Latin; or the variations in the account of the examination of Thomas by King Mazdai as reported in the Latin of
Fabricius (Codex Apocryphus Novi Testamenti , 1703, 714-718); or the transposition of the prayer of Thomas to a
different place in the Latin version (ibid., 731)].
2. On the other hand, the Syriac text offers us two hymns of Thomas of which there is not a trace in the Latin redaction.
The former of these hymns is a most curious document, and savors rather of Gnosticism or Mandaism than of Orthodox
Christianity. It is certainly wholly out of place in the mouth of the Apostle, and we need not therefore wonder at its
absence from the Latin text.
3. The Syriac text, even in its present shape, is of great antiquity—not later than the 4 th century—and this can be proven
by the occurrence in it of rare and curious words, some of which are as yet (1870) unknown to informed scholarship.
Such are the Syriac expressions for shaking, lictors, officers, selfish, a lash or stripe, a splendid robe, toga, the form of
the verb to go, satrap, viceroy, downcast, and elegance.
4. It should also be pointed out that the entire fourth act of the Syriac (below) is altogether wanting in the Greek:
... And whilst the Apostle was standing in his place on the road, and speaking with those multitudes concerning the
kingdom of God, and concerning their conversion and repentance unto our Lord,—whilst the Apostle was standing on
the road, and speaking with those multitudes, an ass’s colt came and stood before him. And Judas said: ‘It is not
without the direction of God that this colt has come hither. But to thee I say, O colt, that, by the grace of our Lord, there
shall be given to thee speech before these multitudes who are standing here; and do thou say whatsoever thou wilt, that
they may believe in the God of truth, whom we preach.’ And the mouth of the colt was opened, and it spake like a man
by the power of our Lord, and said to him: ‘Twin of the Messiah, and Apostle of the Most High, and sharer in the
hidden word of the Life-giver, and receiver of the secret mysteries of the Son of God; freeborn, who didst become a
slave, to bring many to freedom by thy obedience; son of a great family, who became bereaved, that by the power of thy
Lord thou mightest deprive the enemy of many, so that thou mightest become the cause of life to the country of the
Indians; who didst come against thy will to men who were straying from God, and, lo, by the sight of thee and by thy
godly words they are turned into life; mount, ride upon me, and rest until thou enterest the city.’ And Judas lifted upon
his voice and said: ‘O Jesus, Son of perfect mercy; O Thou quiet and Silent One, who speakest by animals that have
not speech; O hidden One, that art seen in Thy works; our Nourisher and Guardian; the Giver of life to our bodies and
the Giver of life to our souls; sweet spring that never faileth, and clear fountain that is never polluted; Thou who art a
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help to Thy servants in the contest, and crushest the enemy before them; Thou who standest up in contests for us, and
makest us victorious in them all; our true Athlete, who cannot be hurt, and our holy General, who cannot be
conquered; Thou who givest to Thine own joy that passeth not away, and rest in which there is no more affliction; Thou
good Shepherd, that giveth his life for his flock, who hath overcome the wolf and rescued his lambs; we glorify Thee,
and we exalt through Thee Thy exalted Father, who is not seen, and the Holy Spirit that broodeth over all created
things.’ And when the Apostle had said these things, all the multitudes that were assembled there were looking to see
what answer he was about to give to the colt. And after the Apostle had stood a long time wondering and looking up to
Heaven, he said to the colt: ‘Who art thou? And what is thine errand, that by thy mouth wonders are uttered and great
things that are more than many?’ The colt said to him: ‘I am of that stock that served Balaam the prophet, and God thy
Lord rode upon my kin; and I am sent unto thee to give thee rest, and that thereby the faith of these might be
confirmed,\fn{Or: built up.} and that that other portion might be added to me, which I have got today in order to serve
thee and which will be taken away from me when I have served thee.’ Thomas saith to him: ‘God, who has given thee
this gift now, is to be relied on to give it hereafter too in full to thee and thy kindred; for I am too little and weak for this
mystery.’ And he would not ride upon it. And the colt was begging of him and supplicating him that it might be blessed
by his riding upon it. And he mounted and rode upon it. And the people were going after and before the Apostle, and
were running to see what would happen to him, and how he would let the colt go. And when he reached the gate of the
city, he dismounted from it, and said to it: ‘Go, be preserved as thou hast been.’ And at that moment the colt fell down
and died. And all who were there were sorry for it, and were saying to the Apostle: ‘Bring it to life again.’ The Apostle
says to them: ‘It is not because I am unable to bring this colt to life, that I do not bring it to life, \fn{The text has here the
words of the ending: but this is a benefit to it. Wright has omitted them, probably sensing a scribal confusion. (H) } for He who gave
it speech was able to make it not die; but this is a benefit to it.’ And the Apostle commanded those who were with him to
dig a place and bury its body; and they did as he commanded them. ...
5. Finally, about a third of the way through the third act in the Syriac, the Greek and Syriac accounts differ widely from
one another.
[AAA,xiii-xv; MRS,xxvi-xxvii; ANT,364,469-475; ODC,1351; NTA,II,427-428]
359. The Armenian Acts of Thomas
James says that there is such a book, of which little use has been made. The ODC also notes that there exists an
Armenian version; as does NTA, which calls it a later adaptation of the Acts of Thomas.
[ANT,364; ODC,1351; NTA,II,427]
360. 361. The Arabic Acts of Thomas. The Arabic Martyrdom of Thomas
The story of Thomas in this cycle of legends has many points of resemblance to that of Bartholomew. Both are sold
into slavery, the one by Peter, the other by Jesus. Both are skilled workmen, the one as a vine-dresser, the other as an
architect and carpenter. One story has evidently borrowed something from the other, but it would be difficult to
apportion their mutual indebtedness.
The appearance of Jesus and His speech to Thomas in folio 97b contains the remarkable allusion, which is more
fully developed in the Syriac Acts of Judas Thomas, as edited by Wright:—(For thou art called the Twin.) This points
to the strange tradition that Thomas, the doubting disciple, bore that cognomen (tauma—the Twin) because he was a
twin-brother of Jesus, Judas being his proper name. By far the most satisfactory way of accounting for the origin of this
idea is the theory put forth by Harris (in The Discouri in Christian Literature, London, 1903) that we have here a
recrudescence of Paganism; that wherever the cult of the heavenly Twins, Castor and Pollux, had prevailed, a pair of
Christian saints came to take their place in a system of baptized Paganism: and so at Edessa, in Macedonia, in Parthia,
in Media, in India, and wherever the feet of the apostle Judas Thomas are supposed to have gone, one need not try to
verify either statements or personal names in the light of true history, for the whole legend is a myth and nothing else.
The Syriac form of the story, the full text of which has been edited by Wright, contains many points of resemblance
to the Arabic text, but also many differences of detail:
1. Both narratives begin with the division of the world among the Apostles;
2. both make Thomas travel to India and recount how he was sold as a slave;
3. both make him a mason and a carpenter (a strong point of resemblance to the Dioscuri); and
4. both make him build a spiritual instead of a material palace. On the other hand, (a) there is nothing in the Arabic
work about the ass that spoke; (b) nor about a black snake; (c) nor about a demon which dwelt in a woman; (d) nor
about a team of wild asses.
Similarly, the Syriac Acts of Thomas make no mention of Thomas’ flayed-off skin, whereas the Arabic version does:
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… And it came to pass, after Thomas the disciple had gone forth to the city of India, and had proclaimed the faith
amongst them, and had preached to them the precepts of the Holy Gospel, and Leucius the magistrate had flayed off his
skin; and he had remained for some time carrying it on his shoulder; and had gone about in all the countries laying it
upon the dead and upon the sick; and the Lord had opened their hearts and they had believed; and he had built them a
church; and had established for them the precepts of religion; and had appointed them a bishop and priests; and had
given them the Holy Mysteries; he went forth from amongst them in peace. And the Lord appeared unto him and
restored his skin as it had been. …
As their beginnings are similar, however, so are their endings. (1) There is a great similarity in proper names: Tertia
= Tartanai; Sifur = Sirfur; Mastaus/Matthaus = Mazdai. (2) In both the Syriac and the Arabic the saint is taken up to a
high mountain and stabbed by several soldiers at once. (3) His last words are nearly the same, and (4) he is buried by
the brethren in the graves of the ancient kings. (5) Judas reappears after his death in both stories (6) with the same
message and (7) casts a devil out of the king’s son; who (8) is in consequence converted; (9) with which event both
stories end.
Thus we have here to do with two versions which begin and end in the same manner, but are very dissimilar in the
main course of their narrative. The Greek published by Thilo does not correspond with this text, but with Wright’s
Syriac one to the end of the sixth act.
[MRS,xxvi-xxvii,95]
362. The Greek Acts of Thomas, after James
There is a working-up in Greek of the Acts of Thomas from a manuscript in the British Museum (James, Apocrypha
Anecdota II, 1897, 28-45). The age of this text can, however, scarcely be determined. Related to this writing is a
medieval Ethiopic work: the Acts of Saint Thomas in India (text in Budge, Contending of the Apostles II, London,
1901, 404-464); English translation by Malan in James’ Apocrypha Anecdota II, 1897, 46-63). See also Bardenhewer (Geschichte der Altkirchlichen Literatur I, 1913, 584). ANT says that it is probably a version of the Acts of Thomas of
the so-called Egyptian cycle, which we have also in Ethiopic.
[ANT,470; NTA,II,576-577]
363. The Greek Consummation of Thomas
The Consummation of Thomas is properly a portion of the Greek Acts of Thomas, after James. Pseudo-Abdias
(Latin History of the Apostles) follows it very closely; but the Greek of some chapters of his translation or compilation
has not yet been recovered. Tischendorf (Acta Apostolorum Apocrypha, 1851, LXVIII-LXIX) edits it for the first time
(from a manuscript of the 11 th century) and makes the following introductory remarks about it, which, not
understanding, I must transcribe word for word as I found it:
Haec Consummatio Thomae quam prope accedat ad reliquas de Thoma traditiones apocryphas, ex iis clarum erit
quae maximae similitudinis caussa ex Pseudo-Abdiae historiis graeco textui subiunximus. Neque practera desunt quae
indicent, ex eodem foute cum Actis Consummationem Thomae manasse: quemadmodum etiam in cod. Par. num. 881.
Consummation inscriptione in margine interiecta continuo excipit actorum sectionem vicesimam nonam, et in cod. Par.
num 1556, eadem illa in pauca verba contracta ipsis actis adnectitur. Adest etiam in Consummatione Thomae puerulus
ille Leucianus, ‘quem,’ ut auctor libri de fide contra Manichaeos cap. 38. de actis Andreae disserens dicit, ‘vult
Leucius vel deum vel certe angelum intelligi.’ Comparatis autem latinis Abdiae historiis et graecis apparet quae
sectionibus VIII, usque XV. latine traduntur, ea tantum non de esse is graecis, nexo vero tam arcto cum Consummatione
cohaerere, ut perequam probabile sit etiam haec aliquando in graecis repertum iri monumentis. Hunc igitur libellum
nunc primum editum ad scripturam unius codicis Parisiensis num 881. saeculi undecimi, de quo aliquoties iam dictum
est, conformavimus. Pauca ea fragmenta quae sub siglo E (vidae ad acta Thomae) addidimus, ex codice Reg. nunc
Nat. num. 1556. saeculi XV. desumta sunt, in quo quidem ad sectionem actorum Thomae 27. trahuntur, quemadmodum
eo loco pag. 213. adnotavimus.
[ANF,VIII,357; PRO,LXVIII-LXIX]
364. The Latin Martyrdom of Thomas, after Abdias.
Two centuries after Augustine of Hippo Regius (d.430), Pseudo-Abdias made a recension of the Acts of Thomas,
rejecting the more heretical portions and adapting it generally to Orthodox use. The martyrdom is much adulterated.
James’ summary of its contents and editorializing is quoted below:
i. I\fn{Supposedly Abdias, bishop of Babylon, is speaking. } remember to have read a book in which his journey to India
and acts there are set forth; but as it is by many not received because of its worldliness, I will omit what is superfluous
and record what is plainly true, agreeable to the reader, and can edify the church. ii-iv. The sale to Abbanes and the
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marriage feast. v,vi. The palace. vii. Cure of possessed woman. The youth who killed the woman. viii,ix. Siphor’s wife
and daughter. ix-xi. Mygdonia and Charisius. xii. Tertia (Treptia) and Zuzanes (who goes with his mother to Mygdonia
and is converted with her). xiii. Thomas before Misdaeus. xiv. The iron plates. Thomas is put into the bath-furnace for a
night: it cannot be heated: he is brought to the temple of the sun, with its gold four-horsed chariot. xv. Virgins enter,
singing and playing. Thomas speaks with the demon in the image. The image is melted. Thomas and the rest are
imprisoned. (These chapters are an interpolation.) xvi-xxv, epitomize the old Acts. The great prayer of Thomas
immediately precedes his death.
[ANF,VIII,357; ANT,364,468-469; ODC,1351; NTA,II,427]
365. The Latin Martyrdom of Thomas, after Gregory of Tours
A statement by James is the sole authority for this entry: Parts of the Acts of Thomas—one probably composed by
Gregory of Tours\fn{Aka Georgius Florentius (538-594), Gallic bishop}—have been much adulterated.
[ANT,364]
366. The Ethiopic Acts of Saint Thomas in India
The legend translated by Malan from the Ethiopic is the same as the Arabic of Lewis, and as the first six episodes of
the Latin Acts of Thomas, after Abdias, but in the passage which corresponds to folio 91a of the Arabic, Jesus directs
the purchaser of Thomas, whose name is not given, to dress him as a guardsman of Cantacoros, king of India (Malan,
Conflicts of the Holy Apostles, 190). Leucius becomes Vecius, and Arsanui, Arsenia; and the city of Cantoria,
Quantaria. Zabadka becomes Actabodi in Macedonia; Margita, Marna; Masasawi, Maiturnos; Matthaus, Mastius;
Hersanus, Ziriaos; Tartani, Tartabania; Atbania, Athona. To Malan’s legend a portion of the Syriac Acts of Thomas is
appended.
NTA says that the Greek Acts of Thomas, after James is related to an Ethiopic work which is medieval and entitled
“The Contending of Thomas,” for which we are directed to Budge (Contending of the Apostles, London, 1901). No
title with that wording, however, appears in the English translation of 1901; but of the two works the remains of which
have there been preserved—the Preaching of Saint Thomas in India and the Acts of Saint Thomas in India—it would
seem that NTA is referring to the latter, as its text seems clearly based upon the surviving Syriac/Greek/Latin story line.
[ANT,364; ODC,1351; NTA,II,576-577; MRS,xxvii]
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78.138, 237.148 & 265.44 1. The Man From Kabul 2. The Broken Nest: Two Short Stories; 3. Leave This
Chanting 4. Where The Mind Is Without Fear 5. Deliverance: Three Poems\fn{by Rabindranath Tagore aka Gurudev
(1861-1941)} “in the Jorasanko mansion”, Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 28
1
My five-year-old daughter, Mini, cannot live without chattering. I really believe that in all her life she has not
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wasted a minute in silence. Her mother is often vexed at this, and would like to stop her prattle, but I would not.
For Mini to be quiet is unnatural, and I cannot bear it long. And so my own talk with her is always lively.
One morning, for instance, when I was in the midst of the seventeenth chapter of my new novel, my little Mini
stole into the room, and putting her hand into mine, said, “Father! Ramdayal, the doorkeeper, calls a crow a crew!
He doesn’t know anything, does he?”
Before I could explain to her the difference between one language and another in this world, she had embarked
on the full tide of another subject. “What do you think, Father? Bhola says there is an elephant in the clouds,
blowing water out of his trunk, and that is why it rains!”
And then, darting off anew, while I sat still, trying to think of some reply to this: “Father, what relation is
Mother to you?”
With a grave face I contrived to say, “Go and play with Bhola, Mini! I am busy!”
The window of my room overlooks the road. The child had seated herself at my feet near my table, and was
playing softly, drumming on her knees. I was hard at work on my seventeenth chapter, in which Pratap Singh, the
hero, has just caught Kanchanlata, the heroine, in his arms, and is about to escape with her by the third-story
window of the castle, when suddenly Mini left her play and ran to the window, crying, “A Kabuliwallah! A
Kabuliwallah!” And indeed, in the street below, there was a man from Kabul, walking slowly along. He wore the
loose, soiled clothing of his people, and a tall turban; he carried a bag on his back and boxes of grapes in his
hands.
I cannot tell what my daughter’s feelings were when she saw this man, but she began to call him loudly. “Ah!”
thought I. “He will come in, and my seventeenth chapter will never be finished!” At that very moment the
Kabuliwallah turned and looked up at the child. When she saw this, she was overcome by terror, and running to
her mother’s protection, disappeared. She had a blind belief that inside the bag which the big man carried there
were perhaps two or three other children like herself. The peddler meanwhile entered my doorway and greeted me
with a smile.
So precarious was the position of my hero and my heroine that my first impulse was to stop and buy
something, since Mini had called the man to the house. I made some small purchases, and we began to talk about
Abdur Rahman,\fn{Abdur Rahman I (c.1844-1901), Amir of Afghanistan (from 1880) .} the Russians, the English, and the
Frontier Policy.
As he was about to leave, he asked, “And where is the little girl, sir?”
And then, thinking that Mini must get rid of her false fear, I had her brought out.
She stood by my chair and looked at the Kabuliwallah and his bag. He offered her nuts and raisins, but she
would not be tempted, and only clung the closer to me, with all her doubts increased.
This was their first meeting.
A few mornings later, however, as I was leaving the house, I was startled to find Mini seated on a bench near
the door, laughing and talking, with the great Kabuliwallah at her feet. In all her life, it appeared, my small
daughter had never found so patient a listener, save her father. And already the corner of her little sari was stuffed
with almonds and raisins, the gift of her visitor.
“Why did you give her those?” I said, and taking out an eight-anna piece, I handed it to him. The man
accepted the money without demur and put it into his pocket.
Alas, on my return, an hour later, I found the unfortunate coin had made twice its own worth of trouble! For
the Kabuliwallah had given it to Mini; and her mother, catching sight of the bright round object, had pounced on
the child with: “Where did you get that eight-anna piece?”
“The Kabuliwallah gave it to me,” said Mini cheerfully.
“The Kabuliwallah gave it to you!” cried her mother, greatly shocked. “Oh, Mini! How could you take it from
him?”
I entered at that moment, and saving her from impending disaster, proceeded to make my own inquiries.
*
It was not the first or the second time, I found, that the two had met. The Kabuliwallah had overcome the
child’s first terror by a judicious bribe of nuts and almonds, and the two were now great friends.
They had many quaint jokes, which amused them greatly. Mini would seat herself before him, look down on
his gigantic frame in all her tiny dignity, and with her face rippling with laughter, would begin: “O Kabuliwallah!
Kabuliwallah! What have you got in your bag?”
And he would reply, in the nasal accents of the mountaineer, “An elephant!” Not much cause for merriment,
perhaps; but how they both enjoyed the fun! And for me, this child’s talk with a grown-up man had always in it
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something strangely fascinating.
Then the Kabuliwallah, not to be behind hand, would take his turn: “Well, little one, and when are you going to
your father-in-law’s house?”
Now, nearly every small Bengali maiden had heard long ago about her father-in-law’s house; but we were a
little newfangled, and had kept these things from our child, so that Mini at this question must have been a trifle
bewildered. But she would not show it, and with ready tact, replied, “Are you going there?”
Amongst men of the Kabuliwallah’s class, however, it is well known that the words “father-in-law’s house”
have a double meaning. It is a euphemism for jail, the place where we are well cared for, at no expense to
ourselves. In this sense would the sturdy peddler take my daughter’s question.
“Oh,” he would say, shaking his fist at an invisible policeman, “I will thrash my father-in-law!” Hearing this,
and picturing the poor discomfited relative, Mini would go off into peals of laughter in which her formidable
friend would join.
*
These were autumn mornings, the very time of the year when kings of old went forth to conquest; and I,
without stirring from my little corner in Calcutta, would let my mind wander over the whole world. At the very
name of another country, my heart would go out to it, and at the sight of a foreigner in the streets, I would fall to
weaving a network of dreams—the mountains, the glens, and the forests of his distant land, with his cottage in
their midst, and the free and independent life, or faraway wilds. Perhaps scenes of travel are conjured up before
me and pass and repass in my imagination all the more vividly because I lead an existence so like a vegetable that
a call to travel would fall upon me like a thunderbolt.
In the presence of this Kabuliwallah, I was immediately transported to the foot of arid mountain peaks, with
narrow little defiles twisting in and out amongst their towering heights. I could see the string of camels bearing
the merchandise, and the company of turbaned merchants, some carrying their queer old firearms, and some their
spears, journeying downward toward the plains. I could see—
But at some such point, Mini’s mother would intervene, and implore me to “beware of that man.”
Mini’s mother is unfortunately very timid. Whenever she hears a noise in the street, or sees people coming
toward the house, she always jumps to the conclusion that they are either thieves, or drunkards, or snakes, or
tigers, or malaria, or cockroaches, or caterpillars. Even after all these years of experience, she is not able to
overcome her terror. So she was full of doubts about the Kabuliwallah, and used to beg me to keep a watchful eye
on him.
If I tried to laugh her fear gently away, she would turn around seriously, and ask me solemn questions:
Were children never kidnapped?
Was it not true that there was slavery in Kabul?
Was it so very absurd that this big man should be able to carry off a tiny child?
I urged that though not impossible, it was very improbable. But this was not enough, and her dread persisted.
But as it was a very vague dread, it did not seem right to forbid the man the house, and the intimacy went on
unchecked.
*
Once a year, in the middle of January, Rahman, the Kabuliwallah, used to return to his own country, and as the
time approached, he would be very busy, going from house to house collecting his debts. This year, however, he
could always find time to come and see Mini. It might have seemed to a stranger that there was some conspiracy
between the two, for when he could not come in the morning, he would appear in the evening.
Even to me it was a little startling, now and then, suddenly to surprise this tall, loose-garmented man, laden
with his bags, in the corner of a dark room; but when Mini ran in, smiling, with her “O Kabuliwallah!
Kabuliwallha!” and the two friends so far apart in age, subsided into their old laughter and their old jokes, I felt
reassured.
One morning, a few days before he had made up his mind to go, I was correcting proof sheets in my study. The
weather was chilly. Through the window the rays of the sun touched my feet, and the slight warmth was very
welcome. It was nearly eight o’clock, and early pedestrians were returning home with their heads covered.
Suddenly I heard an uproar in the street, and looking out, saw Rahman being led away bound between two
policemen, and behind them a crowd of inquisitive boys. There were bloodstains on his clothes, and one of the
policemen carried a knife. I hurried out, and stopping them, inquired what it all meant. Partly from one, partly
from another, I gathered that a certain neighbor had owed the peddler something for a Rampuri shawl, but had
denied buying it, and that in the course of the quarrel, Rahman had struck him.
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Now, in his excitement, the prisoner began calling his enemy all sorts of names, when suddenly on\fn{ The text
a veranda of my house appeared my little Mini, with her usual exclamation: “O Kabuliwallah!
Kabuliwallah!”
Rahman’s face lighted up as he turned to her. He had no bag under his arm today, so that she could not talk
about the elephant with him. She therefore at once proceeded to the next question:
“Are you going to your father-in-law’s house?” Rahman laughed and said, “That is just where I am going, little
one!” Then seeing that the reply did not amuse the child, he held up his fettered hands.
“Ah!” he said, “I would have thrashed that old father-in-law, but my hands are bound!”
On a charge of murderous assault, Rahman was sentenced to several years’ imprisonment.
*
Time passed, and he was forgotten. Our accustomed work in the accustomed place went on, and the thought of
the once-free mountaineer spending his years in prison seldom or never occurred to us. Even my lighthearted
Mini, I am ashamed to say, forgot her old friend. New companions filled her life. As she grew older, she spent
more of her time with girls. So much, indeed, did she spend with them that she came no more, as she used to do,
to her father’s room, so that I rarely had any opportunity of speaking to her.
Years had passed away. It was once more autumn, and we had made arrangements for our Mini’s marriage. It
was to take place during the Puja holidays. With Durga returning to Kailas, the light of our home also would
depart to her husband’s house, and leave her father’s in shadow.
The morning was bright. After the rains, it seemed as thought the air had been washed clean and the rays of the
sun looked like pure gold. So bright were they that they made even the sordid brick walls of our Calcutta lanes
radiant. Since early dawn the wedding pipes had been sounding, and at each burst of sound my own heart
throbbed The wail of the tune, Bhairavi, seemed to intensify the pain I felt at the approaching separation. My
Mini was to be married that night.
From early morning, noise and bustle had pervaded the house. In the courtyard there was the canopy to be
slung on its bamboo poles; there were chandeliers with their tinkling sound to be hung in each room and veranda.
There was endless hurry and excitement. I was sitting in my study, looking through the accounts, when someone
entered, saluting respectfully, and stood before me.
It was Rahman, the Kabuliwallah.
At first I did not recognize him. He carried no bag, his long hair was cut short, and his old vigor seemed to
have gone. But he smiled, and I knew him again.
“When did you come, Rahman?” I asked him.
“Last evening,” he said. “I was released from jail.”
The words struck harshly upon my ears. I had never before talked with one who had wounded his fellow man,
and my heart shrank within itself when I realized this; for I felt that the day would have been better-omened had
he not appeared.
“There are ceremonies going on,” I said, “and I am busy. Perhaps you could come another day?”
He immediately turned to go; but as he reached the door, he hesitated, and said, “May I not see the little one,
sir, for a moment?” It was his belief that Mini was still the same. He had pictured her running to him as she used
to do, calling, “O Kabuliwallah! Kabuliwallah!” He had imagined, too, that they would laugh and talk together,
just as of old. Indeed, in memory of former days, he had brought, carefully wrapped up in a paper, a few almonds
and raisins and grapes, obtained somehow or other from a countryman; for what little money had had, had gone.
I repeated, “There is a ceremony in the house, and you will not be able to see anyone today.”
The man’s face fell. He looked wistfully at me for a moment, then said, “Good morning,” and went out.
I felt a little sorry, and would have called him back, but I round he was returning of his own accord. He came
close up to me and held out his offerings with the words: “I have brought these few things, sir, for the little one.
Will you give them to her?”
I took them, and was going to pay him, but he caught my hand and said, “You are very kind, sir! Keep me in
your memory. Do not offer me money! You have a little girl; I, too, have one like her in my own home. I think of
her, and bring this fruit to your child—not to make a profit for myself.”
Saying this, he put his hand inside his big loose robe and brought out a small and dirty piece of paper.
Unfolding it with great care, he smoothed it out with both hands on my table. It bore the impression of a little
hand. Not a photograph. Not a drawing. Merely the impression of an ink-smeared hand laid flat on the paper. This
touch of the hand of his own little daughter he had carried always next to his heart, as he had come year after year
to Calcutta to sell his wares in the streets.
has: in.}
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Tears came to my eyes. I forgot that he was a poor Kabuli fruit-seller, while I was— But no, what was I more
than he? He also was a father.
That impression of the hand of his little Parvati in her distant mountain home reminded me of my own little
Mini.
I sent for Mini immediately from the inner apartment. Many difficulties were raised, but I swept them aside.
Clad in the red silk of her wedding day, with the sandal paste on her forehead, and adorned as a young bride, Mini
came and stood modestly before me.
The Kabuliwallah seemed amazed at the apparition. He could not revive their old friendship. At last he smiled
and said, “Little one, are you going to your father-in-law’s house?”
But Mini now understood the meaning of the word “father-in-law,” and she could not answer him as of old.
She blushed at the question and stood before him with her bride-like face bowed down.
I remembered the day when the Kabuliwallah and my Mini had first met, and I felt sad. When she had gone,
Rahman sighed deeply and sat down on the floor. The idea had suddenly come to him that his daughter too, must
have grown up while he had been away so long, and that he would have to make friends anew with her, also.
Assuredly he would not find her as she was when he left her. And besides, what might not have happened to her in
these eight years?
The marriage pipes sounded, and the mild autumn sunlight streamed around us. But Rahman sat in the little
Calcutta lane and saw before him the barren mountains of Afghanistan.
I took out a currency note, gave it to him, and said, “Go back to your daughter, Rahman, in your own country,
and may the happiness of your meeting bring good fortune to my child!”
Having made this present, I had to curtail some of the festivities. I could not have the electric lights I had
intended, nor the military band, and the ladies of the house were despondent about it. But to me the wedding feast
was all the brighter for the thought that in a distant land a long-lost father had met again his only child.
2
There was no need for Bhupati to work. He had plenty of money, and furthermore, his was a hot country. But
he had been born under stars that made him a man who must work. He felt obliged, therefore, to publish an
English-language newspaper. For some time he had made no complaints about having time on his hands.
Ever since childhood he had enjoyed writing and making speeches in English. Even when they were uncalled
for, he wrote letters to English-language papers, and even if he had nothing worth saying, no public gathering
escaped his saying a few words. His estimate of his command over English was well nourished, for political
leaders praised him incessantly, in the hope of enlisting so rich a man for their parties. Finally, Charu’s lawyer
brother Umapati, who was becoming discouraged about his legal practice, said to Bhupati,
“Why don’t you publish an English-language paper? You have such rare …” And so on.
Bhupati waxed enthusiastic. No prestige attaches to letters published in someone else’s newspaper. His pen
could pursue its course freely in a paper of his own. Bhupati made his brother-in-law his assistant and when quite
young ascended the editorial chair himself.
The intoxication of editorial and political activity takes strong hold upon the young. Other people, too, urged
Bhupati on.
*
While he was thus hypnotized by the newspaper, his girl-wife Charulata gradually stepped into young
womanhood. The newspaper editor did not take sufficient note of this newsworthy event. His attention was fixed
on the Government’s border policy, which was running wild.
Charulata had nothing to do in that wealthy house.\fn{ Where all the domestic work was naturally done by servants:H }
Throughout long days and nights unmarked by exertion, all she had to do was to bloom in the complete
detachment of a flower that would produce no fruit. She lacked nothing.
In such a situation, the wife usually fusses over her husband whenever she gets a chance; marital border policy
then breaks all the rules of family life and goes from timely to untimely, from proper to improper. Charulata had
no such opportunity. It was very difficult for her to break down the newspaper barrier and get possession of her
husband. If a female relative scolded Bhupati and drew his attention to his young wife, Bhupati would come to
life for once and say,
“Oh, that’s true. Charu ought to have a woman companion; the poor girl has nothing to do.” He said to
Umapati,
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“Why don’t you bring your wife to our house? No one here has a wife Charu’s age. She must be very lonely.”
The editor assumed that Charu was unhappy only because she lacked female companionship, and he was
relieved when the sister-in-law, Mandakini, was brought to the house.\fn{ A note says: When Bhupati says that “no one
here has a wife Charu’s age,” he means no one in any of the family groups living under his roof }
In the first glow of love, husband and wife see each other in a splendor that is unnatural because it is
perpetually being renewed. No one could have said when that golden dawn of matrimony imperceptibly became a
thing of the past for Bhupati and Charulata. Without having tasted the new they had become familiar and habitual
to each other.
*
Charulata was of a naturally studious nature; time had not hung heavy for her. She managed her studies herself
by a variety of stratagems.
Bhupati’s cousin-brother Amal was a third-year college student, and Charulata got him to help with her
reading. To obtain the privilege of his doing this bit of work she had to put up with Amal’s many caprices. She
had to supply the money for his occasional meals at a hotel and his purchases of books on English literature.
Sometimes Amal invited friends home for meals; Charulata personally shouldered the burden of that sacrifice,
too, as an offering to the guru.
Bhupati demanded nothing from Charulata, but there was no end to Amal’s demands in exchange for a little
help with her reading. Charulata frequently feigned anger and rebellion, but it was very essential for her to be
valued by someone and to endure the torments of affection. Amal said,
“Sister, the Raja’s son-in-law comes to our college wearing handmade carpet-slippers straight from the
women’s rooms at home. I can’t stand it—I want a pair of carpet slippers. Otherwise, I can’t keep up the dignity
of my position.”
“Oh, is that so?” Charu replied. “Shall I wear myself out sitting here sewing slippers for you? Here’s the
money. Go and buy them in the bazaar.”
“That won’t do,” said Amal.
Charu did not know how to make slippers, and she did not want to confess this to Amal. But no one wanted
anything from her; Amal did. She could not help responding to that one beggar in her world. When Amal was at
the college she would begin secretly, painstakingly, learning to make carpet-slippers. And one evening when Amal
himself had completely forgotten about the slipper petition, Charu sent him an invitation.
In warm weather seats were put out on the rooftop, and Amal’s place was set there. Because of the blowing
dust a brass cover had been fitted over the supper tray. Amal changed from his school clothes, washed his face,
dressed with care, and came upstairs.
He sat down and lifted the cover. He saw a pair of newly-sewn woolen slippers arranged on the tray. Charu
laughed uproariously.
Amal’s expectations grew after he got the slippers. Now he wanted a necktie. Next, a silk handkerchief, which
must have embroidered edges, and he must have an embroidered cover to keep oily stains from the big chair in his
sitting-room.
On each of these occasions Charulata objected and argued, and on each occasion she carefully, affectionately
met the demands of Amal’s refined tastes. Occasionally he would ask,
“Sister, how much have you done?” Charulata would fib,
“Not a thing!” Sometimes she said,
“I forgot all about it.”
But Amal was not the man to retreat. Every day he reminded and demanded. Charu would act indifferent and
quarrelsome in order to aggravate his tyranny and persistence, and suddenly one day she would have the fun of
giving him what he wanted.
Charu had nothing to do for anyone else in this wealthy family. Only Amal forced her to work. All these trivial
but pleasant labors cultivated and ripened her sensibilities.
The interior rooms of Bhupati’s house faced a plot of land that it would be exaggeration to call a garden. The
largest tree there was an English plum tree. Charu and Amal sat as a committee for the improvement of this part
of the world. For some days they made designs together, drew up plans, and with much enthusiasm imagined a
garden on this piece of land. Amal said,
“Sister, you must water our garden with your own hands like the princess of olden days.”
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“And there must be a shelter in that west corner, where the fawns will live,” said Charu.
“And there must be some sort of little lake for swans to swim in.” Charu was enchanted by that proposal and
said,
“And we’ll have blue lotuses. I’ve always wanted to see blue lotuses.”
“We’ll put a bridge over the lake,” Amal replied, “and have a fine little boat at the landing.”
“Of course the landing must be white marble.”
Amal got out pencil and paper, ruled it, took a compass, and with great ceremony drew a map of the garden. As
the days went by, they met and drew twenty or twenty-five new maps as they imagined changes and
improvements. When the map was in order they began to make cost estimates. One thing was settled at the outset
—Charu would build the garden a little at a time with savings from her own monthly allowance.
Bhupati never noticed what went on at home. When the garden was finished they would surprise him with an
invitation. He would think that, with the help of Aladdin’s lamp, a complete garden had been picked up and
brought from Japan.
Although the estimate was modest enough, Charu’s income proved insufficient. Then Amal sat down to revise
the map again. He said,
“All right, Sister, we’ll do without the lake.” Charu said,
“No, no, we simply can’t do without the lake. That’s where my blue lotuses will go.”
“Why not give up a tile roof on your deer shelter? Have a simple straw roof.” Charu became very angry.
“Then I don’t need the shelter either—let it go, too.”
They had proposed bringing clove trees from Mauritius, sandalwood from Karnat, and cinnamon seedlings
from Ceylon; Charu’s face fell when Amal listed instead commonplace indigenous and imported trees from the
local market at Maniktolla. She said,
“Then I won’t have anything to do with my garden.”
This was no way to go about adjusting an estimate. It was impossible for Charu to scale down her imagination
accordingly, and whatever Amal may have said aloud, he did not like the idea either.
“Then, Sister,” he said, “you speak to Cousin about the garden; he’ll surely give the money.”
“No, if I speak to him all the fun would be gone. We two will make the garden ourselves. He would be sure to
order an English firm to build an Eden Gardens\fn{ A park and recreation area in Calcutta }—then what happens to our
plan?”
Charu and Amal sat in the shade of the plum tree and continued to elaborate upon their pleasant and
impracticable imaginary schemes. Umapati’s wife, Manda, called from the second floor,
“What are you doing in the garden so late?”
“We’re looking for ripe plums,” Charu replied.
“If you find any,” said greedy Manda, “bring some for me.”
Charu laughed. Amal laughed. It was their chief pride and joy in all this imaginary undertaking that the plans
were theirs alone. Whatever Manda’s other virtues, she had no imagination; how could she appreciate such plans?
She was excluded from all such two-member committees.
The estimate for this impossible garden was not reduced, nor did imagination acknowledge defeat in any
sector. The plum-tree committee met thus for some time. Amal placed a marker wherever there was to be a lake, a
deer shelter, a stone altar. With a little spade he marked where a seat would surround this plum tree when their
garden was completed, while Charu sat in the shade of the tree and said,
“Amal, if you could write, that would be fine.”
“Why fine?” asked Amal.
“Then I’d make you write a story describing our garden. This lake, this deer shelter, this plum tree, every
single thing would be in it—no one besides the two of us will understand it; it would be such fun. Amal, please try
to write it. Surely you can.”
“All right. What will you give me if I can do it?”
“What do you want?”
“I’ll draw a vine on the mosquito-netting canopy. You’ll have to embroider it in with silk.”
“That’s too much. Now you want an embroidered mosquito net!” Amal advanced numerous arguments against
allowing a mosquito net to be an ugly prison. He said,
“Most of the people in the world have no feeling for beauty, and ugliness causes them not the slightest pain.
This proves it.” Charu immediately admitted this to herself and was happy, thinking,
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“We two members of the secret committee don’t belong to the ninety-five per cent who are ordinary.” She said,
“All right. Fine. I’ll embroider the canopy. You write.” Amal said mysteriously,
“You think I can’t?” Very excited, Charu replied,
“Then you must have written something. Show it to me.”
“Not today, Sister.”
“No, you must show it to me today—for Heaven’s sake, bring what you’ve written.”
All this time, over-eagerness had kept Amal from reading his work to her. He could not rid himself of this
diffidence, for he was afraid she would not understand or not like it. Now he brought the notebook, blushed a
little, coughed a little, and began to read. Charu leaned against the tree trunk, stretched her legs out on the grass,
and listened. The title of the essay was My Notebook. Amal had written:
Oh, my pure-white notebook, my imagination has not touched you yet. You are unstained. You are as mysterious as
the forehead of a child still unmarked by the god of destiny. How distant is that day when I shall finish writing the last
line of the conclusion on your last page! Today, not even in dreams do your shining infant pages imagine the
concluding words recorded in ink for all eternity …”

He had written considerably more in the same vein. Charu listened motionless in the shade of the tree. When
the reading ended she was silent for a time and then said,
“And you can’t write!”
That day beneath the tree Amal had his first taste of the intoxicating wine of literature; his companion was
young; his voice was youthful, too, and the afternoon light fell mysteriously through the long shadows. Cham
said,
“Amal, we must pick a few plums. Otherwise what will we tell Manda?”
They had no inclination to tell the stupid Manda about their reading and discussions. So they had to take her
some plums.
*
Amal and Cham did not even notice when their garden, like so many of its kind, became lost among the
endless fields of the imagination. Now Amal’s writing became the principal subject of their discussions. He would
come and say,
“Sister, the most marvelous thought has popped into my head!” Cham would become inspired; she would say,
“Let’s go to our south verandah—Manda will be coming here now to prepare paan.” Cham would sit in an old
rattan chair on the verandah, and Amal would sit against the ledge below the railing and stretch out his legs.
The subjects of Amal’s writings were not always clearly defined; it would be very difficult to clarify them. In
fact they were such a hodgepodge that it was impossible for anyone to understand them clearly. Amal himself
would say repeatedly,
“Sister, I can’t explain it to you very well.” Cham would say,
“No, I can understand a great deal. Please finish this. Don’t stop.” By dint of understanding some things, not
understanding some, imagining much, and becoming excited over Amal’s urge to express himself, she managed to
be impatient in her eagerness and pleased with whatever she constructed in her mind. That evening Charu would
ask,
“How much have you written?” Amal would reply,
“How could it be done by now?” The next morning Charu would ask a little peevishly,
“What, you haven’t written it yet?” Amal would say,
“Wait, I’m thinking a little more.” Charu would say angrily,
“Then forget it!”
By evening her anger was more intense, and when Charu was on the point of not speaking to him, Amal would
play the trick of producing a corner of composition paper as he pulled his handkerchief from his pocket. Instantly
Charu would break her silence and burst out,
“Here’s what you wrote! You’re fooling me! Let me see!” Amal would say,
“I haven’t finished it yet. I’ll let you hear it after I write a little more.”
“No, I must hear it right now.”
Amal would be very eager to read it at once, but she was not to hear it until after they had snatched it back and
forth for a little while. Then he would sit down with the paper in his hand, arrange the first page just so, take a
pencil, and make a few corrections here and there. All the while Charu’s thoughts, thrilled and curious, hovered
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over the bit of paper like a water-laden cloud.
Whenever Amal had written a paragraph or two, no matter how short it was, he had to read it to Charu at once.
They discussed the unwritten remnant and churned it with their imaginations. They had spent many days together
building castles in the air; now they forgot everything else in order to cultivate together the flowery fields of
poetry.
When Amal returned from the college one afternoon his pockets seemed fuller than usual. From the peephole
of the inner rooms, Cham noticed this as soon as he came into the house.
Amal did not usually delay about coming to the women’s part of the house when he returned; today he went to
his room with his bulging pockets and gave no sign of coming inside promptly. Charu went to the boundary of the
inner rooms and clapped her hands repeatedly, but no one heard. She was slightly angered, took a book by
Manmatha Datta, and tried to read it on her verandah.
Manmatha Datta was a new writer. His style was very much like Amal’s. Therefore Amal never praised him;
occasionally, with grotesque pronunciation, he read Manmatha’s work to Cham and ridiculed him. Cham would
snatch the book away and toss it aside contemptuously. Today when she heard Amal’s footsteps Cham held
Manmatha Datta’s Kalakantha before her face and began to read with great concentration.
Amal came onto the verandah. Charu made no response. He said,
“Well, Sister, what are you reading?” When she did not reply, Amal went around behind her chair to see the
book. He said,
“Manmatha Datta is trash!” Charu said,
“Oh, don’t bother me, let me read.” Amal stood behind her and began to read in a mocking tone of voice:
I am a blade of grass, a tiny blade of grass; oh asok plant, dressed in regal crimson, I am only a blade of grass! I
have no flower, I give no shade, I cannot raise my head to the sky, the springtime cuckoo does not perch on me to
awaken the world—but oh, asok, do not disdain me from your high flowery branch. I am the grass growing at your feet,
but do not belittle me!

Amal read this much from the book, then began to parody it.
“I am a bunch of bananas, I am a bunch of green bananas, oh pumpkin, oh roof-climbing pumpkin, I am only a
bunch of green bananas!”
Charu was so amused that she could not stay angry. She laughed, threw down the book, and said,
“You’re terribly jealous. You don’t like any writing except your own.”
“You’re terribly generous. You want to swallow even the grass if you can get it.”
“Well, Sir, don’t joke. Take out what’s in your pocket.”
After he had teased her for some time Amal took from his pocket the famous monthly journal, Sharoruha.
Charu saw Amal’s essay, Notebook. She looked at it in silence. Amal had thought that his sister-in-law would be
very happy. But when he saw no particular sign of pleasure, he said,
“Sharoruha doesn’t take ordinary writing.”
Amal overstated it. The editor did not reject any writing that was tolerably acceptable. But Amal explained to
Charu that the editor was an extremely exacting man who chose one essay out of a hundred.
Charu listened and tried to be pleased, but she could not be happy about it. She tried to understand why she
was so hurt; she found no good reason.
Amal’s writing belonged to Amal and Charu, to the two of them. Amal the writer, Charu the reader. Its
secretive character was its chief delight. Now everyone would read that composition, and many would praise it. It
was hard for her to understand why that should cause her such distress.
But the author’s aspirations were not appeased for very long by a single reader. Amal had begun to publish his
work. And it was even being praised.
Once in a while he got fan letters. Amal showed them to his sister-in-law. Charu was both pleased and pained.
Her exclusive enthusiasm and encouragement were no longer necessary to force him into writing. Amal even
began to get occasional unsigned letters from women. Charu teased him about these, but she was not happy. All at
once the closed door to their committee sessions stood open, and a Bengali readers’ circle stood between them. In
a leisurely moment Bhupati said one day,
“So, Charu, I didn’t know our Amal could write so well.”
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Bhupati’s praise pleased Charu. Amal was Bhupati’s dependent, but there was a great distinction between him
and others under her husband’s care; Charu seemed to take pride in the fact that Bhupati could recognize this
distinction. She felt,
“Now all of you finally understand why I give Amal so much affection and loving care; I saw his worth long
ago. He isn’t a person to be ignored.” Charu asked Bhupati,
“Have you read his work?” Bhupati said,
“Yes—no, not really. I hadn’t time. But our Nishikanta\fn{ Evidently another of Bhupati’s relatives or dependents } read
it and praised it highly. He knows the best Bengali writing.”
It was Charu’s dearest wish that Bhupati should have a growing sense of respect for Amal.
*
Umapati had been advising Bhupati to give premiums along with his newspaper. Bhupati could not in the least
understand how premiums could bestow profits and offset losses. Charu came into the room but left as soon as
she saw Umapati. A little later she came again and found them arguing over accounts. When Umapati saw her
impatience he made an excuse to leave. Bhupati’s head was spinning with figures. Charu came in and said,
“Isn’t your work done yet? I wonder how you can go on night and day over a newspaper.” Bhupati put the
accounts aside and laughed. He thought to himself,
“Really, I don’t get time to pay attention to Charu. It’s very unfair. The poor thing has nothing to do with her
time.” He spoke to her in a voice filled with affection.
“You’re not reading anything today! Has your tutor run away? All the rules are topsy-turvy at your school—
the pupil has the books and papers ready, and the teacher is the truant! Amal doesn’t seem to be teaching you as
usual these days.”
“Should Amal waste his time reading to me?” Charu replied.
“Do you take him for an ordinary private tutor?” Bhupati took Charu by the waist, drew her close, and said,
“Was it ordinary private tutoring? If I could read to a sister-in-law like you, then—”
“Hush, hush,” Charu answered. “Don’t say any more! It’s enough to have you as a husband! More, too?”
Bhupati was a little hurt.
“Well, from tomorrow on, I’ll certainly read to you. Let me see your books. Let me see what you’ve been
reading.”
“Enough of that. You don’t have to read to me any more. Would you please put aside your newspaper accounts
for a while? Please tell me whether you can pay attention to something else now.”
“Of course I can. Now, wherever you want me to turn my attention, that’s where it will go.”
“Well, fine,” said Charu. “Then read this article by Amal, and see how splendid it is. The editor wrote to him
that Nabagopalbabu\fn{A fictitious literary pundit} read this and called him the Ruskin of Bengal.”
At that, Bhupati somewhat shyly took the paper. He opened it and saw a piece titled “Moon of Ashar.”\fn{ The
month in the Bengali year that corresponds to June-July } For two weeks now Bhupati had been drawing up an extensive
accounting for the Government of India’s Budget Review, and all those high figures were revolving like so many
maggots in his brain—he was not prepared just then to suddenly read from start to finish an essay in the Bengali
language on the moon of Ashar. Nor was the essay very brief. The piece began:
Why has the moon of Ashar been hiding thus among the clouds all night long? It seems to have stolen something
from Heaven and has no place to hide its shame. In Phalgun\fn{February-March} when there was not even a handful
of cloud in even a corner of the sky, she then displayed herself brazenly in the open heavens before the gaze of the
whole world, and today her refulgent smile—like the dream of a child, like the memory of a loved one, like a long
string of pearls hung from the hair of Sachi, the Queen of Paradise …

Bhupati scratched his head and said,
“He writes very well. But why must I read it? What do I know about all this poetry?” Charu, embarrassed,
snatched the paper from Bhupati’s hand and said,
“Then what do you understand?”
“I’m a man of the world. I understand men.”
“Do you think that men don’t appear in literature?”
“They appear only in the wrong way. Besides, when men are present in person, why go and look for made-up
versions of them? He took Charulata by the chin and said,
“For example, I know you, so I don’t have to read Meghnadbadh\fn{A poem by Michael Madhusudan Datta (18241873)} or Kabikankancandi\fn{A collection of mythical stories centering upon the goddess Candi and written by the late sixteenth1201

century Bengali poet Mukundaram Chakravarty}

from beginning to end.”
Bhupati took pride in not understanding poetry. Yet, although he did not read Amal’s work carefully, he had a
secret respect for him. Bhupati thought,
“When I have nothing to say, even if my life depended on it I couldn’t produce such a flow of words. Who
would have known that Amal has such talent?”
Bhupati would deny his own appreciative powers, but there was nothing niggardly in his attitude toward
literature. If a poverty-stricken writer got hold of him, Bhupati would pay for getting his book printed, only taking
care to say as he did so,
“See that it isn’t dedicated to me.”
He would buy big and little weekly and monthly Bengali journals, all the renowned and unrenowned, readable
and unreadable books. He would say,
“I don’t read these, but if I don’t even buy them I’d commit the crime and not atone for it either.” Since he did
not read them, he had not a trace of malice toward the bad books, and his Bengali library was stuffed full.
Amal helped Bhupati by proofreading the English copy, and now he came into the room with a bundle of
pages, in order to show Bhupati some work done in an illegible handwriting. Bhupati laughed and said,
“Amal, write all you like about the moon of Ashar and the ripe palms of Bhadra,\fn{ August-September} I’ve no
objection. I don’t want to interfere with anyone’s independence—but why interfere with mine? Look how your
sister-in-law persecutes me by not excusing me from reading everything you write.” Amal laughed and replied,
“Certainly, Sister, I wouldn’t have written if I had known you’d find a way to torture Brother with my work.”
Amal was angry with her for degrading his most cherished productions by exposing them to Bhupati’s
unliterary judgment. At once Charu understood and was hurt. To change the subject she said to Bhupati,
“Why don’t you see about getting him married?\fn{ One of his responsibilities as Amal’s guardian at the time and probably
the wealthiest member of the family} Then you won’t have to put up with this literary torture.”
“Nowadays young men aren’t stupid like my generation,” Bhupati replied. “They’re poetic in their writing and
practical in their behavior. Well, you certainly haven’t managed to persuade your cousin to marry.” Charu left the
room. Bhupati said to Amal,
“Amal, I have to put up with this confusion over the newspaper, and poor Charu has been very much alone.
She has nothing to do. Sometimes she pops into my study. What shall I do? Amal, it would be an excellent thing if
you could manage to study with her a little. If you would translate English poetry and read it to her once in a
while, it would do her good and be enjoyable, too. Charu really has a taste for literature.”
“So she does,” said Amal. “I’m sure that if Sister studies a little more, she’ll be able to write really well
herself.” Bhupati laughed.
“I don’t hope for all that, but Charu can tell good from bad Bengali writing much better than I can.”
“She has excellent powers of imagination, such as you don’t often see in women.”
“You see it even less among men, I’ll witness to that. Well, if you can improve your sister, I’ll give you a
reward.”
“What will you give me?”
“I’ll find you a wife like her.”
“Then I’ll have to work on a wife, too! Shall I spend my whole life just on improvements?”
The two brothers were modern men. There was nothing they could not discuss freely.
*
Now Amal was a person of standing in reading circles. Previously he had been like a schoolboy; now he
seemed to be an esteemed member of society. Occasionally he read a paper before a gathering—editors and
editors’ messengers waited for him to return home. He was invited to dinners. He received requests to be
chairman and member of all sorts of organizations, and in the eyes of the family and the servants at Bhupati’s
house Amal’s status rose appreciably.
Mandakini had never considered Amal a person of any importance. She wrote off his and Cham’s witticisms
and discussions as childish and went on with her housework and her paan-making; she knew she was superior to
them and essential to the household.
Amal was an inveterate consumer of paan. Its preparation was Manda’s responsibility, and she was annoyed by
the unreasonable inroads on the supply. Amal and Charu enjoyed plotting regular raids on Manda’s paan
cupboard. But the playful pilfering of these two luxury-loving thieves was not fun for Manda.
The fact is that one who lives under another’s roof does not look kindly upon other individuals sheltered by the
same roof. Whatever extra housework she had to do for Amal was too much for Manda, and she felt put upon. She
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could not complain, for Charu was partial to Amal, but Manda constantly tried to put Amal in his place. Whenever
possible, she spoke disrespectfully about him behind his back, even to the servants. And they, too, joined in.
But when Amal began to rise in the world Manda was somewhat taken aback. Now he was no longer the same
Amal. Now his diffidence and humility suddenly disappeared. Now it seemed that he had the right to ignore the
others. The man who is well established in the world can advertise himself unhesitatingly, confidently. He gains
decidedly in authority and easily attracts the attention of women. When Manda saw Amal collecting plaudits from
all sides, she too looked up at his lofty eminence. Manda was infatuated by the glow of new self-esteem in Amal’s
young face; she seemed to see him anew.
Now it was no longer necessary to steal paan.
This was another loss that Charu suffered as a result of Amal’s rise to fame; their jolly thieves’ alliance was
disbanded. Paan came easily to Amal, and there was no shortage in the supply.
Furthermore, even the fun of scheming to exclude Mandakini from their twosome was gradually spoiled. Now
it was difficult to keep her at a distance. She did not care to have Amal think that Charu was his only friend and
connoisseur. Now Manda was ready to redeem with interest her previous neglect. So whenever Amal and Charu
were together Manda came between with some excuse and cast the shadow of an eclipse. Suddenly Charu had
trouble getting rid of Manda in order to ridicule the sudden change in her.
Needless to say, Manda’s unwanted presence was not as disgusting to Amal as to Charu. He was secretly
longing to have this indifferent female’s thoughts gradually turn in his direction. But whenever Charu saw Manda
in the distance she would say in a low, sharp voice,
“Here she comes.” Amal, too, would say,
“Yes, she’s disgusting.”
It had been their habit to be impatient with everyone else in the world; how could he suddenly abandon that?
When Mandakini came nearer, Amal would say with apparently forced courtesy,
“Now, Sister Manda, any signs of theft in your paan container today?”
“If you get it whenever you want it, Brother,” Manda would say, “why steal it?”
“That’s more pleasant than getting it the usual way.”
“Why don’t you two go on reading, Brother? Why did you stop? I love to hear someone read.”
Heretofore Manda had not tried to gain fame as a litterateur, but time works wonders. Charu did not want
Amal to read to the unappreciative Manda; Amal wanted Manda to listen, too.
“Amal has written a criticism of Kamalakanter daptar,”\fn{A collection of humorous sketches by Bankimchandra
Chatterji} Charu said. “Would you—”
“I may be stupid,” Manda replied, “but do you think I can’t understand anything?”
Then Amal recalled an earlier day. Charu and Manda had been playing cards; he had come in with his
manuscript in his hand. He had been impatient to read it to Charu and annoyed that the game was not over. At last
he had got up and said,
“All right, Sister, go on and play. I’ll go and read it to Akhilbabu.” Charu had caught hold of Amal’s shawl and
said,
“Oh, please sit down. Where are you going?” Then she finished off the game by promptly losing. Manda had
said,
“Are you going to start reading now? Then I’ll leave.” Charu had said politely,
“Why don’t you listen, too?”
“No,” Manda had answered. “I don’t understand all your rubbish. It only makes me sleepy.”
She had gone away very angry with both of them for the premature ending of the game.
Now that same Manda was anxious to hear the criticism of Kamalakanter. Amal said,
“Fine, Sister Manda, it will be my good fortune for you to hear it.”
As he spoke he turned the page back in order to begin again. The opening of the piece was highly stylized; he
did not want to omit that section. Charu said hastily,
“Brother-in-law, didn’t you say that you’d bring a few back issues of magazines from the library?”
“Not today,” Amal replied.
“Yes, today. Well! Have you forgotten?”
“Why would I forget? You said—”
“Very well, don’t bring them. You two can read. I’m leaving. I’ll send Paresh to the library.” With that, Charu
stood up.
Amal sensed danger. Manda comprehended this, and in that moment her mind was poisoned against Charu.
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When Charu had left and Amal hesitated over whether to go, Manda gave a little laugh and said,
“Go on, Brother, make up with her. Charu was angry. If you read to me it will cause trouble.” After this it was
very difficult for Amal to leave. He was rather annoyed with Charu and said to Manda,
“Why, what trouble?” He spread the page and began to read. Manda covered the page with her hands and said,
“You don’t have to, Brother. Don’t read.”
As she spoke she seemed to restrain tears. She went away.
*
Charu had been invited to visit another family.
In Charu’s room Manda sat braiding her hair. Calling, “Sister,” Amal came in. Manda was well aware that
Amal knew that Charu had gone out. She laughed and said,
“Aha. Amalbabu, you were looking for someone but found someone else. That’s just your fate.”
“The straw on the left is the same as the straw on the right,” Amal replied. “A donkey likes either.” He sat
down.
“Sister Manda,” he said, “tell me about your part of the country. I’ll listen.”
Amal collected material by listening with interest to everyone’s stories. Therefore he did not ignore Manda as
he had done heretofore. Manda’s psychology, Manda’s history were interesting to him now. He began to ask
searching questions about where she was born, what sort of village she came from, how she had spent her
childhood, when she was married, and the like.
Never before had anyone shown such curiosity about the trivial events of her life. Joyfully she began to chatter
away about herself; now and then she would say,
“I don’t know what I’m saying.” Amal encouraged her by saying,
“No, I like it very much. Go on.”
Manda’s father had a rent collector who was blind in one eye. He would fly into a rage at his second wife and
perversely vow to fast, then finally be so tormented by hunger that he would come to Manda’s house to eat on the
sly, and one day his wife would catch him there. When Charu came into the room Amal was listening attentively
to that story and laughing with delight.
The thread of the story was broken off. Charu’s arrival abruptly shattered a closed circle. She saw it all quite
plainly.
“Sister,” asked Amal, “why are you back so soon?”
“I see. I’ve come back much too soon,” Charu replied. She started to leave.
“I’m glad you’re back,” he said. “I was wondering when you’d come. I came to read you Sandhyiir pakhi,
Manmatha Datta’s new book.”
“Not now. I have work to do.”
“If you have work, order me. I’ll do it.”
Charu knew that Amal had bought the book that day and that he would come to read it to her; she would heap
praises on Manmatha Datta to make Amal jealous, and Amal would go on ridiculing the book as he read it in his
grotesque fashion. Picturing all this, impatient, she had ignored all the proprieties of the ill-timed invitation, had
left the home of her hosts early, and returned home feigning illness. Now she thought repeatedly,
“I was fine there. I shouldn’t have come back.”
Manda was behaving no less shamelessly. Alone in the same room with Amal, she laughed so that her teeth
showed. What would anyone say who saw her! But it was very difficult for Charu to reproach Manda, for Manda
would retort by citing Charu’s own example. But this was one thing, and that was another. Charu had encouraged
Amal’s work, had had literary discussions with him, but that was not at all Manda’s intention.
Obviously Manda was spreading a net to charm the simple young man. It was Charu’s duty to protect poor
Amal from this terrible danger. How should she explain to him the motive of this deceptive woman? What if her
explanation had the opposite effect?
Poor Umapati! He slaved day and night over her husband’s newspaper. And here was Manda sitting in a corner
plotting to mislead Amal. And Manda’s Umapati remained quite oblivious. He had profound faith in his wife.
How could Charu keep quiet when she saw all this with her own eyes? It was extremely unjust.
But Amal up until now had been quite all right. The mischief was done the very day his writing made a name
for him. Charu had provided the foundations for his work. What an unlucky moment that was when she had
encouraged his writing! Would she influence him now as before? Now Amal had acquired a taste for public
acclaim it did not matter if one person were excluded.
Charu clearly understood Amal’s great danger in falling from her hands into those of the public. Now Amal did
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not consider her his equal. He had bypassed her. Now he was writer, Charu the reader. There must be some
solution for that.
Ah, simple Amal, deceptive Manda, poor Umapati!
*
The rising clouds of Ashar overcast the sky. Charu sat by her open window, bent low over her writing because
the room was growing darker.
She did not know that Amal came soundlessly and stood behind her. She continued to write in the soothing
light of the rainy day; Amal stood there and read. Some of his published work lay open beside her, her only
model.
“How can you say that you can’t write!”
His voice startled her violently. Quickly she hid the notebook and said,
“That’s very unfair!”
“What’s unfair?”
“Why did you steal a look?”
“Because I couldn’t see it in the open.”
Charu was about to tear up what she had written. Amal made a grab and snatched the notebook from her hand.
Charu said,
“If you read what I wrote I’ll never speak to you again.”
“If you don’t let me read it, I’ll never speak to you again.”
“For Heaven’s sake, Cousin, don’t read it!”
At last she had to give in, for she was of two minds about showing Amal her writing. Yet she had not thought
that when the time came she would feel so bashful. When he begged so urgently for it and began to read,
embarrassment turned her hands and feet to ice. She said,
“I’ll get you some paan.”
She hurried to the next room as if to prepare some. Amal read to the end and said to her,
“It’s wonderful!” She had forgotten to put spice in the paan. She said,
“Go on, you shouldn’t make more fun of me. Give it to me. Give me the notebook.”
“I won’t give it to you now. I’ll make a copy and send it to the magazine.”
“What! Send it to a magazine! You can’t do that!”
Charu made a tremendous fuss. Amal did not yield on a single point. He insisted repeatedly, saying,
“It’s quite worthy of being submitted.” Then, as if she were deeply disappointed, she said,
“I can’t do anything with you. Once you start something, you never let it go.”
“Brother must see this,” said Amal.
When Charu heard that, she put down the prepared paan. She tried to retrieve the notebook and said,
“No, you won’t read it to him. If you tell him about my writing, I won’t write another syllable.”
“Sister, you’re very mistaken. Whatever he says, he’ll be happy to see your work.”
“Maybe so, but what good would that happiness do me?”
Then Charu vowed that she would write—she would surprise Amal. She would neither give up nor miss this
chance to show that there was a big difference between herself and Manda.
*
In the next few days she wrote much and tore it up. Whatever she wrote became exactly like Amal’s writing;
when she compared it, she found that some parts were quoted word for word from him. Those were the only good
portions; the rest was amateurish. Imagining that when Amal saw this he would surely laugh to himself, Charu
tore her work to pieces and threw it into the pond so that none of it could accidentally fall into Amal’s hands.
First she wrote a piece called Cloud of Sravan. She thought,
“What I have written is soaked with the tears of emotion.” Suddenly she realized that this was merely a
variation on Amal’s Moon of Ashar. Amal had written:
“Oh moon, why do you hide among the clouds like a thief?” Charu wrote:
“Oh cloud, where did you come from all at once, to steal the moon and run away with it under your blue sari?”
And so forth.
At last, when Charu could not avoid Amal’s encircling influence she changed her subject matter. Moon, cloud,
shephali flowers, bau-katha-kao bird, all were discarded; she wrote The Kali Temple.
In her village a temple to Kali stood near the darkly shadowed pond. Charu’s girlish imagination had filled her
with curiosity and fear about that temple. She had all sorts of memories about it. There was an ancient story, long
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known to the village, about the greatness of its resident deity—Charu wrote about that. Her opening section was
flowery, in the style of AmaL but her writing progressed with simple ease and was full of the speech, manner,
intonation of the countryside.
Amal grabbed up this composition and read it. He thought that the first part was very fine, but the poetry didn’t
hold up to the end. Well, all right for a first attempt it was praiseworthy.
“Cousin,” said Charu, “let’s put out a monthly journal. What do you say?”
“How can you put out a journal without lots of money?”
“Ours won’t cost anything. It won’t be printed—I’ll copy it by hand. No one else’s work will go into it just
yours and mine. No one else will read it. We’ll put out only two copies, one for you, one for me.”
A short time earlier Amal would have been excited about this project. Now the enthusiasm for secrecy was
gone. Now he was not happy unless a composition was aimed at a crowd. Nevertheless, he acted enthusiastic for
the sake of appearances.
“That would be great fun,” he said.
“But you’ll have to promise. You can’t write for any journal but ours.”
“Then the editors of the other journals would fire me.”
“Haven’t I a weapon to fire back with?”
Thus it was settled. The committee convened as two editors, two writers, two readers. Amal said,
“Let’s call the journal Carupath.”\fn{Beautiful Reader} Charu said,
“No, it’s Amala.”\fn{The feminine version of Amal’s name}
This new arrangement made Charu forget her troubles of the past few days. There was no way for Manda to
get into their journal; the door was closed to outsiders.
*
One day Bhupati said,
“Charu, you’ve become a writer. This wasn’t supposed to happen!” Charu was startled. She blushed and
replied,
“I a writer! Who told you? Never!”
“Caught red-handed! I have the evidence in my hand!”
He took out a copy of the magazine Sharoruha. Charu saw that all the compositions that she had thought were
their secret property, handwritten and saved for their own monthly journal, were published in Sharoruha with the
authors’ names attached. The thought that occurred to her was that someone must have left the cage door open
and allowed the beloved tame bird to fly away. She was so angry with Amal for this breach of trust that she forgot
her shame at Bhupati’s discovery.
“And look at this!”
Bhupati opened the newspaper Visvabandhu\fn{Friend of the World} and held it up in front of Charu. There was
an essay, Current Bengali Literary Style. Charu shoved it away and said,
“Why should I read this?” She was so annoyed with Amal that she was unable just then to think of anything
else. Bhupati urged,
“Won’t you take a look at it?”
Charu had no alternative. The author had written a very stringent essay criticizing the extravagant prose of a
group of modem writers. Amal and Manmatha Datta were among those whom the critic scathingly ridiculed. On
the other hand he had high praise for the naturalness and simplicity of language, the ease and genuineness, the
descriptive skill of the new writer, Srimati\fn{ Srimati is the term for “Mrs.” or “Madame.”} Charubala. He wrote:
The salvation of Amal and Company, if they wish to succeed, lies in imitation of this creative method; otherwise
there is no doubt that they will be cast aside.

Bhupati laughed.
“This is what we mean by ‘knowledge striking at the master’.”
Charu was too hurt to be entirely pleased by this first commendation of her writing. She felt as if she did not
want to take pleasure in it. She warded off the tempting secret draught of praise held out to her.
She realized that Amal had decided to give her a surprise by publishing her work in the magazine. He had
decided that, after publication, as soon as a laudatory critique appeared somewhere, he would appease her wrath
and encourage her by showing her both at the same time. Why hadn’t Amal come eagerly to show her the
favorable notice as soon as it appeared? He had taken a beating in it, and because he did not want to show this to
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Charu, he had hidden everything from her.
Charu had been building a tiny literary nest to be enjoyed in remote solitude. The huge missiles of a sudden
hailstorm of praise were about to knock it apart. Charu disliked this intensely.
*
Bhupati left, and Charu remained sitting silently on her bed; Sharoruha and Visvabandhu lay open in front of
her.
Behind her Amal entered soundlessly, notebook in hand, intending to startle her. When he came close he found
her sitting absorbed in thought, Visvabandhu opened to the critical review. Silently he went out again.
“She’s pleased out of her senses,” he thought, “because they’ve criticized me and praised her.”
In that moment his whole heart turned bitter. He was positive that she had read that fool’s review and
considered herself superior to her own guru, and he was furious with her. She ought to tear the paper to shreds
and burn it to ashes. In his anger with Charu, Amal went to the door of Manda’s room and called noisily,
“Sister Manda!”
“Come in, Brother, come in,” said Manda. “Do I see you without having to beg! How lucky I am today!”
“Would you listen to a few of my new compositions?”
“For days and days you gave me hope by saying, ‘I’ll read, I’ll read,’ but you never read. It’s no use, Brother—
if someone gets mad at you again, you will be in trouble. What could I do about that?” Amal said somewhat
sharply,
“Who’ll be mad? Why should anyone be mad? Well, we’ll see about that. Come and listen now.”
At once Manda settled herself as if very eager. With great ceremony Amal began to read aloud.
Amal’s writing was absolutely foreign to Manda. She made neither head nor tail of it. Therefore she listened,
smiling happily from ear to ear, listened much too eagerly. Amal’s voice gradually rose with zeal. He read:
Abhimanu,\fn{An allusion to a character in Hindu epic verse, expert in the art of military infiltration but never knowing now to
get out again} when he was in his mother’s womb, learned to enter a military phalanx but not how to exit—likewise the
current of the river, when it was in the stone womb of the mountain, learned only how to go forward but not how to
retreat. Alas for the current of the river! Alas for youth! Alas for time! Alas for the world. You can only advance
nevermore return to the path, to that path where you cast the golden pebble of memory. Only the human heart looks
back; this endless world does not even care to look back.

Just then a shadow fell across Manda’s door, and Manda saw it. But she pretended not to see and continued to
listen with profound attention, her eyes fixed on Amal’s face.
At once the shadow moved away. Charu had waited for Amal; as soon as he returned she would castigate the
journal Visvabandhu as it deserved and scold Amal for breaking his promise and publishing their work. The time
for his arrival had gone by, and still there was no sign of him. Charu had her new manuscript all ready; she
wanted to read it to him. That, too, lay neglected.
But where did Amal’s voice come from! It seemed to come from Manda’s room! Charu jumped up as if struck
by an arrow. Silently she went and stood at the door. She had not yet heard the composition that Amal was reading
to Manda. Amal was reading,
“‘Only the human heart looks back; this endless world does not even care to look back.’”
Charu could not return as soundlessly as she had come. The day’s shocks, coming one after another, made her
lose patience altogether. She wanted to scream out that Manda was not comprehending a single word, and like a
senseless idiot Amal was getting satisfaction from reading to her. But Charu did not say this aloud; she declared it
with her outraged footsteps. She went into her bedroom and slammed the door.
Amal stopped reading for a moment. Manda laughed and indicated that it had been Charu. Amal thought to
himself,
“What kind of torture is Sister-in-law concocting? Has she decided I’m only her slave? Can’t I read to anyone
but her? What kind of dreadful persecution is this?” And so he read even more loudly to Manda.
When he finished reading and left, he passed Charu's room. He looked back; her door was closed.
Charu knew from the sound of his footsteps that Amal had passed—and had not even stopped. In her sorrow
and anger no tears came. She took her own new manuscript from the notebook, tore every page to bits, and
heaped up the pieces. Alas, what an inauspicious moment, when she had begun all this literary business!
*
That evening the fragrance of jasmine came from the tubs on the verandah The stars were visible through the
ragged clouds in the softened sky. Charu had not put up her hair that day, had not changed her clothes. She had sat
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by the window in the dark, with her loose hair blowing gently in the breeze, and even she herself could not have
explained why her tears flowed so fast.
Bhupati came into the room. His face was very downcast, his heart heavy. It was not his usual time to come.
After writing for the paper and looking at the proofs, he usually came late to the inner rooms. Today, just at
evening, he came to Charu as if he were looking for consolation.
No lamp burned. By the dim light from the open window, Bhupati faintly discerned Charu there; slowly he
came and stood behind her. Charu heard his footsteps but even then did not turn her face—she remained fixed and
rigid, like a statue. Somewhat surprised, Bhupati called out,
“Charu!”
His voice startled her, and she rose at once. She had not thought of Bhupati’s coming. He ran his fingers
through her hair and asked in a voice soft with affection,
“Why are you sitting alone in the dark, Charu? Where did Manda go?”
All day long Charu’s hopes had come to nothing. She had made up her mind that Amal would come to beg her
pardon—she was ready and waiting for that. At the unexpected sound of Bhupati’s voice she seemed unable to
control herself. All at once she burst into sobs. Confused and pained, Bhupati asked,
“Charu, what’s happened, Charu?”
It was difficult for her to say what had happened. What had happened? Nothing much had happened. She had
heard Amal reading his own new piece first for Manda, not for her. How could she complain to Bhupati about
that? Wouldn’t he laugh? It was impossible for Charu to formulate the serious complaint concealed by this petty
affair. She could not fully understand why she was so pained so unreasonably, and this pained her all the more.
“Charu,” Bhupati said, “please tell me what has happened to you. Have I been unfair to you? You surely know
how busy I am with the problems of the paper. If I did anything to hurt you, I never intended it.”
Because there were no possible answers to Bhupati’s questions, Charu was secretly impatient. She felt that she
would be relieved if he would let her alone. When Bhupati got no reply a second time, he said again, tenderly,
“I can’t always come to you, Charu. I’ve been guilty of that, but not any more. From now on I won’t spend day
and night with the paper. You’ll have me as much as you want me.” Charu answered impatiently,
“That’s not it.”
“Then what is it?” Bhupati sat down on the bed. Charu could not hide her irritation. She said,
“Let it go now. I’ll tell you tonight.” Bhupati was silent for a moment.
“Well, then, let it go for now.”
As he spoke he slowly rose and left the room. He himself had something to say, but that could not be said now.
It was not unapparent to Charu that Bhupati left aggrieved. She thought,
“Let me call him back.”
But after she had called him, what would she say? She was pierced by remorse but found no remedy for it.
*
Night came. With meticulous care Charu prepared Bhupati’s evening meal and sat down herself with a fan in
her hand. Just then she heard Manda calling in her high-pitched voice,
“Braja, Braja!” When the servant Braja answered, Manda asked,
“Has Amalbabu eaten?” Braja replied,
“He has.”
“He ate, but you didn’t take him the paan?” Manda began to take Braja severely to task.
At that moment Bhupati came in and sat down to eat. Charu began to fan him. She had vowed to talk
pleasantly and cheerfully to Bhupati on various topics. She sat there with her conversation ready. But Manda’s
voice disrupted her elaborate preparations. Charu could not say a word of this to Bhupati during the meal.
Bhupati, too, was very gloomy and absent-minded. He did not eat well. Charu spoke only once:
“Why aren’t you eating anything?” Bhupati protested,
“Why do you ask? I haven’t done badly.” When they were together in their bedroom he said,
“You said you were going to tell me something tonight.”
“Look here,” said Charu. “For some time now I haven’t liked Manda’s behavior. I’m afraid to keep her here.”
“Why, what has she done?”
“It’s shameful, the way she carries on with Amal.” Bhupati laughed.
“Oh, you’re crazy! Amal’s a kid. Born yesterday—”
“You don’t pay attention to what goes on at home, only to what you pick up outside. All right, I’m the one who
worries over poor Umapati. Manda doesn’t even find out whether her husband eats or doesn’t eat. She’d rather
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make scenes and scold the servants if everything isn’t just right for Amal.”
“You girls are very suspicious, I must say.” Charu was becoming angry.
“Very well, we’re suspicious, but I’m telling you that I won’t stand for all this impudence in the house.”
Bhupati laughed to himself and was pleased by Charu’s baseless fears. A home where purity dwells, where
scandal does not stain the sacred matrimonial relationship, gains charm and majesty from a devoted wife’s
exaggerated vigilance. Respectfully and affectionately, Bhupati kissed Charu’s forehead and said,
“You needn’t fuss about this any more. Umapati is going to practice law in Mymensingh. He will take Manda
with him.” Finally, to dispel his own anxiety and all these unpleasant subjects, Bhupati took a notebook from the
table and said,
“Please read me your writing, Charu.” Charu snatched at the notebook.
“You wouldn’t like this. You’d make fun of it.” This hurt Bhupati, but he hid it with a smile.
“Well, I won’t make fun of it. I’ll listen so quietly that you’ll think I’m asleep!”
But she paid no attention to him. In a twinkling the notebook and papers vanished under the bedclothes.
*
Bhupati could not tell Charu everything. Umapati was the manager of Bhupati’s newspaper. Collecting
subscriptions, paying for printing and supplies, paying the servants, all were Umapati’s responsibilities.
Bhupati had been surprised to receive a letter one day from the lawyer who represented the newsprint supplier.
It informed Bhupati that he owed 2,700 rupees. He called Umapati and asked,
“What’s wrong? I’ve given you this money. This paper bill shouldn’t be more than 400 or 500 rupees.”
“Surely,” said Umapati, “they’ve made a mistake.”
But it was no longer a secret. For some time Umapati had been appropriating funds in this way. He had run up
debts not only in connection with the paper but had used Bhupati’s name in many shops as well. He had written
Bhupati’s signature several times for materials for a brick house he was building in the village and had paid for
most of those with money belonging to the paper. When he was caught outright Umapati said in a harsh voice,
“I’m not going underground. I’ll get work and pay the debt a little at a time—if I don’t repay every penny my
name isn’t Umapati.”
Bhupati was not consoled by the inviolability of Umapati’s name. He was not so much offended by the loss of
the money, but this sudden revelation of treachery made him feel as if he had stepped from his room into a void.
That was the day Bhupati had come inopportunely to the inner rooms of the house. At that moment his heart
longed to feel that faith had a definite place in the world. Charu had been sitting by the window in the dark; her
sorrows had extinguished the evening lamp.
The very next day Umapati prepared to go to Mymensingh. He wanted to make his getaway before the local
creditors heard about him. Bhupati’s disgust kept him from talking to Umapati. Umapati considered Bhupati’s
silence his own good fortune.
*
Amal came and asked,
“Sister Manda, what’s going on? Why are you packing up all your things?”
“Oh, we’ll have to go, Brother. Should we live here forever?”
“Where are you going?”
“To the country.”
“Why? What was inconvenient here?”
“What inconvenience could I have had? I was with all of you, I was very happy with all of you. But it seems to
be a matter of bothering others.” She glanced toward Charu’s room.
Amal turned silent and somber. Manda said,
“Shame, shame—what a shame! What does the master of the house think of this?”
Amal did not discuss it further. He decided that Charu had told Bhupati something unrepeatable about him and
Manda.
Amal went out and wandered through the streets. He wished he did not have to return to that house again. If
Bhupati believed Charu and considered him guilty, he too should follow in Manda’s footsteps. In a way, Manda’s
farewell was a deportation order for Amal as well. It simply had not been put into words. Now his duty was very
plain—he should not stay even one more minute.
But Bhupati must not harbor an unjust notion of him. For such a long time, with unwavering confidence,
Bhupati had kept him in his house. How could he leave without making Bhupati see that he had not violated that
confidence in any way?
1209

What with ungrateful relatives, besieging creditors, jumbled account books, and an empty cashbox, Bhupati
was then at his wits’ ends. There was no one to share his prosaic sorrows—he was preparing to stand alone and
fight against heartache and debt.
Then Amal rushed into the room like a storm. Bhupati was startled out of his endless reverie. He asked,
“What’s the matter, Amal?”
Suddenly it seemed to him that Amal came with news of still another disaster. Amal said,
“Brother, have you any reason to doubt me?” Bhupati was amazed.
“Doubt you!” He thought, “The way the world is going it wouldn’t be surprising if some day I doubted even
Amal.”
“Did Sister-in-law complain to you at all about my character?” Amal asked. Bhupati thought,
“Oh, so that’s it! I'm relieved. It’s been a matter of hurt feelings!”
He had thought it would be another disaster. But even at a time of serious crisis one must pay attention to such
trifles. The world will shake the bridge and at the same time will hurry one across with bundles of vegetables. At
any other time Bhupati would have joked with Amal, but today he was not in the mood. He said,
“Have you gone crazy?” Amal asked again,
“Sister-in-law didn’t say anything?”
“If she says something out of affection for you, you have no reason to be angry.”
“I should go somewhere else now and try for a job.”
“Amal, don’t act like a child,” Bhupati said reproachfully. “Now get on with your studies. You’ll get a job
later.”
Amal emerged with a long face. Bhupati continued to sit there, examining subscribers’ accounts from over the
past three years.
*
Amal decided that he must discuss this matter face to face with his sister-in-law; he would not allow it to drop
until they had talked it out. He began rehearsing to himself all the harsh things he would say to her.
When Manda had left, Charu decided to send for Amal herself and pacify him. But she would call him on the
pretext of a manuscript. She had concocted an essay called Light in the Dark of the Moon, which imitated one of
Amal’s own compositions.
Charu knew very well that Amal did not care for her own characteristic style. In this new piece Charu censured
the full moon severely for displaying all its light at once. She had written:
In the unfathomable darkness, the sixteen phases of the moon conceal, stage by stage, all the light of the full moon,
yet not a single ray is lost. That is why the dark of the moon is more complete than the glow of the full moon …

And so forth. Amal had shown all his own compositions to everyone, and Charu had shown none of hers—
wasn’t there a hint of that in the dark-of-the-moon/full-moon comparison?
For his part Bhupati, a third member of this family group, went off to his best friend Motilal in search of relief
from the pressure of imminent debts. Bhupati had once loaned several thousand rupees to Motilal. In extreme
embarrassment Bhupati now asked him for the money.
The shirtless Motilal was being fanned after his bath. He had spread a piece of paper over a wooden box and
was writing in very small letters the thousand names of Durga.\fn{ Durga is the incarnation of Parvati, the Mother Goddess
and the wife of Shiva} When he saw Bhupati he said heartily,
“Come in, come in. It’s very hard to get to see you these days.” When he heard about the money Motilal fell
into a brown study.
“What money are you talking about?” he asked. “Did I get anything from you recently?” When Bhupati
reminded him of the date of the loan, Motilal said,
“Oh, I think that was canceled a long time ago.”
To Bhupati’s eyes everything seemed to undergo a complete change. His body prickled with terror when he
saw that aspect of the world which had just been unmasked. Like a frightened man who, in the face of a flash
flood, looks for the highest ground and runs toward it Bhupati went swiftly from the fear-ridden outer world to the
inner rooms of his own house. He said to himself,
“Whatever else happens, Charu won’t deceive me.”
Charu was sitting on her bed, a pillow on her lap and a notebook on the pillow. She was bent over and
absorbed in writing. She realized Bhupati’s presence only when he came quite close to her. Quickly she shoved
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her notebook under her legs.
When a heart already aches, a small blow causes severe pain. Bhupati was hurt when Cham hid her writing
with such unnecessary speed as soon as she saw him. Slowly he sat down beside her on the bed. Her flow of
inspiration had been unexpectedly checked. Confusion and embarrassment had made her hide the notebook, and
she could think of nothing to say.
That day Bhupati had nothing of himself to tell or to offer. He had come empty-handed to beg from Charu. If
he could get her to ask some question full of anxious love, if he could get some show of affection from her, he
would have the medicine for his painful wound. But “fortune herself had been unfortunate”. At the moment of
need, Charu seemed unable to find the key to the storeroom of her love. The solid silence of the pair made the
stillness of the room more dense.
For a little while Bhupati remained quite silent, then sighed, rose from the bed, and slowly went away. Just
then, his mind filled with harsh phrases, Amal was rushing to Charu’s room. He stopped anxiously when he saw
Bhupati’s drawn, pale face.
“Brother, are you ill?” Amal asked.
Bhupati’s whole heart seemed suddenly to swell with tears when he heard Amal’s gentle voice. For some
moments Bhupati could not speak. Then he made a strong effort, controlled himself, and said with tears in his
voice,
“It’s nothing, Amal. Is anything of yours being published soon?”
What became of Amal’s store of harsh words? He hurried to Charu’s room and said,
“Sister-in-law, what happened to Brother?” Charu said,
“Why, I didn’t notice anything. Maybe another paper has been criticizing his.”
Amal shook his head. Charu was very relieved that Amal had come without being called, and she began to chat
in a normal manner. She spoke at once about writing.
“Today I was writing a composition, Light in the Dark of the Moon. He returned and almost saw it.”
Charu had made up her mind that Amal would demand to see her new piece. She even turned its pages a little.
But Amal looked very sharply at her face for a moment—who knows what he thought, what he understood?
Startled, he stood up.
When clouds suddenly lift on a mountain road, the traveler is alarmed to find himself on the point of stepping
off into a ravine a thousand feet deep. Amal left the room without a word. Charu could not fathom his
unprecedented behavior.
*
The next day, again at an unusual hour, Bhupati came to the bedroom and called for Charu. He said,
“Charu, a very good marriage has been proposed for Amal.” Charu’s thoughts were elsewhere. She asked,
“What’s happened that’s so good?”
“A marriage proposal.”
“Why, don’t you like me?” Bhupati laughed loudly.
“I haven’t asked Amal yet whether he likes you or not. Even if he does, I have a few rights. I’m not giving
them up all at once.”
“Oh! Don’t joke about it! You said you had a marriage proposal.” Charu’s face flushed.\fn{ Charu jumps to the
conclusion that Bhupati is dissatisfied with her and plans to marry a second wife, a practice still condoned in 1901 when this novel was first
published}

“If that were the case would I run to tell you the news? There’s no hope of baksheesh from you.”
“A proposal for Amal? Fine. Then why wait?”
“Raghunathbabu, the lawyer at Burdhwan, wants Amal to marry his daughter and then will send him to
England.” Charu was startled.
“To England?”
“Yes, to England.”
“Amal would go to England? What fun! That would be fine. Really excellent. You tell him about it.”
“Don’t you think it would be better for you to call him first and tell him it’s a good idea?”
“I’ve said so three thousand times. He doesn’t pay attention to anything I say. I can’t tell him anything.”
“Do you think he won’t get married?”
“We’ve tried so often before, but he wouldn’t have anything to do with it.”
“But he ought not to let this proposal get away. I’ve had many debts, and I can’t go on supporting Amal!”
Bhupati sent for Amal. When he came, Bhupati said to him,
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“We have a proposal from Raghunathbabu, the lawyer at Burdhwan, that you marry his daughter. He wants to
send you to England after you are married. What do you think of it?”\fn{ Such arrangements were not unusual. The
investment in a son-in-law’s professional training was often part of a marriage settlement }
“If I have your permission,” Amal replied, “I don’t object.”
Both Charu and Bhupati were surprised. Neither had thought that he would agree as soon as he was asked.
Charu taunted him in a sharp voice.
“He’ll consent only with Brother’s permission! What an obedient little brother I have! Where has your
devotion to Big Brother been all this time, Cousin?”
Amal did not reply. He tried to laugh a little. His silence seemed to make Charu goad him further. She said
with increased acerbity,
“Why don’t you say instead that you are the one who wants it? Did you have to pretend all this time that you
don’t want to marry? Were you hungry, but too shy to eat?” Bhupati made a joke of it.
“Amal has been suppressing his hunger all this time out of respect for you, for fear you’d be jealous of your
sister-in-law.” Charu flushed at this and said vehemently,
“Jealous! Nothing of the sort! I’m never jealous. It’s very unfair of you to say that!”
“Look at this! I can’t even joke with my own wife!”
“No, I don’t like that sort of joke.”
“Very well, I’ve made a terrible mistake. Forgive me. All right, so the marriage is settled?”
“Yes,” Amal said.
“You’re not even taking the time to meet the girl and see whether she’s a good or a bad choice?” Charu asked.
“You certainly haven’t given even a hint that you were in such a state.”
“Amal,” said Bhupati, “if you want to see the girl I can arrange it. I’ve heard that she is pretty.”
“No,” Amal answered, “I don’t need to see her.”
“Why listen to him?” Charu asked. “That’s impossible. Would you marry without seeing the bride? If he
doesn’t want to see her, we do.”
“No, Brother,” said Amal. “I see no need for such unnecessary delay.”
“Then there’s no need,” said Charu. “Delay would break your heart. Put on the bridal headdress and go get
married right now. Who knows? Someone else might steal your crown jewel.” None of her taunts could move
Amal in the least.
“Is your heart running away to England? Why, did we treat you badly here? These days boys aren’t happy
unless they dress up in a sahib’s coat and hat. Cousin, will you be able to recognize dark-skinned people like us
when you come back from England?”
“Then why go to England?” Amal asked. Bhupati laughed.
“One crosses the seven seas in order to forget the dark beauty. Don’t worry, Charu. We’ll stay here. The dark
beauty won’t lack for devotion.”
Bhupati was happy and wrote at once to Burdhwan. The date of the marriage was set.
*
In the meantime the newspaper had to be abandoned. Bhupati could no longer bear the expense. All at once he
had to desert his paper, a huge, relentless creature named The Common Man, to which he had been singlemindedly devoted night and day for so long. The whole direction of his life, a well-worn path followed
uninterruptedly for the past twelve years, seemed abruptly to drop off into deep water.
Bhupati was in no wise prepared for this. Where would he divert all his suddenly arrested energies? They
seemed to look into his face like hungry, shelterless orphans; he brought them to stand before the merciful, tenderhearted woman who lived in the inner rooms of his own house.
What was the woman thinking then? She was saying to herself:
“Isn’t this strange? It is very good that Amal will be married. But after all this time he will leave us, to be
married in someone else’s house and go to England. Doesn’t all this make him hesitate even a little? We kept him,
took care of him so well for so long, and when he found an excuse to say good-bye, he was ready to pack up, as if
he had been waiting all along for the chance.
“But how sweet he was! How he loved us! There’s no telling about a man. Who would have known that a man
who could write so well had no heart at all?”
Charu tried hard to ignore the emptiness of Amal’s heart when compared with the abundance of her own, but
she failed. Inside her a gnawing pain prodded at her self-esteem like a hot spear.
“Amal will leave tomorrow, but I haven’t seen him for several days. There hasn’t even been a chance to clear
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up our misunderstandings.”
She felt every moment that he would come of his own accord—all their good times could not be ruined this
way, but Amal did not come. Finally, when the day of departure was at hand, Charu herself sent for him.
“I’ll come shortly,” he said.
Charu went to sit on a stool on their verandah. Since morning it had been very cloudy and sultry. She rolled
her loose hair up on her head, took a fan, and began to fan her weary body.
It became very late. Her fan gradually ceased to move. Anger, sorrow, and impatience swelled and mingled in
her breast. She said to herself,
“If Amal doesn’t come at all, what of it?” But still her thoughts rushed to the door at the sound of any footstep.
A distant church clock struck eleven. Soon Bhupati would have his bath and come for his meal. If Amal came
even now, they would still manage to have half an hour. At any rate, today they must reconcile their unspoken
quarrels of the past few days—she could not let Amal say goodbye this way. This was a long-standing affection
between brother-in-law and sister-in-law—a shadowy garden of the interwoven vines of many thoughts and
childish quarrels, of much affectionate tyranny and happy confidential discussion—would Amal go so far away
for so long and let all this fall into the dust? Wouldn’t he grieve a little? Would he go without even watering this
garden one last time—a final tear for their long friendship?
The half hour was almost up. Charu took down her hair and wound and unwound a loose lock rapidly around
her finger. She could scarcely control her tears. A servant came and said,
“Mistress, a green coconut must be taken out for the Master.”
Charu untied the storeroom key from the corner of her sari and tossed it clattering at the servant’s feet. The
astonished servant took the key and left. Something began to swell from Charu’s chest into her throat.
*
The smiling Bhupati came to eat at the usual time. When Charu appeared, fan in hand, she found that Amal
had come to the dining room with Bhupati. She did not look at Amal.
“Sister-in-law,” he asked, “you called me?”
“No,” Charu said. “There’s no need to call you any more.”
“Then I’ll go. I have so much packing to do.” Then Charu looked into Amal’s face. Her eyes blazed.
“Go on!” she said.
Amal looked once at Charu and left. Bhupati usually sat with her for a short while after his meal. Today he had
been very busy with the uproar over his accounts, and now he could not stay long in the inner rooms. Therefore he
said somewhat sadly,
“I can’t sit here any longer—there’s a lot of trouble today.”
“Then go on,” Charu replied. He thought,
“Charu’s offended.” He said,
“But not that I have to go right now. I must rest a little.”
He sat down. He saw that Charu was depressed. For a long time Bhupati sat, feeling repentant, but he could
not think of anything to say. For many minutes he tried in vain to make conversation. He said,
“Amal will be leaving tomorrow. You may be very lonely for a few days.”
Without answering him, Charu went abruptly to another room as if to get something. Bhupati waited for some
little time and then went away.
Today Charu had seen from Amal’s face that he had grown very thin during these last few days. His expression
had not the least trace of youthful exuberance. She was both pleased and pained. She did not doubt that the
coming separation distressed Amal, but why did he act like this? Why was he so distant? Why did he willfully
embitter the day of departure?
As she lay on the bed thinking and thinking, she suddenly sat up, startled. She had thought of Manda. What if
Amal were in love with Manda? What if he acted this way because Manda had left? For shame! Would Amal
think that way? Was he so mean as that? So low? Would he be attracted to a married woman? Impossible! She
wanted to do her best to dismiss the doubts, but doubt stung her sharply.
*
Thus the time came for departure. The clouds did not clear away. Amal came and said in a trembling voice,
“Sister-in-law, it’s time for me to go. You look after Brother now. His situation is serious—you are his only
comfort.”
Amal had been observing Bhupati’s pale, worried face, had made inquiries, and knew the reason for his
distress. Amal kept to himself his thoughts of Bhupati’s lonely, silent struggle with his own misery, of his not
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asking aid or comfort from anyone, not allowing his relatives and dependents to be upset by this calamity. Then
Amal thought about Charu and about himself, his ears began to burn, and he said passionately,
“To hell with the moon of Ashar and light in the dark of the moon. If I come back a barrister and can help
Brother, only then I’ll prove myself a man.”
Charu had lain awake all night thinking of what she would say to Amal when he left. Her mind sharpened,
shined, and polished the words she intended to say with charming severity and gracious indifference. But when it
was time for farewells, she was unable to say any of this. She merely said,
“You’ll write, won’t you, Amal?”
Amal paid his respects by touching his forehead to the ground.
Charu ran to her bedroom and closed the door.
*
Bhupati went to Burdhwan and returned home after Amal’s marriage and departure for England.
Trustful Bhupati had suffered blows from so many directions that he became indifferent to the outside world.
He did not care now for any sort of assembly or gathering. He thought,
“All that time I deceived myself with such things—the happy days of my life were spent in vain and I’ve
thrown the best part of it onto the trash heap.” He said to himself,
“Never mind, the paper is gone, it’s a good thing. I’ve got my freedom.”
Like a bird returning to the nest at the first sign of evening darkness, Bhupati left his long-accustomed field of
activity and returned to Charu in the inner rooms of his house. He decided,
“Well, from now on I’ll go nowhere. My place is here. That paper boat I played with all day long has sunk.
Now I’ll go home.”
He seemed to share the common belief that no one need earn his claim to his wife—the wife keeps her own
lamp burning like the polestar. It is not blown out by the wind. It need not be filled with oil. When the outside of
Bhupati’s house began to crack, it did not even occur to him to examine cracks in any of the arches of the inner
rooms.
*
It was evening when Bhupati returned from Burdhwan. Quickly he washed his hands and face and ate an early
supper. This time he did not delay for a moment, for he had decided that Charu would naturally be eager to hear
from beginning to end the description of Amal’s wedding and departure for England.
Bhupati lay down in the bedroom and smoked the long water pipe. Charu was still absent, probably busy with
housework. The tired Bhupati began to fall asleep after the tobacco was lighted. Every moment he started out of
his doze and thought,
“Why does Charu still not come?” Finally he could wait no longer, and he sent for her. He asked,
“Charu, why were you so long today?” She did not explain her delay. She said,
“Yes, I’m late today.”
Bhupati was waiting for her eager questions. She asked none. This hurt him a little. Could it be that she did not
love Amal? All the time Amal had been here, Charu had enjoyed having fun with him, and as soon as he was
gone, she was so indifferent! Such unnatural behavior puzzled Bhupati. He thought,
“Can it be that Charu has no depths to her heart? Does she only know how to have fun? Can’t she love? It’s not
good for women to be so indifferent.”
Bhupati had taken pleasure in the closeness between Charu and Amal. Their childish bickering and
companionship, games and consultations, were sweetly interesting to him. Bhupati was very happy in observing
Charu’s tender-hearted care and constant attention for Amal. Now Bhupati was surprised into thinking,
“Did all this merely float? Had it no roots in her heart? If Charu has no heart, where will I find shelter?” To test
this gradually, Bhupati said aloud,
“Charu, were you all right? You’re not feeling ill?” She replied briefly,
“I’m fine.”
“Amal’s wedding is over.”
After he had said this much Bhupati fell silent. Charu tried very hard to say something appropriate, but no
words came; she sat rigid. Bhupati usually noticed nothing, but because he himself was still sad over Amal’s
farewell, he was shocked by Charu’s indifference. He wanted to relieve the burden of his own heart by discussing
Amal with Charu, who shared his sorrow.
“The bride is pretty—Charu, are you asleep?”
“No.”
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“Poor Amal left alone. When I put him on the train, he began to cry like a child. When I saw that, as old as I
am, I couldn’t control my own tears. There were two Englishmen on the train. They thought it was great fun to see
grown men cry.”
First Charu turned over in the darkness of the bedroom. Then she got up and left abruptly. Bhupati was taken
aback and asked,
“Charu, are you ill?”
When no answer came, he too arose. He heard suppressed weeping from the verandah, went there quickly, and
found her lying face down on the floor and trying hard to control her sobs. Bhupati was surprised by such a
harrowing burst of grief. He thought,
“How I’ve misjudged her! She is so reserved that she didn’t want to express her heartache even to me. Love
lies very deep in such people, and so does their pain.”
He concluded that Charu’s love was less apparent than the ordinary woman’s. He had never seen any outburst
of this love; now he understood why: it flowed deep into her heart in secret. He was not good at expressing
himself; he found a certain satisfaction in the discovery that in Charu’s heart, too, there was a hidden subterranean
current of emotion.
Bhupati sat beside her without saying anything and patted her very slowly. He did not know how to offer
consolation.
He did not realize that one who tries to kill grief by choking it in the dark does not want a witness.
*
When Bhupati retired from his newspaper, he drew a mental picture of his future. He vowed not to undertake
any sort of ambitious enterprise. He would study with Charu, love her, and perform all the little daily domestic
duties. He thought that he would bring a secluded peace to a corner of his house by lighting the evening lamp with
those homely pleasures which are closest at hand and are loveliest and most manageable, purest and most perfect.
Daily arrangements for shared entertainment and gay conversation would not require much effort but would bring
more than enough happiness.
When the time came he found that simple happiness is not simple. A thing may cost nothing in terms of money,
but if it is not at hand, one may search as long as one likes, and there will be no way of obtaining it.
Bhupati could not get even close to Charu in this way. He blamed himself. He thought,
“All those twelve years, while I did nothing but write for the newspapers, I lost the art of talking to my wife.”
Now he came home eagerly as soon as the evening lamp was lighted—he said a word or two, Charu said a
word or two, and then he could not think of a thing to say next.
This inability shamed him before her. He had thought it quite easy to talk to a wife, but the poor fellow found it
very difficult. Lecturing in a public meeting was easier.
The evenings that Bhupati had imagined he would enliven with smiles, jokes, love, and caresses now became a
problem for them. After a period of laborious silence, he would think,
“I’ll leave—” but when he wondered what Charu would make of this, he could not go. He would say,
“Charu, will you play cards?” She could find nothing to say except
“All right.”
Reluctantly she would bring the cards, make numerous mistakes, and lose the game—there was no pleasure in
such a game. One day, after much thought Bhupati asked,
“Charu, shall we have Manda here? You are so lonely.” Charu flared up at Manda’s name.
“No,” she said, “I don’t need Manda.”
Bhupati laughed. He was secretly pleased. Devoted wives cannot keep their patience in the face of any lapse of
devotion.
*
When she had controlled the first rush of bitterness, Charu thought that perhaps she could please Bhupati by
having Manda there. Charu was in misery because she was quite unable to give Bhupati the happiness he wanted
from her. He had given up everything else in the outside world and was trying to get all the pleasures of his life
exclusively from her; Charu was frightened when she saw the eagerness of his attempt and felt the emptiness of
her own heart.
How long could they go on like this? Why didn’t he lean on something else? Why didn’t he publish another
newspaper? Up until now she had never had to get into the habit of keeping him happy. He had made no demands
upon her, had not asked for happiness, had not made her completely necessary to him. Now he suddenly called
upon her for all the needs of his life, and she was unable to find anything anywhere. Charu did not quite know
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what it was that Bhupati wanted or how to please him, and even had she known, satisfying him would not have
been easy for her.
If Bhupati had approached her a little at a time, it might not have been so difficult for her, but when he became
bankrupt overnight and came to her with empty begging bowl, she was uneasy. Charu said,
“All right, bring Manda. If she’s here you’ll get more attention.” Bhupati laughed.
“Attention for me? I don’t need that!” He was hurt. He thought,
“I’m so prosaic. There’s just no way for me to make Charu happy.”
*
Therefore he took up literature. Friends who occasionally came to his house were astonished to find him
engrossed in Tennyson, Byron, and the stories of Bankimchandra. The friends began to joke about his untimely
devotion to literature. He laughed and said,
“Oh, Brothers, the bamboo does put out flowers, but no one knows quite when.” One evening he lit a large
lamp in the bedroom, first hesitated briefly in embarrassment, then said,
“Shall I read something to you?”
“Why not?”
“What shall I read?”
“Whatever you like.”
He was somewhat taken aback by her halfheartedness. Still, he took courage and said,
“I’ll translate something from Tennyson and read it to you.”
“Yes, do,” she said.
The whole thing was spoiled. Diffidence and discouragement hampered his reading; he could not find exact
Bengali equivalents. Charu’s vacant look showed that she was not attentive. That little lamp-lit room, that time of
evening intimacy, went unrealized.
Bhupati made this mistake a time or two more. At last he abandoned the attempt to have literary discussions
with his wife.
*
When a severe blow paralyzes the nervous system, the pain does not make itself felt at first, and at the
beginning of their separation. Charu did not seem fully to realize Amal’s absence. Finally, as the days passed by,
the extent of the void left by Amal’s going gradually grew on her.
This dangerous discovery confused Charu. She had emerged from the forest, but suddenly she found herself in
this desert—days went by, and the wasteland kept growing more vast. She had known nothing about this desert.
Her heart pounded when she awoke from sleep—she realized then that Amal was gone. When she sat on the
verandah in the morning making paan she could think only that Amal was not there to come up behind her.
Sometimes she was absent-minded and prepared too much paan, and she would realize suddenly that there was no
one to consume the excess. Whenever she set foot in the storeroom she was reminded that she did not have to
prepare a snack for Amal.
Sometimes in her restlessness she went to the boundary of the inner rooms, then remembered that Amal would
not be coming back from his college. There was no new book, no new composition, no news, no fun to look
forward to. There was no one for whom to sew, to write, to buy some superfluous article.
Charu herself was surprised by the discovery of her crushing pain and agitation. The relentless suffering of this
heartache frightened her. Continually she asked herself,
“Why? Why so much misery? What is Amal to me that I suffer so much over him? What has happened to me?
Even the maids, the servants, the street laborers work without worrying, why am I like this? Oh God, why have
you thrust me into this trouble?”
She asked and wondered, but there was no relief for her misery. Her inner and outer worlds were so filled with
memories of Amal that there was no place for her to run to. Instead of shielding Charu from these haunting
thoughts of Amal, the affectionately foolish Bhupati, who also grieved over losing Amal, constantly reminded her
of him.
*
Finally Charu gave up altogether—she stopped struggling with herself. Defeated, she accepted her situation
without protest. She carefully enthroned Amal’s memory in her heart. Complete absorption in thoughts of him
gradually became the focus of her secret pride; that memory seemed the most splendid thing in her life. She kept a
fixed time for herself in her daily schedule of housework. She would close the door of her room and in solitude
recall in detail all the incidents of her life with Amal. Face down on the pillow, she would repeat over and over,
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“Amal, Amal, Amal!” A voice would seem to come from across the seas,
“Sister-in-law? What, Sister?” With her wet eyes closed Charu would say,
“Amal, why did you go away angry? I didn’t do anything wrong. 1f you had said goodbye nicely I might not
be so unhappy.” She would speak aloud, just as if he were in front of her:
“Amal, I haven’t forgotten you for a single day. Not one day, not one moment. You brought out all the best in
my life. I’ll worship you every day with the best of it.”
Thus, in the unrelieved silent darkness where she had tunneled beneath all her household duties, Charu erected
a temple to a secret grief and decorated it with garlands of tears. Neither her husband nor anyone else in all the
world had any rights there. That place was most secret, most deep and precious. She dropped all her household
disguise at its door and entered in her true identity, and when she emerged she resumed the mask and appeared on
the stage of worldly duties and pleasures.
*
Thus Charu abandoned the inner struggle, attained one sort of peace in her great sorrow, and devoted herself in
a concentrated manner to the worship and care of Bhupati.
While he slept, very slowly she would touch her head to his feet in respect. As she administered household
affairs she did not overlook the least wish of her husband. She knew that Bhupati would be grieved by any neglect
of anyone he sheltered and fed, and she did not countenance the smallest lapse in hospitality. After all the round of
housework, her day would end with her taking the leftovers from Bhupati’s plate.\fn{ A custom of orthodox married
Hindu women, who, according to a note in this text, would not eat in company with her husband but would attend him during his meal and
have her own meal later. The orthodox wife would perform a ritual of taking some of the leftover food from her husband’s plate }

This service and care seemed to renew the youth of the graceless Bhupati. It was as if he were not already
married to his wife; after all these years he was like a newly wedded husband.
He shoved all domestic misgivings to one side of his mind and blossomed forth handsomely dressed, laughing
and joking. The strange, powerful exuberance flowing in him was like the appetite that grows during
convalescence, when one feels the capacity for enjoying life expanding through the body. He began to read
nothing but poetry, keeping this a secret from his friends and even from Charu. He said to himself,
“When the newspaper went and I was so miserable for so long, I was able to rediscover my wife.” Bhupati said
to her,
“Charu, why have you altogether given up writing these days?”
“Oh, such writing!” she said. “I tell you the truth, I haven’t seen Bengali like yours anywhere else nowadays.
What Visvabandhu said was exactly my opinion, too.”
“Ah, stop!” Saying, “Please look here,” Bhupati got out a copy of Sharoruha and began to compare Amal’s
diction with Charu’s. Her face flamed. She snatched the journal from his hand and put it under the end of her sari.
Bhupati thought,
“If her writing partner isn’t here, no writing gets done. All right, I’ll make a habit of writing. If I do that,
Charu’s enthusiasm will gradually revive, too.”
Very stealthily he got a notebook and began to write regularly. Many days in his period of unemployment were
spent in constant recourse to the dictionary and in making successive copies. Writing cost him such distress, such
effort, that he gradually came to feel confidence and tenderness for the creations that caused so much grief. At last
one day he had another person make a copy of his composition, and he gave it to his wife.
“A friend of mine has just begun to write,” Bhupati said. “I don’t know a thing about it. Please read it and tell
me how you like it.”
He placed the notebook in her hands and hastily went out. Charu very easily saw through the simple Bhupati’s
ruse. She read it. She laughed a little at the style and the subject. Alas! Charu was making such an effort to
worship her husband; why did he scatter the votive offerings so childishly? Why did he try so hard to get plaudits
from her? If he did nothing at all, if he did not continually try to attract her attention, it would have been easier for
Charu to worship her husband. She wished wholeheartedly that he would not do anything to belittle himself
before her.
Charu put the notebook under the pillow, leaned against it, looked off into the distance, and thought for a long
time. Amal, too, used to bring her his new compositions.
That evening the eager Bhupati busied himself inspecting the flower-tubs on the verandah outside the
bedroom, but he lacked the courage to make an inquiry. Charu herself spoke up.
“Is this the first thing your friend has written?”
“Yes.”
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“It’s very surprising—it doesn’t seem at all like a first attempt.”
Bhupati was very happy. He began to think how he might insert his own name into this anonymous production.
His notebook began to fill up at a fearful rate. It was not long before the signature as well became attached.
*
Charu always knew which day the mail arrived from England. First, a letter came from Aden addressed to
Bhupati. In it Amal sent his respects to Sister-in-law. From Suez, too, Bhupati received a letter. Sister-in-law got
respects in that one, too. One letter came from Malta. Now the respects for the sister-in-law were in the postscript.
Charu did not receive a single letter from Amal.
She took Bhupati’s and read them over and over from start to finish. Except for the expressions of respect,
there was not the slightest reference to her.
This indifference shattered the canopy of peaceful sorrow under which she had taken shelter for these few
days. Again her heart began to be tom apart. Again the earthquake tremors revived among her routine duties.
Now Bhupati sometimes awoke in the middle of the night to find that Charu was not in the bed. He would look
everywhere and find her at the window of the south room. When she saw him she would stand up quickly and say,
“It is so hot inside tonight that I came here to get some air.”
Bhupati became uneasy, arranged for a punkah\fn{A large swinging fan pulled by a cord } over the bed, and
constantly hovered over Charu because he was worried about her health. She would smile and say,
“I’m all right. Why are you so anxious?”
It took all her inner resources to produce that smile.
Amal had arrived in England. Charu decided that perhaps he had not had time to write separate letters to her
during the trip. He would write a long letter from England. But that long letter did not come.
Each day the mail was due, Cham was inwardly restless while she was engaged in housework and
conversation. She could not even summon up the courage to ask Bhupati about the mail, for fear he would say,
“There’s no letter for you.” At this point, on a day when mail was expected, Bhupati came at a very deliberate
pace and said with a little smile,
“I have something. Do you want to see it?” Charu was startled and impatient.
“Where? Please give it to me.” Bhupati playfully refused.
The impatient Charu tried to snatch the coveted thing from under Bhupati’s shawl. She was thinking,
“All morning my heart’s been saying that today my letter must come. This feeling can never be wrong.”
Bhupati’s playfulness gradually increased; he avoided Charu and went round and round the bed. Then Charu,
intensely disgusted, sat down on the bed with tears in her eyes. Her eagerness delighted Bhupati. He brought out
his own notebook, dropped it at once in her lap, and said,
“Oh, please don’t be angry. Here it is.”
*
Although Amal had informed Bhupati that the pressure of his studies would not allow him to write many
letters, Charu’s whole world turned to a bed of thorns when one or two mails brought no letters at all. One
evening, calmly and indifferently, Charu said to her husband in the midst of conversation on other topics,
“Well, now, shouldn’t you send a cablegram to England to ask how Amal is?”
“I heard from him two weeks ago. He’s very busy studying now.”
“Oh. Then it doesn’t matter. I was thinking that he’s in a foreign country, and if he were ill—you’d never
know.”
“Oh no, if he were really ill, we would hear about it. Sending a cable is not exactly cheap, either.”
“Is that so? I thought it would be one or two rupees at the most.”
“What! It’s almost a hundred rupees!”
“Then it’s out of the question!” A day or two later she said to Bhupati,
“My sister is at Chinsura now. Can you go and see how she is?”
“Why? Is she ill?”
“No, not ill, but you know how happy they are whenever you go.”
At her request he called a carriage and rushed off to Howrah Station. The carriage was caught en route in a jam
of bullock carts. A telegraph messenger whom Bhupati knew recognized him and handed him a cablegram.
Bhupati was seized with fright when he saw that it came from England. He thought,
“Perhaps Amal is ill.” Fearfully he opened it and read,
“‘I am well.’”
What did it mean? He examined it and saw that a prepaid reply had been requested. He did not continue to
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Howrah. He sent the carriage away, came home, and gave the cablegram to his wife. Charu’s face turned ashy
pale when she saw it in his hand.
“I couldn’t understand this at all,” said Bhupati. After some interrogation he understood. She had pawned her
own jewelry and had sent the cablegram.
“There was no need to do all that,” thought Bhupati. “If she had urged me even a little, I would have sent the
cablegram. She sent the servant secretly to the bazaar to pawn the jewelry—this is not good at all.”
From time to time this one question stuck in his mind: why had Charu gone to such lengths?
A vague, indefinable doubt kept boring into him.
He did not want to define it. He tried to forget it, but the ache would not go away.
*
Amal was well, but he did not write! How could such utter separation be? She wanted a direct answer to this
question, but between them there was an ocean—and no way of crossing it. Cruel separation, inevitable
separation, a separation beyond all questions, all remedies.
Cham could bear up under it no longer. Housework went undone. All sorts of details were forgotten. The
servants took to stealing. People whispered all sorts of things when they noticed her sorry state. She was oblivious
to it all.
It became so that the least thing startled her. She had to leave in the middle of conversations in order to shed
tears and turned pale at any mention of Amal’s name.
At last even Bhupati saw it all and thought what he had not yet thought even once—his world turned utterly
old and dry and derelict. He was shamed by the memory of those few days when the surge of happiness had
blinded him. Was it fair to let the counterfeit stone deceive the inexperienced ape who could not recognize a
precious gem? When he recalled all Charu’s words and loving ways that had so deceived him, they scourged him
with the words,
“Fool! Fool! Fool!”
Finally, when he thought of the compositions over which he had taken such pains, Bhupati wanted to sink into
the earth. As if prodded by an elephant goad, he went swiftly to Charu and said,
“Where are my compositions?”
“Here with me.”
“Give them to me.” Charu was making an egg pancake for him. She said,
“Do you want them right now?”
“Yes, I want them right now.”
She set down the pan and brought the notebook and papers from the chest of drawers. Bhupati pulled
everything out of her hands and immediately threw the papers into the stove. Charu hurriedly tried to pull them
out.
“What have you done?” Bhupati grabbed her hand, held it back, and roared,
“Let it be!”
Charu stood there, astounded. Every last piece was burned to ashes. She understood. She sighed deeply. She
left her frying unfinished and slowly left the room.
Bhupati had not intended to destroy the notebook in front of her. But when he saw the fire burning there, the
blood rushed to his head. He could not control himself and threw all the deceived fool’s efforts into the fire in the
very presence of the deceiver.
When his sudden wildness had quieted and everything had been turned into ash, he recalled how Charu had
left him, her head bowed by profound sorrow, bearing all the burden of her own faults. He looked around and saw
that she had been cooking most carefully with her own hands, and only because this particularly pleased him. He
stood leaning against the railings of the verandah. He wondered,
“What in the whole world hurt more than all her endless efforts on my behalf, all this concentration on
deceiving me? These were not just the ordinary deceptions of a hypocrite. Every moment of every day the poor
girl had to squeeze her bleeding heart, quadruple its wounds for the sake of these deceptions. Bhupati thought,
“Ah, the poor girl, the miserable girl! There was no need. I didn’t need any of this. For such a long time I
didn’t get her love, and I couldn’t know that I wasn’t getting it—I went on reading proofs, writing for the paper.
There was no need to do all this for me.”
But then, he had separated his life from hers—he had viewed her from a distance like a stranger, just as a
doctor observes a dangerously ill patient. What powerful force had surrounded and attacked the heart of this weak
girl? There was not a single person to whom she could have told all this, not a thing that could be told, not a place
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where she could open her whole heart and cry aloud—yet, while she carried this unspoken, unavoidable,
insoluble, daily accumulating burden of sorrow, she had had to perform all her household chores like a normal
person, like her contented neighbors.
Bhupati went to his bedroom and saw Charu holding to the bars of the windows, looking out with tearless,
unblinking eyes. Very slowly he came and stood near her—but he said nothing; he laid his hand on her head.
*
Bhupati’s friends asked,
“What's going on? Why so busy?”
“The newspaper—” Bhupati would say.
“A newspaper again? Do you want to wrap all your worldly wealth in newspaper and throw it in the Ganges?”
“No, I’ll start no more papers myself.”
“Well, then?”
“There will be a paper at Mysore. They will take me on as editor.”
“You’ll leave home for Mysore? Are you taking Charu with you?”
“No, my uncles will come here to live.”
“After all this time you haven’t gotten over your editorial craze!”
“A man wants some kind of craziness.” When it was time for him to go, Charu asked,
“When will you come back?”
“If you feel lonely,” Bhupati said, “write to me, and I’ll come.”
Then he said goodbye, and when he was at the door Charu suddenly ran to him, seized his hand, and said,
“Take me with you. Don’t go and leave me here.”
Bhupati stood still and looked into her face. Her hand dropped away from his slack fist. Bhupati moved from
her and went to stand on the verandah. He understood that, like a doe caught in a forest fire, Charu wanted to run
from that house surrounded by burning memories of Amal.
“But didn’t she think of me even once? Where would I run to? Even if I leave the country, why shouldn’t I be
allowed to forget a wife who thinks constantly in her heart of someone else? Must I keep her company all those
lonely, friendless days? How terrible the evenings would be if I worked all day and came home to a silent,
sorrowful woman! How long could I hold to my heart someone whose heart carries a burden of death? How many
more years would I have to live this way every day? Can’t I get rid of the rubble of a shelter that has been ground
into dust? Or must I carry that around on my shoulders?” Bhupati came to Charu and said,
“No, I can’t do that.”
All the color drained from her face and left it white and dry, like a piece of paper. With clenched hands she
held onto the bed. Immediately Bhupati said,
“Come, Charu, come with me.”
“No,” Charu said, “let it be.
3
Leave this chanting and singing and telling of beads!
Whom does thou worship in this lonely dark corner of a temple with doors all shut?
Open thine eyes and see thy God is not before thee!
*
He is there where the tiller is tilling the hard ground
and where the path-maker is breaking stones.
He is with them in sun and in shower,
and his garment is covered with dust.
Put off thy holy mantle and even like him
come down on the dusty soil!
*
Deliverance? Where is this deliverance to be found?
Our master himself has joyfully taken upon him the bonds of creation;
he is bound with us all forever.
*
Come out of thy meditations and leave aside thy flowers and incense!
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What harm is there if thy clothes become tattered and stained?
Meet him and stand by him in toil and in sweat of thy brow.
4
Where the mind is without fear and the head is held high
Where knowledge is free
Where the world has not been broken up into fragments by narrow domestic walls;
Where words come out from the depth of truth
Where tireless striving stretches its arms towards perfection;
Where the clear stream of reason has not lost its way into the dreary desert sand of dead habit;
Where the mind is led forward by thee into ever-widening thought and action—
Into that heaven of freedom, my Father,
Let my country awake.
5
Deliverance is not for me in renunciation.
I feel the embrace of freedom in a thousand bonds of delight.
Thou ever pourest for me the fresh draught of thy wine of various colors and fragrance,
filling this earthen vessel to the brim.
My world will light its hundred different lamps with Thy flame
and place them before the altar of Thy temple.
No, I will never shut the doors of my senses.
The delights of sight and hearing and touch will bear Thy delight.
Yes, all my illusions will burn into illumination of joy,
and all my desires ripen into fruits of love.
33.15 Excerpt from The Silk Tassel In The Palanquin\fn{by Kashibai Kanitkar (1861-1948)} Ashte, Sangli District,
Maharashtra State, India (F) 2
… At Sambalpur, our studies were in full swing. At night, after the routine chores were over, we used to sit
either at our place or upstairs in Tai’s mansion to discuss our plans. Baisaheb sat in her room upstairs, along with
her friends, singing bhajans. Nanasaheb used to sit with her at that time. In fact, it was the only time when he
used to visit his mother. Otherwise, he went with Tai everywhere.
We had decided, by consensus, that our institution would work only for those hundreds of girls like Dwarki
who were totally desolate and ruined. We had decided to write to Dwarki and so I had sent a letter to her, inviting
her to come and stay with us. Dwarki had studied up to the fifth standard, so she didn’t have a problem writing
back. Besides, she was now at her mother’s house. So it was easy for her to spare a couple of hours to write a
letter at her leisure. No tension of any kind like “Will anyone see me writing? Will anyone scold me for it?” I cite
below the entire text of her letter, without changing it in any way.
Chiranjeeva Kumari Manu,
lots of blessings.
I received your letter. Was very very happy to read it. How can I ever thank you enough for writing to me? You are
so learned, so rich! But even then you remembered to write a few affectionate lines to a woman like me who is
forsaken by the whole world, forsaken even by the man who had accepted her with all the sacred rituals. These days I
feel so grateful if anybody speaks just one or two kind words to me.
And you wrote me an entire letter! How can I express what I felt when I received that letter? Manutai, there isn’t one
soul in the whole world who will say even one kind word to me. No, not even my mother! Custom forbids her to talk to
her own flesh and blood! I know, her heart is full of love for me but the fear of what people will say won’t let her show
it. That’s how it is! Now let me write to you the story of my misfortunes. I am not yet allowed to come to you. But
believe me, I’ll come to you the moment they allow me. Till then let us talk to each other through letters.
It all began with a theater company that visited our town. Every night “he” used to visit it. Gradually, my parents-inlaw came to know of this and that led to minor bickerings in the house.
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One day “he” demanded the gold ornaments I was wearing. I refused to part with them. I told “him” that mother-inlaw would get very angry with me if she knew of it. “He” tortured me throughout the night. Finally “he” hit me on my
head with a large club of wood lying in the corner. It gashed my head open.
The next day, I had a burning fever and I lay down raving in delirium. Around eight in the morning my mother-inlaw and my sister-in-law noticed that I wasn’t around. So they came upstairs and saw the terrible condition I was in.
When they touched me, they found that I had a burning fever; my eyes were bloodshot and the pillow and mattress
were soaked in blood. So they felt about my head and found the gash. They were quite alarmed to find all my
ornaments gone. They were convinced that some terrible thing had happened to me. They tried to ask me about it, but it
was useless because I was rambling away incoherently and they could not understand a thing I said. So my mother-inlaw asked my sister-in-law to sit near me and went down to fetch a doctor to examine me. She told my father-in-law
everything.
Now, my husband usually came home in the afternoon but that day “he” didn’t. The evening passed and so did the
night. Then my brother-in-law was sent into the town to search for “him” at all the haunts that “he” frequented. He
looked for “him” everywhere but there was no trace of “him.” It was, by now, eight days since the theater company had
left the town. So everybody came to the logical conclusion that “he” must have followed them.
I was bedridden for about one month because of the deep wound and fever. I came to know about these things
through my sister-in-law. They had also inquired in the town where the theater company had come from, but in vain.
My father-in-law put notices in the newspapers and offered rewards to anyone who gave any information, but nothing
was heard anymore. Now it’s almost seven years since then. When I somehow recovered from my illness, I told the
people in the house about what had happened.
“‘He’ demanded the ornaments,” I said, “but when I refused to give them, ‘he’ hit my head with the wooden club
and I fell down unconscious.”
Well, such then is the sad tale of my past karma. But that’s not all. I have to tell you something more. But Manutai,
won’t you be unnecessarily distressed by this tale of my misfortunes? I am afraid it might be a heavy blow to your
tender heart. One mind says, “Don’t you tell her about it.” But the other says, “You poor Dwarki, who else would care
to listen to you with love? Open up your heart to your friend.”
Manutai, although I was recovering physically, mentally I was sinking fast. “His” disappearance had affected the
people in our house greatly. Especially me and my mother-in-law! Her womb had been deserted and the only thread of
hope of my life had snapped. Now the world has no more pleasure for me. I won’t say I was very happy in that house,
but at least I was hopeful that “his” behavior might change with age, and that hope was all I had. But now even that I
have lost forever. People say to me, “There are girls with a fate worse than yours!” I agree with them fully and say,
“Yes, indeed! But our fates are different.” Suppose I come to stay with you and begin to learn and then “he” returns
home! “He” might stay for a couple of days and go off wandering again! And then I would be neither here nor there.
This is the difference between me and the other girls. Many say to me, “You are more fortunate than the others. You
are at least free to mix with the other women with kumkum on your forehead.” But tell me, Manutai, what freedom is
this really? If I go anywhere, people frown at me. I am counted neither among the married women nor among the
widows. I am not allowed to take part in any ceremony and I can’t even touch anything when they are cooking. I am
cast away from both worlds. How can I describe the horrors of this suspended state of mine? When I was at my inlaws’ place, it wasn’t so bad because it was their problem too. But as the days went by, I became a burden for them.
The whole family is happy except me. It’s my misfortune that I met such people. And they say, “It’s her ill luck! That’s
why all this happened. We didn’t check her horoscope properly. There must be something evil in her.”
My father-in-law was absolutely convinced of the evil in me. And I had to suffer like hell because of this. I was
treated as an unwanted beast of burden. Oh how they tortured me! Finally, they just drove me out of their house. Where
could I go in that condition? A girl has either her own home or her father’s! My father’s home was the only refuge left
for me. And that’s how I have come to stay with my mother. She is quite old and I serve her in all respects. My brothers
tolerate my existence here only for the sake of my mother. God alone will take care of me after her.
This, then, is the story of my life. You have written to me about the arrangements that could be made for me. I will
ask my mother about it, and then I’ll let you know whatever we decide.
For the time being, that’s all that I can write. Please tell Shrimati Sou Tai that I have enquired after her with the
greatest of love and regard. My best and most humble regards to both you and Brother Nanasahib. May God help the
affection between us grow.
Yours, most deserted,
Dwarki.

We read this letter together and then decided to write to her again and ask her to come away to stay with us.
We decided to send money along with the letter, too, for expenses.
Dwarki was the only daughter of her mother. She had two step-brothers, who were married and had their own
families. She had only her mother to call her own.
Dwarki’s mother was a second wife. She gave birth to only this child—Dwarki. Her father had always
intended to find a good house for her, since she was his only daughter from his second wife. And eventually, he
did manage to marry her off to the son of a rich moneylender. But in a few days, the real “qualities” of the son-inlaw came to light. He got into bad company and started stealing from the house. Though his father tried to keep
control over him, he managed to run away with Dwarki’s ornaments one day. So then the family decided not to let
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Dwarki wear many ornaments. But ultimately her bangles and necklace also disappeared, as has been already
told. After the husband ran away, Dwarki’s father lived for another two years but he deliberately didn’t bring
Dwarki back to his house because he suspected that once he brought her home, she would never see the in-laws’
house again.
Quite a few years—it must be around six—passed away after that. Her in-laws had, by now, given up all hope
of their son ever returning home and so drove Dwarki out of their house. The way they did it was horrible.
Generally businessmen deal in various types of things. Dwarki’s father-in-law dealt in opium. One day, her
brother-in-law raised a great hue and cry that the opium in the shop had disappeared, and started searching for it
in the house. While searching, they found a handful of it in Dwarki’s bag. When they asked her about it, she said
that she had no idea how it got there. Then the mother-in-law and the brother-in-law started to beat her up. They
wanted her to confess. But she kept on saying:
“How can I confess to something I absolutely don’t know about? You may kill me but I will never say that I
did it.” Finally, after a lot of beating, they kicked her out of the house at night. It was raining very hard outside
and the night was pitch black. But the mother-in-law just drove the poor thing out of the house, mercilessly, into
the darkness, with only her clothes on her.
Finally some neighbors took pity on her and gave her shelter. They gave her a few cast-offs to wear. And then
one of the neighbors, a kind old woman, at her own cost, took Dwarki to her mother’s house. …
1862

26.58 Excerpt from Saguna\fn{by Krupabai Satthianadhan (1862-1894)} Ahmadnagar, Ahmadnagar District,
Maharashtra State, India (F) 22
I
… In the following pages, I shall in my own way try to present a faithful picture of the experiences and
thoughts of a simple Indian girl, whose life has been highly influenced by a new order of things—an order of
things which at the present time is spreading its influence to a greater or lesser extent over the whole of her native
land.
I was one of a family of fourteen children, my father and mother being Brahmin converts to Christianity. My
father died early, leaving us to the sole care of an orthodox mother, who though her faith in her new religion was
strong, was still full of Hindu notions of things. My three eldest sisters were all married and settled in life long
before I was born, and being one of the youngest of the family, I was left alone at home with four boys for
companions. I had little opportunity of knowing some of my sisters, for their visits were few and far between, and
I was very shy with them, several of their children being even older than myself.
There was one sister, however, who remained longer in the family, and looked after our infant education. Her
influence over us was very great, and she did much to mould our life and character. It would be impossible for me
to overestimate what we owed to her. Those who know her intimately bear testimony to the beauty of her
character, her learning, her sweetness of disposition, her piety, and her personal influence. I seem to see as in a
dream her sweet womanly picture, so full of gentleness, dignity, and love, as she used to sit in our midst. The
greatest pride and joy of our hearts was to secure the seat nearest to her, and, if possible, grasp in our hands a bit
of her sari. In her sweet and simple manner she would tell us of the star of Bethlehem, about the wise men of the
East, and many other incidents related in Scripture. These simple Scripture stories she clothed in beautiful
imagery of thought and language, so that each scene rose vividly before our infant minds; and we would sit spellbound, gazing with wonder, as impression after impression stamped itself on our minds, while evening shadows
closed around us.
This is one of the few vivid pictures that I can recall of my earliest years. The rest of childhood’s memories are
indistinct and blurred. Yet even now in the midst of the stern realities of life some soft whisper of the wind or
evening’s dewy breath awakes the hidden spring of old recollections, and I seem to see through the long gone
years smiling faces, bright eye, heads nestling round a sister’s knee, lisping tongues, hushed voices strangely
blended with the murmur of waves, creepered windows, rustling leaves, and the faint glimmer of stars.
Then come those later days when I found myself growing older in the midst of brothers more or less of my
own age, sharing their boisterous games and trying to learn what they were learning at school, in fact trying my
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hand at everything which they were in the habit of doing. This was a hard time for me, for unless I could do
exactly as my brothers did I was no good and would be sent away disgraced.
I had, however, a champion in an elder brother who was looked up to by us all with great respect. He was very
clever, had a study all to himself, received the visitors, undertook the correspondence of the family, taught our
Sunday lessons, and kept us in order. We stood very much in awe of him, and thought ourselves highly honored
when he called us for a walk with him. He used to let me come into his study or step out, and check the boys if
they were in any way rude to me saying it was very wrong and ungentlemanly.
As days went on I grew tired of the company of my younger brothers and would scarcely leave my elder
brother’s study. I had no taste for boisterous games, and I grew to be more a companion to this brother. He began
to direct my thoughts to learning, showed me what books to read, infused new ideas into me and told me much
about great men, heroes, patriots, philosophers, and about Greece and Rome. He was constantly reading, and it
was my greatest delight to sit by him with a book in my lap for hours together on a Saturday, and listen to his
snatches of instruction and his stories. My brother was tall, handsome, full of fire and vigor, and I gradually came
to recognize his noble character and his deep piety. My other brothers were very jealous of me, but as I was the
only girl, it did not much matter. They would often peep in and when they saw my big book and my solemn air
they would have a hearty laugh, and make out that I was just learning to read from a dictionary.
My mother, good in her own way, thought that I would be terribly spoiled by having such freedom and
learning things that were of no use to a girl. She used to call me to help her with the cooking, which I did not at all
like, and would say: “What a girl you are to go and trouble your head with books! What is the use of learning for
a girl? A girl’s training school is near the chool (the fire over which everything is cooked), and however learned a
girl may be she must come to the chool.”
And when I was at work, busy cleaning, blowing, and doing little odds and ends near the smoky fire, the boys
would triumph over me greatly. They would peep in and chuckle at me, and say: “That’s right, mother, keep her
near the fire. Yes! a girl must be useful. Get ready our food, sister, and call us when it is ready. Don’t let her come
out, mother, she is no use outside.”
I used to resent their behavior, and I had my revenge on them. In the evening which was my free time, a tall
lamp was lit in my brother’s study, and there they used to sit round the lamp and puzzle their heads over grammar,
Latin, arithmetic, and algebra. I generally managed to seat myself beside them with a pencil and a slate and
pretend to be very busy and quiet. My place by their side was always disputed as I was not a boy and in their
minds had no right to the study; but after great disputes my mother and my elder brother, Bhasker, decided that if
I was quiet I might stay. I tried to pick up little snatches of knowledge, and employed my time in working out the
sums on which my brothers were engaged, and in getting their lessons by heart. I often knew more than they did,
so that when they stumbled at a word or a sum I used to put them right at once to their great disgust. In this way I
had my revenge on them, though my triumph was often but short-lived. Conscious of defeat they would push me
out bodily and say: “Mamma! she is disturbing us.”
Our summer vacations were sometimes spent in the country, in a picturesque part of the Deccan, where we had
a little home of our own. I have a very vivid recollection of one of the earliest of these visits. It was talked over
and planned by us children a long time before it came. Two months seem a long time in childhood, and our heads
were full of what we were going to do in the country. This being my first visit, at least the first remembered one,
my brothers took great delight in telling me of the wonders of the place. The grapes were described as hanging in
bunches almost within reach of the mouth, the mango trees were laden with the juicy fruit so tempting and so
near, there was an unlimited supply of guavas and jungle-fruit; and then would come the ominous,
“But ah! who is going to take you for a walk? You will have to stay at home with mother.”
This was too bitter a disappointment, but with great difficulty I managed to extract from them a reluctant
promise to take me out. Such descriptions of the place prepared me for something quite unlike what I had hitherto
seen, but I can never forget my surprise when we first arrived at our country home. My whole being took a great
bound, as it were, as the wide expanse of land and sky unfolded itself to my view. I felt the freedom of nature;
nothing seemed too great to attempt here; all was on a grand scale. The distant hills had caught the skies. Why! I
felt that I could mount and catch them too. I went bounding everywhere and was filled with new life and spirits.
After some days I became somewhat sobered, and my elder brother Bhasker promised to take me to a very
wild and rocky place. It was on a dewy morning that we went out on this eagerly looked-far walk. The half-risen
sun was still veiled by thin mists and clouds. There was a rich tint of color on the wreaths of mist overhanging the
rocks and hills. The mild light of the dawn had not yet penetrated into the densely wooded haunts and the rocky
caves of this hilly country. It was still dark and dim, and only the outlines of the trees and rocks could be
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discerned, which gave a weird shadowy appearance to the whole scene. The newly awakened birds were all life
and merriment. A loud twitter filled the whole place, as the birds kept answering each other from tree to tree. The
morning wind, the thin, light freshening wind, came along the hills and through the trees in soft and gentle puffs,
and we walked together, hand in hand, up and down the mountain path.
I was hushed and speechless; the sight, so new, thrilled me with wonder. The mountain path with its loose
stones moss-grown and dark, the trees loaded with foliage, the twisted gnarled trunks springing from the midst of
granite rocks and stones, the huge serpentine creepers swinging overhead, and over it all the faint glimmering
light of dawn—all this formed a picture full of living beauty, light and shade, to be never forgotten. We ascended
a little rocky eminence, and were looking at the wonders round us, the mists and the shadows, and the play of the
light over all, when suddenly the scene changed, and the sun emerged from behind a huge rock. In a moment the
whole place was bathed in light. Did the birds make a louder noise or was the echo stronger, for I thought I heard
with the advent of light quite an outburst of song and merriment? My brother in his usual earnest way remarked
that it is just like this, shadowy, dark, mystic, weird, with superstition and bigotry lurking in every corner, before
the light of Christianity comes into a land. When the sun rises, he said, all the glory of the trees and the rocks
comes into view, each thing assumes its proper proportions and is drawn out in greater beauty and perfection. So
it is when the sunbeams of Christianity dispel the darkness of superstition in a land. He also told me about great
men called poets, who went into raptures over the wonders of nature, and repeated the following lines from
Milton:\fn{John Milton (1608-1674) English poet.}
These are Thy glorious works,
Parent of Good Almighty.
Thine this universal frame,
Thus wondrous fair,
Thyself how wondrous then.

His face beamed with joy and fervor as he repeated these lines, and I felt that the glory and the majesty of God
were here around us. My brother described some of the works of the great poet and grew eloquent over some of
the grandest passages in Paradise Lost.\fn{Completed in 1667; the quote above is from book 5.} I did not understand much
of what he said, and in my simplicity thought Satan quite a hero in his having waged eternal war with heaven.
Our summer home was in a mountainous part of the Deccan, grand and picturesque with its pointed rocks,
hidden caves, deep caverns, foaming, rushing torrents, bold, barren, breezy uplands and dark wooden lairs. Many
a noble stream has its origin there; the Godavery claims this region as its birthplace. In olden times it was the
stronghold of Mahratta robbers and tigers. There was a well-known tradition to the effect that part of the country
was haunted. And indeed what is not haunted in India? Every grove has its spirit, every stream its nymph or naiad,
every dark spot its ghost, and every hill its goddess or ruling deity. But this was the abode of the ghost of a real
suttee who had lived and died in the place. The tradition is nearly a hundred years old, and it may be interesting to
many of my readers.
The story went that this woman was rich and beautiful, the wife of a banker: She was early taught by her father
to read and write, and her learning was considered great. It was, however, the cause her after-misfortune. People
in their mysterious dread of learning then had always held it unnatural for a woman to be clever or in any way
learned. It was thought that the very power in her for acquiring knowledge was the gift of dreaded unseen agents,
and she was supposed to hold conversation with spirits and to point out places where ancient treasures were
hidden.
This woman had the misfortune to lose her husband who was the richest banker in the taluq. He had married
her when she was five years old and he, a man of forty; and all had looked upon her as very fortunate in becoming
the wife of such a wealthy man. And that now she had lost him, she became the most accursed of women. The
long pent-up rage of the Brahmins, to whom this woman was detestable on account of her learning, now found
vent in the form of cursing the unfortunate widow. She was accused of being in league with the evil spirits and of
exercising jadu or sorcery on her own husband. These accusations were enough for the enraged relations of the
husband who heaped on her all the cruelties which were then perpetrated on a poor Hindu widow. She was
dragged away from the corpse of her husband; people shouted in her ears that she was the accursed, the whitefooted of the house, and her jewels were torn from her. Whether it was weariness of life or the fear of coming
persecution, or the great moral force of the priest that decided her to become a suttee we know not, but the
moment she rose and uncovered her head, which was looked upon as the sign of her willingness to become a
suttee, and thus follow her husband to heaven, there was a great burst of joy, and all her jewels were replaced. She
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was decorated as a bride for the altar and led to the river. But her strength had left her, and she could scarcely
stand in the face of the coming death. She was relieved of the ceremony of distributing her jewels to the priests
and throwing cowries to the bystanders.
In the meantime, on the banks of the river, far away from the town, a mandapam was erected with flags
floating over it and bunches of camphor hanging from its sides, and in the centre, under a canopy of red cloth, was
laid the body of the man wrapped in rich gold and silk. People had assembled from all quarters; and hither at the
very last moment was brought the suttee in a death-like swoon. Besmeared with saffron and dressed in her
grandest saree she was placed by the side of her husband. Suddenly a scream was heard above the din of the tomtom and the hum of voices. The priest made haste to light the camphor and the mass of combustibles that was
heaped on the pandal, and in a moment the whole was ablaze. People were heard to call out Hari! Hari! with
fingers in their ears; and the noise of the tom-tom increased.
But suddenly a form was seen to bound through the fire and rush out with a shriek. The people in alarm fell
back, and the form fled screaming to the hills. None had the courage to pursue it, for it was the suttee and her
voice, if heard, brought six months’ illness. She went safely over hills and through the thickest jungles to a remote
dell, but what she did there no one ever knew. But she might have lived the life of a recluse with birds and
animals for company; and it was whispered abroad that she freely practiced her sorceries, and the effect of her
powerful spells was felt for miles around. All the worst calamities, such as night blasts, death by lightning, and
epidemics, that visited the surrounding villages were ascribed to her evil powers. Many are the stories told even
now by the shepherd youths in their nightly gatherings round the blazing life, about the solitary figure or the
unearthly noise heard at night. And such legends are believed and repeated with childish credulity by old and
young.
It needed very little imagination on our part to people this weird-looking spot with ghosts. There were
countless dark haunts with grim-looking red figured gods looking out upon us, and the noise of the wind as it
came moaning through the trees filled us with awe. In our walks my brother and I peeped into the “Robber Cave.”
This cave has a story connected with it and the reputation of containing buried treasures which are guarded by a
huge snake, but I shall not attempt to tell the story. Our conversation on that occasion was very profitable. My
brother seemed to feel that he had in me a sympathetic listener, and under the influence of this feeling, his usual
reserve gave way. He talked of doing great things, and, forgetting that I was a mere girl he poured out the
ambition of his life and grew eloquent over the great work that had to be done for India. He was a Brahmin, he
said, a Brahmin to the backbone, and he would show his countrymen what it was to be a real patriot to live and
die for one’s native land. I was lifted out of myself, and the very eagerness to understand and sympathies made
me almost grasp all that he said; and when he stopped, arid looking into my eyes said: “And you will help me?
Won’t you? You will speak boldly to your countrywomen and yet be as your sister was, modest, gentle, and kind,
a real woman?”
I explained with a glow of pleasure and pride that if he thought I could, I would do whatever lay in my power.
Such was our conversation during one of the many walks which we had together. The recollections of these walks
even now come back to me, drowning all other thoughts. Those were the days when for the first time was
awakened within me the feeling that life is not a gilded dream. They were happy days, those. There was a
simplicity, a charm, a freshness about them; and noble thoughts and high ideals seemed a natural accompaniment
to some of those grand scenes. Life’s cares and worries were unknown; there was nothing to interrupt the
enjoyment of nature. We planned expeditions which we seldom failed to carry out and to enjoy. We crossed
rushing torrents, scaled almost impassable rocks, and used to feel all the glow and happiness of discovering land
unexplored. Often our mother would be induced to accompany us, and the charm of her sweet contented presence
cast a halo of peace and happiness over every resting place. We would go off and would return to her with our
hands and pockets full of all sorts of curious things. She with a smile would receive these things and treasure
them and would tell us their Indian names, and often a story or anecdote connected with them. We, of course,
were proud and happy. Our happiness was never complete without our mother’s presence, and we seemed to feel,
when gathered round her in the evenings in our little cottage home, that where our mother was there was our all.
II
Before proceeding further with my story, I think it necessary to give a short sketch of the early history of my
parents, with special reference to the spiritual struggles through which they had to pass, before giving up the
religion of their ancestors. This will throw some light on the influences that were at work in our simple home, and
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will show how our lives and characters were moulded. The pictures that I am about to present are more or less
reproductions of those depicted to me in their simple, unaffected manner by my mother and by my eldest sister,
who entered into my father’s thoughts and feelings, and who, though a daughter, was a companion and a friend to
him.
Shivagunga is a typical old Indian town, with its venerable river, its broad ghats, extending on both banks of
the river, its temples, and curiously built houses, and its neighboring groves and Buddhistic caves, inhabited by fat
degenerate remnants of the rishis, the bairagis. Even now,\fn{At approximately the middle of the 19th Century.} there are
to be seen in it few signs of western civilization, and it is in every sense orthodox and Indian.
One day, on the river banks of this town, two girls were seen standing a little distance away from the ghats. It
was the time of the yearly flood and the swollen river looked grand in its mighty proportions. The banks became
gradually submerged. The river rose higher and higher. The force of the current grew stronger, till it carried along
with it jungle trees torn up by their roots, huge logs, remnants of huts, and even animals, signs of a great
inundation somewhere in its course. The sight was highly picturesque and imposing. The river seemed to spring
from where the sun was setting. Its mass of shining water was blended with the radiance of the dying sun in the
far west, and the sun, the sky, and the river presented one dazzling picture. It looked as if the river was a child of
the sky, that had leaped from its ethereal home, and was traversing its proud course, nothing daunted by the
majestic-looking hills that stood solemnly watching from a distance.
Nearer the town the carved bulls and rock temples that once stood bare on the banks were nearly submerged.
The trees lay half in water; their branches, drooping heavily, formed whirlpools great and small, while the water
broken in by branches and trunks of trees came in small eddies at one’s feet. It was an attractive sight, and people
came rushing from all directions to have a look at the river. The sun was sinking In the west. Its lengthened rays
turned everything into crimson and gold—the temples on the banks, the endless domes and cupolas, the long line
of waving reeds and trees in front, and the tops of the houses.
They were slight girlish forms those, that were seen on the rising ground against the glowing sky; their kalshis
(brass pots) lay at their feet and the hands of each were fast locked in those of the other. Both were Brahmins. One
was rather tall, thin, dark in color, oval-faced and handsome. Her lithe form was full of vigor and her face showed
great decision and energy. The other was not so striking in appearance. She was smaller in stature but fairer, with
now and then a tinge of red stealing into her cheeks, with large nervous eyes and a sweet face. From the high
ground on which they were standing the fair one threw a garland into the river and muttered a few words.\fn{ A
note reads: The custom of throwing garlands into the river with the object of ascertaining whether a certain wish will be fulfilled is still
common in some pans of the Deccan. If the garland floats down the river without getting entangled it is taken as a sign that the wish will
be fulfilled.}

Both watched it eagerly. It whirled and was nearly entangled in a branch. At last it got safely away and. went
rapidly floating down.
“See Radhabhai! You have got your wish at last,” said the tall dark girl to her companion, and she nearly
kissed her in her joy.
“But,” said Radha, wiping her brow, as if the effort had cost her much, “think, Lakshimi, what a disgrace it
will be when the time does come. You know mother-in-law put Rs. 10,000\fn{ Ten thousand rupees.} worth of jewels
on me at my wedding, and who is there to give an account of all that now? She will demand the jewels, and now
my mother is dead. Who will explain everything to her? My brother’s wife wishes me to stay here. I work for her,
and what will she care if I should be left here at my brother’s house? I shall be considered so unfortunate. Oh! I
would rather die,” and the girl bent down and began to cry.
Lakshimi drew her near, and in the gentlest manner possible told her not to cry, and said: “Let your mother-inlaw come, and I will tell my mother to speak for you. She can’t demand a gift. What is the saying: “Giving a gift
and taking a gift is just as much as turning a Muhammadan next year?” Why! you were married in your cradle,
and who has supported you all these years? Look! the water is rising to your feet. The sign from Gunga mata is
still fresh, and I am going to throw my garland in. Wish me success.”
“Why! You Lakshimi,” said Radha, with a quick look and wondering eyes, “you have everything you want—a
kind mother-in-law, a nice house, no work, a mother quite near, and ever so many jewels. I wish I had half of all
these things,” and she heaved a little sigh.
“You don’t know,”—and Lakshimi made an impatient gesture—“you can’t understand. There is one thing that
turns all this into gall and wormwood,”—and here she dropped her voice to a whisper—“I actually met the
woman yesterday, and she laughed at me—the white-faced kydashin (witch). I felt I could kill her. And, would
you believe? She had my new ear-rings on.”
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“That is dreadful,” said Radha, “but what you wish, I shall wish, too. ‘Death! Radha! death! nothing less.’” So
saying, Lakshimi, with a sweep of her hands, threw the garland as far out into the current as she could, and
watched. It whirled and whirled. “Fate is against me,” she exclaimed. Soon the garland was caught in a floating
log, and then with a bound went shooting down the stream. “That is good!” and she clapped her hands, and,
bending down, looked triumphantly into Radha’s glistening eyes, and tear-stained face.
“Ah! little one, you think it is wicked, and won’t smile. You are too good a creature and that is why fate
triumphs over you. Now we must be going. Where is your kalshi? I will fill it with water and carry it for you.
Your poor back must be almost broken with work. What is this bundle here? Have you been washing all this?”
“Yes, I came here purposely before you,” said Radha, “so that I might finish all this washing and have a little
time to talk with you. Now, even if I am late, Bai won’t scold me.”
“You little schemer! Shiva! Shiva! what a sister-in-law you have got! But wait! I had almost forgotten
something. Have you had anything to eat, dear one?” So saying, Lakshimi put into Radha’s hands a few fried
cakes wrapped in a plantain leaf. Tears came into Radha’s eyes, and Lakshimi looked inquiringly at her.
“I won’t tell you what I overheard. This is your ekadasi (fasting day), when your sister-in-law is in bad spirits,
but she shan’t starve you. You must eat this here. Sit down. I must see you eat.”
With this Lakshimi made Radha sit down and herself sat by her.
“Now you can take the remainder home, though well, I know, you little rogue, that if you do take them home
you will give them all away to Gopala.”
Radha smiled a shy smile, and after eating a few cakes, and drinking some water, rose to go. One carried the
water pot and the other the washed clothes and they went happily together. The two formed a little world in
themselves amidst the large, bustling world around them. None knew their feelings, their joys, and their sorrows.
The impenetrable veil which was worn the whole day long, was only laid aside at the beck of friendship, whose
magic touch opened their hearts. What a wealth of love and affection, misery and sorrow it disclosed! A minute
more and the veil was drawn again.
On their way home they passed groups of women with bright kalshis at their waists and exchanged greetings.
At last they stopped near a large peepal tree, with hoary branches waving high, and leaves which rustled as if with
gladness, while the water rushed close by. Under the tree was a raised platform on which stood red-colored gods,
and near it there was quite a body of men sitting and chatting together. Seeing them, the girls stopped, covered
their heads, smoothed their saris, replaced their kalshis, and hurried on with downcast, modest looks. They passed
the ghats, the fashionable rendezvous of the town, cast hurried glances around, and entered the town.
Nothing is so purely oriental as the scene on the banks of an Indian river. Both sides of the river bank of
Shivagunga seemed alive with a host of men and women. The old decrepit sanyasi, bending with a bamboo in his
hand was seen by the side of the bairagi, hideous in his long bundled-up hair, ashen features, and japa garlands.
The solemn-looking students—young men of the town—were seen walking about in groups, book in hand,
gossiping in low voices, and assuming an air of importance before the female world. The shaven, scantily-clad
widows mingled with the staid old dames and gaily attired damsels, who, to use an Indian simile, had the beauty
of the lotus and the grace of the deer; and all were busy washing their clothes, rubbing their brass pots, or
procuring a fresh supply of water. There were also seen, coming and going, bands of artless little creatures just
verging on maidenhood, light-hearted, free and light as air, with ringing laughter, chiming steps and saucy
movements, exchanging their mock-pots and tossing their garlands in the air. Here the best garments were
displayed, the newest jewels were shown off, and hither under pretence of work, came the greatest gossips of the
town. The merry chime of the brass kalshis, the ringing anklets, the hum of voices and the subdued laughter,
blended with the sound of the rushing waters, while from a distance were heard the noise in the temple, the
ringing of many bells, and the blowing of horns. All the time the swollen angry river rushed on unmindful of the
concourse, and the gigantic trees of the tapawanum (meditation grove) from their lofty height looked solemnly
down on the scene.
The night has fallen on Shivagunga, and with it silence, deep and unbroken, interrupted only by the distant
bark of a dog or the faintly heard howl of the jackal. The temple and the river banks, scenes of so much bustle, lie
all deserted and desolate. Each cottage holds its own, and none dares stir abroad. The simple evening meal is over,
and father, mother, and children lie silent in the arms of sleep. The little narrow street in front of Radha’s house is
almost dark, for the moon is very young, and its faint beams only make the darkness more confusing. In the
veranda of the small house two children are eagerly watching for someone. They appear now and then looking far
down into the dark street. It is cold, and the girl’s little padur\fn{A note reads: The portion of the sari that falls on the
shoulders.} covers the little brother drawn near to her, while she whispers to him:
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“Wait, Gopala, a little more and Daji will come home.”
“Why can’t Daji come soon, Radha?” said the little brother, shivering.
“He has work in the temple, Gopala, he has to wait till the last comers go away, and then he has to walk back;
the distance, you know, is great, and he is so weak.”
“I am cold,” said the boy, wearily laying his head on his drawn-up knees.
“Come a little nearer, and I will chafe your feet and make you warm.”
Soon the little fellow was fast asleep, nestled in his sister’s lap. She, thus left alone, sat watching and casting
long eager glances down the street. A feeling of unutterable loneliness stole over her. She thought of her dead
mother, her old asthmatic father, too feeble to work, and her little brother by her side thrown helpless on the dark
lonely world—a world which seemed ever to grow more wretched to her. There was no chance of escape, the
cruel words had seemed more cruel than ever that day, the drudgery more wearying; and life seemed to hold out
no hope, no promise. Her head drooped down and tears fell fast.
Suddenly, in the midst of all this gloom, the thought of her brave little brother trying to keep up beside her
cheered her like a ray of sunshine, a feeling of tenderness stole over her, and, stooping down, she kissed her little
sleeping brother and wept. The motion woke him from his sleep and he looked inquiringly around.
“What is it, Gopala?” she said, stroking him to sleep.
“Why does Bai hate me, Radha? I dreamt that she was beating me, and pushing me deep down into a well
when I got up.”
“Hush! How dreadful! Don’t talk like that, dear,” said Radha, looking around. “It was only a dream. But look
here, Gopala, you must not tell brother everything that takes place in the house; he hates you for that.”
“He says he will beat me if I don’t; and how can I tell a lie?”
“No, you must not tell a lie. Fate is against us, brother. Lie quiet.”
“Ah! There is Daji at last,” said both, springing up and running to meet their father. All at once they were
supremely happy, and began to shower questions on the old man who smiled and said that all was well.
“But why did you sit up so late, my children? The night is cold and dark. You ought to have been asleep by this
time.”
“You must have something to eat,” said Radha, “and we like to watch for you.”
“I knew you would be tired and hungry,” said the brother.
Radha ran in for the supper, while her brother took his father to his room, spread his bed and began to be very
busy. Soon the simple supper of chapatis (wheaten cakes) and stewed vegetables was laid before him; and the
children sat and watched their father eat.
“Had you enough, children?” said the old man, stroking them.
“Yes! yes!” said Radha, “you eat, father.”
“But,” Gopala added, “you know Bai was very cross today. Radha had a beating for—”
Before he could finish, Radha had laid her little hand on his mouth and stopped him.
“No, Daji, it was all right. I did not mind it,” said the brave little girl, afraid of grieving her father, and hiding
her wound with a smile.
Supper over, the three slept, and the stars watched over them, though fate frowned, and the world was desolate.
*
At this point it is necessary that I should say something about Radha’s early life and character. She belonged to
the grahastha sect of Brahmins, and her family was a very old one in the country. Her early days were spent in
great poverty. An eldest sister was married, it is true, to a rich banker, and Radha herself was married in her cradle
to another rich man’s son in Devaghar, but in spite of this, Radha’s poor mother found it difficult to make both
ends meet. Their father was a weak-minded man and a great spendthrift, and he often left the mother and children
for months together without any provision. The family made great efforts to keep up an appearance of
respectability, so that outsiders never knew how much they really suffered.
One day Radha and her two little brothers were left at home as usual. Their mother was away trying to raise
some money on a big brass tub belonging to the family. The children had little or nothing to eat the whole day
long, and were eagerly looking out for their mother’s coming, when one of the boys was seized with cholera. The
children did not know what to do. They felt they dare not cry or tell the neighbors. Radha’s first impulse was to
run over and tell her eldest sister, a child like herself, who had come to the place with her husband’s family a few
days before. The sister’s husband overheard the two girls, and said: “What? Child ill with cholera? I will come,”
and off he went with a few medicines which he gave to the sick boy. It was getting dark, and the large rambling
house looked quite desolate.
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Just then Radha’s mother came in. The news of the child’s illness was very distracting, but with an effort she
calmed herself, saying that she had just gone over to the river to do some washing and had been delayed
somewhat. Then in an assumed unconcerned tone she said to Radha:
“Light the lamp, child, you ought not to keep your brother-in-law in the dark.”
The girl was astonished. She knew that there had been no oil in the house for the last four days, and exclaimed
almost in a loud tone: “You know there is no oil, mother.”
The mother pretended not to hear but to be searching for something in the dark. Her heart was bursting. She
did not know how to avert the coming shame. The son-in-law guessed the state of affairs in a moment, and left the
house quickly, saying that he had some important work to attend to, and that he would look in towards night. In
about ten minutes a load of provisions, enough to last them six months, was brought in by coolies and left at the
door. The mother guessed whence it had come but said nothing. The delight of the children knew no bounds. The
sick boy fell into a deep sleep, the bad symptoms passed away, and the next time the brother-in-law looked in he
ordered a little hot gruel to be given.
Time went on, and one day Radha lost her brave mother, who fell a victim to cholera. The poor heart-broken
girl went with her little brother and father to the house of an elder brother in Shivagunga who was in fairly
comfortable circumstances. Here they were entirely dependant on their brother and his wife, who was not at all a
pleasant woman, and who made their stay with her very uncomfortable. She had the reputation of possessing an
obstinate will and a passionate temper. The neighbors had the idea that she was possessed, and she was known to
have been exorcised several times. Her uncontrollable temper sometimes threw her into fits, and while in this
condition she was a very dangerous person. At these times she neither ate nor drank, but sat glum and obstinate,
ready to fly into a passion at the slightest provocation, and threatening to jump into a well or do something
desperate. Her husband’s work took him away for months together, and on his return he tried to get all the news
from his little brother. When anything was particularly wrong he did not scruple to use the all-powerful remedy of
a sound beating. Radha slaved for her sister-in-law and her children from morning to night, and bore the abuse
and beatings quietly, thinking that by hard work she might win the goodwill of her sister-in-law and soften the
heart of this person towards her father and brother. But it was the same day after day. The sarcastic manner and
cruel tone never altered. Her little brother, as we have seen, was even more disliked by the sister-in-law on
account of his truthfulness and candor.
It is easy to see what an effect such a life as this must have had on Radha. She was by nature highly sensitive,
tender, affectionate, and loving, and suffering brought out some of the noblest traits in her character. She was ever
ready to forgive an injury and bore no malice or ill will towards anyone, but cheerfully endured whatever hardship
was laid on her young shoulders.
The only diversion that Radha and girls of her age had was in the way of ceremonies and temple visitings
during festival times. The cramped houses and the drudgery of housework were trying to the children, and the
girls longed for freedom and a little diversion. The parents and friends took pride in dressing and decking them on
such occasions. This leads me to give a brief description of one of these ceremonies.
The streets of Shivagunga were long and narrow with rough stone pavements. The houses were massive and
densely packed on both sides of the streets. The upper storey, if there was one, was always low, and the half-railed
windows looked like square holes in prison walls. The only cheering part of the house was the veranda in front, a
sort of raised open shed, though even here the roofs came low down and admitted but little light and air. The
general gloomy appearance of the town was, however, partly relieved by the wells at the corners of the streets.
Round each well was quite a large square, an open breathing space on which the clear blue of heaven smiled; but
how soon the mind gets accustomed to its home, loves it, and cherishes it, though it be but a little four-walled
space! I am sure the girls of Shivagunga would have been filled with indignation had anyone said that their
houses were small and uncomfortable. Yet the monotony of their lives needed to be relieved by events such as the
ceremony I am about to describe, and which takes place when a girl reaches the auspicious twelfth year.
On this occasion the girls flocked to the house of the Daftardar. Each carried on the palm of her hand a brass
plate filled with auspicious gifts of sugar, betel, kunku (red-lead), rice, coconut, and a choli (a short jacket). All
were dressed in their best, and as they stood on the veranda waiting for the door to be opened, it was easy to see
that they did not all entertain friendly feelings towards each other. It was the old story over again—the poor
looked down upon and the rich inordinately proud. But the effort of each not to be eclipsed by the other was very
amusing. Some had companions to whom they whispered, but those who had none looked around in a defiant
manner, and the richer the girl, the prouder and more insolently she bore herself. They were like petty rajahs,
each a kingdom in herself.
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But the meaner and humbler girls were determined not to let the richer girls have the better of them. They
would nudge their neighbors, whisper something to the disadvantage of the rich ones, or cast meaning glances at
them and laugh in their faces. The latter would turn away with ill-concealed sneers or look supremely
unconscious. This afforded great amusement tb some of the humbler and more retiring girls, among whom was
our little Radha, gay in her best attire, and protected by the towering form of her friend, Lakshimi, who delighted
in many a cut and a sneer. Lakshimi passed for a wit, and a circle was formed round her, and the little girls
laughed heartily at her remarks.
“See,” she would say, looking at a proud girl with a gold belt on, “somebody is all belt here;” or “Have you
seen the grandmother’s necklace?” referring to a ponderous old-fashioned one which a little girl seemed very
proud to wear; or “Dear me! that glance would wither us all did we not remember it is only the karkan’s (writer’s)
daughter who is trying to pose as if she were a munsijfs daughter-in-law;” or “What jewels! I believe the whole
family must have been robbed of theirs;” or “If she only had color she would wish to sit on our heads;” and so on.
Such remarks were continued till the door of the veranda opened and the girls were admitted.
The room was low, dark, and cool, and at the further end of it sat a little girl about their own age, a picture of
happiness. She was richly dressed and her head was covered with a curiously worked wreath of flowers. As the
girls entered, she smiled a little important smile, for her head was turned with all the presents that were given to
her. The girls laid their presents on her lap, gathered round her, and encouraged by the elders, attempted to sing a
song, which, however, soon came to an untimely end; and they all laughed heartily at their failure.
This little incident served to break the ice. They felt they were all on one level now, and they shyly talked and
handed round the plates of betel leaves, sweetmeats and flowers. Each decked her neighbor’s hair, and
accompanied the decoration with such remarks as the following: “What a profusion of fine hair;” “A rose will
become you, you are fair;” “Dear! Dear! such black strings, you, dark-colored mouse, I must put a yellow
shewanti in yours,” to which someone would quickly add: “Black, lovely black, a dark network with shining
pearls;” or “What a low forehead! Expect a bad mother-in-law, my dear.”
The decking over, they went in a body to the river. This was their holiday and they enjoyed it in going over the
ghats, besieging the temples, or marching round the peepal tree of the town full of glee. When they passed their
husbands, the little wives’ eyes would droop and a light banter would proceed from the other girls.
“Hush! Kashi’s lord is passing. Kashi! have you ever looked your lord in the face? Ah! he is nice to behold,
such eyes and a face like a god. Try once.”
“There are five lords passing, they are mighty clever, they have books. Hallo! Rakhmi, your husband is in love
with you. Why? he actually looked at you. Why do you hide your face? Look up, there is nobody here now and no
one will eat you up.”
This kind of talk was carried on till evening when the girls made haste to go to their various homes. Often
there was a little lurking dread in most of their hearts, and all expected some rough treatment after so much
enjoyment.
Poor girls! what can we expect from such impoverished, stunted minds? Their mothers are no better, and their
fathers have very little to do with them. Their starved minds have nothing to feed on except such vain silly
thoughts. Should they indeed rise high it would be to reflect on a portion of the shastras which they may have
heard read to them in the evenings—a bewildering combination of the marvelous and the incomprehensible. No
wonder then that they grow vain, flippant, inordinately fond of money or stupidly proud of their hoarded gold and
jewels. No wonder that they look upon the time when they display their jewels and make an unmeaning
expressionless show, as the grandest moment of their lives. The refined, civilized mind shudders or looks down
with pity on the exhibition as a relic of savagery; and yet these are the daughters of India whose lot is considered
as not needing any improvement by many of my countrymen who are highly cultured and who are supposed to
have benefited by western civilization.
*
The coming of Radha’s mother-in-law was a great event in the little world of Shivagunga. Two palanquins
were seen approaching along the main road with the accompanying loud and monotonous cries of ahem! ahem!
and dusty-looking bullock carts followed in confusion. All the people came out as the palanquins and carts
passed. The children gaped and followed. The women stood at their doors, and the tongues of the gossips wagged
freely. Radha herself was sweeping the room, and ran out broom in hand to find out the cause of the noise down
the street. She saw the procession coming nearer, and to her astonishment she heard the little boy that directed the
group say in a shrill excited voice:
“Here is the house. Stop! Stop! This is Dajiba’s daughter and Vinayakpant’s house.”
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Radha’s head swam for a moment, and she realized that her mother-in-law had come at last.
“Oh!” she thought, “how poor I am, and how rich they all seem to be,” and she went and hid herself.
Radha’s sister-in-law changed her sari hastily, and went out to receive the visitors. She heard someone calling
out in a pompous tone all the time:
“Is there no one in the house? Where have all the people gone to?”
After the visitors had been received and were seated, the carts untied in front of the house, the palanquins
placed in the veranda, and the bearers dismissed, Radha was called. She had to fall at the feet of the visitors, of
whom there were three. She did not know where to stop, but went stupidly from one to the other, till the motherin-law called her and said:
“So this is Radha, and the mother is dead, and the father and she are here. She looks like a kersoonee
(broomstick) with nothing on her, no jewels, not even a quarter tala bead. Well you must get her ready soon. I
cannot stay here. I am returning from a pilgrimage and will start tomorrow early in the morning. Here, put
something on the girl,” and she placed a couple of necklaces in the sister-in-law’s hand. “I cannot have a girl
looking so bare and ungainly. I suppose all her jewels are gone.”
Radha’s heart beat wildly. “Oh! what a stern looking woman,” she thought to herself, “and to have to go so
soon.”
In that thought all her hardships, all her sufferings melted away. The house in which she was living, working,
and suffering, seemed a precious home to her. Suddenly everything became endeared. It was the place where her
father was, where her brother was, where her childhood had been spent; and with grief rising in her breast she
went into a dark corner upstairs, and holding her head in both her hands wept bitterly. Whose was the little hand
that stole into hers? Whose was the head that nestled by her? And why did sobs—heart-breaking sobs—burst out
afresh? They were alone together, Radha and her brother, and she held him and sobbed out:
“Who will dress you, feed you, my brother, when I am gone? Will you wait alone for Daji in the dark cold
night? Oh! what shall I do? When shall I see you again?”
The little boy’s grief was even greater than his sister’s but he was silent. They were not left long alone
together. Radha was required in the house, and she went about working with suppressed sobs and a heavy heart.
Evening came, and her brother followed her mutely to the river, for every moment that she remained was precious
to him. His attachment to his sister was inexpressibly strong. He would sit for hours together by the window, and
watch for his sister’s coming. He was happy when she was in the house, and often tried to lend a helping hand to
her in her many duties, when no one was by. His sister would be a princess in his house when he grew old, he
used to say. No one understood them as they understood each other. They had their whispered confidences, and
when anything went particularly wrong with Radha, the silent look of his eyes would do much to strengthen and
encourage her.
News of the mother-in-law’s arrival spread like wildfire, and Radha’s friend Lakshimi was in the street looking
out for her.
“So it is true, Radha; you are going away. Oh! how desolate I shall be, alone here. What shall I do on the river
bank, in the temple, in our familiar place by the tamarind tree? It. would seem as if it were all coming to eat me
up.\fn{A note reads: This is a common expression.} How empty your place will be, Radha, in the ceremonies! How I shall
miss your face, my sweet one! They say your mother-in-law is a grand but stern-looking woman. Look here,
Radha, if she is ever unkind to you, you come away. My mother will keep you. She has no daughter except me
and you know she is fond of you. Be sure to send me news of yourself when my uncle goes to your new home.
You can tell him anything. I shall long to hear from you. Oh! Radha, I cannot let you go. I wonder if they will illtreat you. What will you do, in that strange place alone?”
Thus conversing they approached the river, and Lakshimi laying her hand on that of her friend said: “Here
before Gunga mata before Suriya Narayena I say that you are my own sakhi, my friend, till the end of my life.
Now do not fear. Your brother will be my brother when you are gone and your father mine,” and she drew little
Gopala to her breast and the three wept.
The bond of friendship where it exists in these primitive Hindu homes is very strong. It. is the only support
that the heart. has in the midst of many of the greatest trials of life. True as steel the friends cling to one another in
times of trouble, and when there is affliction all personal considerations are laid aside, and the ordinarily selfish
nature of the Hindu shines brightest in the utter abandonment of self. He throws himself heart and soul into the
work of love, and tries to fill the gap that affliction has created
Early next morning there was a great deal of bustle. A new sari was given to Radha by her brother, and a new
jacket by her sister-in-law, who, when putting it on her, said that the house would be empty without her. Her
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brother’s children clung to her, and it was very hard for the mother-in-law to force her away. Her parting from her
father and her little brother took place in their little room and was painful in the extreme.
At last all was over. The curtain falls and the scenes of her childhood, as if reflected in a magic mirror, quickly
pass before her and disappear one after another, while her straining eyes are fain to linger over them a little
longer. The load of grief presses heavily upon her. Her head droops. Nature asserts itself. She falls into a deep
sleep. Wake her not. Whisper not “tomorrow” to her. Sleep, let her sleep. “Sufficient unto the day is the evil
thereof.”
*
Our Radha completed her journey in a strangely bewildered dreamy way. For the journey was full of religious
associations, and her mind was elated and refreshed by the sight of many a sacred temple, tank, and river of which
she had heard so much. That pure crystal gurgling spring was caused by mighty Rama’s arrow. That rugged hill
was a stone that fell from Ravan’s hand when chased by Rama, and that cave in the midst of hills, overgrown with
creepers, was Seetabai’s arbor during her exile; and Radha’s grief was somewhat relieved by the medley of
thoughts suggested by such scenes.
She also discovered a little of her mother-in-law’s character during the long journey. Half furtively and eagerly
she noticed how her mother-in-law talked and looked, watched her manner, her actions, her smiles, and came to
understand her ways even quicker than an older person would have done; for whoever guards oneself in the
company of a child, and who remembers how quick of observation a child is? When Radha’s judgement and
reason failed, her instinct came into play in the way in which quick aversions for some and likings for others seem
to be intuitive in children. She had neither an aversion nor a liking for her mother-in-law, but she felt very much
in awe of her. She felt that with this stern creature, a mistake once would be a mistake always and would not soon
be forgiven or forgotten, and she was mortally afraid of causing offence or making a mistake. The stern hard face
seemed dreadfully unrelenting; and yet those large eyes were capable of softening, for Radha had caught a tender
pitying look once when in her over-anxiety to do something well she had blundered sadly; and in her childish way
she reasoned that there was something in her mother-in-law’s expression that she could trust. At least she felt safe
as long as she was good, with this strange, stern, queenly woman.
On their arrival there was a tremor of expectation on Radha’s wistful face. She was to see her husband for the
first time; and when the palanquins stopped and a young man came out, Radha could not help looking askance at
him, though to all appearance her back was turned towards him. The stolen glance revealed a tall young man, the
expression of whose set face was difficult to decipher. But there was pride mingled with determination and
reserve in the manly face before her, in which a high forehead and a prominent nose were most conspicuous. He
cast a lofty unbending look on the girl before him, and turned round as if she was unworthy of any further
attention. The look almost withered her, and she followed her mother-in-law closely into the house.
III
Radha’s stay in her mother-in-law’s house extended to two years, which were to be two hard years of stern
unmerciful discipline. She very soon discovered that the house was governed by a hard system of rules—and a
rigorous carrying out of set principles, and that transgression of the least of these was visited by severe
punishment. She found a companion in her husband’s eldest brother’s wife, a strong-featured, obstinate-looking
young girl of fifteen, who was already a mother. This girl felt the galling chain of subjection, and took pleasure in
rebelling against the settled order of things. She made it her set purpose from the beginning to mislead Radha and
get her into scrapes, and thus annoy her mother-in-law. She found but very soon that Radha was a simple-minded
girl who would quietly submit to any amount of work and suffering which she herself would not bear for a
moment. She tried to make Radha suffer for her faults, and taunted the girl in return for her simplicity, weakness,
and want of character. Radha felt the injustice of many a stinging taunt and punishment, but she bore them all
meekly, not wishing to make a scene or make an enemy of this daring creature, to whom lying, stealing, and
plotting came as naturally as talking and laughing. The mother-in-law greatly disliked the eldest daughter-in-law,
and though Radha never joined her, the old dame was suspicious of their most innocent talk, and was hard and
cruel to the younger girl.
At such a time all seemed to go wrong with Radha. The chamboo was not rubbed to the required luster; the
sweeping was badly done; and she made frequent mistakes in serving and arranging the food, which always
formed part of her work. This was a most painful task. She had to stand aside at meals and be ready with the food,
and if she was caught looking at the plates, she was sure to be called a greedy, voracious girl and accused of
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casting an evil eye on the food so that it could never be digested; or if she happened to look the other way, one of
those on whom she was waiting was sure to say: “See! I have no bread or vegetable on my plate,” and the poor
girl would be blamed for stinting them and reserving the food for herself. She could not stand in front of them
because she would be called bold and immodest.
At last she found a safe place where she could stand and observe without being observed. This was behind a
door, through the chinks of which she used to peep during the intervals of serving.
One little incident the poor girl felt very hard to bear. One day her mother-in-law placed in her hands a big can
of oil, whilst she herself hastened out to attend to some things connected with her village property. Radha could
scarcely carry the great can to the store, but felt proud at having been trusted with it. She was just entering the
room, when she felt herself pulled from behind. It was Kashi, the other daughter-in-law, and before Radha was
aware Kashi had dashed forward, seized the can from Radha’s hand, and filled her chamboo with the oil. In vain
Radha cried and remonstrated. Kashi was inexorable.
“Oh what shall I do? I shall get a beating,” said poor Radha at last in despair, and sat disconsolately by the can.
“Nonsense,” said Kashi, “why need you get a beating? Just say that you don’t know what has become of the
oil, and nobody will be the wiser for it; for what could you do with oil, you simpleton?”
“How can I tell a lie?” cried Radha.
“Then hold your tongue, you blockhead, and no harm will come to you. You may starve but I will not. See! I
will fry a quantity of nice cakes and you shall eat them too. You are almost worked to death. Come and lie down
in my room; there is nobody in the house now, and I will not allow anybody to wake you. You seem to avoid me,
but for what reason I cannot tell.”
Radha uttered not a word, but her heart sank as she dragged the can to its place in the room. After this what
could she do? Could she tell her mother-in-law? No, and yet she could not hide the secret from her. Already she
felt it written on her face. How could she meet those eagle eyes? They were sure to discover all.
A little while afterwards, when the promised cakes came, Radha mechanically tied them in her sari, and tucked
them in her waist, thus doing just the very thing that would enable the mother-in-law to discover all. Soon the
mother-in-law appeared, and, noticing the girl’s peculiar look and the bundle near her waist, pounced on her, and
pulled out the tell-tale cakes. Radha turned pale and red by turns, looked aside with tearful eyes, and stammered
something.
“Why are you frightened, child? What are these cakes?” said the mother-in-law gently; and then as the whole
thing dawned on her, her expression changed to one of great sternness, and with a constrained bitter voice she
asked:
“Where did you get these cakes? Did you steal the oil that I gave you to keep?”
Radha ashamed, turned round and with a great effort said: “No, Kashi gave me the cakes.”
“And how did Kashi get the oil—from you or from the room?” demanded her mother-in-law, her anger rising
with every word. By this time the whole household was around Radha, who, trembling allover, feebly replied:
“From me,” adding, “but she forced it from me.” This remark was useless, however.
“There is a conspiracy,” said the mother-in-law in a rage. “I knew it would be so,” and she belabored the girl
and asked the others also to beat her. “If she had really forced it from you why could you not have told me?” and
the beating increased with every fresh burst of abuse.
In the meantime Kashi ran in a hurry to the neighboring pleader’s house and sent his wife to stop the beating.
“It is not her fault,” said Kashi trembling, “it is mine. I took the oil and they are beating her for it, but don’t tell
them so.” Then added Kashi: “She deserves it, the soft-hearted, frightened goose. Could she not have eaten her
cakes quietly?”
The pleader’s wife prevented Radha from receiving any further beating, condoled with the mother-in-law, and
left the poor girl crying and moaning in a room. But her cup of bitterness was not yet full, for just at that time who
should come in but people from Shivagunga. Radha smothered her sobs and tried to listen to the news. The
memory of her little brother was fresh in her heart and somehow this trial recalled stronger than ever his quiet,
sympathetic ways. She missed the hand that used to steal round her neck, and help her to bear her sorrows, and
that seemed to say with more than the power of words: “I know you are suffering wrongly and I suffer with you. I
feel for you, my Radha.”
But hush! What was that cry? Why has the girl bounded up as if pierced by an arrow, and then fallen with a
deep thud on the floor? Could she have heard the news—the news of her little brother’s death? They thought she
had merely fainted, and they tried to hide the news from her waking eyes. The girl scanned their faces for a while,
and then memory supplying the missing link, she turned towards the wall and gave vent to her heart-rending grief.
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Her last support was gone, her joy had forever fled; the one little link that bound her to life, that made her suffer
and live, was snapped. What had she to care for now? All she loved was gone and she was left behind. The little
angel form was forever fled, the little hands would never more cling round her neck, her brother’s eyes would
never again look into hers with their mute love and sympathy. Who would now understand her? Everything was
gone—forever gone.
Such were the thoughts that wrung her heart, and left her no hope, no comfort except the blind comfort of
despair. In her madness she thought she would make an end of her life. She would follow Gopala, her only idol,
her only joy, and she got up after hours of grief and hastened to the well in the backyard. It was evening. The
house was silent. Nobody could see her, she thought, as she clung to the wall before letting herself down.. All of a
sudden somebody grasped her with an iron hand from behind, lifted her lightly, placed her down and sternly
ordered her in. She looked up with fright and saw it was her husband. In a moment she had thrown herself at his
feet and was piteously crying:
“Don’t beat me, I was mad. I did not know what I was doing.”
“Get in at once and I won’t tell anyone,” said the same stern voice.
Radha wrung her hands in agony and cried: “Fate! Fate! It is all Fate!”
That night Radha witnessed a remarkable scene. She had slept heavily in the dark room, and rose towards
midnight with a strange creeping sensation about her, which was intensified by hearing some low moaning
sounds. Her superstition was roused, and for a long time she lay quite still, straining her ears to catch the sound.
At last she looked out and saw with surprise a bright light streaming from a neighboring room. She had forgotten
to sleep with her mother-in-law and was lying in the dark store-room all alone. The sound of a human voice,
however, gave her courage and she rose to peep into the room and then ran to her mother-in-law.
She was more than astonished, when on looking into the room she saw her husband in an attitude of great
humility and grief. The words that he uttered seemed to hold her with a power and her whole soul was absorbed in
listening. The words fell on her ears with an untold balm and healing. He was praying. The haughty proud head
was bowed in reverence and humility.
She stole back, treasuring the words in her heart. .What could they mean? Why were they so soothing? ‘ O God
my father! Thou that lookest into each heart….’ “Then God is our father,” thought the little girl, and she wondered
more and more. Was her husband also unhappy like herself? Was he also dissatisfied with life? Was he sorry for
her? Such were the questions that arose in her mind, and she also muttered: “O God, my Father,” and went to
sleep.
*
Towards the close of her two years’ stay Radha was on her way to her eldest brother’s house at Shivagunga.
News had come that her father was ill, and Radha’s mother-in-law was going towards Shivagunga to perform a
vow. Radha took the opportunity to go with her. She was at first forbidden, but the girl’s fears for her father were
great, and she longed to see him. Her mother-in-law’s vow had to be performed on foot and Radha said she would
walk too. The mother-in-law, moved by her importunity, tried to use some gentle words.
“Child,” she said, “you will be happy here. Why do you wish to come? Your father is not so ill. I shall not be
here, and you will have the entire control of the house. Don’t come.”
The girl, however, persisted, and at last the mother-in-law gave in, not without secretly wondering at the girl’s
innocence and foolishness. “What girl,” she thought, “would not like to stay in her husband’s house and have the
sole command of everything?”
Just a moment before starting, however, Radha saw her husband beckoning to her. This was the first time he
had ever taken any notice of her, and with a great throb of fear and nervousness she went, her head down and her
sari covering nearly the whole of her face. He took her aside and whispered:
“Radha! look up. If you stay I will give you this,” and he held up a pretty nose ring.
She scarcely looked at him, but shook her head and ran to her mother-in-law.
The journey was a very happy one for poor Radha. Her mother-in-law was not very cross, and appreciated the
girl’s efforts to please her. Stern and prejudiced as most mothers-in-law are, she was not wholly devoid of some of
the principles that keep the ignorant and superstitious in the path of truth and virtue. She would never do what
seemed wrong to her, in spite of all temptations. Her treatment of Radha from an outsider’s point of view was
indeed objectionable, but we must make allowance for the Hindu notion of a daughter-in-law, who is regarded as
a lying, scheming wretch, ever ready to work any amount of ill to a mother-in-law, stealing the affections, when
she can, of a good and dutiful son, turning like a serpent on those that have fed and clothed her, trying every
means to get the power which the mother-in-law wields, and after once getting the upper hand, turning the
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mother-in-law out. Such prejudices were of course deeply rooted in Radha’s mother-in-law, and it went against
her grain therefore to be kind to the little girl. Notwithstanding this she never let herself be blindly guided by
prejudice, and in her inmost heart she loved the little girl, whose future was confided in her, and who, she felt,
was guileless and true.
The fourth day brought them very near Shivagunga. Radha, tired and weary, was anxious to enter the town, but
to her surprise her mother-in-law determined to rest in a mango tope on the way. Old memories came rushing
back on Radha, and she wept as she went about her work of preparing food. The mother-in-law watched her for
some time, and calling her made her sit down, and for the first time in her life caressed the girl and kissed her.
Radha frightened at this, looked into her mother-in-law’s eyes. Surely some great calamity had fallen on herself or
else the hard stern woman would not have been so kind. Her thoughts naturally flew to her father.
“Any news about Daji?” she asked tremblingly.
“No, child, don’t think of Daji, you are tired and you must eat,” said the wonderfully changed mother-in-law,
and she actually coaxed Radha to eat, and made her bathe in the hot water that had been prepared for herself.
Poor Radha trembled at this unusual demonstration. In vain she asked the servants who were sent on generally
a day in advance if they had heard any news of her father. The next day came, and in her eagerness to reach her
old home Radha went far ahead of her mother-in-law. Her excitement was so great that when she saw the house
she rushed in exclaiming:
“Daji, Daji! Where is Daji?”
But Daji was gone. He was no more. He had died two days before. But we must draw a veil on what followed.
*
We will now go back to Devaghar where Radha’s husband Harichandra was. A little scene in front of the
missionary’s house at this place will throw light on what I am about to relate.
The party in front of the missionary’s house that warm August evening was a large one. There were ladies
young and old reclining on chairs and languidly fanning themselves. The cup of tea scarcely enlivened their
flagging energies. The broad river rolled past the bungalow and the sun was just about to set. The men stood
leaning against the spreading tree and with a show of interest discussed the weather.
The ladies sat yawning behind their fans, when their attention was drawn to an individual who was coming
towards them. He looked dusty and tired and came straight to the party under the tree. He had scarcely seated
himself before he began in an excited tone:
“Just guess what I have to tell you. You will not believe me, but it is the truth, and it has surprised me as much
as it will surprise you. I have just met a Brahmin youth, who, judging from his conversation, seems to be a man of
deep learning. He has evidently mastered the most important works on philosophy and science. He possesses a
Bible and seems to appreciate some of the truths contained in it though he was very reserved on the subject with
me, and asked me for certain books on early Christian history.”
Interest was roused in the languid, sleepy circle, as never before in Devaghar had a Brahmin been known to
have read the Bible. The people were all anxiety to hear more of the young man and poured question after
question on the speaker.
“Was his family good?”
“Yes, he belongs to one of the wealthiest families here.”
“Where did he get all those clever books?” asked one of the ladies.
“Oh! there was a bookworm of a collector here some years ago who fell in with the lad one evening, and was
so taken up with his intelligence and spirit that he placed every means of acquiring knowledge within his reach,
and lent him books from his own collection. The collector was a recluse and an infidel. He did not believe in
missions, but he helped to rouse the spirit of inquiry in this young man, who is now not satisfied with anything
short of the truth. The young man comes of a remarkably religious family, I hear, and I don’t know how the
Brahmins will take it all.”
The ladies sighed, and said that the Brahmins were a bigoted race and hard to get at. But still the news was
exciting and the whole evening was spent by the ladies in making little plans of their own and talking about the
commotion that would result from the conversion of a Brahmin youth.
The young man who was the subject of this conversation was no other than Radha’s husband Harichandra. The
missionary was correct in his estimate of the young man’s intellectual powers. He came of a remarkable family.
His ancestors were well known as stern, upright, devout people, impregnable as a rock, and obstinate in the
highest degree where principle and right were concerned. Their strict conduct was well known, and even now
several stories are told of them; how one had the power of detecting anything like deceitfulness or untruthfulness
1236

in those in his company by a mere look of his eyes, and did not scruple to send such a one away with a sharp word
of admonition; and how another’s religious fervor led him to build a temple, still existing, to Eknath and to put a
gold kulas on the top of it. But the most remarkable member of the family was Harichandra’s grandfather: The
story goes that one day he was so lost in his tapascharia that he did not notice the presence of thieves who were
ransacking the family treasures, and that this had such a powerful effect on the thieves that they fell at the good
man’s feet and asked for his blessing, saying that they would never rob a saint. Whether these stories be true or
not they show that the family was held in high esteem by the people of Devaghar for their remarkable uprightness
and whole-hearted devotion.
For two years or more Harichandra was passing through a mental struggle unknown to anyone. For a time he
was contented and proudly happy in his study; but he soon found out the emptiness of mere intellectual pursuits.
He craved for something which would satisfy the longings of the soul—the internal spiritual aspirations for a
better nature and a nobler life. He was fully convinced that since God had placed in him these desires there must
be a way of satisfying them, and that man, whatever his failings may be, had not been created for selfish ends. He
has a nobler mission to perform than that of satisfying his own personal inclinations. All higher natures come to
know this truth. It is not by reasoning that they find this out; but there is an irresistible tendency in them, an
emotional impulse that reveals to them this view of life. Harichandra came to know that the mere gratification of
intellectual curiosity did not in any way help him to satisfy his inmost longings for a nobler and a higher life. He
was also at the same time impressed with the helplessness of man, his utter inability to put aside self and thus give
free play to his altruistic longings.
In a word, the sinfulness of man became a stern reality to him. No wonder then that with these thoughts
weighing in his mind, Harichandra turned eagerly to the study of religion. The Christian religion was of course
beneath his notice. It was a religion to which he had a natural aversion. It was the religion of the mlechas.
With patriotic ardor, therefore, but with a mind determined to find out the truth wherever it might be found, he
fell to the study of his own religion, and for a time reveled in the thought that Hinduism was superior to all other
religions. Every phase of thought through which he was passing found expression in the books of Hindu
philosophy and religion he read. At one time the fascinating philosophy of pantheism would take hold of him, and
turning to the Hindu shastras, he found there to his astonishment slokas, mantras, and hymns that fitted in
beautifully with this view of the universe. At another time a wave of skepticism and doubt would sweep over his
restless mind. Is the world real? Are things what they seem? Is there after all something substantial, some
substratum behind those things that appeal to our senses?
Such questions would puzzle his disturbed brain, when lo! in his Vedas and shastras he found a system of
philosophy that chimed in beautifully with this skeptical tendency. All was maya—an illusion; matter, nothing but
a series of sensations and mind, a series of ideas. It was the many-sidedness of Hindu philosophy that attracted the
imagination of this youth, and he was for a time oblivious to the fact that this very many-sidedness implied
contradictions, which his common sense should have repudiated. There was, however, one phase of thought for
which he did not find expression in the religious works which he studied with so much avidity. It was the thought
that the universe may after all be created, guided, ruled, and sustained by an infinite power, who has definite
relations to man, the highest form of creation.
In other words, it dawned upon him gradually that the idea of a personal God, one whom we can look upon in
the relation of a father was entirely absent in the systems of philosophy which he studied. “Oh what a consoling
thought it would be,” said he to himself, “if such a relationship between the infinite and the finite, the all-wise, the
all-perfect, the infinitely good creator and the imperfect, sin-stained and fallible mortal were possible. How easy it
would then be for man with the help of this higher power to satisfy his nobler longings and aspirations! But ah!
why is it that this view of the relation of God to man which seems to me to be the most true view, inasmuch as it
helps me to satisfy that impulse which I find so strong within me—why is this view entirely absent in the Hindu
religion?”
This thought took hold of Harichandra very forcibly, and he found it impossible to shake it off, and gradually
there dawned upon him the fact that the very many-sidedness of the Hindu religion, which he so much admired
before, was after all its greatest imperfection.
One day, with these thoughts running in his mind he was walking through the streets of Devaghar when he
heard from a distance the sound of many voices singing. This attracted him to the American Chapel. He had never
before witnessed a Christian service. The solemnity of the congregation and their devotion struck him very much.
The hymn ceased. The congregation knelt down to pray, the missionary whom Harichandra was watching very
minutely also knelt, and with an accent clear and forcible repeated the Lord’s Prayer, the whole congregation,
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young and old, repeating each word with equal clearness and devotion. The words seemed, as it were, a new
revelation to him.
“What?” said the young man to himself, “the despised Christians holding this view as an article of belief? Ah!
there must be something in their religion after all.”
It was this little incident that led Harichandra to study the Christian Scriptures which he once thought so much
beneath his notice.
With that determination to get good out of everything, which was characteristic of Harichandra, he first studied
the gospels. The simplicity of the narrative and the divine pathos running through the whole story struck him as
being entirely unique. Everything seemed very different from the books on religion which he had read before. The
cardinal doctrine of the Christian faith—God taking upon himself the nature of man—did not prove a great
stumbling block, for the Hindu mind is quite familiar with the idea of incarnation. But he could not help noticing
a vast difference between the Hindu conception of incarnation and the Christian. He turned over in his mind the
thousand and one stories concerning Krishna, and was impressed with nothing but the utter aimlessness of the
whole conception, the incredibility of the actions attributed to Krishna, whilst he was at the same time shocked
with the low tone of morality pervading the whole. How very different was the Christian conception of the
incarnation! Here was the infinite, which man through endless ages, has with his feeble faculties tried to grasp
with the object of lifting himself up from this sin-stained world to a higher, nobler, and divine sphere—here was
the infinite revealed in all its perfection, thus showing the possibility of an indissoluble union between God and
man. Here was revealed that grand soul-inspiring truth that God is not one who sits far away from the grasp of
human hands and the human mind, having nothing whatever to do with the work of His hands and leaving
everything to an inexorable fate, but that He enters into the closest relationship with every one of His creatures
even with the meanest of them, that even the birds of the air are not forgotten by Him, and that with the example
set before Him by the God-man Christ, man can rise to heights of moral grandeur and spiritual perfection that
were never scaled before.
Full of these pregnant thoughts Harichandra would take long walks by the river or wander aimlessly through
the woods that skirted the town. Do what he would he could not shake these thoughts away. The vivid pictures of
the ministrations of Christ would occupy his mind, and words that Christ had uttered would flash before him
pregnant with new meanings.
One evening in the gloaming and amidst the fading glory of the western sky, all that he had read came before
him with a new and forcible light. He saw the God-man now stooping by the side of the despised blind beggar
with a word of comfort for him, now healing the sick, now consoling the grieved, now raising the fallen with
those magic words: “Thy sins are forgiven thee, go in peace,” now with a Divine light penetrating into the inmost
recesses of the hearts of those whom the world looked upon as past redemption, and laying bare to hypocrites the
hidden spark of goodness and real love there. By the side of these rose other pictures: Christ’s communion with
God on the mountaintop; His smiling presence in Bethany, surrounded by those whom he loved; His grief by the
side of the dead; the God-voice piercing the shadows of the grave and the unknown regions beyond, and
demanding the dead back to life; the scene on the Mount of Olives when with His prophetic eye He saw the
distant future, foretold the fall of the temple, and depicted those fearful scenes that would follow; and last of all,
the scene on Calvary rose vividly in the mind of Harichandra.
He hid his face and groaned: “Such love! I will follow Thee, my Savior. Here before my country, my home, my
people, I give up myself to Thee, a whole-hearted sacrifice. Accept me, my God. All I have I leave to follow Thee.”
That moment was one of deep anguish. There was a painful wrench at his heart when he murmured all. He saw
the proud woman that gloried in calling him her son, now heart-broken at his feet. Her cries of entreaty rang in his
ears, her face turned, averted from him as from some heinous pollution. His wife stood before him, the shy look
of virginity still in her eyes, her sweet, wistful face tear-stained and more wistful still, her idol broken, shattered at
her feet,. dishonor and disgrace staring her in the face, her gaze of pathetic appeal directed towards him.
“Turn back, my lord, your wife implores you. Break not my young heart. I gave it to your keeping, and will
you crush it and give it back to me dishonored in the sight of all? Is this your duty? Is this your promise?” and he
groaned in spirit. Ah! if there were only less sacrifice. But the words came forcibly:
“Leave all and follow me. He that does not acknowledge me before the world, him will I not acknowledge
before my father in heaven.”
The stern voice exclaimed:
“My duty is clear. Even now I will go and make my declaration. Perish all self and the world. But Oh! The
ties,” and his iron frame shook with emotion. “Yes! let the ties also go. My lord, I follow Thee.” Two stern, manly
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tears rolled on his cheek in a moment of agony, and he sprang up ashamed at this display of weakness, and
walked with a firm step home, his mind fully made up.
The sacrifice was complete. He had consecrated his body and soul to God and to His service, and he felt, in the
unique self- renunciation, an exaltation of the soul which passed his comprehension. His pace quickened, a new
sense of freedom came over him, he seemed lifted but of himself, up above all the world. A wild delirious joy shot
through his frame, and his heart glowed with a profound happiness. He could bear anything, suffer anything. All
difficulties vanished. He tried to count his troubles but they melted in air.
“What more? What more?” he cried with fervor, “what more can I bear for Thee, Christ, my Redeemer, my
Savior.” St. Paul’s remarkable conversion came vividly before him; ‘the flakes fell from his eyes.’ “They have
fallen from mine. I see everything different. Life has a new meaning now. Suffering—there is nothing that merits
the name of suffering now,” and in this transport he looked round him before descending the high barren ridge he
had ascended.
There lay round him the world sleeping in the misty evening light, silent and still except for the sighing of the
wind and the hum of the insect-world from the valley below. The woods, black and massive on the right, were
seen with the gleam of the broad silvery river flashing through them. On a neighboring ridge, high against the still
softly lit sky rose the tall, waving, feathery bamboo. At his feet was Devaghar wrapped in mist. Behind lay the
mountain solitudes—long ranges gray and shadowy, on the peaks of which a soft aureole of light still lingered as
if each had caught and retained a part of the evening light and was reluctant to part with it. In the heavens above a
faint sparkle here and a glimmer there were seen as the infant stars rose from their twilight beds. A lovely world
this, wrapped in its soft dreamland light. Oh that it were lovely in another sense, that there were no guilt, no sin to
mar the God-given peace and beauty of the human soul, and he walked on and murmured:
“By God’s help, yes, even this is possible.”
IV
Harichandra reached home, and the news that he had forsaken in his heart the religion of his ancestors fell like
a thunderbolt on his kindred and friends. No words can describe the commotion that was caused in his home.
People refused to believe the news at first. Had ever a Brahmin renounced his ancestral faith, they asked, and
allowed himself to be polluted and degraded thus in the sight of the world? It was thought that learning had made
him mad, and his mother in wild distraction summoned the shastris, pundits, and wise men of the town to argue
the new mania away. The discussions led to nothing. Some of those with whom he argued could not but
acknowledge that Christianity had in it, in a more highly developed form, truths which were only dimly outlined
in the Hindu shastras. But their objection to the religion of Christ was that it was a foreign religion, the religion of
the conquerors, and that it was, therefore, very unpatriotic for an orthodox Hindu to exchange his own faith for
that of the foreigners.
Harichandra was of course proof against this argument. Patriotism which sacrificed truth to blind sentiment
was, he said, no true patriotism. It was merely another form of cowardice, which truth-loving hearts must
repudiate; and then he pointed out that there must be something radically wrong in the religion which made its
adherents such moral cowards as the Hindu were, who, though convinced of the truth, yet had not the boldness to
follow it at the sacrifice of everything that was dear to them.
Harichandra possessed a friend in his elder brother, Vamanrao. The impartial and thorough researches, the bold
investigation, and the deep earnestness and sincere convictions of his younger and more learned brother had made
such an impression on Vamanrao that he became in secret a believer in Christ. Then followed a time of great
persecution for Harichandra, and the painful moment came when his own mother stood before him as his wouldbe murderer. What pangs the proud woman must have suffered! What struggles she must have gone through to
have so far forgotten her natural feelings as to have put poison in her son’s food! But this was quite consistent
with her stem character. Better a dead and honored son, than a polluted living one.
Harichandra stood all these trials with a courage and boldness that daunted his greatest enemies. His wife’s
face, however, kept haunting him during these days. He knew that the time must come sooner or later when he
would have to leave his home and his people, and go over to the Christians, and for himself he was prepared to
go. But his wife, must he leave her? No. He felt that his chief duty was to induce her to come with him. In vain he
sought for a way of accomplishing this. He had scarcely spoken to her once in his life, and at the very suggestion
of leaving Brahminism she would fly away from him. He was, however, determined to make a trial at any cost.
He would lay everything clearly before her, and give her the choice of following him or remaining behind.
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In this difficulty his elder brother was ready with friendly advice. Apart from a feeling of sympathy, this
brother had a natural liking to take part in anything that was adventurous, and was generally full of plans. He said,
with a wise shake of his head, “You must leave the place. You must take your wife with you. I will bring her to
you.” And he partly disclosed a plan that he had thought out sometime before. He requested his brother to be
ready at a certain place with the missionary’s covered carriage, which would carry Radha straight off to the
bungalow before suspicion was roused, adding:
“All that you have to do is to be very stern and order the girl in. Thanks to our customs, she will be very
frightened to see you alone with her, and won’t get over the shock till she sees the bungalow, and even if she
attempts to talk and ask questions on the way, a word from you will silence her. I shall cross the fields and go
home, and my coming back will keep the people at home from missing you till it is too late for anybody to go in
sear.ch of you.”
Hanchandra listened gravely, and asked if the thing could not be managed in some other way.
“It pains me to use authority in this way. I should never forgive myself for practicing such deception as you
suggest. What would Radha think of me, at least for the time being? Would she not despise me? Oh! I could not
stand it.”
Plain dealing was more in his line.
“Then give her up for ever,” said the impulsive brother, firing up. “Make her life a life of misery. Her head will
be shaved, and she will become an object of scorn. Wherever she is seen, people I will exclaim: ‘Ah! This is the
polluted one’s wife; this is the unfortunate woman whom the gods have disgraced.’ Life will become a living
death for her, and you will be cursed forever in her heart. You will like that, I suppose? What has she done to
suffer such wrongs from you? If you take her with you, she may in time come to fall in with your way of thinking,
and she will be happy.”
After a struggle with his natural self, in which it seemed to his strict mind a sort of deception to keep his wife
ignorant of his course of action even for a time, but which reasoning ultimately seemed to conquer, he gave in.
“Very well, bring her, brother; I don’t know how you are going to manage, and we shall see how it will all turn
out.”
Vamanrao, thus left to act on his sale responsibility, delayed not a moment. He started that very day for
Shivagunga, intimating that he was going on very urgent business, and would be away for three or four days. A
day’s journey brought him to Shivagunga. Here he posed as a great man, and frightened all his poor relations by
his imperious manner and talk.
“What do you mean by keeping a young girl of sixteen so long in your house? Has she no house, no husband,
no mother-in-law, no duties? You people won’t do anything for the girl. How long are you going to keep her like
this?”
But with all his talk he could not bring the girl away so easily as he had hoped to do. The relations tried to
pacify him, but he kept grumbling and complaining loudly and would not be pacified.
A day had already passed, and Vamanrao began to fear lest the people of Shivagunga should hear of his
brother’s change of religion, especially as the town was one of the most bigoted centers of Brahminism, and was
under the Hindu Rajahs. On the eve of the next day, however, his servant, a witty old man who was left outside
the town, appeared in the character of a messenger, dusty, tired, and way-worn. He pretended to have walked all
the way from Devaghar, and asked Vamanrao, with the familiarity and authority of an old servant, what he was
doing there, living in the houses of relatives; and added that his brother had said that if his relations were not
willing to send home the girl, they might keep her, but he wanted to know what his own brother was doing there,
in the house of relatives, eating their bread and drinking their water. Then by way of parenthesis he added a
saying:
“If the head is safe, the turbans are thousands; he could get wives by the dozen, but not a brother.”
This frightened Radha’s brother. He had wished her to stay for a ceremony, but now he made haste for her
departure. It was arranged that Radha was to be taken by Poona. The town was on the way, and she was anxious
to see her sister. After asking if there were any more requests to be complied with, and with many messages and
remembrances, Vamanrao commenced a hasty journey back. He had two servants with him who had orders to
change the bullocks every three miles. This alarmed Radha a little, and when she found that they did not take the
usual way to Poona, she began to cry and to ask questions. Her companion, however, took no notice of her, and
became all at once deaf and dumb, absorbed in the interesting process of chewing betel-nut. The girl then
questioned the passers-by if they were on the way to Poona, and began to cry. Some pitied her loudly, “Poor girl!
going to her mother-in-law’s house I suppose,” and some stopped and made enquiries of the old servant, who was
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seated prominently in front of the cart. He loudly and readily answered with a broad grin that she had lost a
valuable jewel, and was expecting a good beating from her mother-in-law.
Near the temple, outside Devaghar, the cart-men were dismissed. Radha was told to sit inside the temple and
wait for her mother-in-law, while the servant sat in front of the weird, wind-beaten, stone building and smoked his
chitlem. It was the way to their village close by, and Radha expected to see her mother-in-law coming towards
her, so she stood on the high pavement half inside the dark temple, and looked toward the golden, waving cornfields to see if there were any signs of the old lady’s approach.
In about five minutes she saw a peculiar carriage stop in front, and who should get down but her husband. Her
fears were roused, but there was no room for remonstrance. He ordered her in, and told the bandyman to drive on.
At first she kept very quiet, with her head down, but suddenly peeping out she saw that they were driving away
from the town, and with fear and shame depicted on her face she looked imploringly up and said:
“Please see where the man is going. He does not know the way.”
Her eyes were filled with tears as they looked touchingly in his for one instant, as much as to say: “I won’t
speak. It is against our custom, but I am quite frightened.”
Harichandra was very much moved. Her shy beauty, simplicity, and sweetness went right to his heart, and he
would have told her everything, but he checked himself and answered:
“It is all right, your husband is with you. No harm will come to you.”
She was silent, and kept furtively looking at him and out of the window. But when the carriage stopped at the
bungalow of the missionary, she looked aghast. Her husband's voice fell on her dazed ear.
“Radha, get down.”
She instinctively obeyed, and looked round, wondering if it was all a dreadful dream, but before she could
realize her situation, she found herself following her husband into a room, and the door closed on her. Everything
seemed clear now. This was the padre sahib’s house, and she had entered it, she a Brahmin. What pollution! What
degradation! A time of intense anguish followed. In her first impulse she tried to push open the door, and shook
the bars of the window; but when she found herself powerless, she sat down on the floor quivering with anger,
and with the sense of some great wrong done to her. Her tears had fled, and she tried to think what her position
was, but she could not analyze her thoughts. A sense of shame overwhelmed her at the thought that her husband,
in her eyes the very perfection of humanity, should have brought her to this disgraceful place. What was he about?
And yet in the midst of all these overwhelming thoughts the undercurrent of trust and confidence in him was
not shaken. She thought of the past two years during which she had watched him closely. Whatever his elder
brother was, her husband was upright and just; his word was never broken, and he was never known to do
anything mean. But what did this act signify? To impute any low motive to him was to break everything that she
held dear; she felt humbled to the dust. This humiliation was, however, followed by an overexcited state of mind.
Her soul rebelled against what seemed mean, wicked, and debasing, and the gentle Radha was for the time
changed into an avenging angel, who shot her glances and words with withering scorn at her husband.
He sympathized with her state of mind, the pure instinct that directed her to resent such an act, and the hidden,
deep sincerity of her nature. He had hoped to see her calm, and to place before her kindly and gently all he had to
say; but how could he explain anything to her now? He could only say:
“Rest contented, Radha. I am doing all this for your good.”
His heart went out to her, though her words beat on him with untold agony. But when with tragic earnestness
she threw her jewels at his feet, and asked him whether it was money that he needed, and falling at his feet
piteously entreated him to run away from the place and take her to T ai BM,\fn{The word has imperfectly scanned.} he
could bear it no longer, and went out of the room with a heavy, distressed heart.
Events thickened. Towards night the whole town turned out. The news was spread by the bandyman that a
Brahmin girl and a young man were being wrongfully confined in the missionary’s bungalow. It became
exaggerated as it spread, and soon there was a general commotion. The police were unable to keep order. Radha’s
mother-in-law made her way into the compound, found out Radha, told her to keep quiet, that justice would be
done, and went to the Collector’s bungalow in great agitation. He was in bed, but came out on hearing the noise.
His calm and dignified manner did a great deal to pacify the excited crowd, and when the mother-in-law narrated
her tale of wrongs, and asked for justice, he told her not to be frightened, and that early in the morning he would
go and investigate the case himself. The crowd went away satisfied.
A court was held in the morning, and Harichandra declared that he was not detained by the missionaries, but
resided there of his own accord. Radha was brought before the court, trembling, and was asked three times
whether it was her intention to live with her husband or not. She was not prepared for such a question. According
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to the customs of her country nothing was so disgraceful as for a wife to say that she would not live with her
husband, and so, ignorant of the consequences, she replied to the question put to her in the affirmative. The court
was dissolved.
But soon Radha discovered her mistake. Then was enacted one of the most painful scenes that was ever
witnessed in the life of a convert. The proud mother, finding no other means or hope left, fell at her son’s feet, and
implored him in tones of agony to think of his home, and his family, and not bring such a great disgrace on her.
“Kill me,” she said, “but don’t send me away to my house bereft of a son and robbed of my good name and
honor.” The wife joined her in her tears and entreaties. The mother clasped his feet and would not let him go. She
beat her head and threatened to kill herself then and there. At last, she was taken forcibly from Harichandra, and
sent away weeping and crying:
“My son, my son, I have lost my son.”
The bitter separation was over for Harichandra. His soul had passed through a fiery furnace and had come out
purified.
Radha, though ready to go with her mother-in-law with her best sari on, and her jewels all stowed away in her
waist, was told to stay with her husband, for the court had decided so. She was rebellious and uncontrollable for a
long time. She had her idols, kept her fasts and festivals, and gave her husband food outside the house. She would
have nothing whatever to do with the Christians and sahibs; and when the ladies gathered round the attractive
young girl, fresh from Brahminism, and tried to show their love and sympathy for her, she would resent their
advances; the kindly meant epithet of ‘sister’ would be emphatically denied, and she would add, “What, you mem
sahibs! How dare you call me sister?” She would hold her clothes tightly round her as if a touch was pollution,
and when an impulsive young lady thought to smooth matters by a kiss, she would rub her cheek and turn away
her face in disgust.
Nothing daunted, the ladies continued to visit the young woman whose habits were so unlike theirs. Radha,
busy at her work, would scarcely notice them at first, but afterwards she took pride in showing them what she
knew in the way of cooking, and would make them taste her different preparations, and was gratified at their
praise. Soon she was induced to visit them in return, and was in a bewilderment of joy at seeing so many queerlooking nice things in the bungalow. The pretty fancywork caught her attention at once, though she never would
have anything to do with reading.
“Those are magic letters,” she would say, shaking her head, “and Christianity is tied in the books.”
Capricious, unmanageable, and full of whims, as she showed herself outside, she had her moments of
thoughtful inquiry. Her mind was often troubled, and she had secret misgivings regarding her belief in shastras
and idols. These were superior people that surrounded her. Their love was great, she acknowledged, but what
made the difference? She felt she moved in a purer and a higher atmosphere. She also noticed the transforming
effect of Christianity on her husband. His gentleness, kindness, and patience unconsciously set her thinking. The
calm of the Christian Sabbath, the call for morning and evening prayers, her husband’s devotion, and the great
forbearance shown to her ignorant, superstitious ways by those whom she felt were superior to her—these and
many other things changed her attitude towards the new religion, and gradually she succumbed to the strong
influences of Christianity. It was the silent acquiescence of a gentle nature; and when she came to know more of
the religion, she fully appreciated the noble motives that guided her husband's actions of love and charity, his
strong confidence in his God, his whole-hearted consecration to his Lord and Master; and at last in the religion
which her husband had embraced she herself found a rich harvest of joy and happiness.
What comfort there was in suffering! What stay in the time of trial! What contentment in poverty! What peace
of mind, undisturbed by the greatest of earthly misfortunes and trials, for was not a kind, wise, loving hand
directing all things? And though now and then she failed to see the wisdom of His dealings, yet the confidence
that all things worked together for good enabled her to rest contented. Her trusting nature clung to her Heavenly
Father, and she found peace and joy where all was misery, tumult, and superstitious dread before. Man was God’s
and God’s alone, and this God was all-powerful as well as merciful. Christ’s hand had washed the sin away from
her soul, and the feeble, crushed heart rejoiced in the possession of a new-found freedom. It expanded under the
new and soothing influences, treasured the God-given love; and, like a weary, tired, worn-out child, she rested her
head on the Almighty Father’s arm and knew no will but His.
There was now no feeling of constraint between Harichandra and Radha. The unnatural fetters of custom had
fallen away, and they met and talked with the freedom of children. One evening as they were sitting outside on the
veranda under the silent stars, with whispering winds and broken shadows for company, Radha, thinking of the
heavenly love that filled her heart, and diffused such happiness around her, placed her hand in her husband’s, and
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said, “Oh! I am so happy, so happy. Why should God give me so much happiness? Surely others deserve it more
than I do.” Then, as if a new trouble had burst on her, she said, clasping her hand to her heart, “What will you say
if I tell you what I think sometimes when I feel most happy? It seems all at once as if all became dark around me,
my new happiness in which I glory becomes clouded, and thoughts rise in my heart to which I fear to give
expression. Oh! why do I feel so? Do you feel like this?”
“No, Radhabai, but tell me all.”
“I feel,” she said, in a hoarse whisper, “that I am so unworthy of God’s great love that God cannot love such a
one as me. Oh! you don’t know the weakness of my heart, the depths to which I fall. I don’t want to sin, and yet I
sin. How can He love me? How can He accept the offering of such a weak, sinful heart as mine? I want to rise
above the world, and yet I cannot raise myself at all, and then suddenly all is dark and I feel I am lost, lost again.”
“Oh Radhabai, don’t think so. You have given yourself up to God, and you cannot be lost. It is God’s power
that must raise you and keep you from sin, not yourself. Trust in Him more and give yourself up more entirely to
Him. Let Him fight your battles, and you will then be victorious.”
“But can He love me, the great, just, and holy God? Is not His kingdom for stronger and greater natures, who
never feel what I feel?”
“Love you, Radha!” There was a glow on the hills, and Harichandra’s face turned to it as he spoke. “Of course,
He loves you. You cannot judge Him by human love. He loves you with a love as eternal as the hills. There is no
shadow of change in Him. Your best is always weak and poor, but His promises are sure. He is able to make the
weak and feeble powerful, and the least, the mightiest in His kingdom. Only believe, believe in His word and in
His power.”
Radha’s heart swelled as the listened to the words. The winds murmured loud and seemed to prolong the word
love, as they carried it to the flowing river with its deep, solemn voice. She felt the eternal love round her as well
as in her heart.
In the silence of that night, words of soul-raising strength fell from her husband’s lips with great eloquence and
power; she trembled before the greater nature, the greater grasp of God’s word that were disclosed to her view. He
infused into her some of his iron thoughts, some of his faith that would wrestle with God and take hold of the
promises by force. Never did she forget that night. It revealed the inner fibre of a nature that she had venerated but
never understood so well before; now she felt its power, she had a glimpse of its depths and its heights, and her
thoughts rose on the wings of faith nearer to her God. She forgot that she ever had doubted her lord and master.
The glad light of the moon broke from the hills and enveloped the little cottage home in a soft silver radiance. The
victory of the night was curiously blended with the soft moonlit beams, and the peace and joy unspeakable that
overspread her heart seemed tinged with a heavenly light from above.
*
Harichandra's course of action lay clear before him from the first. He never seemed to be in any perplexity, he
cared not for what befell him, what hardships he had to face, or what trials he had to bear; his purpose was firm,
his mind unmoved. He had taken upon himself the duty of preaching to his countrymen, and his life was to be a
life of self-denial. Never did he for a moment reflect as to what he should eat or what he should drink. He
grappled with a stern undaunted energy all the difficulties that lay in his path. He was to walk in the footsteps of
Christ. The proud Brahmin was to preach to Mahars, and to live with the lowest of the low. He felt that all men
were one; and if his life and hours were spent in raising the lowest he was satisfied. He welcomed poverty,
hardships, and trouble, and gloried in the Cross.
At first he took upon himself the duties of a humble evangelist. He made tours into villages, went to places of
pilgrimage, pierced the mountain fastnesses to carry the glad tidings of the gospel. He had to suffer great
persecutions, had to go without water and food many a time, was driven from place to place, mobbed, and on
more than one occasion his life was in danger. But in the midst of all these trials he experienced the highest
spiritual exaltation, his confidence in his God was great, and his persecutors were often taken aback by his calm
fortitude and his immovable manner. It seemed as if nothing in life could harm him, and death had no terrors for
him.
His influence of course was very great. People flocked to hear him, and many a villager looked upon him as a
saint. Through his preaching some of his greatest opponents were brought to the feet of Christ.
It is midnight. The dim, antique church rises solemnly through the trees. The pale light of the moon—a
shivering broken radiance—falls on roof and pane. Inside a pale glory streams through the open window, and
there in the pure halo of the moonlit beams is seen a form kneeling. The hands are clasped tight, and the soul
seems to be floating on the wings of devotion away from the body. Outside the wind rustles through the trees. The
1243

owls hoot to the midnight moon, and the solemn river rolls on. It is the eve of Harichandra’s ordination, and he is
trying to realize his mission from God, that he may worthily receive his commission from the hands of the Most
High.
“Oh! how unworthy, unworthy!” he cries, as he lays himself at his Master’s feet, “how unworthy, Lord, for the
great work Thou art calling me to do;” and with deep and fervent prayer, silent and unspoken, he entreats his Lord
and Maker, to bless and strengthen him, and send him forth to preach His word with zeal and power.
The night is far spent; the dumb voiceless prayer ascends. Hush! The angels are hovering round. Intrude not
with thy presence. Break not the silence. Learn the secret of faith and prayer, and go back thou into the world to
fulfill thy mission.
The dim light of mornings is on the hills. The prayer is answered. The humbled soul receives the mandate from
on high. He rises with a new power in his heart, a new vigor in his frame, and the words of the Lord, spoken in
the midnight silence, ring in his ears. His Lord’s presence envelops him as with a cloud. Never did he feel so
much the force of those words:
“Lo, I am with you always, even unto the end of the world.”
As a pastor and evangelist Harichandra’s duties were many and various. Now we find him in the midst of an
excited multitude, standing up for the rights of Christians as men who held equal rights with Hindus to the water
that was given for all. As for himself he did not mind, but he could not bear to see the sufferings of the poor
Christians who were driven from wells and rivers, and were obliged to be contented with filthy, muddy streams
from which even the animals refused to drink. There he was in the very midst of the infuriated multitude,
lowering the first vessel himself, nothing daunted by the abuses, curses, and stones that were hurled at him, and
opening the way once and forever for the Christians. Now he was to be seen sitting in the temple yard, because an
ordinary inn was denied to Christians. Hundreds are gathered round him ready to fall upon him, and yet they do
nothing but gaze with wonder at the one mortal that has defied them all, even at their temple doors.
“If the inn is denied, I stay here. Let him who dares shake me from this place.”
What held their hands? It was the conviction that his cause was just. In this way he gained for the poor
Christians many a privilege that was denied to them in those days. Now we see him alone in the desolate jungle
with dim solitary hills around him; alone because none cared to stay with him, and he would not travel on a
Sunday. The cartman left him in anger in the middle of the night, and he, who had never broken a Sunday, would
not break it now. Ten miles away there was a village, and a traveling sahib’s tent was there. News spread fast that
the Christian was in the jungle alone, without food and water. The sahib heard the news, knew who the Christian
was, and made haste to send some food and water, and himself fetched him back the next day.
But a day came when Radha’s heart failed her. The evening had been one of marked success in that bigoted
place. Under the tree Harichandra had preached with unusual power. He denounced the idols, the faith that misled
hundreds of the simple, and the belief in salvation through merit, and he pointed to the Cross of Calvary as the
only means of obtaining complete salvation. The accents rang through the chain-bound crowds:
“Believe, believe, and ye shall be saved.”
The preaching was over, and the crowd gathered round him, and entreated him to stay longer. Harichandra
passed on; he failed to see the angry faces of the infuriated Brahmins, who vowed that before the day was done
the Christian should expiate with his blood the heresy and sedition that he had been teaching. He passed on to a
quiet spot to pray, and they laid wait for him on the road leading to the town. Harichandra prolonged his stay until
it was too late to return by the usual path. He therefore tried another path, which, however, proved longer, but
which brought him safely home.
Radha labored by him with a hope equal to his own, though her chief duties lay in her little home. She watched
for her husband in the evenings, standing at the door often with a beating heart, praying for him. Whenever she
had great misgivings, the sight of the grand mountains round her would suggest the thought that the ‘Eternal God
was her refuge, and underneath were the everlasting arms,’ and she would feel comforted. In the growing dusk she
would see her husband’s form approaching, his firm heavy tread and his big iron-built frame would be soon
recognized; then the silent tear would be hastily wiped away, while he would chide her gently and ask if that was
her faith in God, assuring her that nothing on earth could harm him, and that God was with him. And there in their
mountain home the same quiet, humble spirit brought up her treasures for God, inculcating in them by word and
manner the virtues of patience and humility.
And now what happiness was hers. Her husband’s love was poured on her in its richest fullness! Her children
grew by her side in beauty, strength, intellect, and piety. Shall we not forgive the mother’s pride as each new joy
lay in her lap, and each child as it grew clung to her with a love that more than made up for the suffering that she
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had borne in her own childhood?
A large family grew round Harichandra and Radha. The Christian life in that home was of a simple apostolic
type. The children knew no luxuries, nor hankered after any. The little ones tumbled about in coarse garments
which Radha prepared herself. They often displayed somewhat ridiculous combinations of English and native
dress, for comfort was studied rather than effect. The girls knew nothing of ornaments and jewels, and the boys
put their hands to manual labor as readily as they took to study. There was an absence of false shame and pride,
which imparted a certain innocence and freshness to their manner and behavior. Simplicity, truthfulness, piety,
and the habit of self-reliance were inculcated. On the other hand anything like duplicity, obstinacy, or levity was
severely punished.
“Children be true to yourselves, and you will be true to others. If you take to study, do it thoroughly with all
your heart, but don’t make that an end in itself. I would rather see my children coolies earning their bread
honestly with the sweat of their brow, than learned, in high earthly places and ungodly.”
Thus brought up they learned to love simplicity for its own sake. They never felt the sting of poverty; and they
enjoyed the sweet, quiet, simple life in a way that cannot be expressed.
In this happy family there grew up one whose nature bore a striking resemblance to that of the father. This was
one of the elder daughters. Harichandra saw himself in her. There was the iron will, the strength to overcome self,
there was beauty, and there was intellect. Unconsciously he grasped her hand in his and poured forth his mind to
her. She was his friend and companion. Their life was bound up together, and they felt it. The daughter
accompanied the father on his many tours. Father and daughter would rise before the flickering light of dawn, and
go to the villagers while they were at their early work in the fields, or to their houses when the birds sang fresh
and clear, and the soft light of morning spread its dewy mantle over village, field, and tree. The grave, dignified,
solemn-looking girl would sit by the well side in the golden, streaming radiance and talk to the women with her
usual deep earnestness. She would tell them of the great God that made heaven and earth, of their souls so heavily
laden with sin, the redemption that was wrought by Christ, and the happiness and joy that filled the heart when sin
was removed. Her sweet gravity of tone and manner, her winning sympathizing look that seemed to crave for
their love and told of her oneness with them, and the words of sincere regard and affection would open the simple
hearts round her. The women would pour their troubles in her ears, and in their blunt hearty way offer her the
fresh milk of their cows, or any other rustic refreshment.
Thus years passed on in hard continuous labor.
At last one day suddenly the strong iron frame gave way, and Harichandra was laid low with disease. The crisis
was as sudden as it was grave. It seemed as if the chords of life had snapped at once, and death followed fast in
the wake of disease. But the end was glorious. Faith, great faith—faith that could move mountains was his; and
when the last moment came, he alone was calm. He pointed with a beaming face and a triumphant smile to the
heavenly home on high, and said:
“You shall follow me; I will go and wait for you there.”
Poor Radha scarcely realized what was coming, and stunned and bewildered, looked round at her husband and
crowding children. At last she seemed to know it all; she sank to the ground in a swoon. Who can tell what the
feelings are when that which is held as dear as life is felt to be slowly slipping away into death and eternity; when
the heart-strings are breaking, and the gradually yawning void is being felt, while the soul refuses to believe and
the shuddering heart hides the thought from view? Radha’s despair and agony were great. In vain the husband in
feeble whispered accents of love tried to lead her thoughts away from the bitter parting to the triumphant meeting.
It was useless. She held her children to her heart and cried piteously, and moaned out as if to herself:
“What shall I do with all these children now? Who will feed them, take care of them? We have laid by
nothing.”
But the answer broke from those dying lips once more in the old firm tone:
“Radhabai! Is God’s arm shortened? Trust in God. His word is sure,” and he repeated to her the verse: ‘I have
been young, and now am old; yet have I not seen the righteous forsaken, nor his seed begging bread.’
The time for parting had come, and he pointed to his elder daughter, the girl who had bravely walked by his
side, worked with him, whose heart and his had been one, whose trust in God was as great as his own, and who
now stood by his bedside supporting his head, her hand in his, her face unmoved, though tears welled in her heart
—he pointed to her and said: “This is your son,” and passed away.
*
So ended my father’s life. This is the sister that I spoke about, the remembrance of whom comes back through
hazy years, so full of sweet associations. She fulfilled her trust faithfully; she stood by the mother as a son, and
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only left the family after most of them were settled in life, and the remaining ones comfortably off. My readers
will now understand the many silent influences that were at work in moulding the character of the younger
members of the family, the most potent of these being the father’s memory and the sister’s example. …
33.23 Excerpts from Memoirs Of Our Life Together\fn{by Ramabai Ranade (1862-1924)} Devarashtre, Satara
District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 4
… Now I have to mention one thing here.
The men in our house were very much in favor of teaching women to read and write. My father-in-law had
taught his wife and daughter to read, write, and keep accounts. And the women too felt proud of this achievement.
My mother-in-law and my sister-in-law both knew perfectly well that the men in the house were in favor of
women’s education. Indeed, they did not just “know” this, they themselves had firsthand experience of it. Yet they
were never sympathetic to my learning. On the contrary, they hated it and used to get very angry with me. As if
they were just like Taisasubai\fn{A note reads: An older widowed sister of her father-in-law. Ramabai speaks of her as the seniormost widow in the household. She was very strict and orthodox .}—orthodox and illiterate! There were some nine women in
our house at that time, including close and distant relations, but no one of my age. So they all formed themselves
into one group.
Every night my reading would begin as soon as I went upstairs. Since I had just been assigned the task of
reading the Marathi books of the Dakshina Prize Committee, prose books were no problem to me. But reading
poetry was a problem. Not because I couldn’t read it well. The problem was that I had to chant the poems loudly
according to the specific tunes of the different meters like the arya, sloka, and so on that were used in the poems.
If I chanted them in a soft, low voice, “he” would get angry; and if I read them loudly, some woman or other in
the house was bound to be eavesdropping, standing either on the staircase or at the door. They used to memorize
the tunes and stanzas I had sung at night and mimic my singing the next day. They used to make faces at me, tease
me, mock me, and put me to shame in front of the other women in the house. But I never retaliated. Never
answered anybody back whatever they did, or said. I just listened to everything they said—whether true or false—
and kept quiet.
Sometimes, they approached me with seemingly benevolent looks on their faces and a pompously mature
concern for me and said, “Why do you unnecessarily invite the wrath of these older women by reading books? We
too feel very sorry for you, you know. But what can we do? If the men-folk really insist on your reading books,
well, read them, but only occasionally. Don’t you understand that your reading is an insult to the elder people?
What do men understand of these problems? It is we who have to spend most of our time in the company of these
women. Tell me, how much time do we really spend in the company of men? They may ask you a hundred times
to read, but you can very well choose to ignore it. And that would solve the whole problem! Ultimately, they are
bound to get tired of asking you and then they will give up on you. Isn’t it in your own hands really?”
Whenever they found time, they used to preach to me like this. I knew they had the secret support of the elders.
But neither did I agree with them nor did I argue back. I just quietly did what I wanted to.
*
After a few months passed like this, my study of Marathi was over, and “he” started teaching me English. Now
the time I had at night or at dawn wasn’t really sufficient for me to finish my studies. I had to find extra time, at
least an hour and a half, to learn the words by heart. Since there was no place downstairs where I could sit and
study, I had to go upstairs to work. This infuriated the elder women, and they warned me in no uncertain terms:
“Do whatever you want to do upstairs, but we will never tolerate it if you insult us.”
Every day my heart literally froze with fear when it was time to go downstairs in the morning. But he used to
encourage me:
“Try to endure it. Just don’t say anything to them, that’s all. Your mother-in-law doesn’t scold you, does she?
Why should you be so upset if somebody else scolds you?”
Encouraged thus, I was able to face the day peacefully.
I had to undergo a great deal of harassment to be able to study. But I never gave it up. I was able to survive the
torture only because of my two brothers-in-law. It was their kind and affectionate behavior that saw me through
those trying times. They used to assure me, saying, “Don’t be afraid of these women even if they scold you.” And
they used to argue with them for me. But it was “he,” above all, with his loving, calm, and solemn advice, who
was a pillar of strength in those trying times. Otherwise a young, immature girl like me would never have been
able to endure such harassment and torment. And the peace and harmony in the house would not have lasted for
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so long.
But the ordeal left me constantly depressed. Nobody, it is said, can read your mind so well and so easily, by
any means, as your loved ones can. It is very true! Because of the agony that I had to endure, “he” also suffered.
“His” peace of mind had disappeared and “he” used to be very disturbed and tense. Had it continued this way any
longer, I believe his control over his mind would have just snapped, and that would have created all sorts of
problems in the house. But fortunately our luck held, and without any further problems and complications, we
were transferred to Nasik. I was not aware at all of what he or his friends in Pune thought when they heard this
news. I was too busy making plans for our happy future in Nasik to worry about the joy or grief of our friends.
For two weeks, I went around absolutely exalted! Soon afterward, both of us, together with Abadhawji,\fn{ A note
reads: A brother-in-law who was about Ramabai’s age. She was very close to him .} went to Nasik. We had deliberately not taken
any of the elder women with us. Once again my studies began, according to “his” plans. “He” was very
enthusiastic about teaching me and the smooth, happy rhythm of our life was restored once again. But let me give
a further account of Pune before our departure for Nasik.
The government had kept a close watch on people from the city since some particularly significant incidents
had occurred in Pune in the year 1874-1875 during the movement of public unrest. To make matters worse, when
the case of the poisoning of Malharrao Gaikwad\fn{ A note reads: In this notorious case, Malharrao Gaikwad, the ruler of
Baroda who had had a series of confrontations with the British Resident, was accused, in 1875, by the British government, of trying to
poison his brother. Consequently the British government was able to dethrone him and take over the state. There was widespread protest
and M. G. Ranade appeared in court on his behalf, but they lost the case .} had come up, these people had sent a wire to

Baroda, saying:

† Cooch Behar Palace, built by Maharaja Nripendra Narayan (1862-1911; regined from 1863) in 1887. †

Though the government hasn’t allowed
this case to be heard, Pune is ready to
spend up to one hundred thousand
rupees to assist you. So Your Highness
should not give it up.
At this time, Sir Richard Temple was in charge of affairs. Intensive investigations were being carried out by the
government to find out who was at the root of the movement. No concrete evidence could be discovered against
anyone in particular, but the government nevertheless began to regard some people with a suspicious eye. Later,
in order to suppress the movement, a new law was formulated for the Bombay Presidency. According to that law,
a sub-judge could not work for more than three or five years at the same place. Our transfer to Nasik had been a
direct outcome of this new law.
*
Around this time, a woman called Anasuyabai came to Pune. She was well versed in Sanskrit and was
accompanied by her husband and old father. She used to read the Holy Bhagawata like Pandita Ramabai. She
would set the verses to a tune and chant the text like a puranika (preacher) while she explained their meaning. She
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made a presentation once at our house, and later at several other houses too. One day a reading was arranged in
the Vishnu temple, which was also known as Joshi’s temple. It was usually women who went to this temple. Once
the program was arranged, the women who were there decided on a plan of action:
“We won’t leave any place for the wives of the reformists to sit. We’ll leave the assembly hall of the temple
empty for them, but we’ll occupy all the places in front of the sanctum. Then they will have to go and sit with the
men in the assembly hall. And anyway, don’t they sit together with the men when they attend those meetings? On
chairs, too. As if they were their equals! Why would they need a separate place here?”
I learned of this plan from a couple of my friends. I normally used to mix both with the orthodox women and
with the reformists. Naturally, I had friends in both camps, and did not like this plan to segregate us. I felt
aggrieved and insulted. I would have easily upset their plan had I come to know of it a couple of hours earlier. But
I had no such time. As it was, I got to the temple a little late. It was only then that I came to know of their plan.
But by that time it was too late. The temple was already packed with people. I had no choice but to go and sit
where Pandita Ramabai and the other reformist women were sitting. But I was unhappy. I kept thinking of going
home. A place was made for Anasuyabai between the reformists and their wives.
Around twenty minutes after the reading began, I whispered in Pandita Ramabai’s ear, “I am not well today. I
feel rather giddy. I think I’ll go home.” Saying so, I left.
On my way home, I kept on feeling that I had acted very wisely, that I had done a very brave deed. And in that
jubilant mood, I narrated the whole incident to Taisasubai, who was sitting outside on the verandah. I told her
everything. I told her how the women in the temple were in league against us, how they had made us sit with the
men and occupied all the places in the sanctum, how all this had angered me, and finally, how I had decided not to
sit with the men and marched home.
I was speaking with great confidence and pride, as if what I had done was very commendable and would meet
with everybody’s approval. And Taisasubai was, indeed, pleased with me. She said in a very encouraging tone:
“Well done! You should always use your reason like this. That is the proper way to behave in public life. Then
people will not speak ill of you. These newly educated young men—what do they know of the ways of the world?
They will ask you to do anything. But you should know better than that. You don’t have to do everything that they
ask you to. And don’t worry if they get angry about it. Let them. Don’t you fuss over them at such times because
it is in their nature to get angry like that. Whatever the reason, they will always take it out on their women. Why,
they seem to consider that heroic! God alone knows what makes them think that. It’s beyond me!”
She spoke at length, encouraging me to “behave with reason” for the sake of people. Her affectionate words
and concern for me made me feel gloriously happy.
But this glorious happiness of mine did not last even for two hours. And that wasn’t all. I was to learn a major
lesson of my life. And never did I dare make such a mistake again.
When in the evening he returned home, I went to him as usual, to help him undress. As soon as he saw me, he
asked me:
“What’s wrong with you today?”
“Nothing whatever,” I replied innocently. And no sooner did I give this reply than I remembered that I had left
the temple on the pretext of being unwell. I was terribly confused. What would I say if he demanded an
explanation? Fortunately, he didn’t ask me anything; but then he did not say even a word to me. I was waiting
there to collect the clothes he had taken off. But instead of giving them to me, he hung them on the peg by
himself. I stooped down to remove his shoes, but he quietly pushed my hands away and removed them himself. I
stood there, rooted to the spot for some more time, but no conversation of any kind ensued. My heart beat faster
with a strange sense of foreboding. All my pride just vanished into thin air and I grew extremely apprehensive. It
was his custom to chat with me at least for some ten minutes after he came home. This routine would be
interrupted only when he was accompanied by his friends or was busy with some urgent work. But today there
was no such reason as far as I could see.
“Then why does he behave like this?” I wondered.
His behavior did not change during the meal either. Usually he told me whether he had liked or wanted a
particular dish. But today, everything was indicated with gestures. Nobody seemed to notice this, but I certainly
did! Immediately! And became even more worried.
“If he doesn’t like what I have done, why doesn’t he scold me?” I thought.
I would have preferred it had he scolded me, even if it was in front of the others. But his reticence was causing
me so much suffering and I had to endure it mutely.
As usual, I went upstairs and began to read the book from the place I had left off last night. We used to receive
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these books from the Dakshina Prize Committee. Usually, I would be told to mark that particular word or sentence
which I had read erroneously; but that night, the few mistakes that I deliberately made went without any
comment. When he pulled the covers over himself, and turned his face to the other side, I knew that this was a
signal to me to stop my reading. I put the lamp away and set the book down. The servant came with ghee as usual
to massage his feet. I said, “Today you are not required to do it. Go away.” I started rubbing his feet with the ghee
myself. I wanted him at least to say, “Now that’s enough!” But no, he went off to sleep as soon as I started
rubbing his feet. Usually, after an hour’s massage, he would extend his other foot and ask us to start working on
that. But today, I don’t know how, he did not forget his resolve of silence even in his sleep. He didn’t speak a
single word. And turning on the other side, he pretended to be fast asleep.
Up to this time, I was really dozing even while rubbing his feet. But when I saw him feigning sleep, I realized
that the opportunity to speak was completely lost. I couldn’t sleep now and felt absolutely miserable. I even cried
for a long rime. I was dying to say to him, “What’s the reason for this silence? You’ve never treated me like this
before.”
I wanted to beg him to forgive me, but the words just refused to come out. It is very difficult for the proud
nature of youth to speak even though the mind has become meek enough to do so. I couldn’t bring myself to utter
a single syllable even though I resolved a thousand times to speak. Whenever I tried to speak, I realized that he,
too, was awake, and then all my resolve would just melt away. The whole night passed like this. Both of us hadn’t
been able to sleep a wink.
At the break of dawn, he got up and left the room. I was extremely disappointed and cried a lot at this
unbearable punishment. Then I washed my face clean with cold water and went downstairs, but I was feeling
absolutely wretched.
Why did I let the whole night pass by without saying that I was sorry? Why did I invite this misery with my
senseless pride? Then I thought:
“If only I could speak to him before the afternoon meal, I would feel well again.”
So I took my bath and did all my daily chores, like preparing the salads and the chutneys, and the buttermilk
and so on. But I was still in my sovle\fn{A note reads: She was wearing ritually pure clothes, worn after a bath for cooking and
worship.} clothes, and I would have to change to ordinary clothes to see him. I was worried about finding a pretext
to change my clothes. Since I had started serving the food at the afternoon meal, all the senior women liked me to
wait upon them. But they had a rule: I was not allowed to go anywhere else except the rest room, the kitchen, and
the prayer room in my holy clothes, until the second round of serving and eating was over, that is, till the time the
elder women had eaten their meals. If I went to the tank or to the backyard or upstairs, I would have to bathe
again. Otherwise I wouldn’t be allowed to serve the food.
I was perplexed. I knew that it was time for him to come downstairs for his bath. I decided to use the pretext of
a stomachache to get into ordinary clothes. With this intention, I said aloud to the other women in the house:
“I am not feeling very well today. Can somebody please serve the food till I come back in a little while? I will
have to bathe again.”
My sister-in-law got very angry when she heard this. She said:
“Oh yes, sure! So that by the time we have finished serving everything, her ladyship will step in to supervise
us!”
All the other women started laughing at this but Taisasubai said:
“Why do you say so? Doesn’t she serve every day? She is not a proud woman at all. And she won’t pretend to
be ill. She has really been looking unwell since this morning.”
The women forgot me and started chattering away among themselves. I too was looking forward to something
else. So I took this chance to slip off upstairs to our room.
He was busy arranging his office files. I went very close to him and said:
“I made a mistake yesterday. I promise never to repeat it. I have been miserable since yesterday evening.”
After some time, he said:
“First, you behave stupidly. You yourself suffer because of it and make me suffer too. Who would like it if his
own one didn’t behave according to his will? Once you know the direction of my thoughts, you should always try
to follow the same path so that neither of us suffers. Don’t ever do such things again.”
Afterward he left for his bath.
I too hurried downstairs, and had a quick bath with the hot water Bajaba had kept ready for him. I went back
quickly to the kitchen to stop any gossip that my absence might have occasioned.
The meals were soon over. I too ate with the senior women. Yet my whole day was gloomy. I resolved never to
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do anything that “he” would not like. And since my mind was convinced that there was no punishment more
terrible than silence, I never allowed any such incident to occur again. And to be frank, nothing of this sort ever
happened again. …
242.95 Excerpt from Reflections And Reminiscences\fn{by Nagendra Nath Gupta (1861/2-1940)} Motihari, East
Champaran District, Bihar State, India (M) 13
My earliest recollections are of Bihar because I was born in that province and was brought up there as a child.
I did not spend all those years at one place, but had to move from one district to another at intervals of two or
three years. The places that I remember best are Patna, Chapra, Arrab, Motihari, Bhagalpur, Jamalpur and
Monghyr, Sahebganj, Purnea and Araria in the same district. Except Patna, I have not revisited these places for
many years, though I am aware of the changes that have occurred. Later in life I have been to Laheriasarai and
some places in the neighborhood.
I wonder how many people are left whose memory can go back more than half a century in Bihar itself. It is to
me a great satisfaction that I have known what it is to live a “national” life, because all North India from Karachi
to Calcutta is familiar to me as the palm of my hand, and I have spent my life in endeavoring to serve my people
and my country.
In those early days in Bihar, there was no railway line to the north of the Ganges. There were frequent
occasions for us to travel between Patna and Chapra and it was always done by boat. From Patna to Chapra it is
upstream, and it took three days to finish the trip. To the top of the mast were tied some slender, twisted ropes,
and three or four men moved along the bank pulling the boat by these lines. They called it pulling the goon. The
boat proceeded at snail’s pace, there was a halt at midday for meals and a little rest, and then off again with the
speed of tortoise!
What would people think now to be told that it took well-nigh 72 hours to reach Chapra from Patna! There
was, of course, no night running, for the men were not locomotives that could puff and rush along day and night,
and even railway engines have to be changed. Coming down from Chapra we did the distance much quicker;
during the rains, when the river was full and the current swift, the boat took about eight hours to reach Patna from
Chapra.
From Chapra to Motihari we had to trek in covered bullock carts called shampunis. There was a flat bottom
with a thick layer of straw upon it, and a carpet to spread over the straw. The bullocks were inspanned early in the
morning, and in the evening we halted for the night in a tent pitched for the purpose. It was incredibly slow, but
no one was in a hurry, and motor-cars and aeroplanes were not in the offing.
*
It should have been stated at the outset of this chronicle of my early impressions that life in the mofussil is very
different from town life, and I recall my wild recklessness as a boy with considerable trepidation. Most of the
mischief in which we reveled was innocent, but it was full of serious bodily danger to which we never gave a
moment’s thought.
I was always the most daring and foolhardy in our set. I was born at Motihari, the sadar station\fn{Most
important area} of the Champaran District near the Terais of Nepal, and my father was again transferred to this
station when I was about eight years of age. My mother died here a few months later. We lived in a big house
known as the Chhauni belonging to the Maharaja of Bettiah. In front of the house was a big maidan covered with
thick grass.
In Motihari small ponies are used as pack animals in the same way as donkeys and bullocks are used
elsewhere. Caravans of small traders used to bring these ponies to the maidan, and the men removed the packs,
turned the animals out to graze after hobbling them with a bit of rope tied round the forelegs, and then marched
off to the bazaar with the packs.
The moment the men were out of sight I used to let out a war whoop. and that was the signal for the ecstasy of
joy rides, the only price for which was a number of falls from our circus horses. I rode bare-back with the rope
transferred from the feet to the mouth of the horse for reins, and I fell off half-a-dozen times every day, with no
worse effects than a swollen limb when the frightened horse happened to place one of its unshod hooves over
some part of my body.
Those were my first lessons in riding; later on I became a fearless rider when I had ponies of my own. I carry
honorable scars of the teeth of dogs, and a monkey, and of an operation under chloroform when a splinter of wood
was extracted from my armpit.
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*
A great deal of trade with Nepal was done by means of these sturdy little ponies. Motihari was at that time a
very small town with a small bazaar, a thinly attended school and the public courts. The currency was lohia pice,
bits of copper cut into rough squares and never passed through a mint. These pice were very heavy and you got
125 for a rupee. The weight of 80 tolas was called a kutcha seer; a pucca seer was 125 tolas.
Adulteration of ghee and milk was unknown; pure fresh butter, made into balls, was brought to the house:
every morning, and a ball weighing a chittak was sold for three or four pies. The ghee was so pure that in the
winter it became solid, with large granulations, and was delicious to the taste.
I shall never forget the dahi that could be had in those days throughout Bihar. In some places it was sold in
cups made of leaves, and it was so solid that not a drop trickled through.
In going to Motihari and coming away from it, we had to cross the Gandak River, bullock cart and all. In this
region and also at Motihari goitre was very common, and men and women with swollen necks were to be met
with everywhere.
Motihari must have grown a little in later years, but in the last severe earthquake there was a subsidence of the
entire site of the town, and I was told at Patna. that it would have to be rebuilt on a new site.
*
We had a house of our own at Chapra in Sahebganj, but later on we used to live in a bungalow near the jail and
close to the Government school. Chapra has now changed considerably, thanks to the railway line passing near it,
but the configuration of the town is very much the same as it was sixty years ago.
Immediately after the earthquake, Chapra and Arrah suffered from floods; but even at the time of which I am
writing there used to be periodical floods on account of the Ganges overflowing its banks after heavy rain
upcountry. I have seen the Ganges in flood making a broad sheet of water from Arrah to Chapra. Once I got into a
boat at the Gangi just below the Judge’s Court at Arrah and ferried all the way across to Chapra and landed just
below the market place at Sahebganj. It was all flood water, shallow at most places, but close to Chapra the water
was deep and the current swift.
One year there was a great flood in Chapra itself. Except the main street, most of the open land was under
water. The ramna was flooded, as also the extensive grounds round the courts. The school was surrounded by
water. From the gate to the school house we used to cross on a raft made of 16 large earthen chatties with mouths
turned down and tied up in the shape of a square with split bamboo.
I remember there was a mound above the water level in the school compound covered with wriggling snakes
of all kinds, poisonous as well as non-poisonous. As soon as the water began to subside the snakes were killed.
One of the school servants was severely bitten, but fortunately it was only a water snake and there was no serious
after-effect.
*
The two festivals that attracted the largest crowds were the Ramlila and the Mohurrum. It is wonderful how
these passion plays have kept alive the stories of the Ramayana and the martyrdom of Hassan and Hussein.
Ignorant, unlettered villagers, who cannot read a word of Tulsidas’s great work, know every incident of the
famous epic of Valmiki. The name of Rama is uttered aloud when a dead body is carried to the cremation ground.
The Hindu celebrated the Mohurrum with as much enthusiasm as the Muhammedan. Hindus had their own
akharas like Musalmans and even built their own tazias. In all exhibitions of skill with the gadka, the jhilum, the
pata, the bangethi and the look, there was friendly rivalry between the two communities. The heavy sipar, the
stem of which was placed in a socket tied round the waist, was carried and swung round by straining Hindu
athletes.
The word “communal” was unknown. Chabils were set up by Hindus and sherbet was freely supplied to the
Musalman mourners. The greatest cordiality prevailed between the two communities. Neighborly relationships
were established, Hindus called Musalmans uncle and Musalmans did the same. They were really one people, for
the Musalmans were mostly converts to Islam and had been so for some generations.
*
Kite-flying was the universal amusement throughout Bihar. All classes of people, sometimes even without
distinction of age, flew kites, and great skill was displayed in the warfare called painch farana in midair. Kites,
large and small, pretty and gorgeous, filled the sky. The wealthier people used a silken thread caned nakh, others
used cotton thread to which an edge was given by smearing it with manjha. When a kite was cut there was a mad
rush to annex the trophy, and boys and even men were frequently injured.
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At Bhagalpur, when I was some years older, my constant companion in wild frolics was my cousin, J.N. Gupta,
some years younger than myself, now a senior Bengal Civilian and Commissioner of the Presidency Division.
There was a funny priest from the temple of Burhanath, who always hailed us with a quaint blessing:
“B.A. pass, M.A. pass, Z.A. pass!”
We lost no time in obtaining these degrees by jumping down into Konkor pits half full of loose, red earth, the
idea being that the deeper the pit the higher the degree to which we were entitled in the University of Pitden!
Later on, when it came to the real thing, my little cousin got the M.A. degree all right, while I suppose I got the
Z.A. degree, for I never obtained any other!
I have no regrets, however, for to this romping outdoor life I owe my health and my love of nature.
*
In my ninth or tenth year I joined one of the lower forms of the Government school at Chapra in the Saran
District of Bihar. There was nothing to complain of as regards the teachers, with whom I got on very well, but the
Pundit who took our class in Hindi was a more difficult proposition.
He was a dominie\fn{ Schoolmaster—its Scottish meaning, as used here. In my country, it refers to a pastor:H } of the approved
type, corpulent, shabbily dressed and loud-voiced. He was a martinet without any idea of discipline. He used to
scratch various parts of his body constantly, and made extraordinary contortions and grimaces during the
operation. I have no idea of his learning, but I do not think it was very profound. He was certainly very much
lacking in worldly wisdom and average commonsense.
His son, a big hulking lad, several years older than the other boys and a promising replica of his father, was in
our class and generally at the bottom of it. He was without doubt the dullard of the class, and did very badly at all
examinations, but when it came to Hindi, his father, who was the examiner, gave him the highest number of marks
with unvarying impartiality.
When the Pundit entered the class-room some of the more mischievous boys in our class used to greet him
with joined hands raised to the forehead and the words, “Punditji pronoun.” (for Pranama) , and the prompt reply
was, “Benchopary!” (Stand up on the bench!). The Pundit did not know the meaning of the word “pronoun”, and
he never inquired, but he was convinced that it was a disrespectful word.
He was alliterative while scolding the boys. When he found any boy inattentive he used to say, “ Purrh pash!”
(Read, you brute!) though brutes have never been known to read a book. Some sly imp of mischief would ask,
“Punditji, what is the sandhi (compound) of gagari (an earthen chatty) and ubahan?” A rope is tied to a chatty for
drawing water, and that was the real sandhi, but the Pundit, who had no sense of humor at all, would blindly
reply:
“It is quite a simple sandhi, gagaryubhan!”
When excessively annoyed with any boy, he threatened to report him to the headmaster, but he never did so for
he was as timid as a rabbit and was more afraid of the headmaster than the boys themselves. At that time the
Inspector of Schools for the Bihar Circle was Dr. Fallon, the welt-known compiler of the Hindi-English
dictionary. Dr. Falton had the disconcerting habit of examining the teachers as welt as the students. If he put a
question to which no boy could give a satisfactory answer, he would at once turn to the teacher and ask him to
reply to the question.
The Pundit stood in mortal dread of the Inspector. As soon as it was known that Dr. Fallon had come to the
school the Pundit would vanish and be never seen again until after the Inspector had left. His explanation was
perfectly natural, for he laid the whole blame for his regrettable absence on nature!
*
The Joint Magistrate of Chapra at this time was a young Civilian\fn{ As opposed to the military branch of the British raj
in India; it was usually capitalized:H } named Cook. He was a short young man who had a big notion of himself and was
said to be very offensive in his ways. One afternoon, Mr. Cook was driving in his trap to Ravilganj, a small town
a few miles to the west of Chapra. There was a Muhammedan fakir sitting by the roadside, and because this man
did not get up and salaam the Magistrate Saheb, Mr. Cook slashed him across the face with his whip as he drove
past.
The fakir remained sitting without any word of protest or complaint. He had in his hand one of those gnarled
and twisted horns so frequently carried by men of his order. Mr. Cook returned in a couple of hours, and the fakir
jumped up in front of the dogcart, yelling in an unearthly fashion and shouting curses and flourishing his
formidable weapon. The horse shied violently and came to a dead stop, and before the syce could come to the help
of his master, the fakir had struck Mr. Cook a violent blow on the mouth with the horn in his hand, cutting open
the magistrate’s cheek and knocking out two of his front teeth.
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It was getting dark at the time and Mr. Cook’s assailant coolly disappeared after avenging the unprovoked
assault upon himself. Mr. Cook returned home bruised and bleeding, and had to keep to his room for several days.
The police made a diligent search for the fakir, but the man was never found.
*
At Bhagalpur we had once for a guest an Inspector of Police from Bengal. He was a fine figure of a man,
portly and broad-fronted, his expansive face stamped with the high authority of the police. On the day of his
arrival I had to entertain him as my father had to attend to his duties in court.
Our guest recounted to me his exploits as a police officer and his smart captures of notorious thieves and
daring dacoits until he loomed before my unsophisticated imagination as a veritable paladin of romance. The
conversation then turned to the few sights of Bhagalpur and how Mr. Roy (that being the name of the guest)
proposed to see them.
I had two ponies to ride at the time: one was a white gelding, somewhat bigger than a galloway, sleek and
well-fed; the other was a little bay pony, purchased for a few rupees during a famine. Both were quiet animals.
The only vice, if it can be called a vice, that the white horse had was that he objected to a new rider by lowering
his head and neighing shrilly, but he neither bucked nor reared, and never tried to throw off his rider.
I asked Mr. Roy whether he would like to go out for a ride and whether he was accustomed to riding. He flared
up at once at this question. A crack police officer like him not used to riding? He would like to see the horse that
could unseat him. Was not much of his time spent in the saddle, and had he not once broken a fiery stallion his
brother officers had been afraid to ride?
That settled the question, and in the afternoon, when my father asked Mr. Roy whether he would go out for a
drive, Mr. Roy replied that he preferred to ride. Accordingly, after my father had left in his carriage, the two
ponies were brought out and I mounted the “famine” pony. I had my suspicions when I saw Mr. Roy climbing on
to the saddle with difficulty with the help of two syces.
Tragedy I quickly followed. I was as lean as a jockey and a nimble lightweight, and the horse had seldom
known any other rider. Bewildered and outraged by the tremendous mass of avoirdupois on his back, the horse
expressed his indignation in the usual way, but he did not stir a foot and made no other movement. But the shrill
neigh was enough for Mr. Roy, whose eyes protruded with terror as if a lion had roared in front of him. He threw
away the reins, his feet slipped from the stirrups, and he fell, slowly but heavily to the ground.
I jumped off my pony and rushed to his assistance, but the moment I touched him he screamed out that all his
bones were broken and he could not bear the touch of a finger. It required considerable persuasion and five or six
men to lift and carry him to the sitting room, where he was laid on a heap of cushions. I had to listen to the
lamentations and to repeat my expressions of sympathy until my father arrived and was soon followed by the
doctor.
Mr. Roy was moaning and groaning all the time that the doctor examined him. The doctor then came out of the
room accompanied by my father, and beckoned me to follow him. In the next room the doctor asked me:
“You were with Mr. Roy. Did the horse throw him very heavily?”
I replied that Mr. Roy had thrown himself, for the horse had not moved a step and had done nothing to unseat
even an ordinary rider. The doctor and my father smiled and the doctor said:
“The man is more frightened than hurt. There’s nothing the matter with him.”
At dinner time, Mr. Roy protested that he was so grievously hurt that he could not swallow a morsel of food,
but he was persuaded to eat a little and ended by taking a hearty meal. In a few days he was moving about as
usual and was profuse in his expressions of gratitude, but the subject of riding was taboo.
Mr. Roy was one of my early disappointments, for that burly policeman was a fraud, if ever there was one, and
my lion proved to be the other animal that had donned the lion’s skin.
*
During the floods the wild animals roaming in the bushes to the north of Bhagalpur were driven out from their
lairs and the tracts frequented by them because the flood water penetrated a wide stretch of country. Among the
wild animals were arnas, buffaloes of enormous size with curved horns that sometimes measured six feet from tip
to tip.
Some details of this curious invasion from the jungle may be of interest. The Ganges frequently shifts its bed,
but between 1874 and 1877, while we were at Bhagalpur, the river ran just below the town to the north. One Mr.
Sandys, a retired Civilian who at one time had been District and Sessions Judge of Bhagalpur, had chosen to settle
down in the town instead of returning to England. He owned a fine large house with the largest compound in the
town. He had bought some zamindaris and conformed to all the usages of zamindars. He used to send dallies to
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the district officers, European as well as Indian. He was highly respected and was the leader of the European
society of Bhagalpur and was very friendly with Indians. I remember having seen him—then an old man—spade
in hand, digging in his grounds in a shirt and an old pair of trousers.
Mr. Sandys owned another fairly big house close to his own. The house was lying vacant when we arrived at
Bhagalpur and my father arranged with Mr. Sandys to occupy it. Repairs were about to be taken in hand when,
one noon, some cowherd boys, who were in the habit of playing inside the house, discovered a large leopard,
which had devoured a calf, sleeping peacefully in a corner of the drawing-room. The boys had the presence of
mind to close the door softly from the outside, and then they ran for their lives and reported their fearful discovery
to some European officers living in the neighborhood. Three of them took their rifles and shot the leopard from an
opening in the wall. The result was that my father gave up the idea of taking the house, which was never occupied
as long as we lived at Bhagalpur.
On another occasion, while we were playing in front of the Government school during the luncheon recess. we
saw a wild boar (tusker) rushing up in our direction. We fled on the instant to the safety of the school rooms. The
boar was pursued by the Superintendent of Police and some others on horseback and was ultimately shot.
On another occasion, I had just returned home after a bath in the Ganges when I heard a fearful uproar in the
Post Office close by, and the servants told me that a wild pig had got into the closed yard behind the Post Office. I
at once loaded all the six chambers of our Colt revolver and ran to the Post Office. Passing through the office, I
reached the yard, which was closed in by a mud wall with a rickety door at the rear.
The Postmaster was a Eurasian and some of his sisters were staying with him. The young ladies were peeping
through the Venetians\fn{The Venetian blinds:H} of the closed doors and were shrieking hysterically. A number of
men were standing on the wall and were trying to hit the pig, which was scampering wildly round the yard
looking for an exit, with anything they could lay their hands on. Some had crowbars, others had nothing more
lethal than stones.
I clambered on the wall and whenever the pig, which was not yet a full-grown animal, passed in front of me I
took a shot at him. I emptied my revolver and probably three or four bullets found a true billet. At this time some
one pushed the door of the yard from the outside and the pig bolted through the opening. It ran a considerable
distance along the bank of the Ganges pursued by a shouting crowd and then dropped and was killed.
During the rains the Ganges is always in flood. At Bhagalpur the southern bank, behind which the town stands,
is fairly high and so the flood extends entirely to the north, which is low land covered with jungle. In this jungle
are to be found herds of wild pigs, prowling leopards and the dreaded wild buffalo locally known as arna. A tiger
will rarely venture to attack an arna, which is more dangerous than a tiger when wounded and tracked by an
imprudent huntsman. Driven out from their haunts by the rising waters these animals swim straight for the other
bank and sometimes stray into the town.
*
My father, Mathuranath Gupta, was a member of the Bengal Provincial Judicial Service and as such was
transferred from one district to another periodically. The greater part of his service was spent in Bihar. Between
1872 and 1874 we were living at Arrah.
Dinabandhu Mitra, the well-known Bengali dramatist, who was a Superintendent of Post Offices, once came to
Arrah on a tour of inspection. He called on my father one morning and was invited to dinner the same evening.
Dinabandhu Mitra was a slender, alert-looking man, wearing a chapkan and trousers, and a gold-braided cap
set jauntily at an angle on the head. The dinner was in English style and though we children were not admitted
either into the drawing or the dining room, we kept hanging around, peeping in occasionally when we could do so
undetected.
Much of the conversation, which was practically monopolized by Dinabandhu Mitra, was over our heads; but
the distinguished writer kept the other guests in roars of laughter by his sallies of wit and his mimicry of Oriya
speech.\fn{Orissa State was at this time part of the Bengal; and there was considerable learned dispute as to whether Oriya was indeed a
language distinct from Bengali, or was simply a Bengali dialect:H }
*
It was also at Arrah that I saw Swami Dayananda Saraswati, the renowned Sanskrit scholar and reformer, and
founder of the Arya Samaj. He was staying at the garden house of the Maharaja of Dumraon. I knew very little
about the Swami, but, prompted by boyish curiosity, went one afternoon, accompanied by a peon, to the Dumraon
garden house.
Swami Dayananda was standing on the verandah. He was wearing only a loin cloth and had just finished his
daily exercise. Two Indian clubs, which he had evidently been using, stood in a corner. The Swami did not then
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speak Hindi fluently—formerly he spoke only Sanskrit—but he put some questions to the peon, asked me one or
two, and patted me on the head. He was a stout, well-built man of medium height, with a big head and a round,
clean-shaven face.
There was a lecture by the Swami the same evening in our school-hall. As the hall was quite full, a number of
little boys, including myself, waited outside, watching the people coming in. Presently, Swami Dayananda came
in, wearing white clothes and a white turban and escorted by a number of people. We looked at the crowd a little
while longer and then quietly went home.
Later on in life, I have seen the splendid work done by Swami Dayananda Saraswati in the Punjab. In Bengal.
the Brahmo Samaj movement arrested the wholesale conversion of Bengalis to Christianity at a time when
orthodox Hinduism was losing its hold on young Bengalis educated in schools and colleges conducted by
Christian missionaries. Similarly, in the Punjab, Swami Dayananda Saraswati founded the Arya Samaj at a critical
time when educated Punjabis were embracing the Christian faith in constantly increasing numbers.
*
The house in which we lived at Arrah originally belonged to Babu Kumar Singh, the well-known leader of the
Indian Mutiny in Bihar. He was a big zamindar of Jagadispur in the Arrah district, and was an old man over
seventy years of age when the Mutiny broke out. Bihar was so far away from the real storm centre of the Mutiny
that there was no likelihood of Babu Kumar Singh joining it if he had not been embittered by a personal grievance
against the Bengal Government.\fn{Bihar was at this time, like Orissa, also a part of Bengal, in a territorial/administrative
agglomeration known as the Bengal Presidency:H } It was in a fit of exasperation that he cast his lot with the Mutineers and
raised the standard of revolt at Arrah.
Babu Kumar Singh was heavily indebted and applied to the Government for a loan to pay off his debts. The
Government could have easily accommodated him and realized the amount with interest from the large revenue of
his landed property. The Collector of Shahabad, the district of which Arrah is the headquarters, recommended the
loan, but the Board of Revenue refused to help Babu Kumar Singh, who was then approached by an emissary of
the rebels and was easily won over to their cause.
So astonishing were the energy and vigor displayed by this aged Rajput in spite of his weight of years that
Lord Canning declared that it was lucky for the Government that Kumar Singh was not younger by thirty or forty
years when he joined the Mutiny.
Part of the garrison at Dinapore mutinied and went over to Babu Kumar Singh. The European officers of Arrah
with a handful of Sikh sepoys took shelter in a house belonging to the Executive Engineer. This house is just to
the south of Babu Kumar Singh’s house, situated in the compound of the house occupied by the District Judge,
and is still preserved as a memorial of the Mutiny.
The Mutineers under Kumar Singh repeatedly attempted to storm the house, but were beaten off by the
defenders, who had barricaded all the entrances to the house. Supplies ran short and there was no water to drink.
The resourceful Sikhs dug a well below the floor of the house; successful sorties were occasionally made and
stray goats and sheep were captured and brought in.
The small beleaguered garrison was in a parlous state. There were thousands of the enemy outside and an
incessant fusillade was directed against the house. The vigilance of the besieged could not be relaxed for a
moment. They had to husband their limited resources with the greatest care as otherwise the ammunition might
run out at any moment.
Reports of the critical situation at Arrah reached Dinapore and a detachment was sent out to relieve the
civilians and soldiers at Arrah. The expedition consisted of 400 troops, European and Sikh, under the command of
Captain Dunbar. Among the volunteers who joined the expedition was Mr. Ross Mangles, a member of the Bengal
Civil Service.\fn{Ross Lewis Mangles, then 24 and an Assistant Magistrate at Patna, after binding up his own wounds, carried a
wounded soldier of the 37th (North Hampshire) regiment in retreat some five miles, even swimming across a river to fetch a small boat to
transport him to safety.}
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† Ross Mangles VC (1833-1905), carrying Richard Taylor (a soldier of the 27 th regiment) on July 29, 1857 †
The party proceeded by steamer and landed about ten miles north of Arrah. Night had set in, but Captain
Dunbar immediately marched with his men towards Arrah, for any moment they might be too late. No thought
was taken of the danger of an ambuscade, nor was a sharp look-out kept.
On the high road near the Gangi there were dry drains on both sides of the road and the Mutineers lay in
ambush there. As the troops advanced they were caught by a withering cross-fire which enfiladed the line and
practically wiped out the detachment. Among the few who escaped was Mr. Ross Mangles, who not only saved
himself but carried a wounded soldier back to safety to Dinapore. He was a noted shikari with an unerring aim,
and though some Mutineers hovered round him, no attempt was made to rush him. For his heroism Mr. Mangles
was awarded the Victoria Cross and subsequently became a Judge of the Calcutta High Court.
The disappointment of the besieged at Arrah may well be imagined, but the fearful suspense did not last long.
Major Eyre, an intrepid officer, was marching to Ghazipur with a detachment of soldiers; at Buxar he heard of the
plight of the men at Arrah and the failure of the relief expedition. On the instant he turned back and hurried to
Arrah by forced marches.
About eight miles to the west of Arrah, at Beebeeganj. the Mutineers in large numbers had concealed
themselves in a dense wood, hoping to repeat their feat on the Gangi Road, but a foolish bugle call gave them
away, and Major Eyre inflicted a heavy defeat upon them. When he arrived at Arrah there was not a single
Mutineer to be seen.
Summary vengeance followed and the branches of trees were full of corpses dangling from them. A great deal
of ruthlessness was practiced on both sides during the Mutiny. The heroic defense of Arrah House was one of the
notable events of the Mutiny. Babu Kumar Singh escaped to Azamgarh where he was wounded and died shortly
afterwards.
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When we were at Arrah barely fourteen years had passed after the Mutiny, and the memory of those stormy
days was fresh. I was quite familiar with the quaint Bhojpuri dialect spoken in the district of Shahabad, Saran and
Gorakhpur, and I was never tired of listening to the stirring tales of the Mutiny from the servants and the bazaar
people. The two-storied house in which a few Europeans had defended themselves with the devoted help of a
handful of Sikhs was just across the road behind our house. We were shown the ditch in which the Mutineers had
lain in ambush for the relieving detachment of troops from Dinapore under Captain Dunbar and slaughtered it
almost to the last man.
One of our servants, who was a lad of about twenty when the Mutiny broke out at Arrah, was by mistake
actually taken for a Mutineer and was about to be hanged on the nearest tree when there was a sudden alarm of an
attack by the Mutineers, and in the confusion the lad escaped.
Snatches of songs heard in the days of the Mutiny were still being sung. There was one inspired by intense
local patriotism, beginning Jagat mein Jagadishpur Sahar mein Sesseram re (There is no place in the world like
Jagadispur and no town like Sasseram). The mohalla in which Kumar Singh’s house was situated was called
Babubazaar after him, and there was a song about the street-fighting in front of the house: Ham na jainhon
Babuhazaaria tegoan ki ghansam re (I shall not go to Babubazaar because the swords there are as thick as the
clouds).
Most enthusiastic were the stories about Amar Singh, a young brother of Babu Kumar Singh. The people of
Arrah spoke of Amar Singh as another Bayard of chivalry, sans peur et sans reproche. He was in the habit of
neglecting his position and family, and wandering about in the company of sadhus. But the Mutiny made him a
hero, and his dash and élan in every fight were recounted with epic fervor. According to every account that 1
heard, Amar Singh performed prodigies of valour, and escaped to Nepal when the Mutiny was suppressed. The
exploits of Amar Singh so impressed my youthful imagination that several years later I wrote a story in Bengali of
the Mutiny bearing his name. This book was translated into Hindi at Patna.
*
A few months before we left Arrah, Syed Amir Ali, who had just been called to the Bar, visited Arrah in
connexion with some property belonging to his deceased brother, who had been a Deputy Magistrate. Mr. Amir
Ali was a frequent visitor at our house and often came to dinner. I became his favorite, and he told us many stories
about the English and French people.
I remember, in particular, how horrified I was when Mr. Amir Ali told me that the French ate cutlets made
from the legs of frogs and deemed them a great delicacy. He spoke mostly in English, but when we could not
follow him, he would explain in Hindustani. He usually wore a Turkish fez at that time.
Mr. Amir Ali afterwards became a Judge of the Calcutta High Court, and is at present a member of the Judicial
Committee of the Privy Council. I saw him once more at Karachi, where he came to conduct an important case. I
saw him in court and intended to call on him afterwards. But when I heard him addressing the Judge in halting
language with a queer enunciation, pausing a minute or half a minute after every sentence or part of a sentence, as
if he expected the Judge to take down every word that he spoke, I was altogether disenchanted and did not go to
see him.
*
In 1874 my father was transferred to Bhagalpur and was relieved at Arrah by Syed Wahiduddin, who was my
father’s senior by several years and was nearing the end of his service. Syed Wahiduddin was over fifty years of
age at this time, short, with large bright eyes, and a brisk and alert manner. He did not know English and wrote his
judgments in Hindustani. But he was an able officer and had a high reputation for probity and integrity of
character.
My father was a fine Urdu and Persian scholar and had many Musalman friends, Syed Wahiduddin being one
of the most intimate among them. After his retirement, Syed Wahiduddin spent a great deal of his time at Patna,
his native village being a few miles away. Towards the latter end of his service my father was stationed at Patna,
where he settled after retirement.
Syed Wahiduddin, who lived to a great age, often came in a palkito see my father. His son, Nawab Imdad
Imam, who was for some time Chairman of the Patna Municipality, used, I believe, to call my father “uncle”.
Syed Wahiduddin’s grandsons, Sir Ali Imam and Hassan Imam, are well aware of the cordial relations between
their grandfather and my father. No one then dreamed of communalism and Hindus and Muhammedans everywhere were on the friendliest terms.
*
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At Bhagalpur there are two old caves close to the southern bank of the Ganges at some distance to the east of
the town. One of these is shallow, but the other is rather deep and, at the time we were at Bhagalpur, was difficult
of exploration. People generally contented themselves with a peep at the mouth of the cave. Some said it had been
excavated by some hermits, others thought it was the secret lair of robbers.
Anyhow, I was filled with the spirit of adventure, and secretly prevailed upon some of my class-fellows at
school to join me in exploring the cave. The expedition was kept a close secret. I carried a fully loaded sixchambered Colt revolver belonging to my father, some candles and a box of matches.
On our arrival at the entrance to the cave, the courage of some of my companions began to ooze out, but they
were put to shame by the rest. There was a sheer drop of a few feet at the mouth of the cave. We lightly jumped in
and discovered that the cave ramified in three directions. While we were lighting candles, one of the boys, bigger
and older than myself, nearly fainted and had to be helped out of the cave. We then proceeded with our
investigations.
The longest way was towards north, and at the end we found the marks of claws on the damp wall and a heap
of bones -on the ground. Perhaps the scratches had been made by the claws of a jackal or wolf, but we proudly
fancied it must have been nothing less ferocious than a tiger. When the Ganges was in flood wild boar and even
tigers were known to swim across the river, and a large leopard and a boar had actually been killed in the town
while we were at Bhagalpur.
We returned home in high feather, but the only recognition that we got for our notable derring-do,\fn{ Deringado
in the text} which could not be kept secret, was a severe reprimand for our foolhardiness.
*
One evening, my father was out driving in a Victoria phaeton and I was in the carriage with him. The road was
barely wide enough for two carriages to pass with some care. As we were passing through the town we saw a trap
resembling a tonga coming towards us, driven by a European at a furious pace.
We had a quiet old mare, and the coachman drew to the left as far as he safely could, but the European,
ignoring the rule of the road, came thundering on, occupying the middle of the road, and pulled up just in time to
avert a serious collision. His horse reared up and came down upon its haunches, while our groom quieted the
frightened mare with some difficulty.
We got down from the carriage, and so did the European. My father was naturally very angry, and striding up
to the European said:
“I shall prosecute you for rash driving if you are not more careful.”
Now, my father was a man with a magnificent physique, tall, with a great breadth of shoulders, and possessed
of immense muscular strength, while the European was a slight, undersized man. The latter flushed, grew red in
the face, looked at my father’s athletic figure, and then drove away without a word. It was afterwards ascertained
that the European was Captain Douglas, attached to a regiment stationed at Champanagar, some miles to the west
of Bhagalpur.
*
Bhudeva Chandra Mukerji was Inspector of Schools, Bihar Circle, at this time, and he called on my father
while he was at Bhagalpur. A fairly tall man, erect, with hair and moustache perfectly white, Bhudeva Chandra
Mukerji struck even my immature intelligence as a man different from and superior to the people I was
accustomed to see. He was distinctly intellectual-looking but there was also an atmosphere of purity and
leanliness of mind about him. He had a grave and thoughtful look, well becoming the writer of Parivarik
Pravandha, one of the most thoughtful books in Bengali. When he came out of the room where he was sitting he
beckoned to me, put me a few questions in a gentle voice, and then put his hand on my head and blessed me.
*
It was at Bhagalpur that I first saw Ramtanu Lahiri. He had then retired from his appointment as a Headmaster on a small pension. He was at that time a little over sixty years of age, still fairly active, though already
venerable-looking.
His eldest son, Navakumar, a brilliant medical student, was attacked by pulmonary tuberculosis while
preparing for his final examination and he came to Bhagalpur for a change. His father and the other members of
the family followed soon after. They had taken a house on the bank of the Ganges very near our house, and were
soon on very friendly terms with our family.
Sarat Kumar, Ramtanu Babu’s second son, who afterwards became a well-known and leading publisher and
bookseller in Calcutta, was of my age and we became great chums. Ramtanu Babu’s second-daughter, Indumati,
had received an excellent education and was now in constant attendance on her ailing brother. The eldest
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daughter, Lilavati, was a young widow and had a little son. Ramtanu Babu’s wife was a lady of the old school,
gentle and sweet-tempered. There were two other boys, younger than Sarat.
Ramtanu Babu was treated with marked respect by my father, who sometimes took him out for a drive. We
youngsters were always anxious to serve Ramtanu Babu, but the only service that he ever required of us was to
bring his tea. which he sipped slowly with a pleasure that was a delight to watch. When he traveled several bottles
of tea had to be carried for him, and when there was no hot tea to be had, he drank cold tea with equal relish.
His face beamed with benevolence, and I have never seen a more winning and seraphic smile than that of
Ramtanu Babu. Not only was he incapable of using a harsh word, but he never spoke ill of any man. He had many
sorrows and bore them with calm resignation and with unflinching faith in a merciful and beneficent Providence.
Owing most probably to nursing her brother Navakumar. Indumati contracted galloping consumption and died
in the course of a few months. Navakumar died shortly afterwards. The youngest son also died, but Ramtanu
Babu never broke down, and his faith never wavered for a moment.
In 1878, when Keshub Chunder Sen’s eldest daughter was married to the Maharaja of Kuch Behar I was in
Calcutta and I went to pay my respects almost every day to Ramtanu Babu, who treated me like a son. He did not
approve of the Kuch Behar marriage, but no word of bitterness ever escaped his lips. He once said that he could
not trust himself to go and see Keshub, whose charm of manner and persuasiveness of reasoning were irresistible,
and Ramtanu Babu did not wish to discuss the marriage with him.
Pandit Iswara Chandra Vidyasagar was a particular friend of Ramtanu Babu. At Bhagalpur. Ramtanu Babu
used to let me read letters received from Pandit Iswara Chandra. They were not ordinary letters and were full of a
deep earnestness. Sometimes Pandit Iswara Chandra Vidyasagar quoted some famous English writer in support of
his views, and I noted that his English handwriting was excellent.
Another friend with whom Ramtanu Babu sometimes stayed in Calcutta was Kali Charan Ghose, a very able
Deputy Collector who had been appointed Special Collector for the acquisition of house property in connexion
with the construction of Harrison Road in Calcutta.
Ramtanu Babu often spoke of Ram Gopal Ghose, whom he considered the greatest orator of Bengal. Choosing
his words carefully, he would say in English, in his slow, deliberate way:
“Ram Gopal Ohose thundered as it were.”
After I had left Calcutta in 1884, I did not see Ramtanu Babu for about two years, but I saw him again in 1886
and also later. He had grown somewhat infirm, and stooped a little, but age had not dimmed his intellect and
memory and the wonderful beauty and sweetness of his nature had mellowed with the years.
Sarat had greatly prospered in business. He had built a fairly large house on Harrison Road, where Ramtanu
Babu passed his remaining days, surrounded with every comfort and cheered by the loving service of his
surviving children and the reverence and solicitude of all who had the privilege of knowing him.
*
The only German beggar I ever saw was at Bhagalpur. He was a blind man, old but quite hale, with the typical
German blond hair turning gray. I cannot remember how he happened to have found his way to Bhagalpur, but
evidently he was being helped by charitable people as he did not seem to be in distress. He was very gentle, and
kept repeating from time to time:
“Gott is goot, Gott is goot!”
*
At some distance from the town of Bhagalpur, on the southern side of the railway line, there was a large tank
with high banks and surrounded by trees. It is a peaceful and sylvan spot. A Muhammedan gentleman, who had
recently retired from the service of Government, was building a small mausoleum at the north-western corner of
the tank for himself. He was a devout and pious Musalman and I used to watch him supervising the building of
the tomb.
I was greatly impressed, and used to think that people usually build houses to live in, but here was a man who
was placidly anticipating his own death and was building a place where he was to be laid to rest after death. And
his resting place was well chosen, for all the surroundings were suggestive of the peace that comes after death.
*
In 1876 or thereabouts, there was a severe outbreak of famine in Bihar. Sir Richard Temple was at that time
Lieutenant-Governor of Bengal. Parts of the Bhagalpur district were severely affected, and Sir Richard Temple
promptly visited Bhagalpur for a personal and local investigation.
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He arrived at Bhagalpur by the Government steamer Rhotas, which anchored in midstream in the Ganges,
quite close to our house. The local officials and some rajas and wealthy landowners in resplendent clothes were
waiting at the ghat in two separate groups.
Sir Richard Temple, with two or three other persons, got into a boat and rowed ashore. There was a good deal
of excited curiosity among the Rajas about the identity of the Lat Saheb. Sir Richard Temple was very carelessly
dressed and was pulling an oar, while his Private Secretary—I think it was Mr. Buckland—faultlessly dressed in a
frock coat and a tall silk hat, was holding the tiller. I had seen likenesses of Sir Richard Temple and spotted him at
once, but the Rajas would not believe me.
“How can the Lat Saheb pull an oar,” they said, “how can he wear such clothes?”
They decided that the more correctly dressed and more dignifiedly occupied personage was the ruler of
Bengal, Bihar and Orissa.\fn{And a lot of other places besides. At its height of territorial aggrandizement in 1858, the Bengal
Presidency (so W) “comprised areas which are now within Bangladesh, and the present day Indian States of West Bengal, Assam, Bihar,
Meghalaya, Orissa and Tripura. Penang and Singapore were also considered to be administratively a part of the Presidency until they were
incorporated into the Crown Colony of the Straits Settlements in 1867.” } When the Lat Saheb was not at the helm of the State

he was at the helm of his boat. When the party landed and Sir Richard Temple stepped forward, and was
respectfully greeted by the Commissioner and the Collector, the astonishment of the rajas knew no bounds.
Just at this moment a wild-looking and unkempt individual standing in the crowd rushed forward with uplifted
hands and crying, “Insaf, Lat Saheb, insaf” (Justice, Lat Saheb, justice), and was about to fall at Sir Richard
Temple’s feet, when the Private Secretary quickly interposed his umbrella in front of the Lieutenant-Governor and
others caught hold of the man! The Commissioner shouted, “Police! Police!”, and the police at once came up and
took the man away.
There were no anarchists in India at that time, and bombs were unknown, but the memory of the assassinations
of Sir Henry Norman and Lord Mayo was quite fresh, and the excited and haggard appearance of the man
justified the alarm that was felt. I was looking keenly at Sir Richard Temple, and I admired his coolness, for he
stood unmoved and did not fall back a single step when the man rushed up to him.
It was this courage that saved him from what might have proved a fatal fall down the Khud at Darjeeling when
his horse became restive and went over to its death, while Sir Richard Temple, with admirable presence of mind,
leaped lightly from the saddle on to the road.
The man who had ventured to approach him so unceremoniously believed a delusion that others have shared
with him—that he might obtain justice by a personal petition to the ruler of the land.
Sir Richard Temple was a phenomenally ugly individual. His complexion was so sunburnt that it was almost
dark copper-colored, he had a thick, bulbous nose and prominent jaws, while his mustachios, as Protap Chandra
Majumdar once wrote, curled up like the horns of a Kathiawar bull. Sir Richard Temple was afterwards appointed
Governor of Bombay, but he resigned that appointment after some time to become a Member of Parliament. In the
House of Commons he used to fall asleep sometimes and the Punch published a cartoon describing him as the
“Sleeping Beauty”.
Sir Richard Temple was a man of extraordinary and tireless energy, and he was a terror to the district officers,
who were usually ease-loving people in those days and found it impossible to emulate the energetic activity or the
Lieutenant-Governor. Mr. Barlow, the Commissioner of Bhagalpur, was an indolent man, while Mr. Taylor, the
Collector, used to smoke a gorgeous hooka of crystal in his chamber in the office.
Sir Richard Temple would frequently remain on horseback for hours together, and he never knew fatigue. I
remember, one morning Sir Richard Temple was to inspect the Central Jail at Bhagalpur and some other
institutions accompanied by the Commissioner. When Mr Barlow came up hurrying and panting to the steamer, he
found that Sir Richard had already left, and the Commissioner had to follow him as best he could.
*
Durgagati Banerji was Personal Assistant to the Commissioner of Patna and a great friend of my father. He
was one of the ablest men of his time in the Provincial Executive service and was the de facto Commissioner of
the Patna Division, for the Commissioner of the Patna Division, whoever he happened to be, left everything to
him. Durgagati Banerji was black as ebony, with a noble forehead and bright clear eyes, and the nickname given
to him was Kala Commissioner. I may note in passing that the Indian Members of the Governor-General’s
Executive Council are called Kala Councilli by the rickshaw-wallahs and others in Simla.
There was a story that a Collector once sent for Durgagati Banerji under the usual formula of sending him his
salaams. Durgagati replied by sending his salaams to the Collector! The latter, in high dudgeon, complained
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personally to the Commissioner, but to his great chagrin, the Commissioner took the part of his Assistant and
explained that Durgagati was not an ordinary Deputy Magistrate, neither was he a subordinate of the Collector.
When Sir (then Mr.) Stewart Bayley was appointed Commissioner of Patna, he heard of the immense power
and influence wielded by his Personal Assistant, and with a view to curtailing them, desired Durgagati to place all
papers before him. Durgagati promptly followed his instructions. Mr. Stewart Bayley, in spite of all his industry,
saw that work began to fall into arrears, while the heap of files on his table grew steadily higher. At length he was
compelled to call Durgagati Banerji to his help, and the arrears were cleared off in no time.
Later on, Durgagati Banerji was appointed the first Indian Collector of Calcutta.
*
Sarat Chandra Mukerji was an able munsiff and afterwards became a District Judge. While at a mofussil station
he had once before him the District Engineer, a European, as a witness. His name was Mr. Seely. Thinking that in
all circumstances a European is equal, if not superior, to an Indian, he coolly walked up to the dais on which the
munsiff was sitting and sat down on a chair. Mr. Mukerji did not know the man and was greatly surprised, but still
he politely asked him his business. The reply given in an offensive and superior tone was that the visitor was no
less a personage than the District Engineer and that he was there as a witness. The munsiff inquired from his
peshkar and the pleaders, and after verifying Mr. Seely’s statement, asked him to step into the witness-box. Mr.
Seely angrily inquired why he could not be examined where he was sitting.
“No,” replied the munsiff sharply, “your place is the witness-box, and you had no business to come up to the
bench. If you do not go into the witness-box at once, I shall proceed against you for contempt of court.”
Cowed by the words and the attitude of the munsiff, Mr. Seely went into the witness-box and proceeded to take
the usual oath. The munsiff was thoroughly roused by this time. He began to examine the witness.
“What’s your name?”
“Seely.” And then followed the astounding question:
“How do you spell your name, Mr. Silly?”
The veil of oblivion over the rest of the story need not be lifted. Mr. Seely emerged from the court a very much
chastened, withal a somewhat angry man.
*
At Arrah the jailor was a European, a man who had been in the army, and his wife was an Englishwoman,
evidently from the lower classes. She was a newcomer to India, and used to visit us sometimes, either alone or
with her husband.
One day she brought her sister, who had just come out from England, with her, and eagerly introduced her to
our ladies: “Yah hamara bhains hai.” She meant to say bahin, which means sister, but the word she actually used
means a buffalo. We had great fun after our visitors had left, and the word bhains was bandied about a good deal.
*
At Chapra and Arrah, I was too young to take stock of the men I saw, though later I came to know and respect
Babu Raghunath Sahay of Chapra and Harbans Sahay of Arrah. But at Bhagalpur I saw a number of the leading
people and remember them very well.
There was Mr. Sandys to begin with. Then there was Mr. Grant, a wealthy indigo planter, who lived in a
palatial house. I saw him several times in our own house. He had lost one arm. He spoke the local patois fluently
and was naturally proud of his being a self-made man. He used to tell people that there had been a time when he
lived upon rice and pumpkin.
Among the lawyers the most successful were Suryanarain Singh, Atul Chandra Mallik and Babu Tarini Prasad.
Raja Shibchandra Banerji was a rising junior; Babu Tejnarain Singh a wealthy banker and landowner and a
public-spirited man. Much later, I met him at the annual meetings of the Indian National Congress. His son, Mr.
Dip Narain Singh, is a well-known Congressman. The Thakurs of Barari were well known and some of the boys
were my fellow-students.
*
Up to 1878, when I left Bihar for Calcutta, there was not the faintest conception of public life in Bihar.
Wealthy people as a rule led a thoughtless, gay life. The Rajas and Maharajas, and I saw several of them, were
generally possessed of less than average intelligence. One Maharaja in Bihar once got into serious trouble
because, after entertaining a number of European officials at a banquet at which a Lieutenant-Governor was
present, he remarked,
“Rat to Khub Kacharkut bhail.” (Last night there was a good deal of devouring). These words were reported to
the Collector, and the Maharaja was severely rebuked and had to apologize for his levity.
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Lawyers are an intelligent and independent body of men, and in large and important districts like Patna,
Muzafferpur, Bhagalpur and Saran, the leading lawyers were Bengalis. They had no other thoughts than those of
earning and amassing money, and enjoying themselves.
The one exception was Guru Prasad Sen at Patna, who edited the Bihar Herald in addition to his large
professional work as a lawyer, and who joined the Indian National Congress as soon as it was established. There
was no urge of a patriotic ambition anywhere, no one seemed to feel that Indians were being kept out of their
birthright, no one apparently dreamed that he had any other duty beyond that of following his daily avocation in
life.
*
The first time I saw Calcutta was at the end of 1875, when King Edward VII, then Prince of Wales, visited
India. My father had to go to Patna where the Prince was to hold a durbar, but he permitted me to join a party
proceeding to Calcutta. We arrived in the metropolis on the same day that the Prince landed at Prinsep Ghat from
the troopship Serapis.
I remember how the first sight of the great city from the Howrah side of the Hooghly impressed me, and how
my feeling of wonder grew as I drove through the crowded streets to the northern part of the city. Calcutta was en
fete in honor of the Royal Visit, and there was a great rush of visitors to the city.
Our first move, after leaving our luggage and taking some food, was to Theater Road where a house had been
taken for the Maharajkumar of Bettiah, who wanted to see the grand sights in Calcutta and then proceed to Patna
for the durbar. The Bengali tutor of the young nobleman knew us, and he was to get for us permits to visit the
Serapis and the Osborne, the Royal yacht that was accompanying the troopship, and the palaces, grounds and
menageries of the ex-king of Oudh at Matia Buruj, Garden Reach.
As we were sitting with the tutor, the Maharajkumar rolled in. He was an enormously stout boy of about
eighteen, gorgeously dressed in brocade robes, and was about to go out somewhere.
We left with the permits in our pockets. We witnessed the magnificent display of fireworks by Messrs Brock &
Sons, the famous pyrotechnicists of Crystal Palace, London, on the maidan. On the night of the illuminations, we
engaged a hackney carriage but were held up at Lalbazar, a little beyond the Police Court. There were long queues
of carriages of all kinds on the main roads leading to Chowringhee, for the police barred the road-heads and no
carriage could be let through until the Royal procession had passed.
We alighted from our carriage and slowly worked our way through the press of humanity on the footpaths
round the Great Eastern Hotel to the Esplanade Junction, which offered a fine vantage ground. There were no
staring, unwinking electric lights in those days. Colored lamps of blown glass were twinkling in the more
pretentious buildings, while the humble chirag flickered elsewhere. Gas lights were used at the entrances of
houses and in some of the arches on the roads. On the roof of the Museum, which had not been quite completed,
was a silver canopy reflecting dazzlingly a powerful light that was being played upon it.
Chowringhee Road was kept clear by troops and the police. Slowly the procession came in view, passing
northward from the southern end of Chowringhee. First came an escort of British Hussars, followed by the full
squadron of the Viceroy’s brilliant and stately Bodyguard, with jingling spurs and nodding pennons of light lances
held in rest. The Viceroy’s State Coach-and-four with English outriders drew all eyes, and cheers burst out as the
Prince of Wales passed, sitting by the side of Lord Northbrook, the Viceroy.
The two figures presented a striking contrast; the Prince, short of stature, but of broad girth, with a beard
carefully trimmed and a full, round and jovial face; the Viceroy, long and lean, pallid and austere-looking. The
Prince was in uniform with gold lace, and wore a gold-braided cap with a brim; the Viceroy was in plain civilian
clothes. No one had any eyes for the carriages containing the Lieutenant-Governor of Bengal and the British
noblemen who had come out to India with the Prince of Wales.
On another night I saw the Prince driving to the Seven Tanks Villa at Belgachia, where the Indian gentry had
arranged an entertainment for him. The Prince drove along Cornwallis Street and the route through which he
passed was illuminated.
The visit to the Serapis and the Osborne marked a red-letter day in my calendar. I had never seen a steamer, let
alone an immense troopship like the Serapis, and I do not think another yacht like the Osborne has ever again
been seen in any Indian harbor. The big liners and the floating palaces that are now seen belong to another type.
An intelligent and courteous sailor showed us over the Serapis, and the size and dimensions of the monster
vessel filled me with amazement. The big engine-room was like a great. underground cavern, dark and silent,
though the fire had not been drawn and was glowing in the furnaces like the eyes of a gigantic afrit.\fn{An
enormous winged creature of fire, either male or female, who lives underground and frequents ruins:W } I imagined that when the
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huge piston rods and the machinery were set in motion they must resemble the gambols of the jinnees of the
Arabian Nights.
The Osborne was as big as a fair-sized steamer and as both she and the Serapis were painted white from the
Plimsoll-line upwards; they could be easily distinguished from the other vessels lying at anchor in the river. The
Royal yacht was a thing of beauty and a joy to the beholder, upholstered and furnished in perfect taste, with a
beautiful and harmonious blending of sober colors. The cushion and linen were embossed with the Royal Arms
and bore the monogram “A & V” (Albert and Victoria). The Osborne had been built in the lifetime of the Prince
Consort.

† The royal yacht HMY Osborne, with the Prince of Wales on board, powering into Malta harbor (1862) †
The public were not admitted to the grounds of the ex-king of Oudh except for a single day in the year, but in
honor of the visit of the Prince of Wales to Calcutta, the grounds were thrown open to the public for three days,
but passes had to be obtained for admission. There was a large number of visitors on the day that we went to
Garden Reach. There were four or five palaces, and the ex-king divided his time between these mansions. Only
part of one palace was shown to the visitors. and we saw some gorgeous furniture and a large collection of curios.
The palace occupied by the ex-king at that time was indicated by a cloud of pigeons circling over it. Wajid Ali
Shah was very fond of watching the flight of pigeons and there were several thousands of them. They were so
well trained that when one of the keepers waved a flag over his head the pigeons came fluttering down and settled
on the ground. A few minutes later, another flag was waved and the birds rose in a body and resumed their
circling flight.
When we passed near the palaces the ladies of the harem peeped shyly from behind the venetians. There was a
large collection of wild animals kept in good condition. I was particularly struck by a number of pigeons
occupying the same large cage as a cat. They were on the friendliest terms. The cat was mewing and purring and
moving about the cage among the pigeons, while one of the birds would sometimes perch on the back of the cat
without a trace of fear.
With the passing of Wajid Ali Shah the glory of Matia Buruj has departed. The palaces and grounds have
become the sites of jute mills, and the magnificence of the dethroned and exiled king is now only a memory.
When I left Bihar and went to Calcutta I was about sixteen years of age and was able to take an intelligent
interest in affairs and in things going on around me. At that time the different parts of India were not so closely
knit together as they are now. There were very few newspapers in the country, and hardly any papers published in
the Indian languages, what are somewhat contemptuously called “vernacular papers”. In Calcutta the most
important Indian newspaper was the Hindoo Patriot, edited by Kristo Das Pal, a man of conspicuous ability and a
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leading figure in the public life of Calcutta and Bengal. The Amrita Bazar Patrika, published partly in English
and partly in Bengali, had also come into existence and had already become a popular organ of public opinion.
The oldest newspaper in Calcutta was the Sambad Prabhakar, a Bengali daily paper founded and first edited by
Isvara Chandra Gupta, who was widely admired as a poet. …
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237.124 Excerpt from Memoirs Of European Travel\fn{by Swami Vivekananda (1863-1902)} Calcutta, Calcutta
District, West Bengal State, India (M) 9
… We have an adage among us that one that has a disc-like pattern on the soles of his feet becomes a
vagabond.\fn{This is the first sentence of the second part of a memoir cast in the form of a letter, according to a blurb on the back of the
booklet in which it appears, “a translation of Swami Vivekanada’s Bengali writing, Parivrajaka. Written in a mixture of humorous and
serious vein, the book presents Swamiji’s thoughts from different angles.” According to the preface to the booklet, written by the publisher
in October, 1963, this second section “relates to his journey from the West at the end of 1900” on his return to Calcutta, which began “on
the 20th June, 1899, by the B.I.S.N. steamship Golconda.” [“B.I.S.N” means “British India Steam Navigation”, a company formed in 1856;
during the 1920s it floated the largest fleet of any of the world’s merchant marine, having during its peak year (1920) the largest number of
vessels under its commission (161).] I have taken the liberty of subdividing the extremely long paragraphs of the reproduced text, which
the preface also says, was “originally published in the Udbodhan”; still, according to its website, “the only Bengali mouthpiece of
Ramakrishna Math and Mission, started by Swami Vivekananda in January 1899.”:H }

I fear, I have my soles inscribed all over with them. And there is not much room for probability, either. I have
tried my best to discover them by scrutinizing the soles, but all to no purpose—the feet have been dreadfully
cracked through the severity of cold, and no discs or anything of the kind could be traced. However, when there is
the tradition, I take it for granted that my soles are full of those signs.
But the results are quite patent—it was my cherished desire to remain in Paris for some time and study the
French language and civilization; I left my old friends and acquaintances and put up with a new friend, a
Frenchman of ordinary means, who knew no English, and my French—well, it was something quite
extraordinary! I had this in mind that the inability to live like a dumb man would naturally force me to talk
French, and I would attain fluency in that language in no time; but on the contrary I am now on a tour through
Vienna, Turkey, Greece, Egypt, and Jerusalem!
Well, who can stem the course of the inevitable! And this letter I am writing to you from the last remaining
capital of Mohammedan supremacy—from Constantinople!
I have three traveling companions—two of them French and the third an American. The American is Miss
MacLeod whom you know very well;\fn{She was explicated in part one} the French male companion is Monsieur Jules
Bois, a famous philosopher and litterateur of France; and the French lady friend is the world-renowned singer,
Mademoiselle Calvé. “Mister” is Monsieur in the Frcnch language, and “Miss” is Mademoiselle—with a Z-sound.
Mademoiselle Calvé is the foremost singer—opera singer—of the present day. Her musical performances are
so highly appreciated that she has an annual income of three to four lakhs of rupees, solely from singing. I had
previously been acquainted with her. The foremost actress in the West, Madame Sarah Bernhardt, and the
foremost singer, Calvé, are both of them of French extraction, and both totally ignorant of English, but they visit
England and America occasionally and earn millions of dollars by acting and singing. French is a language of the
civilized world, the mark of gentility in the West, and everybody knows it; consequently these two ladies have
neither the leisure nor the inclination to learn English.
Madame Bernhardt is an aged lady; but when she steps on the stage after dressing, her imitation of the age and
sex of of the role she plays is perfect! A girl or a boy—whatever part you want her to play, she is an exact
representation of that. And that wonderful voice! People here say her voice has the ring of silver strings!
Madame Bernhardt has a special regard for India; she tells me again and again that our country is “ trés ancien,
trés civilisé”—very ancient and very civilized. One year she performed a drama touching on India, in which she
set up a whole Indian street-scene on the stage—men, women, and children, sadhus and nagas and everything—
an exact picture of India! After the performance, she told me that for about a month she had visited every museum
and made herself acquainted with the men and women and their dress, the streets and bathing ghats and
everything relating to India. Madame Bernhardt has a very strong desire to visit India.
“C’est mon rave!—It is the dream of my life,” she says.
Again the Prince of Wales\fn{ Edward VII, then Prince of Wales } has promised to take her over to a tiger and
elephant hunting excursion. But then she said she must spend some two lakhs of rupees if she went to India!
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She is of course in no want of money. “La divine Sarah”— the divine Sarah—.is her name; how can she want
money, she who never travels but by a special train! That pomp and luxury many a prince of Europe cannot afford
to indulge in! One can only secure a seat for her performance by paying double the fees, and that a month in
advance!
Well, she is not going to suffer want of money! But Sarah Bernhardt is given to spending lavishly. Her travel to
India is therefore put off for the present.
Mademoiselle Calvé will not sing this winter, she will take rest and is going to temperate climates like Egypt
etc. I am going as her guest.
Calvé has not devoted herself to music alone, she is sufficiently learned and has a great love for philosophical
and religious literature. She was born amidst very poor circumstances; gradually, through her own genius and
undergoing great labor and much hardship, she has now amassed a large fortune and has become the object of
adoration of kings and potentates!
There are famous lady singers, such as Madame Melba, Madame Emma Ames, and others; and very
distinguished singers, such as Jean de Reszke, Plancon, and the rest—all of whom earn two or three lakhs of
rupees a year! But with Calvé’s art is coupled a unique genius. Extraordinary beauty, youth, genius, and a
celestial voice: all these have conspired to raise Calvé to the forefront of all singers.
But there is no better teacher than pain and poverty! That extreme penury and pain and hardship of childhood,
a constant struggle against which has won for Calvé this victory, have engendered a remarkable sympathy and a
profound seriousness in her life.
Again, in the West, there are ample opportunities along with the enterprising spirit. But in our country, there is
a sad dearth of opportunities, even if the spirit of enterprise be not absent. The Bengali woman may be keen after
acquiring education, but it comes to naught for want of opportunities. And what is there to learn from in the
Bengali language? At best some poor novels and dramas. Then again, learning is confined at present to a foreign
tongue or to Sanskrit and is only for the chosen few. In these Western countries there are innumerable books in the
mother tongue; over and above that, whenever something new comes out in a foreign tongue, it is at once
translated and placed before the public.
Monsieur Jules Bois is a famous writer; he is particularly an adept in the discovery of historical truths in the
different religions and superstitions. He has written a famous book, putting into historical form the devil-worship,
sorcery, necromancy, incantation, and such other rites that were in vogue in Mediaeval Europe, and the traces of
those that obtain to this day. He is a good poet, and is an advocate of the Indian Vedantic ideas that have crept into
the great French poets, such as Victor Hugo and Lamartine and others, and the great German poets, such as
Goethe, Schiller, and the rest.
The influence of Vedanta on European poetry and philosophy is very great. Every good poet is a Vedantin, I
find; and whoever writes some philosophical treatise has to draw upon Vedanta in some shape or other. Only some
of them do not care to admit this indebtedness, and want to establish their complete originality, as Herbert
Spencer and others, for instance. But the majority do openly acknowledge. And how can they help it—in these
days of telegraphs and railways and newspapers?
M. Jules Bois is very modest and gentle, and though a man of ordinary means, he very cordially received me
as a guest into his house in Paris. Now he is accompanying us for travel.
We have two other companions on the journey as far as Constantinople—Pére Hyacinthe and his wife. Pére,
i.e. Father Hyacinthe was a monk of a strict ascetic section of the Roman Catholic Church. His scholarship,
extraordinary eloquence, and great austerities won for him a high reputation in France and in the whole Catholic
Order. The great poet, Victor Hugo, used to praise the French style of two men—one of these was Pére Hyacinthe.
At forty years of age Pére Hyacinthe fell in love with an American woman and eventually married her. This
created a great sensation, and of course the Catholic Order immediately gave him up. Discarding his ascetic garb
of bare feet and loose-fitting cloak, Pére Hyacinthe took up the hat, coat, and boots of the householder and
became Monsieur Loyson. I, however, call him by his former name.
It is an old, old tale, and the matter was the talk of the whole continent. The Protestants received him with
honor, but the Catholics began to hate him. The Pope, in consideration of his attainments, was unwilling to part
with him and asked him to remain a Greek Catholic priest, and not abandon the Roman Church. (The priests of
the Greek Catholic section are allowed to marry but once, but do not get any high position.) Mrs. Loyson,
however, forcibly dragged him out of the Pope’s fold.
In course of time they had children and grandchildren; now the very aged Loyson is going to Jerusalem to try
to establish cordial relations among the Christians and Mussulmans. His wife had perhaps seen many visions that
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Loyson might possibly turn out to be a second Martin Luther and overthrow the Pope’s throne—into the
Mediterranean. But nothing of the kind took place; and the only result was, as the French say, that he was placed
between two stools. But Madame Loyson still cherishes her curious daydreams!
Old Loyson is very affable in speech, modest, and of a distinctly devotional turn of mind. Whenever he meets
me, he holds pretty long talks about various religions and creeds. But being of a devotional temperament, he is a
little afraid of the Advaita.
Madame Loyson’s attitude towards me is, I fear, rather unfavorable. When I discuss with the old man such
topics as renunciation and monasticism etc., all those long-cherished sentiments wake up in his aged breast, and
his wife most probably smarts all the while. Besides, all French people, of both sexes, lay the whole blame on the
wife; they say.
“That woman has spoilt one of our great ascetic monks!”
Madame Loyson is really in a sorry predicament—specially as they live in Paris, in a Catholic country. They
hate the very sight of a married priest; no Catholic would ever tolerate the preaching of religion by a man with
family. And Madame Loyson has a bit of animus also. Once she expressed her dislike of an actress, saying,
“It is very bad of you to live with Mr. So-and-so without marrying him.” The actress immediately retorted,
“I am a thousand times better than you. I live with a common man; it may be, I have not legally married him;
where as you are a great sinner—you have made such a great monk break his religious vows! If you were so
desperately in love with the monk, why, you might as well live as his attending maid; but why did you bring ruin
on him by marrying him and thus converting him into a householder!”
However. I hear all and keep silent. But old Pére Hyacinthe is a really sweet-natured and peaceful man, he is
happy with his wife and family—and what can the whole French people have to say against this? I think
everything would be settled if but his wife climbed down a bit.
But one thing I notice, viz that men and women in every country have different ways of understanding and
judging things. Men have one angle of vision, women another; men argue from one standpoint, women from
another. Men extenuate women and lay the blame on men; while women exonerate men and heap all the blame on
women.
One special benefit I get from the company of these ladies and gentlemen is that, except the one American
lady, no one knows English; talking in English is wholly eschewed,\fn{ A note reads: It is not etiquette in the West to talk in
company any language but one known to all the party} and consequently somehow or other I have to talk as well as hear
French.
*
From Paris our friend Maxim has supplied me with letters of introduction to various places, so that the
countries may be properly seen. Maxim is the inventor of the famous Maxim gun—the gun that sends off a
continuous round of balls and is loaded and discharged automatically without intermission. Maxim is by birth an
American; now he has settled in England, where he has his gun-factories etc. Maxim is vexed if anybody alludes
too frequently to his guns in his presence and says,
“My friend, have I done nothing else except invent that engine of destruction?”
Maxim is an admirer of China and India and is a good writer on religion and philosophy etc. Having read my
works long since, he holds me in great—I should say, excessive—admiration. He supplies guns to all kings and
rulers and is well known in every country, though his particular friend is Li Hung Chang—his special regard is for
China, and his devotion, for Confucianism. He is in the habit of writing occasionally in the newspapers, under
Chinese pseudonyms, against the Christians—about what takes them to China, their real motive, and so forth. He
cannot at all bear the Christian missionaries preaching their religion in China! His wife also is just like her
husband in her regard for China and hatred of Christianity! Maxim has no issue; he is an old man, and immensely
rich.
The tour programme was as follows—from Paris to Vienna, and thence to Constantinople, by rail; then by
steamer to Athens and Greece, then across the Mediterranean to Egypt, then Asia Minor, Jerusalem, and so on.
The Oriental Express runs daily from Paris to Constantinople, and is provided with sleeping, sitting, and dining
accommodations after the American model. Though not perfect like the American cars, they are fairly well
furnished. I am to leave Paris by that train on October 24 (1900).
Today is the 23 rd October; tomorrow evening I am to take leave of Paris. This year Paris is a centre of the
civilized world, for it is the year of the Paris Exhibition, and there has been an assemblage of eminent men and
women from all quarters of the globe. The master minds of all countries have met today in Paris to spread the
glory of their respective countries by means of their genius. The fortunate man whose name the bells of this great
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centre wilt ring today will at the same time crown his country with glory, before the world.
And where art thou, my Motherland, Bengal, in the great capital city swarming with German, French, English,
Italian and other scholars? Who is there to utter thy name? Who is there to proclaim thy existence? From among
that white galaxy of geniuses there stepped forth one distinguished youthful hero to proclaim the name of our
Motherland, Bengal—it was the world-renowned scientist, Dr. J. C. Bose! Alone, the youthful Bengali physicist,
with galvanic quickness, charmed the Western audience today with his splendid genius; that electric charge
infused pulsations of new life into the half-dead body of the Motherland!
At the top of all physicists today is—Jagadish Chandra Bose, an Indian, a Bengali! Well done, hero!
Whichever countries Dr. Bose and his accomplished, ideal wife may visit, everywhere they glorify India—and
fresh laurels to the crown of Bengal. Blessed pair!
And the daily reunion of numbers of distinguished men and women which Mr. Leggett brought about at an
enormous expense in his Parisian mansion, by inviting them to at-homes—that too ends today. All types of
distinguished personages—poets, philosophers, scientists, moralists, politicians, singers, professors, painters,
artists, sculptors, musicians and so on, of both sexes—used to be assembled in Mr. Leggetts’ residence, attracted
by his hospitality and kindness. That incessant outflow of words, clear and limpid like a mountain-fall; that
expression of sentiments emanating from all sides like sparks of fire, bewitching music, the magic current of
thoughts from master minds coming into conflict with one another—which used to hold all spellbound making
them forgetful of time and place—these too shall end.
Everything on earth has an end. Once again I took a round over the Paris Exhibition today—this accumulated
mass of dazzling ideas, like lightning held steady as it were, this unique assemblage of celestial panorama on
earth!
It has been raining in Paris for the last two or three days. During all this time the sun, who is ever kind to
France, has held back his accustomed grace. Perhaps his face has been darkened over with clouds in disgust to
witness the secretly flowing current of sensuality behind this assemblage of arts and artists, learning and learned
folk, or perhaps he has hid his face under a pall of cloud in grief over the impending destruction of this illusive
heaven of parti-colored wood and canvas.
We too shall be happy to escape. The breaking up of the Exhibition is a big affair; the streets of this heaven on
earth, the Eden-like Paris, will be filled with knee-deep mud and mortar. With the exception of one or two main
buildings, all the houses and their parts are but a display of wood and rags and whitewashing—just as the whole
world is! And when they are demolished, the lime-dust flies about and is suffocating; rags and sand etc., make the
streets exceedingly dirty; and, if it rains in addition, it is an awful mess.
*
In the evening of October 24 the train left Paris. The night was dark and nothing could be seen. Monsieur Bois
and myself occupied one compartment—and early went to bed.
On awakening from sleep we found we had crossed the French frontier and entered German territory. I had
already seen Germany thoroughly; but Germany, after France, produces quite a jarring effect. “On the one hand
the moon is setting”\fn{From Kalidasa’s Shakuntalâ}—the world encompassing France is slowly consuming herself in
the fire of contemplated retribution—while on the other hand, centralized, young, and mighty Germany has begun
her upward march above the horizon with rapid strides. On one side is the artistic workmanship of the darkhaired, comparatively short-statured, luxurious, highly civilized French people, to whom art means life; and on
the other, the clumsy daubing, the unskillful manipulation, of tawny-haired, tall, gigantic German[s]. After Paris
there is no other city in the Western world; everywhere it is an imitation of Paris—or at least an attempt at it.
But in France that art is full of grace and ethereal beauty, while in Germany, England, and America the
imitation is coarse and clumsy. Even the application of force on the part of the French is beautiful, as it were,
whereas the attempt of the Germans to display even beauty, is terrible. The countenance of French genius, even
when frowning in anger, is beautiful; that of German genius, even when beaming with smiles, appears frightful, as
it were. French civilization is full of nerve, like camphor or musk—it volatilizes and pervades the room in a
moment; while German civilization is full of muscle; heavy like lead or mercury—it remains motionless and inert
wherever it lies. The German muscle can go on striking small blows untiringly, till death; the French have tender,
feminine bodies, but when they do concentrate and strike, it is a sledge-hammer blow and is irresistible.
The Germans are constructing after the French fashion big houses and mansions, and placing big statues,
equestrian figures, etc., on top of them. But on seeing a double-storied German building one is tempted to ask—is
it a dwelling-house for men, or a stable for elephants and camels, while one mistakes a five-storied French stable
for elephants and horses as a habitation for fairies.
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America is inspired by German ideals; hundreds of thousand Germans are in every town. The language is of
course English, but nevertheless America is being slowly Germanized. Germany is fast multiplying her population
and is exceptionally hardy. Today Germany is the dictator to all Europe, her place is above all! Long before all
other nations, Germany has given man and woman compulsory education, making illiteracy punishable by law,
and today she is enjoying the fruits of that tree. The German army is the foremost in reputation, and Germany has
vowed to become foremost in her navy also. German manufacture of commodities has beaten even England!
German merchandise and the Germans themselves are slowly obtaining a monopoly even in the English colonies.
At the behest of the German Emperor all the nations have ungrudgingly submitted to the lead of the German
Generalissimo in the battlefields of China!
The whole day the train rushed through Germany, till in the afternoon it reached the frontiers of Austria, the
ancient sphere of German supremacy, but now an alien territory. There are certain troubles in traveling through
Europe. In every country enormous duties are levied upon certain things, or some articles of merchandise are the
monopoly of the Government, as for instance, tobacco.
Again in Russia and Turkey, you are totally forbidden to enter without a royal passport; a passport you must
always have. Besides, in Russia and Turkey, all your books and papers will be seized; and when on perusal the
authorities are satisfied that there is nothing in them against the Russian or Turkish Government and religion, then
only they will be returned, otherwise they will all be confiscated.
In other countries your tobacco is a source of great trouble. You must open your chest, and trunk, and packages
for inspection whether they contain tobacco etc., or not. And to come to Constantinople one has to pass through
two big States—Germany and Austria—and many petty ones; the latter had formerly been districts of Turkey, but
later on the independent Christian kings made a common cause and wrested as many of these Christian districts
from Mohammedan hands as they could. The bite of these tiny ants is much worse than even that of the bigger
ones.
*
In the evening of October 25 the train reached Vienna, the capital of Austria. The members of the royal family
in Austria and Russia are styled Archdukes and Archduchesses. Two Archdukes are to get down at Vienna by this
train; and until they have done so, the other passengers are not allowed to get down. So we had to wait. A few
officers in laced uniform and some soldiers with feathered caps were waiting for the Archdukes, who got down
surrounded by them. We too felt relieved and made haste to get down and have our luggage passed. There were
few passengers, and it did not take us much time to show our luggage and have it passed. A hotel had already been
arranged for, and a man from the hotel was waiting for us with a carriage. We reached the hotel duly. It was out of
the question to go out for sight-seeing during the night; so the next morning we started to see the town.
In all hotels, and almost in all the countries of Europe except England and Germany, the French fashion
prevails. They eat twice a day like the Hindus; in the morning by twelve o’clock, and in the evening by eight.
Early in the morning, that is, about eight or nine, they take a little coffee. Tea is very little in vogue except in
England and Russia. The morning meal is called in French déjeuner—that is, breakfast, and the evening meal
diner—that is, dinner.
Tea is very much in use in Russia—it is too cold, and China is near enough. Chinese tea is excellent, and most
of it goes to Russia. The Russian mode of drinking tea is also analogous to the Chinese, that is, without mixing
milk. Tea or coffee become injurious like poison if you mix milk with it. The real tea-drinking races, the Chinese,
Japanese, Russians, and the inhabitants of Central Asia, take tea without milk. Similarly, the original coffeedrinking races, such as the Turks, drink coffee without milk. Only in Russia they put a slice of lemon and a lump
of sugar into the tea. The poor people place a lump of sugar in the mouth and drink tea over it, and when one has
finished drinking, one passes that lump on to another, who repeats the process.
Vienna is a small city after the model of Paris. But the Austrians are German by race. The Austrian Emperor
was hitherto the Emperor of almost the whole of Germany. In the present times, owing to the farsightedness of
King Wilhelm of Prussia, the wonderful diplomacy of his able minister, Bismarck, and the military genius of
General Von Moltke, the King of Prussia is the Emperor of the whole of Germany barring Austria.
Austria, shorn of her glory and robbed of her power, is somehow maintaining her ancient name and prestige.
The Austrian royal line—the Hapsburg Dynasty—is the oldest and most aristocratic dynasty in Europe. It was this
Austrian dynasty which hitherto ruled Germany as Emperors—Germany, whose princes are seated on the thrones
of almost all the countries of Europe, and whose petty feudatory chiefs even occupy the thrones of such powerful
empires as England and Russia. The desire for that honor and prestige Austria still cherishes in full, only she lacks
the power. Turkey is called “the sick man” of Europe; then Austria should be called “the sick dame”. Austria
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belongs to the Catholic sect, and until recently the Austrian Empire used to be called “the Holy Roman Empire”.
Modern Germany has a preponderance of Protestants.
The Austrian Emperor has always been the right-hand man of the Pope, his faithful follower, and the leader of
the Roman Catholic sect. Now the Austrian Emperor is the only Catholic Ruler in Europe; France, the eldest
daughter of the Catholic Church, is now a Republic, while Spain and Portugal are downfallen! Italy has given
only room enough for the Papal throne to be established, robbing the Pope’s entire splendor and dominion;
between the King of Italy and the Pope of Rome there is no love lost, they cannot bear each other’s sight. Rome,
the capital of the Pope, is now the capital of Italy. The King lives in the Pope’s ancient palace which he has
seized, and the ancient Italian kingdom of the Pope is now confined within the precincts of the Vatican.
But the Pope has still great influence in religious matters—and the chief supporter of this is Austria. As a result
of the struggle against Austria—against the age-long thralldom of Austria, the ally of the Pope—up rose modern
Italy. Consequently Austria is against Italy—against, because she lost her. Unfortunately, however, young Italy,
under England’s misdirection, set herself to create a powerful army and navy.
But where was the money? So, involved in debt, Italy is on the way to ruin; and to her misfortune, she brought
on herself a fresh trouble by proceeding to extend her empire in Africa. Defeated by the Abyssinian monarch, she
has sunk down, bereft of glory and prestige. Prussia in the meantime defeated Austria in a great war and thrust her
off to a great distance. Austria is slowly dying, while Italy has similarly fettered herself by the misuse of her new
life.
The Austrian royal line is still the proudest of all European royal families. It boasts of being a very ancient and
very aristocratic dynasty. The marriages and other connections of this line are contracted with the greatest
circumspection, and no such relationship can be established with families that are not Roman Catholic. It was the
glamour of a connection with this line that led to the fall of Napoleon the Great. Quaintly enough, he took it into
his head to marry a daughter of some noble royal family and found a great dynasty through a succession of
descendants. The hero who, questioned as to his pedigree, had replied, “I owe the title to my nobility to none; I
am to be the founder of a great dynasty”—that is to say, that he would originate a powerful dynasty, and that he
was not born to glorify himself with the borrowed plumes of some ancestor—that hero fell into this abyss of
family prestige.
The divorce of the Empress Josephine, the defeat of the Austrian Emperor in battle and taking his daughter to
wife, the marriage of Bonaparte in great pomp with Marie Louise, the Princess of Austria, the birth of a son, the
installation qf the new-born babe as the King of Rome, the fall of Napoleon, the enmity of his father-in-law,
Leipsig, Waterloo, St. Helena, Empress Marie Louise living in her father’s house with her child, the marriage of
Napoleon’s royal consort with an ordinary soldier, the death of his only son, the King of Rome, in the house of his
maternal grandfather—all these are well known incidents of history.
Fallen in a comparatively weakened condition, France is now ruminating on her past glory—nowadays there
are very many books on Napoleon. Dramatists like Sardou are writing many dramas on Napoleon dead and gone;
and actresses like Madam Bernhardt and Réjane are performing those plays every night before bumper houses.
Recently Madame Bernhardt has created a great attraction in Paris by playing a drama entitled L‘aiglon (the
Young Eagle). ..
The young Eagle is the only son of Napoleon, practically interned in his maternal grandfather’s residence, the
Palace of Vienna. The Austrian Emperor’s minister, the Machiavellian Matternich, is always careful not to allow
the tales of heroism of his father to enter into the boys mind. But a few of Bonaparte’s veterans contrived to get
themselves admitted into the boy’s service in the Schonbrunn Palace, incognito; their idea was to somehow take
the boy over to France and found the Bonaparte line by driving out the Bourbons reinstated by the combined
European potentates. The child was the son of a great hero, and very soon that latent heroism woke up in him to
hear the glorious tales of battle of his father. One day the boy fled from the Schonbrunn Palace accompanied by
the conspirators. But Matternich’s keen intellect had already scented the matter, and he cut off the journey. The
son of Bonaparte was carried back to the Schonbrunn Palace and the Young Eagle, with his wings tied, as it were,
very soon died of a broken heart!
This Schonbrunn Palace is an ordinary palace. Of course, the rooms etc., are lavishly decorated; in one of them
perhaps one meets with only Chinese workmanship, in another only works of Hindu art, in a third the productions
of some other country, and so on; and the garden attached to the Palace is very charming indeed. But all the
people that now go to visit this palace go there with the object of seeing the room where Bonaparte’s son used to
lie, or his study or the room in which he died, and so forth. Many thoughtless French men and women are
interrogating the guard, which room belonged to “L’aiglon”, which bed did “L’aiglon” use to occupy, and so on.
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What silly questions, these! The Austrians only know that he was the son of Bonaparte, and the relation was
established by forcibly taking their girl in marriage; that hatred they have not yet forgotten. The Prince was a
grandchild of the Emperor, and homeless, so they could not help giving him a shelter, but they could give him no
such title as “King of Rome”; only being the grandson of the Austrian Emperor, he was an Archduke, that was all.
It may be that you French people have now written a book on him, making him the Young Eagle; and the addition
of imaginary settings and the genius of Madame Bernhardt have created a great interest in the story; but how
should an Austrian guard know that name? Besides, that book states that the Austrian Emperor, on the advice of
his minister Metternich, in a way killed Napoleon’s son!
Hearing the name “L’aiglon”, the guard put on a long face and went on showing the rooms and other things
thoroughly disgusted at heart; what else could he do?— it was too much for him to give up the tips. Moreover, in
countries like Austria etc., the military department is too poorly paid, they have to live almost on a bare pittance;
of course they are allowed to go back home after a few years’ service.
The guard’s countenance darkened as an expression of his patriotism, but the hand instinctively moved towards
the tip. The French visitors put some silver pieces into the guards’ hand and returned home, talking of L’aiglon
and abusing Metternich, while the guard shut the doors with a long salute. In his heart he must have given sweet
names to the ancestors of the whole French people.
The thing most worth seeing in Vienna is the Museum, specially the Scientific Museum, an institution of great
benefit to the student. There is a fine collection of the skeletons of various species of ancient extinct animals. In
the Art Gallery, paintings by Dutch artists form the major portion. In the Dutch school, there is very little attempt
at suggestiveness; this school is famous for its exact copy of natural objects and creatures. One artist has spent
years over the drawing of a basketful of fish, or a lump of flesh, or a tumbler of water—and that fish, or flesh. or
water in the tumbler is wonderful. But the female figures of the Dutch school look just like athletes.
There is of course German scholarship and German intellectuality in Vienna, but the causes which helped the
gradual decay of Turkey are at work here also—that is to say, the mixture of various races and languages. The
population of Austria proper speaks German; the people of Hungary belong to the Tartar stock, and have a
different language; while there are some who are Greek-speaking and are Christians belonging to the Greek
Church. Austria has not the power to fuse together so many different sects. Hence she has fallen.
In the present times a huge wave of nationalism is sweeping over Europe, where people speaking the same
tongue, professing the same religion, and belonging to the same race want to unite together. Wherever such union
is being effectively accomplished, there is greater power being manifested; and where this is impossible, death is
inevitable. After the death of the present Austrian Emperor, Germany will surely try to absorb the Germanspeaking portion of the Austrian Empire—and Russia and others are sure to oppose her; so there is the possibility
of a dreadful war.
The present Emperor being very old, that catastrophe may take place very early. The German Emperor is
nowadays an ally of the Sultan of Turkey; and when Germany will attempt to seize Austrian territory, Turkey,
which is Russia’s enemy, will certainly offer some resistance to Russia; so the German Emperor is very friendly
towards Turkey.
Three days in Vienna were sufficient to tire me. To visit Europe after Paris is like tasting an inferior
preparation after a sumptuous feast—that dress and style of eating, that same fashion everywhere; throughout the
land you meet with that same black suit and the same queer hat—disgusting! Besides, you have clouds above, and
this swarm of people with black hats and black coats below—one feels suffocated, as it were. All Europe is
gradually taking up that same style of dress, and that same mode of living! It is a law of nature that such are the
symptoms of death! By hundreds of years of drill, our ancestors have so fashioned us that we all clean our teeth,
wash our face, eat our meals, and do everything in the same way, and the result is that we have gradually become
mere automata; the life has gone out, and we are moving about simply like so many machines!
Machines never say “yea” or “nay”, never trouble their heads about anything; they move on “in the way their
forefathers have gone”, and then rot and die. The Europeans too will share the same fate! The course of time is
ever changing! If all people take to the same dress, same food, same manner of talking, and same everything,
gradually they will become like so many machines, will gradually tread the path their forefathers have trod, and as
an inevitable consequence of that—they will rot and die!
*
On the 28th October, at 9 p.m., we again took that Orient Express train, which reached Constantinople on the
30th. These two nights and one day the train ran through, Hungary, Serbia, and Bulgaria.
The people of Hungary are subjects of the Austrian Emperor, whose title, however, is “Emperor of Austria and
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King of Hungary”. The Hungarians and Turks are of the same race, akin to the Tibetans. The Hungarians entered
Europe along the north of the Caspian Sea, while the Turks slowly occupied Europe through the western borders
of Persia and through Asia Minor. The people of Hungary are Christians, and the Turks are Mohammedans, but
the martial spirit characteristic of Tartar blood is noticeable in both. The Hungarians have fought again and again
for separation from Austria and are now but nominally united. The Austrian Emperor is King of Hungary in name
only. The capital, Budapest, is a very neat and beautiful city. The Hungarians are a pleasure-loving race and fond
of music, and you will find Hungarian bands all over Paris.
Serbia, Bulgaria, and the rest were districts of Turkey and have become practically independent after the
Russo-Turkish War; but the Sultan of Turkey is yet their Emperor; and Serbia and Bulgaria have no right
regarding foreign affairs. There are three civilized nations in Europe—the French, the Germans, and the English.
The rest are almost as badly off as we are, and the majority of them are so uncivilized that you can find no race in
Asia so degraded. Throughout Serbia and Bulgaria you find the same mud houses, and people dressed in tattered
rags, and heaps of filth and I was almost inclined to think I was back to India!
Again, as they are Christians they must have a number of hogs; and a single hog will make a place more dirty
than two hundred barbarous men will be able to do. Living in a mud house with mud roof, with tattred rags on his
person, and surrounded by hogs—there you have your Serb or Bulgarian! After much bloodshed and many wars,
they have thrown off the yoke of Turkey; but along with this they have got a serious disadvantage—they must
construct their army after the European model, otherwise the existence of not one of them is safe for a day. Of
course, sooner or later they will all one day be absorbed by Russia; but even this two days’ existence is impossible
without an army. So they must have conscription.
In an evil hour did France suffer defeat from Germany.\fn{ A reference to the Franco-Prussian War of 1870:H } Through
anger and fear she made every citizen a soldier. Every man must serve for some time in the army and learn the
military science; there is no exemption for anybody. He must have to live in the barracks for three years and learn
to fight, shouldering his gun, be he a millionaire by birth. The government will provide for his food and clothing,
and the salary will be a centime (one pice) a day. After this he must be always ready for active service for two
years at his home; and another fifteen years he must be ready to present himself for service, at the first call.
Germany set a lion to fury, so she too had to be ready. In other countries also conscription has been introduced
in mutual dread of one another—so throughout Europe, excepting only England. England, being an island, is
continually strengthening her navy, but who knows if the lessons of the Boer War will not force her to introduce
conscription. Russia has the largest population of all, so she can amass the biggest army in Europe.
Now, the titular states, like Serbia and Bulgaria, which the European Powers are creating by dismembering
Turkey—they, too, as soon as they are born, must have up-to-date trained and well-equipped armies and guns etc.
But who is to ultimately supply the funds? Consequently the peasants have had to put on tattered rags—while in
the towns you will find soldiers dressed in gorgeous uniforms. Throughout Europe there is a craze for soldiers—
soldiers everywhere.
Still, liberty is one thing and slavery another; even the best work loses its charm if one is forced to do it by
another. Without the idea of personal responsibility, no one can achieve anything great. Freedom with but one
meal a day and tattered rags on is a million times better than slavery in gold chains. A slave suffers the miseries of
hell both here and hereafter. The people of Europe joke about the Serbs and Bulgarians etc. and taunt them with
their mistakes and shortcomings. But can they attain proficiency all in a day, after so many years of servitude?
Mistakes they are bound to commit—ay, by the hundreds—but they will learn through these mistakes and set
them right when they have learnt. Give him responsibility and the weakest man will become strong, and the
ignorant man sagacious.
*
The train is traversing Hungary, Rumania, and other countries. Among the races that inhabit the moribund
Austrian Empire, the Hungarians yet possess vitality. All the races of Europe, except one or two small ones,
belong to the great stock which European scholars term the Indo-European or Aryan race. The Hungarians are
among the few races which do not speak a Sanskritic language.
The Hungarians and Turks, as already stated, belong to the same race. In comparatively modern times this very
powerful race established their sovereignty in Asia apd Europe. The country now called Turkistan, lying to the
north of the Western Himalayas and the Hindukush range, was the original home of these Turks. The Turkish
name for that country is Chagwoi. The Mogul dynasty of Delhi, the present Persian royalty, the dynasty of the
Turkish Sultan of Constantinople, and the Hungarians have all gradually extended their dominion from that
country, beginning with India, and pushing right up to Europe, and even today these dynasties style themselves as
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Chagwois and speak a common language.
Of course these Turks were uncivilized ages ago and used to roam, with herds of sheep, horses, and cattle,
taking their wives and children and every earthly possession with them, and encamp for some time wherever they
could find enough pasture for their beasts. And when grass and water ran short there, they used to remove
somewhere else. Even now many families of this race lead nomadic lives in this way in Central Asia. They have
got a perfect similarity with the races of Central Asia as regards language, but some difference in point of
physiognomy. The Turk’s face resembles that of the Mongolian in the shape of the head and in the prominence of
the cheekbone, but the Turk’s nose is not flat, but rather long, and the eyes are straight and large, though the space
between the eyes is comparatively wide, as with the Mongolians. It appears that from a long time past Aryan and
Semitic blood has found its way into this Turkish race.
From time immemorial the Turks have been exceedingly fond of war. And the mixture with them of Sanskritspeaking races and the people of Kandahar and Persia has produced the war-loving races such as the Afghans,
Khiljis, Hazaras, Barakhjais, Usufjais, etc., to whom war is a passion and who have frequently oppressed India. In
very ancient times this Turkish race repeatedly conquered the western provinces of India and founded extensive
kingdoms. They were Buddhists, or would turn Buddhists after occupying Indian territory. In the ancient history
of Kashmir there is mention of these famous Turkish Emperors, Hushka, Yushka and Kanishka. It was this
Kanishka who founded the Northern school of Buddhism called the Mahayana.
Long after, the majority of them took to Mohammedanism and completely devastated the chief Buddhistic
seats of Central Asia such as Kandahar and Kabul. Before their conversion to Mohammedanism they used to
imbibe the learning and culture of the countries they conquered, and by assimilating the culture of other countries
would try to propagate civilization. But ever since they became Mohammedans, they have only the instinct for
war left in them; they have not got the least vestige of learning and culture; on the contrary, the countries that
come under their sway gradually have their civilization extinguished.
In many places of modern Afghanistan and Kandahar etc., there yet exist wonderful Stupas, monasteries.
temples and gigantic statues built by their Buddhistic ancestors. As a result of Turkish admixture and their
conversion to Mohammedanism, those temples etc. are almost in ruins, and the present Afghans and allied races
have grown so uncivilized and illiterate that far from imitating those ancient works of architecture, they believe
them to be the creation of supernatural spirits like the jinn etc., and are firmly convinced that such great
undertakings are beyond the power of man to accomplish. The principal cause of the present degradation of Persia
is that the royal line belongs to the powerful, uncivilized Turkish stock, whereas the subjects are the descendants
of the highly civilized ancient Persians, who were Aryans.
In this way the Empire of Constantinople—the last political arena of the Greeks and Romans, the descendants
of civilized Aryans—has been ruined under the blasting feet of powerful, barbarous Turkey. The Mogul Emperors
of India were the only exceptions to this rule; perhaps that was due to an admixture of Hindu ideas and Hindu
blood. In the chronicles of Rajput bards and minstrels, all the Mohammedan dynasties who conquered India are
styled as Turks. This is a very correct appellation, for, of whatever races the conquering Mohammedan armies
might be made up, the leadership was always vested in the Turks alone.
What is called the Mohammedan invasion, conquest or colonization of India means only this: that, under the
leadership of Mohammedan Turks who were renegades from Buddhism, those sections of the Hindu race who
continued in the faith of their ancestors were repeatedly conquered by the other section of that very race who also
were renegades from Buddhism or the Vedic religion and served under the Turks, having been forcibly converted
to Mohammedanism by their superior strength. Of course, the language of the Turks has, like their physiognomy,
been considerably mixed up; specially those sections that have gone farthest from their native place Chagwoi
have got the most hybrid form of language. This year the Shah of Persia visited the Paris Exhibition and returned
to his country by rail via Constantinople. Despite the immense difference in time and place, the Sultan and the
Shah talked with each other in their ancient Turkish mother tongue. But the Sultan’s Turkish was mixed up with
Persian, Arabic, and a few Greek words, while that of the Shah was comparatively pure.
In ancient times these Chagwoi Turks were divided into two sections; one was called the “white sheep” and the
other, “black sheep”. But these sections started from their birthplace on the north of Kashmir, tending their flocks
of sheep and ravaging countries till they reached the shore of the Caspian Sea. The “white sheep” penetrated into
Europe along the north of the Caspian Sea and founded the Kingdom of Hungary, seizing a fragment of the
Roman Empire then almost in ruins, while the “black sheep”, advancing along the south of the Caspian Sea,
gradually occupied the western portion of Persia and, crossing the Caucasus, by degrees made themselves masters
of Arabian territory such as Asia Minor and so forth; gradually they seized the throne of the Caliph, and bit by bit
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annexed the small remnant of the western Roman Empire.
In very remote ages these Turks were great snake-worshippers. Most probably it was these dynasties whom the
ancient Hindus used to designate as Nagas and Takshakas. Later on they became Buddhists; and afterwards they
very often used to embrace the religion of any particular country they might conquer at any particular time. In
comparatively recent times, of the two sections we are speaking about, the “white sheep” conquered the
Christians and became converts to Christianity, while the “black sheep” conquered the Mohammedans and
adopted their religion. But in their Christianity or Mohammedanism one may even now trace on research the
strata of serpent-worship and of Buddhism.
The Hungarians, though Turks by race and language, are Christians—Roman Catholics—in religion. In the
past, religious fanaticism had no respect for any tie—neither the tie of language, nor that of blood, nor that of
country. The Hungarians are ever the deadly enemies of Turkey; and but for the Hungarians’ aid, Christian states,
such as Austria etc., would not have been able to maintain their existence on many an occasion. In modern times,
owing to the spread of education and the discovery of Linguistics and Ethnology, people are being more attracted
to the kinship of language and blood, while religious solidarity is gradually slackening. For this reason, among the
educated Hungarians and Turks there is growing up a feeling of racial unity.
Though forming a part of the Austrian Empire, Hungary has nevertheless tried repeatedly to cut off from her.
The result of many revolutions and rebellions has been that Hungary is now only nominally a province of the
Austrian Empire, but practically independent in all respects. The Austrian Emperor is styled “the Emperor of
Austria and King of Hungary”. Hungary manages all her internal affairs independently of Austria and in these the
subjects have full power. The Austrian Emperor continues to be a titular leader here, but even this bit of relation, it
appears, will not last long. Skill in war, magnanimity, and other characteristic virtues of the Turkish race are
sufficiently present in the Hungarian also. Besides, not being converted to Mohammedanism they do not consider
such heavenly arts as music etc., as the devil’s snare, and consequently the Hungarians are great adepts in music
and are renowned for this all over Europe.
Formerly I had the notion that people of cold climates did not take hot chilies, which was merely a bad habit of
warm climate people. But the habit of taking chilies, which we observed to begin with Hungary and which
reached its climax in Rumania and Bulgaria etc., appeared to me to beat even your South Indians.
248.109 Presidential Address To The Indian National Congress: “The Future Of India”\fn{by The Right Honorable,
Sir Satyendra Prasanno Sinha, 1st Baron Sinha of Raipur, KCSI, PC, KC (1863-1928)} Raipur, Raipur District, Chhattisgarh
State, India (M) 10
1
Brother Delegates, Ladies and Gentlemen:
My first duty today is again to lay at the feet of our august and beloved Sovereign our unswerving fealty, our
unshaken allegiance, and our enthusiastic homage. His Majesty has been with our soldiers on the battlefield. His
son shares with them all the hardships of war. And we desire to express our gratitude to Almighty God for
shielding our beloved Emperor and enabling him to endure with fortitude the physical suffering inseparable from
his recent accident\fn{He was seriously injured on October 28, 1915 when thrown by his horse at a troop review in France:W } and
restoring him to a devoted people in renewed health and strength. Long may he live to lead his people and
promote their happiness and prosperity.
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The question which, above all others, is engrossing our minds at the present moment is the War, and the
supreme feeling which arises in our minds is one of deep admiration for the self-imposed burden which England’s
bearing in the struggle for liberty and freedom, and a feeling of profound pride that India has not fallen behind
other portions of the British Empire, but has stood shoulder to shoulder with them by the side of the Imperial
Mother in the hour of her sorest trial.
In the great galaxy of heroes, in the imperishable Roll of Honor, there are now, and there will never cease to
be, beloved Indian names testifying to the fact that our people would rather die unsullied than outlive the disgrace
of surrender to a bastard civilization.\fn{ He is speaking of the Germans:H} Our conviction is firm that, by the guidance
of that divine spirit which shapes the destiny of nations, the cause of right will ultimately prevail and the close of
the struggle will usher in a new era in the history of the human race.
My next duty is to convey our unstinted admiration and our heartfelt gratitude to those of our brethren who
have been shedding their blood in the battlefields of Europe, Asia and Africa, in defense of the Empire. The War
has given India an opportunity, as nothing else could have done, of demonstrating the courage, bravery and
tenacity of her troops, even when pitted against the best organized armies of the world, and also the capacity of
her sons of all classes, creeds and nationalities to rise as one people under the stimulus of an overpowering
emotion. That the wave of loyalty which has swept over India has touched the hearts of all classes has been
ungrudgingly admitted even by unfriendly critics. The Bengali is just as anxious to fight under the banner of his
Majesty the King-Emperor as the Sikh and the Pathan, and those of them to whom an opportunity has been given
to serve either in ambulance, postal or dispatch work, have shown as great a disregard of danger and devotion to
duty as others employed in the more arduous work of fighting.
India has risen to the occasion, and her princes and peoples have vied with each other in rallying round the
imperial standard at a time when the enemies of the Empire counted on disaffection and internal troubles. The
spectacle affords a striking proof as much of the wisdom of those statesmen who have in recent years guided the
destiny of the British Empire in India as of the fitness of the Indian people to grasp the dignity and the
responsibilities of citizenship of a world-wide Empire. Nor must we forget to tender to the families of those who
have laid down their lives in the glorious cause our sincere and respectful sympathy.
*
Brother Delegates: doubts have been expressed in some quarters as to the wisdom of the Congress assembling
while the War is still going on. It has been suggested that discussion of political problems might be misconstrued
as an attempt to advance individual national interests at a time of Imperial stress. I do not think that such
apprehensions are well-founded. If we had any doubt as to the ultimate success of England, we might well
hesitate to discuss questions which can only arise after the War is over and peace is concluded.
We want to make it perfectly clear that there is no one among us willing to cause the slightest embarrassment
to the Government. We seek to make no capital out of the service so ungrudgingly rendered by our countrymen to
the Empire. There is not, I trust, a single person in our camp who expects reforms as the price or the reward of our
loyalty. That loyalty would indeed be a poor thing if it proceeded from a lively sense of favors to come.
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Nor could any serious and responsible Indian publicist advocate that as the result of the War there should be a
sudden and violent breakage in the evolution of political institutions in India. The problem before us is how,
without asking for any violent departure from the line of constitutional development which farsighted states-men
—English and Indian—desire for India, we can still press for a substantial advance towards the development of
free institutions in this country.
It is our earnest hope that the spontaneous outburst of loyalty throughout the country has dispelled forever all
sense of distrust and suspicion between us and our rulers, and that, after the War is over, British officials will
consider it their duty not so much to administer our affairs efficiently as to train the people themselves to
administer them, and that, with this change of spirit, the people will also begin to look upon these officials as
zealous coadjutors in the task of their political self-development.
This brings me naturally to what has been a burning topic in the Congress for many years, which has led to
bitter differences and fierce dissensions, and with regard to which you are entitled to ask my views—our political
ideal, our duties in the present, and our prospects in the future.
2
What, to begin with should be the political ideal of India?
To some, the raising of the question may seem to be unnecessary and at best academic and, to others,
positively mischievous. To me, however, it seems that the greatest danger in the path of the future well-being of
the country is the want of such a reasoned ideal of our future as would satisfy the aspirations and ambitions of the
rising generations of India, and at the same time meet with the approval of those to whose hands our destinies are
committed.
It is my belief that a rational and inspiring ideal will arrest the insidious and corrupting influence of the real
enemies of our Motherland, even if it is not able to root out from the land that malignant mental disease which has
been called anarchism, and whose psychology it is so difficult to analyze. It must be obvious to all sincere and
impartial judges that no mandate, whether of the Government or of the Congress, will be able to still the
throbbing pain in the soul of a wakening India, unless the ideal which is held up by the Congress and accepted by
the Government commends itself first to the heart and then to the head.
It seems to me that the only satisfactory form of self-Government to which India aspires cannot be anything
short of what President Lincoln so pithily described as “government of the people, for the people, and by the
people.”
When I say this, I do not for one moment imply that the British Government is not the best Government we
have had for ages. We have only to look round to see the manifold blessings which have been brought to this
country by that Government. But as a British Premier early in this century very truly observed, “good government
cannot be a substitute for self-Government.” Says a recent writer in a well-known British periodical:
Every Englishman is aware that on no account, not if he were to be governed by an angel from heaven, would he
surrender that most sacred of all his rights, the right of making his own laws. … He would not be an Englishman, he
would not be able to look English fields and trees in the face, if he had parted with that right. Laws in themselves have
never counted for much. There have been beneficent despots and wise law-givers in all ages who have increased the
prosperity and probably the contentment and happiness of their subjects, but yet their government has not stimulated
the moral and intellectual capacity latent in citizenship or fortified its character or enlarged its understanding. There is
more hope for the future of mankind in the least and faintest impulse towards self-help, self-realization, selfredemption than in any of the laws that Aristotle ever dreamt of.

The ideal, therefore, of self-government is one that is not based merely on emotion and sentiment, but on the
lessons of history.
I believe in all sincerity that such has been the ideal which the British Government itself has entertained and
cherished almost from the commencement of British rule in India. Generations of statesmen have repeatedly laid
down that policy, solemn declarations of successive sovereigns have graciously endorsed it, and Acts of
Parliament have given it legislative sanction. As late as the 8th day of October this year, his Excellency the
Viceroy, addressing a large number of representative officials at the United Service Club of Simla, said:
England has instilled into this country the culture and civilization of the West with all its ideals of liberty and selfrespect. It is not enough for her now to consider only the material outlook of India. It is necessary for her to cherish the
aspirations, of which she has herself sown the seed, and English officials are gradually awakening to the fact that high
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as were the aims and remarkable the achievements of their predecessors, a still nobler task lies before them in the
present and the future in guiding the uncertain and faltering steps of Indian development along sure and safe paths. The
new role of guide, philosopher and friend is opening before you and it is worthy of your greatest efforts. It requires in
you gifts of imagination and sympathy, and imposes upon you self-sacrifice, for it means that slowly but surely you
must divest yourselves of some of the power you have hitherto wielded.
Let it be realized that great as has been England’s mission in the past, she has a far more glorious task to fulfill in
the future, in encouraging and guiding the political self-development of the people. The goal to which India may attain
is still distant and there may be many vicissitudes in her path, but I look forward with confidence to a time when,
strengthened by character and self-respect and bound by ties of affection and gratitude, India may be regarded as a true
friend of the Empire and not merely as a trusty dependent. The day for the complete fulfillment of this ideal is not yet,
but it is to this distant vista that the British official should turn his eyes, and he must grasp the fact that it is by this
future success in this direction that British prestige and efficiency will be judged.

Those noble words of Lord Hardinge, which must still be ringing in our ears, are not the idle speculations of an
irresponsible enthusiast, but the well-considered pronouncement of a statesman who, after guiding the ship of
state during a period of unprecedented storm and stress, sends forth this message both to his own countrymen and
to us.
Lest there be any among us of so little faith as to doubt the real meaning of those memorable words, or any
Englishman inclined to whittle down the meaning of this promise, I hope there will be an authentic and definite
proclamation with regard to which there will be no evasion or misunderstanding possible. So far as we are
concerned, there is no real reason for mistrust—for this policy proclaimed so long ago and repeated so recently
has been fruitful of innumerable beneficent results. Officials, even the highest, may sometimes have spoken or
even acted in a different spirit, but England always did and does still consider it her glorious mission to raise this
once great country from her fallen position to her ancient status among the nations of the earth, and she enjoins
every English official in India to consider himself as a trustee bound to make over his charge to the rightful owner
the moment the latter attains to years of discretion.
*
But are there any among us who, while accepting his Excellency’s message of hope, are disposed to demur to
the qualification therein expressed, namely, that the goal is not yet.
If so, I do not hesitate to express my entire disagreement, because I would sooner take the risk of displeasing
than injuring my countrymen. I am fortified in my opinion when I find that almost every prominent leader of the
Congress has labored to impress upon all true lovers of our country that the path is long and devious and that we
shall have to tread weary steps before we get to the promised land.
“Day will not break the sooner because we get up before the twilight.” The end will not come by impatience. I
maintain that no true friend of India will place the ideal of self-government before us without this necessary
qualification. It inevitably makes passionate youth anxious to avoid the steep and weary path, take to dangerous
and even fatal short-cuts, for it is undoubtedly true that impetuous youth finds it is easier to die for a glorious
ideal than to live and work for it with steady patience and persistent self-sacrifice.
I yield to none in my desire for self-Government, but I recognize that there is a wide gulf between desire and
attainment.
3
When I accepted my nomination for this chair I knew—as all of you must have known—that I was not likely
to be able to suggest any specific measures of reform other than those so long advocated by this Congress. But I
felt—I trust without undue presumption—that having been in the inner Councils of the Government for however
short a time, it was peculiarly my duty to act as your spokesman on this occasion.
It is in that belief that I appeal to the British nation to declare their ungrudging approval of the goal to which
we aspire and their inflexible resolution to equip India for her journey to that goal and to furnish her escort on the
long and weary road. Such a declaration will be the most distinguished way of making their appreciation of
India’s services and sacrifices—her loyalty and her devotion to the Empire. Such a declaration will touch the heart
and appeal to the imagination of the people far more than any mere specific political reforms.
These latter may fall short of the high expectations raised by utterances of responsible English statesmen as to
the future place of India in the Empire and cause general disappointment. But an authoritative declaration of
policy on the lines I suggest will, without causing such disappointment, carry conviction to the minds of the
people that the pace of administrative reforms will be reasonably accelerated and that henceforth it will be only a
question of patient preparation.
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The most appropriate opportunity for such a declaration will be the moment when the victory of England and
her Allies will establish forever the triumph of free institutions over old-world doctrines of military absolutism.
Let me not say that all that is wanted, all that would satisfy us, is a mere declaration of policy; what I do say is
that there should be a frank and full statement of the policy of government as regards the future of India, so that
hope may come where doubt spreads its darkening shadow, and that steps should be taken to move towards selfgovernment by the gradual development of popular control over all departments of Government and by the
removal of disabilities and restrictions under which we labor both in our country and in other parts of the British
Empire.
I have great pleasure in availing myself of this opportunity to acknowledge with gratitude two recent measures
which, though not exactly steps towards self-government, amount to some recognition of India’s place in the
Empire. The first, thanks to the statesmanlike efforts of Lord Hardinge, is the partial amelioration of the condition
of Indian emigrants in South Africa and the other is the acceptance by Lord Hardinge’s Government of my friend
the Honorable Mr. Shafi’s resolution for an official representation of India at the Imperial Conference. I would,
however, venture to suggest that in addition to the official representative, one or two of the Indian Princes who
have rendered such conspicuous service to the Empire might fittingly represent the great Continent of India. The
delegation of one or two distinguished Indian Chiefs to the Imperial Conference will, in addition to other honors
no doubt in store for them, be a just recognition of their pre-eminent services and will gratify public opinion
throughout the length and breadth of India.
*
Coming to domestic politics, I do not think it necessary that I should on the present occasion deal in detail with
the various concrete measures which the Congress advocates as an effective advance towards self-government on
lines suited to India’s special requirements. A decisive advance towards provincial autonomy, the liberalisation of
the Council Regulations, establishment of elective as opposed to non-official majorities, an increase of their
powers of control, specially in regard to finance, a larger representation of Indians in the various executive
Councils as also in the Council of the Secretary of State, the admission of larger numbers of Indians to all the
higher branches of the public services, the long-delayed separation of judicial and executive functions, the
expansion of primary, scientific and technical education, the abolition of indentured labor and the improvement of
the position of Indians in other parts of the Empire—these are reforms which have long been urged and will be
dealt with by you so far as you think necessary.
I am afraid, however, most of them must stand over for adjustment till peace is in sight. I will content myself
with dealing as shortly as I can with three specific matters which have become increasingly urgent and with
regard to which there is a practical unanimity of opinion. They are:
Firstly—The question of commissions in the army and military training for the people.
Secondly—The extension of local self-government.
Thirdly—The development of our commerce, industries and agriculture.
4
There can be no true sense of citizenship where there is no sense of responsibility for the defense of one’s own
country. “If there is trouble, others will quiet it down. If there is riot, others will subdue it. If there is danger,
others will face it. If our country is in peril, others will defend it.” When a people feel like this, it indicates that
they have got to a stage when all sense of civic responsibility has been crushed out of them, and the system which
is responsible for this feeling is inconsistent with the self-respect of normal human beings.
I shall be the first to acknowledge that various steps have been and are being taken by the Government to
promote the right spirit of self-help in the country, but I feel that hitherto the Government has not only ignored but
has put positive obstacles in the way of the people acquiring or retaining a spirit of national self-help in this the
most essential respect.
For what is the present condition of things in this respect? Except certain warlike races like the Sikhs and
Rajputs, the people generally are debarred from receiving any kind of military training. Not only are they not
allowed enlistment in the ranks of His Majesty’s Army, but they are even precluded from joining any volunteer
corps. Even with regard to the classes of men—Sikhs and Rajputs, Gurkhas and Pathans, etc.—who are taken into
the regular army for the simple reason that the number of English troops is not in itself sufficient to maintain
peace and order in this country—it is an inflexible rule that though they may now obtain the highest badge of
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valor, viz., the Victoria Cross, not one of them can receive a Commission in His Majesty’s Army—irrespective of
birth or bravery, education or efficiency.
While the humblest European and even the West Indian Negro has the right to carry arms, the law of the land
denies even to the most law-abiding and respectable Indian the privilege of possessing or carrying arms of any
description except as a matter of special concession and indulgence, often depending on the whim and caprice of
unsympathetic officials. To my mind the mere statement of the present system ought to be sufficient to secure its
condemnation. Let me proceed to state shortly what changes we consider essential to remedy this state of things.
Firstly—We ask for the right to enlist in the regular army, irrespective of race or province of origin, but subject
only to prescribed tests of physical fitness.
Secondly—We ask that the commissioned ranks of the Indian Army should be thrown open to all classes of
His Majesty’s subjects, subject to fair, reasonable and adequate physical and educational tests, and that a military
college or colleges should be established in India where proper military training can be received by those of our
countrymen who will have the good fortune to receive His Majesty’s Commission.
Thirdly—We ask that all classes of His Majesty’s subjects should be allowed to join as volunteers, subject of
course to such rules and regulations as will ensure proper control and discipline; and,
Fourthly—that the invidious distinctions under the Arms Act should be removed.
This has no real connection with the three previous claims, but I deal with it together with the others as all
these disabilities are justified on the same ground of political expedience.
I take leave to point out, that it is not correct, at any rate at the present time, to assert of any sections of the
Indian people that they are wanting in such physical courage and manly virtues as to render them incapable of
bearing arms. But even if it were so, is it not the obvious duty of England so to train them as to remove this
incapacity, as they are trying to remove so many others, especially if it be the case, as there is some reason to
believe it is, that it is English rule which has brought them to such a pass?
England has ruled this country for considerably over 150 years now, and surely it cannot be a matter of pride to
her at the end of this period that the withdrawal of her rule would mean chaos and anarchy and would have the
country an easy prey to any foreign adventurers. There are some of our critics who never fail to remind us that if
the English were to leave the country today, we would have to wire to them to come back before they got to Aden.
Some even enjoy the grim joke that, were the English to withdraw now, there would be neither a rupee nor a
virgin left in some parts of the country.
I can conceive of no more scathing indictment of the results of British Rule. A superman might gloat over the
spectacle of the conquest of might over justice and righteousness, but I am much mistaken if the British nation,
fighting now as ever for the cause of justice and freedom and liberty, will consider it as other than discreditable to
itself that after nearly two centuries of British Rule, India has been brought today to the same emasculated
condition as the Britons were in the beginning of the 5 th century when the Roman legions left the English shores
in order to defend their own country against the Huns, Goths and other barbarian hordes.\fn{ In 407AD, Constantine III
withdrew the legions from Britain for his conquest of Gaul and Spain; and c.446, the Romano-Britons made their last known appeal for
Imperial aid—to Flavius Aetius, then the dominant military commander of Roman forces in the Western Roman Empire; but there is no
evidence that he was able to help them:H}

In asking, therefore, for the right of military training. we are seeking to remedy the results above described. We
are seeking to regain our lost self-respect, to strengthen our sense of civic responsibility, and to regain the right to
defend our homes and hearths against possible invaders, should the strong protecting arm of England be ever
withdrawn from our country. It is not mere sentiment that compels us to demand this inalienable right of all
human beings, though sentiment has its undoubted place in the scheme of every government. Some day or other,
our right arm may be called upon to defend all that man holds most precious. For who will venture to prophesy
that sooner or later there may not be another such conflict as is now convulsing the world, when there may be new
alliances and fresh combinations and when England may not have the same allies and advantages as she has now?
I have endeavored to prove that neither of the objections which are generally put forward against our claims to
enlistment in the army is tenable. I have also tried to show the justice as well as the necessity of our demands. In
the face of what has happened in the present war, it is no longer correct to say as Lord Bryce said in 1912:
To England, however, apart from the particular events which might have created the snapping of the tie and apart
from the possible loss of a market, severance from India need involve no lasting injury. To be mistress of a vast
country, whose resources for defense need to be supplemented by her own adds, indeed, to her fame, but does not add
to her strength. England was great and powerful before she owned a yard of land in Asia, and might be great and
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powerful again with no more foothold in the East than would be needed for the naval prestige which protects her
commerce.

The resources for defense which India possesses even now do add to the strength of England as has been so
amply proved in the present war. This strength would be multiplied a hundred-fold were our claims ever
conceded. For, if the people of India are allowed and trained to bear arms, what nation is there whose strength
would compare with that of England?
Nor is there any reason for apprehension that such concessions would be a source of internal danger. If the
Sikhs, the Gurkhas, the Mahrattas and the Pathans—good and valiant soldiers as they are—are found to be loyal
and law-abiding, there is no reason to think that the case would be otherwise with the other races when admitted
to the same status and privileges. Beside[s,] the privileges are to be granted subject only to such conditions and
rules and regulations as to ensure proper discipline and control.
In the case of Volunteers also, they will be similarly subject to all popular safeguards and restrictions which
will be for the Government to lay down.
Subject to such safeguards, the ranks of volunteer corps will afford, without any risk whatever to the
Government or the people, an outlet for restless energies which now find doubtful and dangerous channels.
In making these demands, I know I raise as large a question as the formation of a national militia. I desire
frankly and freely to meet the criticism that such an army, with a preponderance of the Indian element may be
turned against the British Government. I venture to submit in reply that anarchists and seditionists may succeed in
winning over an ignorant and mercenary army, but they will never succeed in winning over a truly national army,
drawn from a people made increasingly loyal by the spread of education and liberal self-governing institutions.
Of course, I am not suggesting that the army should be nationalized in a day any more than the government of
the country should be nationalized by a stroke of the pen. But I urge in all humility that the time has come for
making the beginning of a National Army in India. The tremendous shock with which every part of our worldwide Empire has realized the prime necessity of maintaining an army large enough for its defense and protection
renders it imperative that a strong National Anny should be raised and maintained in every part of India.
The opening of a military career will fire the imagination and stimulate the virility of India in a way that
nothing else can do. And is it too much for India to expect to be treated in the same way as Russia treats her
subject race—especially after the proof she has given of the prowess of her sons and their devotion and loyalty to
the Imperial standard?
Reason and convenience, justice and necessity, all support every one of the claims I have put forward; and if a
definite advance is not made in these respects, it will be difficult to believe that the War has changed the angle of
visions of our rulers. It will be impossible to retain faith in what was proclaimed by the present Premier, “that the
Empire rests, not upon predominance, artificial, of race or class, but upon the loyal affection of free communities
built upon the basis of equal right.”
I now come to the last but not the least important of our claims, viz., that the invidious distinctions under the
Arms Act should be abolished. Sentiment as well as reason alike recommends it. Not only will the galling sense
of racial inferiority and the overt imputation of universal disloyalty be removed by such a measure, but people
will also get rid of onerous disabilities in the way of defending themselves against the attacks of wild animals as
well as lawless human adversaries.
*
If ever we attain our goal of self-government, it will not be merely through the expansion of Legislative
Councils and their powers, nor yet through the admission of more Indians to Executive Councilor the
establishment of a national militia, though all of them have no doubt their proper use and importance in the
scheme of our national progress. It will come in a very great measure with the advance and development of local
self-government. When people generally so far understand their civic rights and duties as to be able to manage
their own communal business, their roads and drains, their tanks and wells, their schools and dispensaries, it will
no longer be possible to keep them from controlling the higher work of administration. Indeed, it is not always
possible to do the latter satisfactorily without having served a full term of apprenticeship in the former, and I
cannot do better than remind you of what was said by Mrs. Besant in her address to the Congress last December,
while supporting the resolution on Self-Government:
The training for self-government is of vital import to our nation today. For the government of States is at once a
science and an art; and in order that it may be worthily exercised, the lesson must be learnt in local self-government,
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then in provincial autonomy, and finally in the self-government of the nation, for the work of governing is the most
highly skilled profession upon earth. …
What then should you do? You should take part in local government wherever it is possible. As it is, take it and
practice it, for you will gain experience and you will gain knowledge; and only that experience and knowledge will
guide you when you come to speak in large councils and to make your voice heard over vast areas.
So I would plead to you to face this drudgery. It is drudgery, make no mistake; understand the details of local
administration and understand how to manage your own drains, particularly your water-works. These are the alphabets
of self-government; and unless you go through that drudgery, no amount of enthusiasm and love for the country will
make your administration a success.

No less emphatic was the advice of our revered leader, Sir S. Iyer, as President of the Reception Committee of
the last Congress. If this is the view of our leaders, the views of Government are no less clear. We need not go
further back than the memorable Resolution of 1882 of Lord Ripon. You will remember what a generous scheme
of local self-government was there laid down, “to foster sedulously the small beginnings of independent political
life.”
It will take me long, and it will hardly be profitable, to trace the history of the failure of that scheme. But I may
be pardoned for pointing out that the failure was due neither to the Government of India, nor to the local
Government, nor yet to the civil service in India but, so far at any rate as Bengal is concerned, to the whole
framework of the scheme being changed by the Secretary of State for India in Council, in spite of the protests and
objections of the authorities in this country. Lord Ripon’s Resolution laid down the following fundamental
principles:
That the Local Governments should maintain throughout the country a network of Local Boards charged with
definite duties and entrusted with definite funds.
That the jurisdiction of the Primary Boards should be so limited in area as to ensure both local knowledge and
local interest on the part of each of the members.
That there should be a preponderance of non-official members to be chosen by election wherever possible.
That Government control on these bodies should be exercised from without rather than from within, nonofficial elected chairmen acting wherever practicable as chairmen of the Local Boards.
The Decentralization Commission in their Report dealt with the matter at some length and also made some
definite recommendations. Lord Morley in his Reform Dispatch, dated 27 th November, 1908, said:
The village in India has been the fundamental and indestructible unit of the social system surviving the downfall of
dynasty after dynasty. I desire your Excellency to consider the best way of carrying out a policy that would make the
village a starting point of public life.

We have next the Resolution of Lord Hardinge’s Government, dated 1 st May, 1915, dealing with and assenting
to many of the recommendations of the Decentralization Commission. We are, therefore, in agreement with
Government as to the importance of local self-government.
*
It is a matter of further general agreement that the redevelopment of the village as an administrative unit has
been brought within the range of practical politics by the spread of the co-operative movement. I find from the
report of Sir E. Maclagan’s Committee on Co-operation in India that primary societies have grown from 832 in
1906-7 to 14,566 in 1913-14, the number of members from 88,582 to 661,859, and the amount of working capital
from nil to 46,427,842 rupees. The report states:
No one reading these figures can fail to be struck by the magnitude which the growth has already attained or to be
convinced that the movement has taken firm root. Societies are now so spread over all parts of India, and the
advantages which their members are obtaining are so patent that it is impossible to doubt that the movement will
eventually attain dimensions compared to which its present size will appear negligible. As a consequence, there will
undoubtedly arise through the medium of co-operation a powerful organization formed of these agricultural classes,
who are at present inarticulate through want of education and cohesion.

Local self -government, supplemented by the spread of the co-operative movement, will gradually solve many
of our most difficult problems—such as primary education, small industries, improved agriculture, indebtedness
of the peasantry, rural sanitation and so forth, and to this we must devote our best energies and attention in the
immediate future, bearing in mind that we have got to build from the village upwards.
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Here is a vast field in which we can in co-operation with the Government work heart and soul for the
amelioration of the condition of the masses of our people. It has been forcibly pointed out by Sir Daniel Hamilton
that the development of the co-operative movement in the villages requires thousands of men. The civilians who
have been in charge of this movement have done wonders considering their numbers.
They deserve the very highest praise, but their numbers are far too few. 12,000 village banks seem a large
number to have been started in 10 years, but at the same rate of progress, India will not have been covered with
village banks for another 400 or 500 years. Is the great industry of India to wait all this time before it is provided
with a banking system? Are the 250 millions of Indian cultivators to go on paying 30, 40, 50 per cent, for their
finance for hundreds of years to come, while the rest of the civilized world gets all the money it wants at 3, 4 and
5 per cent?
What India wants is more men to develop co-operative credit and she must have them. The men are there,
hundreds of them being turned out of her colleges every year with nothing to do, with nothing to look forward to.
And every Indian will join in the expression of the hope that we shall soon see established in every province of
India schools for the training in co-operative methods and co-operative finance of the best of India’s young men,
who will carry the co-operative flag into every village of India, and wage war on the darkness and the ignorance
and the poverty which exist today and which are in a large measure due to want of co-operation.
In the same connection, Sir Theodore Morison has gathered from official reports highly interesting illustrations
which Co-operative Credit Societies are giving to the self-culture of the people. In one instance, a man of middle
age learnt to read and write solely to keep the accounts of the bank of which he was President, and, though his
first efforts were painfully hard to decipher, he persevered to such good purpose that his books are now the best
kept in the Punjab.
In another village, the President and officers of the bank had acquired such influence that they had
reconstituted the ancient authority of the village Panchyat for settling local disputes, with the result that litigation
which had been the curse of the place before has now much decreased.
*
While I gratefully acknowledge the efforts now being made by the Government in all provinces for truly
laying the foundations of local self-government, I cannot help regretting that the Resolution of the Government of
India of last summer does not go far enough or even as far as Lord Ripon's Resolution of 1882 in the direction of
recommending less official control and greater extension of the elective principle, both as to members and
chairmen of Rural and District Boards.
Let not our rulers forget that “self-government implies the right to go wrong, and it is nobler for a nation as for
a man to struggle towards excellence with its own natural force and vitality, however blindly and vainly, than to
live in irreproachable decency under expert guidance from without.”
It is not possible for us any more now than it was for Lord Ripon in 1882 to lay down any hard and fast rules
which shall be of universal application in a country so vast and in its local circumstances so varied as British
India. All we can do is to ask that the principles laid down by Lord Ripon should be generously given effect to,
viz., distinct funds with distinct duties, not too large administrative areas, more and more of elections both of
members and chairmen, and less and less of official control from within. From our side, schemes for different
provinces have been put forward from 1870 downwards. I will mention only those of Mr. Malabari, Mr. R. C.
Dutt and Mr. Gokhale. Schemes have also been prepared from the official side in almost all the different
provinces—Bengal, Bombay, Madras, the U.P., the Punjab and the Central Provinces. It ought not to be difficult
to make an effective advance at once or an adjustment of these different schemes—and, if it is made in the right
spirit, I feel confident that the ultimate success of local self-government in India is absolutely certain.
It is for us to co-operate whole-heartedly with the officials for the success of the different measures of local
self-government which are already being undertaken in the different provinces. Let us not assume, as we are
sometimes inclined to do, that the civilians will be loath to part with the powers which they have hitherto
possessed. Let us in justice to the Indian Civil Service remember that the members of that distinguished body
have never spared themselves in the service of India. Let me also implore my friends in the Indian Civil Service
not to commit the mistake of looking upon the educated Indian as out of touch with his less favored countrymen
or trying to keep the latter down for his own personal profit and advancement.
Let us look upon each other as willing and necessary coadjutors for the advancement of India in every
department. Let us not rail at the mote in our brother’s eye without considering the beam that is in our own. Let
neither of us indulge in prejudice or fretfulness but work in friendly co-operation for the progress and prosperity
of the teeming million of India.
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5
Whatever difference of opinion may exist as to whether India is growing richer or poorer under British Rule,
there is none with regard to her extreme poverty. And there can never be political contentment without material
prosperity shared by all classes of the people. And what the District Administration Committee of Bengal quotes
with approval, as regards Bengal, that our industrial backwardness is a great political danger, applies in reality to
the whole of India.
No one will be disposed to question the fact of this amazing backwardness. Rich in all the resources of nature,
India continues to be the poorest country in the civilized world. The result is that an unhealthy political activity
has arisen among certain classes of the people. As the District Administration Committee of Bengal says:
This unrest compels Government to take repressive measures—a regrettable necessity which makes all the more
desirable the adoption of those remedial and beneficent measures which will afford the most certain cure of the worst
evils of the situation while proving that Government is no less determined to create prosperity than to maintain order.

What are these “remedial measures”?
Technical schools and even technological institutes are not enough. These have in all modern States generally
followed and not preceded the development of industries and manufactures. The first step taken by Japan was to
start factories, either financed by Government or with Government control and managed by experts from abroad.
In India alone, with the exception of spasmodic efforts, the Government adheres to the exploded laissez faire
doctrine that the development of commerce and industry are not within the province of the State.
It is high time that this policy were abandoned. The necessity of carrying on demonstration work in
agriculture, the greatest industry of the country, on a commercial scale, is admitted by all, and it is only where this
principle has been put into practice that agricultural improvements have been taken up by the people. Similar
results will follow if the same policy is pursued with regard to other industries and manufactures. They have
followed whenever such experiments have been undertaken by the Government, as in the case of aluminium and
chrome-tanning in Madras.
The time is singularly opportune. The War has put an end to the enormous imports of German and Austrian
goods, and Japan is already making great efforts to capture the trade which by right ought to be ours.
I have neither the knowledge nor the capacity to go into details, and I rejoice that the experts sitting at the
Congress of Indian Commerce will be able to point out specific ways and means by which the Government can
assist us in this respect.
But I will venture to say that the solution of the problem can no longer be safely postponed. And it will test, as
no other question has done, the altruism of English statesmanship, for in promoting and protecting Indian
industries it may become necessary to sacrifice the interests even of English manufacturers.
6
Hitherto I have been dealing with measures that can be undertaken only by the Government—and in doing so I
incidentally mentioned the various ways in which we ourselves must act and move forward. Indeed, the field for
such work is so vast as to render it impossible of definition. Primary education, improvement of agriculture and
industrial expansion, improvement of rural as well as urban sanitation—there is work enough and to spare for
every one of us. And how much could we not do by our own efforts, if only we cared to organize ourselves. I
venture to suggest that we should lay down a constructive and continuous programme of work in all these
directions as a part of our Congress activities, and that Provincial and District Committees all over the country
should occupy themselves throughout the year in some one or more of these manifold directions, so as to show
the achievement of some result, however small, at the end of each year.
For instance, while waiting for the establishment of a system of free and compulsory primary education, let
each District branch of the Provincial Congress Committees be able to show that they have either directly or
indirectly contributed to the establishment of ten, or even five, primary schools in their district during one year.
Similarly, we might very usefully and profitably extend our activity in supplementing the work of the District,
Local and Taluqa Boards, and in spreading among our rural population some elementary knowledge of hygiene
and sanitation, and in organizing relief for local and provincial distress, if and when need be.
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For this kind of self-help, the first requisite is to raise funds for the propaganda. Are we willing to do so? I
confess to a feeling of diffidence, for though friends and leaders, like A. O. Hume, have repeatedly asked us to
make permanent provision for the work of the Congress, both here and in England, their advice seems to have
fallen on absolutely deaf ears.
Sir S. Iyer suggested last year that a body of Congress supporters should be brought into existence, each
member thereof paying a subscription say of Rs. 25 per annum. He very modestly presumed that it would not be
difficult to find in each province a few hundred of such subscribers, and he suggested that the funds so raised
should be held and administered by trustees duly appointed, who should further be clothed with a corporate
character by registration under the law so as to make them really competent to receive and hold for the Congress
donations and endowments, which he hoped would not be long in coming.
Let us at this Congress wipe out the reproach that moderate Indian opinion only devotes a few days public
business in order to have the right during the rest of the year not to think more about it. Let us engrave in our
hearts the advice which Mr. Hume gave us in 1904 when he said:
As for yourselves, stop foolish quarrels and depressing rivalries, substitute close and loyal co-operation and
reasoned and constant action, give freely your time, your money and your hearts; speak little and do much.

Let us begin to deal with the concrete problems of civic life on the basis of ascertained and accepted facts, and
in order that our institution may be a living actuality! Let us begin by collecting first the funds which are
indispensable for the carrying on of our work. It is my hope that this Congress may be a fertilizing stream of
steady effort fed by the spirit of service and sacrifice and spreading far and wide the blessings of peace and
prosperity. If in speaking to you today—and I have spoken freely and frankly—I have succeeded in the smallest
possible measure in advancing the object of the Indian National Congress and in appealing successfully to the
better mind both of England and India, I shall consider my humble labors to have been more than amply
recompensed.
7
And now, brother delegates, I have placed before you, to the best of my light, what the Government should do
for us and what we should do for ourselves, so that we may have an India of the future answering our ideal,
satisfying our aspirations, and rising to the height of our noblest emotions.
And towards this end the war is rapidly helping us onward.
In the midst of the carnage and massacre, there is being accomplished the destruction of much that is evil and
there is the budding forth of much that will abide. False pride and aloofness are giving place to union and genuine
co-operation between those whom nothing before now seemed able to draw together.
Protestant and Catholic, Churchman and Dissenter, Hindu and Moslem, Englishman and Indian, Colonial and
colored peoples are offering their daily worship not in separate sanctuaries but under the improvised shelter of the
trench or the barn, animated by the same faith and trusting in the same inspiration. A new spirit of self-sacrifice, a
new interest in the weak and the suffering, is abroad: self-indulgence is giving place to self-sacrifice and
throughout the British Empire there is a prevailing atmosphere of good will and mutual service and esteem.
It seems to me that, under the benign dispensation of an inscrutable Providence, we shall emerge into a new
era of peace and good will, and our beloved Motherland will occupy an honored place in the Empire with which
her fortunes are indissolubly linked, and we shall be the free and equal citizens of the great Empire, bearing its
burdens, sharing its responsibilities and participating in its heritage of freedoms
33.27 Excerpt from My Story: “The Story Of The Star Theater”\fn{by Binodini Dasi (1863-1941)} Calcutta,
Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) 2
… I decided to set up a theater. Why should I not? The people I had lived with all my life, together as brothers
and sisters, those who still had such power over me, were right in what they said. If I were to build a theater, we
could all live under one roof like one big family.
When my mind was quite made up, I got Gurmukh Rai to support my scheme. I know this has been an age-old
custom with us, to abandon one man’s protection, only to fall back on another’s; but it disturbed and pained me at
the time. People might laugh at the very idea of our type\fn{ These people are courtesans.} displaying any sense of guilt
or distress at playing false. Careful thought would bring home to them that we are women too. When the
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Almighty sent us to this world, he did not deny us the tender emotions of a womanly heart. He gave us all, and we
lost all, by ill fate! But does the social order not bear any responsibility for this? The tenderness that our hearts
were full with once can never be fully destroyed. As proof, take the way we rear our children. We too desire a
husband’s love, but where do we find it? Who is willing to give us heart for heart? There is no shortage of men
who come in lust, and charm us with their talk of romance; but which of them would give his heart to test whether
we have hearts too? Were we the ones who first played false, or did we learn to only after we ourselves had been
deceived? Has anyone ever investigated that?
It was a harlot like us who was sent to beguile that holiest of holy men, the immortal Haridas. But because of
the way the Vaishnava treated her, she became a Vaishnavi, that is well known. If she did not have a heart, if she
were completely devoid of feeling, never could she have dedicated herself to Vishnu. Money cannot buy anyone’s
love. We too cannot sell our love for money. That is what the world holds against us. The playwright Girishbabu
in his poem Barangana (Harlot) portrays these unfortunate women very accurately.
“She had a lotus heart like any other woman,” he says.
In many regions water turns rock-hard! That is how it is with us! Falling helpless victims of oppression again
and again, our hearts grow hardened one day.
Let us not go into that now, however. To adjust to the changed situation I have described earlier, I and the rest
of the theater people had to struggle greatly. Because when the aforesaid young gentleman came to know that I
was planning permanent links with a theater under someone else’s patronage, he tried putting all manner of
obstacles in our way, whether in anger or through sheer cussedness I do not know. But those obstacles were none
too easy to overcome! He called the muscle men from his own zamindar and had our house surrounded;
Gurmukhbabu also hired big-time goondas. There were clashes, the police came, and a great commotion
continued for some time.
At one point, there was even a threat on my life!
One day, after rehearsals, I was asleep in my room—it was about six in the morning—when I woke up
suddenly at a crashing sound and the heavy trudge of boots! There stood a young gentleman in military uniform,
sword at his side, right in the middle of my room, saying:
“Meni, why sleep so much?”
I sat up startled, and he went on:
“Look, Binod, you have to quit their company. Whatever money they have spent on you so far, I’ll pay back.
Here’s ten thousand rupees; if it comes to more, I’ll give that too.”
I was always a stubborn sort; if anyone acted tough with me, it made me so mad that I lost all sense of
discretion! I would stick to my point, and nothing could make me give it up. What I would agree to do if asked
nicely, with care and affection, I would refuse to do if forced or forbidden; it was not easy to bully me. Well, his
high-handed manner made me so angry I said:
“No, never! I have given them my word; I cannot go back on it now.: He said:
“If it’s for the money, I’ll give you another ten thousand.”
His words inflamed me even more! I stood up and said:
“Here, keep your money! It is I who have earned money, rather than money having earned me! Fate willing,
your ten or twenty thousand will come to me again several times over. You can leave now!”
When he heard that, he went blazing mad, put his hand on his sword, and said:
“Is that so? You think I’ll let you off that easy? I’ll cut you to pieces first! The twenty thousand I was going to
give you I’ll spend on something else, and let’s see then.”
And he took his sword out from its sheath and aimed it straight at my head. My eyes had been on that sword of
his, so the minute he swung out, I crouched down behind a table harmonium. The sword struck the top of the
harmonium and knocked three inches off the wood! He lifted it off and hit out again, but luck favored him, and I
was not destined to die, so this time the blow fell on the music stool. I rose up at once and caught his raised hand,
and said:
“What exactly are you up to? If you want to slay me, leave it for later; think what you will face in the end.
How does it matter whether this tainted life of mine remains or ends? What will become of you? Think of your
family, think of leaving this world marked and burdened forever, all for the sake of a despised harlot. For shame!
Listen to me. Calm down. Tell me what you want me to do, but cool off now.”
I had heard that when the first surge of fury subsides, people come to their senses. That is exactly what
happened. He flung away the sword and sat down on the spot with his face in his hands. I was filled with pity at
his distress! I thought, to hell with everything; let me go back to him again. But I was so thoroughly enmeshed by
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then with the theater people and Girishbabu that it was impossible for me to escape.
Well anyway, I survived that day. He walked out without a word! Now the few of us who had formed a group
left the Bengal theater we had been working for. Gurmukh Rai insisted that he would do nothing for the theater
unless I submitted to his wishes fully and entirely. Therefore, to solve the problem, we debated among ourselves
and thought it best for me to keep out of the way for some months. Sometimes Raniganj, sometimes some other
town—I moved around constantly. In the meanwhile, the planning went on: what kind of theater we would build,
how it would run, and so on. Later, when it was settled that we would lease Priya Mitra’s place on Beadon Street,
and what funds that would require, I came back to Calcutta again.
A few days later, Gurmukhbabu said:
“Look, Binod, forget about that theater and all its problems. You take fifty thousand rupees from me;. I’ll give
it to you straight!” And he took out a bunch of notes.
I used to love the theater, and that is why, in spite of being a contemptible harlot, I still rejected the tempting
offer of half a lakh of rupees. When Amrita Mitra and the others heard that Gurmukh Rai was willing to pay me
fifty thousand and not do a thing about the theater, they were worried indeed. They worked hard to dissuade me
from accepting the money, but their efforts were not really necessary. I was determined to build that theater. So if
he did not help us build it, I would not obey his bidding in any way. So it was on my initiative that the land on
Beadon Street was taken on lease. Later Gurmukh Rai was generous in providing funds for its construction.
The work proceeded with much excitement and joy. During this time, we would go for rehearsals at two or
three in the afternoon, finish off there, and move on to the theater site; when the rest had gone, I would stay on to
carry baskets of clay to fill the pit and the back seats area. Sometimes, to encourage the workers, I would pay
them four koris per basket. The construction had to be completed as early as possible, so work went on into the
night. No one knew how happy I felt in those days! With great enthusiasm, and with a lot of expense, the theater
was finally ready. It must have taken just under a year. But along with this there is one thing I feel I just must
mention. While the theater was coming up, they had all said:
“This theater will have your name linked with it. So even after you die, your name will live on. In other words,
“B” Theater will be its name.”
That had made me happier still. But ultimately they did not keep their word—why I do not know. Right up to
the point when the theater was to be registered, I thought it was to be named after me. But the day they went and
registered it—all arrangements were complete by then, the theater was to open a week from that day—I asked
them eagerly about the name they had given. Dashubabu cheerfully answered:
“Star.”
When I heard this, I was so deeply hurt inside that I flopped down on the spot and couldn’t utter a word for
two full minutes. After a while I controlled myself and said, “Good!”
I thought about it later. Had their show of love and affection been just empty words to serve their own
interests? But what could I have done? I was helpless! I was totally in their hands by then! And I had never
dreamed they could trick me like this, act in such bad faith. The time I refused the offer of all that money did not
hurt me half so much as their behavior did. Though I never said a word about it to anyone, I couldn’t forget it
either. I remembered it all my life. Besides, I loved the theater so much, thought it so much my own, and a new
hall put up, no matter how, was such a great happening that the matter could have received no importance in any
case.
But in later times too, after the theater was ready, I was not treated well! They tried to quote all kinds of rules
to prevent me from staying there, even as a salaried actress. And they succeeded, so for two months I was forced
to sit at home. After that I was back again, thanks to Girisbabu’s efforts, and my own insistence on my proprietary
rights. …
231.128 Excerpt from My First Hundred Years\fn{by Margaret Alice Murray (1863-1963)} Calcutta, Calcutta District,
West Bengal State, India (F) 32
1
I always think that an autobiography should begin with some account of the forbears and immediate family of
the writer so that one can understand some of the early influences which have affected the writer and have helped
to make him what he is.
My ancestral tree is a very short one going back to only one set of great-great-grandparents, about two hundred
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years. I have a quite undistinguished lineage, the men having either been in business or in holy orders; they never
attained to great wealth in business nor to any of the top positions in the Church, but they left behind them a
memory of being true and just in all their dealings, respected by their contemporaries and loved by their families.
Women’s lives are not usually so spectacular as men’s, but these appear to have been the feminine counterparts of
the men. Though undistinguished, it is an ancestry to be proud of for its integrity, independence and family
affection.
My great-great-grandfather was David Phillips. His wife’s name was Sarah, but I have never found her maiden
name. What David Phillips’s profession was I do not know, but as he lived in Calcutta I presume he was
employed by the East India Company. All I know of him personally is that when he paid his first visit to his first
great-grandchild, he put into the baby’s hands four silver four-anna pieces. This was perhaps in deference to the
ancient belief that the baby’s character can be judged by its actions. If the child clutches the coins firmly and
holds them tightly he will be very thrifty, even miserly; if he lets the coins fall at once he will be generous and
open-handed. As a very young baby cannot hold anything, the coins are always dropped, and the omen is good,
the baby will grow up to be a fine character.
Beebee\fn{Beebee was then the title of married women. It was not till the second half of the nineteenth century that the title was
changed to mem-sahib. Missy-baba was the form for the unmarried lady, changed later to miss-sahib} Phillips lived till 1850; she
was over eighty and felt that “death had forgotten her”. The Phillipses had two daughters, Elinor and Elizabeth.
Elinor married at the age of seventeen William Clark of whom I know nothing. Elizabeth, at the age of twelve,
married William Thompson, a Hoogley pilot. In those days a Hoogley pilot was a personage. Kipling speaks of
them as “a masterful breed.”
Calcutta was the chief port and the commercial centre for the eastern side of India and for the trade with the
East Indian islands and China. The only access to Calcutta by water was the ninety miles from the Bay of Bengal
along one of the most treacherous rivers in the world. The safe transport of the whole of that trade depended on
the knowledge and skill of the pilots of the River Hoogley.
The danger of the river lies in the sudden yet continual changes in the sandbanks, the shores, and the
landmarks. The Hoogley pilots appear to have been a close corporation, and it was a strict rule among them that if
a pilot had for any reason been off duty for three weeks he was not allowed to take charge of a ship until he had
made the double trip, once up and once down, under the command of a pilot who had the most recent knowledge.
I remember both the Phillips sisters. Elinor (Aunt Clark) was in my recollection tall and slender, and wore an
awe-inspiring cap. She died at the age of (I think) ninety-five; but when she was about ninety she was ill, and my
father (her great-nephew) went to see her. She told him all her aches and pains, and he said,
“Well, Aunt Clark, you know quite well that what you are suffering from is Anno Domini.” She was very
indignant.
“What nonsense, Jimmy,” she said. “Anno Domini indeed! It is the troubles and trials of my life that have now
broken my constitution.”
She had one son who became the head of the currency section of the Finance Department of Bengal. I knew
him when he was a charming old gentleman living in Bayswater. He was charming to look at too, with white hair,
blue eyes, and a pink and white complexion like a girl’s.
William and Elizabeth Thompson had two children, Phoebe (my grandmother) and James. The boy went to
England when old enough to go to college. In those days the voyage round the Cape took six months. If the vessel
did not meet any other ship by which letters could be sent back to Calcutta, the first stopping place was the Cape
after three months at sea. Letters could be sent from there to India, another three months’ voyage, so that the
anxious parents in Calcutta could have no news of their boy for six months, and it would be a year before they
could hear of his safe arrival in England. James did not return till he was married and had taken holy orders. I
remember him quite well, and I am sorry to say I did not like him at all!
Phoebe (called after her father’s favorite sister) was brought up entirely in India. She grew up very pretty, and
was known as the pocket-Venus, for she was very small. At the age of sixteen she married John Murray, ten years
her senior. He died when he was thirty-one, leaving her with three small children and a fourth coming. At his age
he had not had time to save, so she went back to her parents with her little family. But within six months another
tragedy befell them in the sudden death of William Thompson.
It took place one evening when they were taking their after-dinner tea. William Thompson got up from the
table, saying he felt ill and would walk in the verandah till the feeling passed off. But, as Phoebe (Grandmamma)
told me,
“Before the tea-things were cleared away, he was dead.”
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The family then consisted of Beebee Sarah Phillips, her daughter Mrs. Elizabeth Thompson, Elizabeth’s
daughter Phoebe, Phoebe’s four little children, and Phoebe’s brother-in-law, Charles Murray.
As the children grew older many friends asked Phoebe to teach their children with her own, so that before long
she had quite a flourishing little nursery school. This must have been a substantial aid to the family finances,
especially after the death of Charles Murray when he was still under thirty. Things became easier as soon as the
eldest boy, James, left school and began to earn a good salary, and as soon as he could earn enough to make a
sufficiently large income he brought his mother and grandmother (Beebee Phillips had died some years
previously) into his own home.
*
The first Murray ancestor of whom I have any knowledge came from Belfast in the late eighteenth century, as
a “conductor” in the East India Company’s army. I don’t think he ever saw active service, and as his battery was
quartered in Calcutta, he settled there. There are no records of him that I know of except of his marriage. His wife
was Mary May, daughter of Charles May, who was the principal English tailor in Calcutta. May seems to have
been a man of a good deal of character, for a saying of his has always been remembered in the family. He hated
all missionaries whole-heartedly, and especially the three at Serampore, Carey, Marshman, and Ward, saying that
he would go anywhere at any time to see the whole lot of them hanged. What he would have said, had he been
alive at the time when his only daughter married the son of the missionary Marshman, was probably more
picturesque than printable.
John Murray and Mary May had three children, Margaret, John (my grandfather) and Charles. The two
families, Murray and Marshman, seem to have been on very affectionate terms, even after Margaret’s death and
John Marshman’s second marriage. The two Marshman sisters, Rachel and Hannah, were life-long friends of
Phoebe Murray. Rachel married that great botanist, Dr. (afterwards Sir) Dietrich Brandis, the founder of the
Indian Woods and Forests Department, who was the original of the “gigantic German” in Kipling’s first Mowgli
story In the Rukh. Hannah married a young army captain named Henry Havelock, who became famous during the
Indian Mutiny. Grandmamma and Papa knew him quite well, but I think from the way they spoke of him that they
did not like him very much. But Grandmamma and Lady Havelock remained close friends until death divided
them.
My great-grandmother, known always as Dadda, was rather infirm and quite blind, so that I was rather
frightened of her, but her grandsons, Papa and Uncle John, loved and admired her even more than their own
mother.
Of Mamma’s family I know less than I do of Papa’s. They were clearly from the Border, chiefly from the
English side; Cornhill, Norham, Berwick-on-Tweed, and Eymouth. The name was Carr, but that is no guide as to
whether they were English or Scottish, though the spelling is English and has a geographical meaning.
There was a romantic legend (totally untrue) that we were the elder branch of the Ker family and therefore the
rightful heirs of the dukedom of Roxburgh. The legend stated that in the eighteenth century an elderly man was
the heir, but he was at feud with the family lawyer. The feud was so fierce that the lawyer was determined that the
rightful heir should not succeed; he therefore set fire to Wooler Church, where the marriage registers were kept,
and as the registers were burnt with the church there was no proof of the legitimacy of the claimant. It was a nice
legend and made me feel like the heroine of a romance.
Another legend which was perhaps true, was that one ancestor named, I believe, Colson was “out in the fortyfive,” and had escaped and settled in Northumberland. This also was romantic; there was a dash of splendor in the
idea of a hotly pursued fugitive eluding his enemies and reaching safety at last. But we were not accustomed then
as we are now to refugees. A crowd is more tragic but not so romantic as the single hero.
I do not think that Grandmamma Carr ever went abroad; she had been brought up during the Napoleonic wars
and had a strong hatred and horror of the French. I am not sure whether she believed, as many of her
contemporaries did, that Napoleon was the incarnation of Satan himself, but I am sure she believed all the stories
of the wickedness of the French nation, especially of the French army. She was brought up at Wooler, which even
now is an inconspicuous little town at the foot of the Cheviots, on the banks of the river Tilll,\fn{ Here the author has
preserved a little poem in the vernacular which I have prosified (without altering the spelling of the original) as follows: “Tweed,” says tae
Till, “What gars you rin sae still?” “Till,” says tae Tweed, “though you rin wi’ speed, and I rin slaw, where you droon ae man, I droon
twa.”} and only three miles from Flodden Field.

Later the whole family moved to Newcastle-upon-Tyne, where the five beautiful Miss Thompsons broke the
hearts of all the young men in that town. Mrs. Thompson, Grandmamma Carr’s mother, had a great reputation for
common sense and as a wise counselor for people in trouble of any kind. Grandmamma Carr, as I remember her,
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was very pretty; white hair, bright blue eyes, and the delicate pink and white complexion of a fair girl. But she
cared little about her looks, and wore the most unbecoming caps; so different from Grandmamma Murray.
I do not know much about my grandfather Carr. But there is a curious heredity in the family. My greatgrandfather Carr suffered from that rare affliction, albumen poisoning; his son (my grandfather) inherited it, and
my mother inherited it from her father. A fact that may be of interest here is that it did not pass, like certain other
physical conditions, through the female line, for of that branch of the Carr family the daughters only had children
and none of them have inherited it.
Grandpapa Carr went to Canada, evidently with the idea of emigrating, for there was a large family. He died
there before he was able to send for his wife and children. Only four children lived even to teenage. The eldest
boy John went to sea, but lost his life by being washed overboard in a storm. Mamma was the second child.
Another son was William and ten years younger than Mamma was a girl, Alice, who married George Easton, then
a master in the Martinière School for Boys in Calcutta. He was afterwards in the Bengal Secretariat, and when he
retired he and his wife and their six children went to Tasmania and settled there. Mamma was never much of a
letter-writer, so though she corresponded with her sister she did not keep up with her cousins, and therefore lost
sight of them for they had left England and were settled in Canada.
*
Grandmamma Phoebe Murray (née Thompson) was already over sixty when I first remember her. She was
always dainty in her dress and dignified in manner. She never read anything but her Bible and prayer-book and
the newspaper (omitting all politics). I never heard her say an unkind or catty thing about anyone, none of her
family could do wrong in her eyes, she was generous as far as her means would allow, she had great charm of
manner, and she had the faculty of driving one mad from sheer exasperation.
The unfortunate thing was that one could never tell exactly what it was that was so peculiarly irritating. One
might say that she fussed, but lots of people are fussy without being exasperating. I think she thought that the way
to show real affection was to imagine dangers and then to try to protect the loved ones by perpetual warnings, and
by a perpetual desire to see them, if they were doing anything unusual, so as to make sure they were not dead.
If one had a headache and was lying down, hoping for a little nap, she would come in, walking elaborately on
tiptoe and making far more rustling than if she had walked naturally. Of course one shut one’s eyes and pretended
to be asleep. Then she would stand at the bedside gazing at the patient and would suddenly say in a loud and
penetrating whisper,
“She’s asleep.” She would lay her hand on one’s forehead in a way that would have waked the dead and would
say in that penetrating whisper,
“There doesn’t seem to be any fever.”
Then she would tiptoe to the dressing-table and fiddle about with the things on it, then tiptoe back to the
bedside and finally tiptoe out. If there were a door to the room and not a purdah she would shut it with such
elaborate care that it would rattle loudly or bang. When at the age of eighty she went to live with Uncle John in
the rectory at Rugby, this characteristic had full play, for he was her youngest child, and as his wife was dead and
he had no children, he was exposed to the full blast of her affection.
The previous rector was “the poet-pastor,” the Reverend John Moultrie, appointed in 1825, when the rectory
was redecorated for him, nothing further being done till fifty years later, when Uncle John became rector. The
layers of wallpaper were so thick and stiff that it was a carpenter’s work to chip them off.
Uncle John had gas laid on all over the house, and water in the kitchen and back premises only. But there was
a fixed bath, a rarity in those days. The bathroom was on the ground floor and was nearly filled by a colossal iron
bath; large and deep, it was raised well above the floor because underneath it was a gas-ring. Cold water ran in
from a tap, but if you wanted a hot bath you lit the gas and heated the water in the bath, as one heats a kettle, by
direct application of the flame. If you happened to forget to turn off the gas before you got into the bath you very
quickly jumped out again for the floor of the bath would become uncomfortably hot. The bath was used only by
Uncle John or any of his male guests, and sometimes by the maids if they wanted what they called “a good wash.”
This bath was always the cause of the greatest anxiety to Grandmamma if she thought Uncle John was using it.
She would go and knock at the bathroom door.
“John, are you all right?”
“Yes, mother, I’m all right.”
“Did you turn off the gas?”
“Yes, I turned it off quite safely.”
“Are you sure you are all right?”
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“Perfectly all right, mother!”
She would come back quite reassured and be quite happy until she would remember that people have been
known to faint or fall asleep in a hot bath. She would hurry off to the bathroom door.
“John, are you all right?”
“Yes, mother, quite all right.”
“You don’t feel faint or anything?”
“Not at all, mother.”
She got quite a lot of exercise during the evenings when she knew he was having a bath. Sometimes she would
ask him if he were intending to have a bath that evening, and with a little sigh he would say, “Not tonight,
mother,” though he had intended to have that pleasure, but with his high principles he could not tell her even a
white lie, and yet he would not let her be agitated.
But the maids and I had no such scruples. If Grandmamma said to me, “I wonder if he is in!” I would say, “I’ll
just run up and see if his coat is on the door,” for he kept a special coat to wear in his den, where he never stopped
smoking, and hung his house coat outside the door so that it never smelt of tobacco. I would come back and say,
“I didn’t see his coat,” which was perfectly true, for I had carefully looked in another direction. If she rang for the
maid and asked, “Is the rector in?” the maid would reply:
“I think not, ma’am. I heard him come downstairs and then the back door shut!”
Again true, for the back stairs led to the bathroom as well as to the back door, and the maid herself or one of
the others would have opened and shut the back door. But both Grandmamma and Uncle John would have been
shocked at our duplicity had they known.
Yet in spite of her exasperating ways, we all loved her for her real sweetness of character, her ready sympathy
(if sometimes annoying) in all one’s pursuits, and above all for her deep and unfailing affection for us all. To those
who knew her best it was somewhat of a heartbreak when she died.
*
It interests me to contrast the lives of those two Murray brothers, James (my father) and John. James the elder
by three years, became, by that difference in age, the man of the family, and accepted while still in his teens all
the responsibilities and cares of that position as the prop and stay of a family among whom he passed his life.
John, the youngest and therefore the pet and darling of the family, was sent, when at the adventurous age of the
late teens, on the high adventure of going alone among strangers in a land to him unknown, to stay there
supported by his family, and when his medical training was complete he could return to India. John, however,
preferred to remain in England and became a parson and though till he was middle-aged he was unable to help his
family, he was not a burden on them. This was certainly to his credit considering that a parson’s stipend in those
days was usually very small and yet he was expected to help all the poor in his parish.
I know very little of Papa’s early life except that he went into a business firm as soon as he left school, and that
when he was in the early thirties he was manager of the paper-mills at Serampore, which was then a little Danish
possession of a few square miles up the river from Calcutta. The East India Company at that time would not admit
missionaries into any of its dominions and therefore the English missionaries had settled under the Danish
government at Serampore. The missionaries had, I think, started the paper-mills for the printing of the Bible in the
various languages current in that part of India. Henry Martyn did the translations, and I remember seeing as a
little girl the little pagoda which he used as his study when working on the translations.
The paper-mills also produced the paper for a newspaper called the Friend of India, which I think was founded
by the missionaries. The editor of the Friend of India was then a young man called Meredith Townsend. The two
young men became fast and life-long friends. Under Townsend’s editorship the Friend of India became one of the
important English newspapers. Townsend did not stay long in India, and when he returned to England he became
editor of the Spectator, and raised it to the high position which it still holds.
When I was old enough to be interested in business affairs, Papa was the managing partner in the firm of
Kettlewell, Bullen & Co., Manchester merchant.” His intimate knowledge of both Bengali and Hindustani gave
him a great advantage over most of the other English who had to spend years in reaching comparative fluency in
those languages. He was trusted by the Indian businessmen, for he held strong opinions as to commercial honour
and acted up to them. His feeling towards the get-rich-quick type of businessmen would have been unprintable.
The esteem in which he was held by the whole business community of Calcutta is shown by the fact that he was
three times elected President of the Calcutta Chamber of Commerce. The position was held for two years, and
only one man had ever been elected twice, and never before had one man been President three times.
Papa was full of life and spirits, and showed his Irish blood by his alert mind and witty repartee. He was
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interested in certain types of science, but with no desire to go deeply into any of them. He was quite aware of this,
but as the whole of his early life had been devoted to the care and maintenance of others he had turned all his
energies on to that one object. He was not good at outdoor games for even as a young man he began to suffer
from arthritis, which the doctors called gout and treated accordingly in the most drastic manner. He was fond of
cards and he taught my sister Mary and me when we were quite small children to play whist, vingt-et-un, and
beggar-my-neighbor.
I remember Aunt Harriet’s horror when we went to Lambourn, to find that Mary, not quite nine, and I only just
seven, could play a fair hand at whist and were well acquainted with that wicked gambling game vingt-et-un. I
can’t help thinking that Papa rather enjoyed her dismay.
He was a man who enjoyed life, and was always ready for fun, but he had a serious side as well and was
always ready to help Mamma in all her undertakings, and he helped many people when they were in trouble. His
last years were clouded with ill-health which he bore with courage and patience.
*
I have met many remarkable women in my life but never anyone so remarkable as Mamma. This opinion is
founded not merely on affection, but is the considered opinion after comparison with those who have achieved
fame, and is in agreement with all who knew her intimately. She was rather silent and extraordinarily selfcontrolled. She was one of those with whom, if she entered the room when you were ill, you relaxed at once,
knowing that you might leave everything to her, and even the touch of her hand gave you confidence.
She seldom talked about herself, so that I know little of her early life. I never heard much about my Carr
grandfather, except that he went to Canada and died there. What he did in Canada I have no idea but obviously
there was enough money for the daughters to have a good education. Mamma’s great ambition was to be a doctor,
but this was long before the beginning of the struggle for women to enter the medical profession; besides there
was not enough money for the training. All her youth was passed in that splendid period of the nineteenth century
when the great philanthropists were rousing the nation to a realization of the misery and poverty in the whole
country, a condition which was probably caused in great measure as the result of the Napoleonic wars.
She worked in many of the organizations which were being started for the relief of the grinding poverty,
especially in the education and training of the boys and girls, so that they could have better means of subsistence.
She finally became acquainted with Miss Mary Carpenter of Bristol, whose work among the women and girls in
the slums of that city was remarkable. I think Mamma realized there the importance of raising the moral standard
of the women, and that though the reforming of the boys was urgent, the reformation of the girls as the future
mothers was still more urgent, seeing that the early influences on a child’s mind come from the mother and
therefore affect its whole life.
Mamma seldom spoke about religion, but on one occasion she said to me that the only way to live was to
spend and be spent in the service of God, and it was that feeling that influenced her whole life. After working both
in Bristol and London, she decided to go out to India as a missionary and so in 1857 she left England by sailing
ship to join a mission in Calcutta. They arrived at Madras after a voyage of fourteen weeks without touching
anywhere, and the first news they had was of the massacre at Cawnpore. It was not till four weeks later that the
ship reached the mouth of the Hoogley, when the pilot came aboard and told them that Havelock and Outram
were quelling the Mutiny rapidly.
Though Mamma, like her sister Alice a few years before, went to Calcutta as a missionary, her idea of
missionary work was not orthodox. Her experience among the rough women and girls in Bristol had shown her
that the only way to reach ignorant and often inimical minds was never to talk religion until friendly relations
were well established.
In Calcutta she met another missionary lady who held much the same views as herself. They were aware that
the zenana system was so strict in those days that it was practically impossible for an English woman to obtain
entrance, and yet they felt that something should be done for those incarcerated women.
As an example of the possible effects of the zenana life upon its inmates I can quote the experience of our
doctor in Calcutta, Dr. Bailey, who had a great reputation both among the Europeans and the Indians for his skill
and kindness. He was often called in if there were illness in the zenana. He always went and the procedure was
always the same. He would be shown into an empty room. Besides the door of entry there was another door over
which a thick curtain hung from lintel to threshold. He then put the usual medical questions, which were answered
by a female voice beyond the curtain. Then he would ask to feel the patient’s pulse, and a woman’s hand would be
pushed out through a hole in the curtain. Then he would ask to see the tongue, and a tongue would be poked
through a small hole in the curtain. He never saw the patient and could not even be sure that the voice, the hand
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and the tongue belonged to one woman or to three.
On one occasion a group of men, all of the one household, came to consult him about a dreadful condition that
was occurring in their zenana, which some of them thought was due to witchcraft or to some devils who had
taken possession of the women. The symptoms were that they cried a great deal, moped about the rooms, and
would not eat. As the devils got greater hold on the victim, she would sometimes laugh, and the laughter would
end in a storm of tears with loud sobbings and shrieks and screams till she was quite exhausted. At first it was
only the younger ones, but now the older ones were becoming affected. The men had had serious thoughts of
calling in an exorcist, but one of them had insisted on trying this celebrated English doctor.
Dr. Bailey diagnosed hysteria caused by sheer boredom and want of exercise, and told these agitated husbands
to buy a spring-board, to set it up in the zenana, and to encourage the younger wives to jump themselves or get
someone to jump them, and to have competitions as to who could jump highest. The prescription was a great
success; all the women were having great fun with the spring-board, grandmothers (in their early thirties), greatgrandmothers (in their forties) joining in as eagerly as a ten-year-old wife. The devils were completely routed
without the help of a native exorcist and the husbands were delighted, expert exorcists being extremely expensive.
It was so long before the chance of visiting a zenana came that Mamma was already married. She and her
friend went together and they were so successful that soon Mamma had a little circle of zenanas that she visited.
She was so struck with the empty lives of these women that she began to teach them, as one would teach a child,
to do wool-work on canvas and to knit with brilliantly colored wools. The ladies were charmed, and looked
forward to Mamma’s visits when she brought new patterns. They often said to her,
“I do love my work. I can’t think how I lived all that time without it.”
Then some of the ladies wanted to learn to read. The husbands being informed gave their permission with the
proviso that no book with any reference to Christianity should be introduced into the house. Mamma hired a
Bengali teacher from one of the mission schools to teach in the zenana; she was strictly forbidden to make any
attempt at proselytizing or even to mention religion.
It all went smoothly except on one occasion when an indignant letter came from a husband saying that the
book which had been brought into the zenana contained definite Christian teaching. On enquiry the book proved
to be Robinson Crusoe, and the Christian teaching consisted of the first six words of the book—“In the year of
our Lord.” Then suddenly the chief English newspaper began to publish a series of letters and articles stating
(with variation of adjectives) that, incredible though it appeared, it was actual fact that an English lady, actually
an English lady, was in the habit of visiting zenanas, those sinks of iniquity into which no decent woman should
set foot.
Mamma was shocked and a little frightened at the fierceness of the onslaught. But Papa, with his usual
common sense, was unperturbed, and said,
“Take no notice. Just go on. Most of the men in the houses you visit are business acquaintances of mine and I
know them quite well. They are decent respectable men and there is no need to stop your visits. As to the
newspapers, it is only a nine days’ wonder and will be forgotten in a month.” So she went on with her zenana
visiting until she took us back to England in 1870.
When Mamma went back to Calcutta at the beginning of 1871, she must have found life very lonely, for there
was no one in the house but Papa and herself, and he was out all day. Dadda was dead, Grandmamma was in
England, Ned and Charlie Slater were settled into chummeries,\fn{ Buildings in which unmarried British army officers were
quartered during the British Raj} and Mary and I were in England. All Mamma’s zenana work had been taken over by
missionaries, English and American, with whom Mamma did not see eye to eye. The missionaries in their zeal for
Christ were ardent proselytizers, and insisted that every convert should be at once baptized. The Hindus believed
that part of the baptismal ceremony was the eating of beef and the drinking of wine, both acts being regarded as
the foulest pollution of body and soul, and therefore anyone who was baptized must be cast out of house and
home, never to be readmitted.
It was no use explaining this to the missionaries, for they at once retorted with the verse, “He that leaveth
father and mother for my sake and the Gospel’s”, and that as all souls were equal in the sight of God it applied to
women, even of the highest caste.
Mamma was very urgent in her opinion that a converted zenana lady should not be baptized without her
husband’s consent, and that Christianity meant a change of heart, not a drastic change of all the habits of daily
life, even to the type of dress which many American missionaries considered immodest. In her opinion a Christian
woman should stay unbaptized in the zenana and by her life show the other women the real meaning of
Christianity. But this was regarded almost as a form of atheism and the cry still went up,
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“Come out from the darkness of the heathen. Come out into the blessed light of Christianity,” etc., etc.
Some of the zenana ladies did renounce Hinduism, were baptized, and were promptly turned out of their
homes. Their fate was not enviable. They had, of course, to take refuge in the Mission House, where they had to
wear clothes such as they had never worn before.
A zenana lady’s dress was composed of a sari and chuddah. This consists of five yards of material, cotton or
silk, wide enough to reach from the waist nearly to the ankles. It is wound once round the waist where it is
secured by a special twist: the long end forms the chuddah, which is passed loosely over the shoulders, and can be
drawn over the head and, if necessary, over the face as well. It is not a costume in which to be seen by all and
sundry.
Then there was the great difficulty of meeting men. There were only a limited number of men, even among her
own relations, with whom she might talk or who might see her unveiled. The consequence was that she did not
know how to behave in the presence of men, and many missionaries and their wives must have rued the day when
a zenana lady came to the Mission House.
Then again, the lady had been trained to do nothing, she had been cast out by her own people and therefore had
no money and no friends. If, however, the lady were a widow, she might meet in the Christian community a
suitable man and marry him. But this was not very common.
I have a great respect for missionaries, if to zeal they add kindness and common sense, but the latter quality is
so often lacking. Nothing has helped so much in the mutual understanding of one race with another than a training
in anthropology, but that training should be on the broadest possible basis and should be founded on our common
humanity and not on creeds.
*
To return to Mamma. She could do no further work in the zenanas, but her attention was called to that
neglected part of the population, the poor Eurasians.
The Eurasians were the most difficult people to help. Their pride in their European ancestry prevented their
taking any work that they considered menial. The men were usually clerks in offices, or employed on the
railways, and a few of the women became hospital nurses. But even if they condescended to become ladies’ maids
or children’s nurses, they as Christians would find the Hindu and Moslem servants combined against them, and
before long there would be definite evidence (eye- witnesses, of course) of some offence which required instant
dismissal of the Christian. This meant that in a household all or none of the servants could be Christian. The only
Christian employed by my parents was the dhobi (washerman), and he was entirely outside and was on the same
footing as the tradesmen, like Sadhu our embroiderer.
There were, of course, plenty of educated Eurasians who had been to school and held good posts but below
them was a stratum of the desperately poor. They were Christians, so the missionaries were not concerned with
them and they were despised by the Europeans and Indians alike; they were utterly untrained and therefore
unemployable. This was the stratum that Mamma and her valiant friend Mrs. Lindstedt set out to tackle.
Mrs. Lindstedt was an English woman married to a Swedish merchant. She was very much a business woman,
so she undertook the finances while Mamma took the personal side. Together they started a little society which
they called The Friend in Need, and opened two little workrooms in a house in the poor part of Calcutta. At first
only a few women came and they were given sewing to do. In those days kitchen cloths and other household linen
were not ready-hemmed. And it was on the necessity for the hemming that The Friend in Need based its hopes.
The women could not even sew, so a sewing teacher was installed, and soon the workrooms were crowded and
the hemmed articles were saleable. The women were paid for the work, and some of them soon began to earn
quite an appreciable income, but even when they were beginners and only earned a few pice it made a difference
in their domestic economy. They generally brought with them what food they had for their midday meal, and to
this Mamma added a large biscuit and a cup of tea.
Years later when I was working in the hospital I was talking to a patient who was just leaving, and she told me
that she was glad to go for she could now go back to The Friend in Need and earn some money. I said,
“My mother, Mrs. Murray, was one of the ladies who started that society.”
She gave a little cry, seized my hand and kissed it and if I had not prevented her would have fallen at my feet
and kissed them. With the tears running down her face she said,
“Oh, you Mrs. Murray’s daughter. Oh Mrs. Murray, she good good lady. We all loving Mrs. Murray and Mrs.
Murray she giving us every day one-one-cup of tea.”
The society was at first run by private subscriptions, but when Mrs. Lindstedt secured the contract for making
the white uniforms for the Calcutta police, the society was put firmly on its feet. The last I heard of it was a few
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years ago when I met some people just home from Calcutta who told me that The Friend in Need was one of the
best known and one of the most important charities in Calcutta.
I hope I have not given the impression that Mamma was a kind of Mrs. Jellyby, doing works outside and
neglecting her home. This was far from being the case, for her home always came first, and what she did outside
was in her spare time. Her household ran on oiled wheels, her servants did their work and gave no trouble, her
husband and children adored her, and she was consulted by all the relations if they were in difficulties or trouble.
What she really enjoyed was to inaugurate something in new fields, and when the new venture proved a success
she lost interest and let other people manage it, for the personal touch was lost and the venture became more of a
business
Her next venture was when we all went out in 1875. The Church had at last realized that a large Christian
population existed in the slums of Calcutta and had started a mission in Scott’s Lane. There was a chaplain and a
small wooden chapel which contained an altar, a harmonium, and some chairs for those who did not care to sit on
the floor. And attached to the mission there was an orphanage for girls, with a matron. But there were no
voluntary helpers. Mamma became the inspector of the orphanage, consulting with the English matron as to
clothes, household difficulties and all the small details of running an establishment of this kind.
The girls, poor things, gave no trouble, for they had been so undernourished that they had no spirit, and when
they had recovered they found the contrast of the happy life in the orphanage compared with the starvation and
privations of their previous lives so great that they had no desire to upset their new friends. We went once a week
regularly, sometimes twice or even three times. As the girls of the orphanage formed the choir for the mission
chapel, Mary became the choir-master, making them practice the hymns and chants for next Sunday’s service, and
managing that wheezy old harmonium in a wonderful way. She was quite a good musician and very strict in
making the girls sing properly, so that in spite of all difficulties the results were good, and the congregations
increased because the choir led the singing with such spirit that everybody could join in.
I am afraid that I was merely a looker-on at Scott’s Lane and did nothing whatever there. Scott’s Lane is now
one of the chief centers for “good works,” the orphanage still continues its successful career, and there is, I
believe, quite a fine church.
When we went out again in 1880 things were very different from what they had been. All the things in which
Mamma had been interested were well organized and did not need her help. So, backed by Papa, she returned to
her first love—social intercourse on an equality between the two races. The result of all the efforts made by both
sides for several years was the rousing of the educated Hindus to a realization of their own backward state. As an
Indian professor of Madras University once said to me,
“India was asleep and the English have awakened her, and made her understand and study her own great
heritage.”
It seems to me now on looking back that I was actually witnessing the awakening of India; England had
preached the overwhelming importance of liberty and freedom and had shown those qualities in practice, so that
all classes were becoming aware of their individual right to freedom. This meant, when pushed to its logical
conclusion, freedom for women as well as for men.
The purdah was lifting. Gone were the days when the zenanas welcomed any kind of relief from the deadly
monotony of their days. Many of the girls were well educated; and, as the go-betweens soon discovered, were
demanding educated husbands. In the marriage market a young man with a university degree was a much better
catch and could demand a higher dowry with his bride than one who had only had a school education. Even a
failed B.A., or failed Entrance Exam, could demand a higher dowry, while an England-returned husband was one
of whom any girl could be proud.
The result of this movement in the zenanas had its effect on the men. The Brahmo-Somaj had already begun,
and there was also a Widow Remarriage Society. Hinduism was beginning to reform itself from within. The
leaders of the Brahmo-Somaj were always welcome at our house, and Shivanath Shastri and his colleagues would
dine with us, only making a proviso that they would not be asked to eat beef. As we saw so much of the leaders,
we heard of their difficulties. They were strongly for monogamy, but Shivanath had been married as a boy to two
wives, one of his own age and one a few years younger. It was a difficult situation. They were both nice women.
He had no cause to divorce either of them, and as they were zenana bred they would be absolutely helpless if cast
adrift. Yet his new outlook and modern ideas made him feel that he was acting against all the reforms that he was
desirous to enforce among his friends and followers.
He told us that when he began his reforms on the position of women, he could not help feeling when he met an
unveiled woman that she must be a woman of loose character, otherwise she would not appear before a man with
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her face uncovered. It was not until he had spent some months in England and America that he ceased to think
evil of unveiled women. Like all reformers he was a fanatic, and he finally took offence when both Papa and
Mamma suggested some modification of his too rigorous ideas, and he never came to us again.
In this difficult problem of social intercourse between the two races, there were faults and prejudices on both
sides. Mamma gave parties for ladies only. As parties they were not very successful, but they showed a desire to
break down the prejudices on each side. One of the most irritating results of the Hindu system of caste is that it is
often impossible to show hospitality to a friend. No Brahmin will eat or accept food from a beef-eating host.
Then there was the difficulty of seats: the Indian ladies were not used to chairs, the English ladies were not
used to sitting on the floor. All male servants were strictly forbidden to enter the house, and one could not let a
Mehtaranee (akin to the sweeper) ayah wait upon the ladies. They often had to bring their own servants. There
was the great difficulty of the language: the Indian ladies had only a few words of English, the English ladies
could not speak Bengali. The Indian ladies were very shy and sometimes a little frightened in the strange
surroundings and the white faces and unfamiliar clothes of the English.
What always interested them was to show them the bedrooms and clothes. To a woman who considers five
yards of material adequate clothing when merely wrapped around her, English dresses and underwear appeared
ridiculously complicated and even unnecessary. But though those parties were not a success at the time, I think
they were enjoyed in retrospect, for our Indian guests were always willing to come again.
Then we had evening parties to which Indian men were invited, and if they belonged to the Brahmo-Somaj
their wives came also. These mixed parties were the real crux of the situation; for a good-caste Hindu, no matter
how advanced his ideas, would not allow his women-folk to meet strange men. The invitations to the English had
to be very carefully worded, explaining the motive for which the party was given. Most of the invitations were
accepted, but some were more or less politely refused, for there was still some of the old prejudice which had
inspired the newspaper articles against Mamma when she first began visiting in zenanas.
The Indian gentlemen who came to our parties were all of the professional class, doctors, lawyers, etc., or men
of as good mercantile standing as the English guests. Many of the Indians were well educated, and those who
were “England-returned” were accustomed to English ways and meeting English ladies.
But we had rebuffs and the worst was from an English barrister. It broke a friendship of many years standing
between him and Papa. He wrote a rampant raging letter denouncing Papa for daring to invite any decent English
woman to meet “these filthy minded brutes, whose thoughts and therefore their conversation and acts were not fit
to be even hinted at to any decent woman,” etc., etc. Yet this man was an ardent Churchman, chief legal adviser in
all matters connected with a Metropolitan Episcopal see, personal friend of the Bishop and of most of the clergy,
in short, a pillar of the Church.
Then there were Indian ladies of the more emancipated type who would come to a mixed party if all the male
guests were English.
“We don’t like meeting Indian men because they have evil thoughts of us because we are Indian and appear
unveiled. They are used to English women who are not veiled, but not to Indian women.”
But Papa and Mamma stuck to their principles, though pioneers in social reform always have to endure
difficulties.
When I look back on those twenty years, from the time I was five till at twenty-five I left India for good, and
think of what Mamma did in that time and the results of her work, I feel proud that I should have been allowed to
help. Those visits to the Zenanas were the first lifting of the purdah. It was lifted only a very little way, but it
never fell back to its old position.
She and her friend Mrs. Lindstedt were the first to give organized help to the desperately poor women in the
slums of Calcutta and to give them hope and a means of earning a livelihood. She was the first to make a
sustained effort to bring the two races together. Through good report and evil report she held to her principles, and
though her efforts may have appeared small and ineffective, they have produced results greater than she had ever
dreamed of. Mamma’s work was almost entirely among women, therefore Papa could give no personal help. But
in all her work she had his backing and encouragement. In the mixed parties he was a great stand-by for he could
talk to the Indian guests in their own language and put them at their ease.
It used to be said that India could never be reformed until she was given a new grandmother, but no one
seemed to envisage such a long-term policy, and the zenanas behind their tightly closed purdahs continued in
their abysmal ignorance, and brought up their children in that same mental apathy. It was Mamma’s hand that first
lifted the purdah, and now\fn{1963} the women of India can take an open part in the life of the community, rising
even to high political rank as, for instance, that of ambassador. India has now got her new grandmother.
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*
My sister, Mary, being my elder, was in my childish eyes a miracle of knowledge. I remember when I was just
six and Mary nearly eight, I asked her what was the meaning of the words, “Ere through the world our way we
take” in the hymn we often sang. From that height of superior learning she replied,
“You silly little thing! Of course there is air all through the world, how could we breathe if there wasn’t.”
I was quite abashed at my own stupidity, and we sang, “Air through the world” quite happily, thinking we
understood every word.
Mary was brilliant, and as she grew up she became more and more beautiful till she was one of the most
beautiful women I have ever seen. It was not mere prettiness or the loveliness of youth, it was that rare thing,
sheer beauty. She was extraordinarily versatile. In the few exams that we went in for she often passed with
honours or at least in the first division, whereas I never got through any exam in my life till I took the full
doctorate. Her knowledge of languages was great, French and German of course, but her fair knowledge of Latin
was unusual. History was her main subject and she really enjoyed reading history, a fact which surprises me even
now.
She was a good pianist, had a good voice and could sing with a certain dramatic power, her drawing was
excellent and her sense of color good; she was wonderful at all kinds of needlework (believe it or not, she actually
did plain sewing for pleasure). In croquet and badminton she could hold her own against almost anyone. Is it any
wonder that the whole family regarded her with wide-eyed, heart-felt admiration?
And she was kind, and where she gave her heart she gave her loyalty. But Mamma’s unorthodox system of
education, though it suited me, was not good for anyone so versatile as Mary. Mary could skim with ease over all
the beginner’s difficulties in any subject, then she would go on to another subject, so that she never got beyond
the gifted amateur stage in anything. The training in a university would have forced her to concentrate and she
would probably have done first-rate work and made a name for herself. On the other hand her very versatility
added to her charm. When she married family cares and responsibilities put an end to any hope of a career, but to
the end of her life she was an ardent student of history.
2
In these early days it was the custom if one went out to dinner for the guests to take their own servants to wait
at table. As a little girl I have seen these alien servants lined up in the garden, when the dinner was over, being
searched by the house khansamah (butler) lest they had pocketed any of the spoons. In still earlier times, when
table equipment was scarce, guests took their own, and as the silver was really silver and not electroplate, the loss
by outside servants might be very serious.
It was a curious thing about the knives, forks and spoons when I was a child, they were all of the small size, no
table-spoons, for example. The large size was being introduced when Mamma first went to India, and she always
used them, but Papa to the end of his days refused to have anything but the small size.
The dining-room chairs were of the same pattern in every house, because they were locally made by native
carpenters. I think the pattern must have been introduced in the eighteenth century before the rise of Chippendale.
They were ugly, cumbrous, and uncomfortable, but they were cool, being cane-backed and cane-bottomed, and
the arms allowed for the free passage of the blasts from the swinging punkah to pass between you and your
neighbors. But those arms were hard and many ladies had bruised elbows after a dinner party.
Steamers, chiefly paddle-steamers, were comparatively few and were used mostly by passengers. But I think
the ice ships from America were really steamers. This was before the days of refrigerators or artificially made ice.
When an ice ship came up the river and anchored in Calcutta, almost everybody went for the ice and we all had
cold drinks, a great relief after the (mostly tepid) drinks in which one had indulged; though it was, however,
possible to cool the water down by means of porous jars. The ice ships also brought apples and that again was a
great change because, although the tropical fruits are often very delicious, it is a great thing to have a hard, rather
acid, fruit with a nice flavor.
There were, however, means of getting ice in Calcutta even in the early nineteenth century. In the cold weather
a field was covered with straw and in the afternoon shallow earthenware saucers were laid in rows across the
field, and at sunset the water carrier filled the saucers with water. During the night a coating of ice was formed,
which before sunrise was skimmed off and consolidated into blocks. These, when stored in a cool place, could last
for several days.
Our family has always been known for a capacity to keep its servants, whether in India or England. The
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household, as I first remember it, consisted of a khansamah, who for his extraordinary likeness to the portraits of
King Henry VIII was always called by that name. The head kitmutgar (table-servant) was Ashraf, a nephew of
Henry VIII. The other kitmutgars were mostly young fellows learning their job. They were usually sons, nephews,
or cousins of the same highly respectable family of Dacca Moslems to which Henry VIII belonged.
Then there was Teeloo, the Malay cook, whose curries were unsurpassed. He made special curries for us
children, and I remember his smiling monkey-face when he asked me,
“Did the baba like today’s curry?”
There was also a masalchi, or washer-up, who did his work in the room adjoining the dining room, and never
appeared in any other part of the house except to receive his weekly pay. The house servants were all Hindus,
mostly from Orissa. They were not usually related to one another, but often came from adjoining villages, where
they had learned that ours was a household where a man was happy if he did his work well. The only one that I
remember was old Modoo, who was a favorite with all children for he had a store of wonderful tales about
animals, which were probably current in Orissa villages:
The old brown man, he sat on the floor
And the children sat in a ring,
And he told them tales of his jungle lore,
Of the wicked toad, and the lion-king,
And the tiger who wanted to play,
How the crocodile got his coat of mail,
Of the monkeys who went in a boat for a sail,
Or the naughty lizard who lost his tail,
And the trees that ran away.

When he was pensioned off, he went back to his own village, but in a few months he returned, because he
could not stand the dullness of country life. After a time he would find town life too wearing and would return to
his village till he was bored, and then back he came to Calcutta. He oscillated like that for years. I have no idea
what he did in his village, but he did nothing whatever when returning to Calcutta except amuse the children,
bully the other Ooriahs or sit smoking in the servants’ quarters. Hindus usually have a great respect for old age,
and I am pretty sure that his fellow Ooriahs made him very comfortable and that he never paid a pice for his food.
One of the most important servants was the mehtar (sweeper). He had no caste, and to touch or be touched by
him was to a Hindu temporary loss of caste, to be regained only by ceremonial purification. As there was no
plumbing in any house in Calcutta the sweeper attended to the bathrooms (though not to the actual bath), he also
swept all the floors in the house, the garden paths, and flushed the surface drains in dry weather. He was
contemptuously addressed by the other servants as Maharaj (Great King).
His religion has never been studied, as far as I know, but it was clearly pre-Aryan; his god was Lal-beg,
typified by a decorated broom carried in procession. I never had the luck to see one of these processions. There is
one kingdom in India whose ruler bears the title Mehtar, apparently the equivalent of Maharajah. I have often
wondered since I began to be interested in such matters, whether the Broom-people of India had at any time a
connection with the royal Broom-people (Plantagenet) of England and France. It is a fascinating conjecture but
alas! without proof.
Then there was the durzee (tailor), always a Moslem, for the true Hindu of those days would not wear a sewn
garment. The durzee made the clothes of the family; one had to have a large stock not only for continual changes
of garments daily during the hot weather but also because of the drastic method in vogue among the washermen.
The washing was done at a tank (open pond), the clothes were dipped in the tank, roughly soaped, then beaten
violently on a ribbed wooden board, rinsed in the tank, and laid out in the sun to dry and bleach. No wonder we
were constantly requiring new garments.
The durzee always sat close to the living-rooms for convenience of the continual conference with the
memsahib. It was usually in a corner of the verandah where he would have plenty of light though sitting in the
shade, and plenty of room to spread the material he happened to be working on. In the days before sewing
machines it was a great advantage to have gone barefoot all your life for, when doing a long piece of hemming
such as a sheet, you kept the material taut between your prehensile toes while your fingers were busy with the
sewing.
The chief durzee village was near the river, and from that part of Calcutta where we lived the durzees had to
walk across the mile-wide open maiddn. When the Howrah Bridge was being built there was a panic among the
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durzees, for everybody knows that no great and important building can last unless “fasted” with a human life.
Awful stories were current among the durzees how belated pedestrians hurrying across the maiddn after sunset
had been seized by the myrmidons of the bridge builders and sacrificed on the bridge. For months no durzee
would go alone across that dreaded expanse. Even two together were not enough, so they went in convoys of at
least fifty.
In the stables there were two coachmen, one for Papa’s office carriage and one for Mama's carriage, and a syce
(groom) for each horse. They were all Moslems. Then there was the durwan (gate-keeper) and the gardener, both
of whom were Hindus. All the servants, with the exception of the gardener, wore the usual servants’ uniform, a
long white coat reaching to below the knee and with sleeves to the wrist. As this garment was slipped over the
head the chest-piece was shaped something like a breastplate, but with rounded corners; it opened on the right
side where it was tied to the main part of the garment with strings.
None of the servants, indoor or outdoor, wore shoes. All the Hindus wore puggaree-turbans, so did the syces.
The table-servants and the coachmen wore a peculiar (and hideous) headgear; it consisted of a ring about five or
six inches wide of solah-reed pith. It was fitted to the head and was worn tipped rather back so as to cover all the
hair. The pith-ring was covered with white muslin, which also covered the open part of the ring. The whole effect
was of a weird kind of halo. If the servants wore any sort of uniform, this consisted of a colored cummerbund and
a wide ribbon of the same color fastened slantwise across the turban or pith-ring.
Last but not least of the house-servants was the much-loved Baba Ayah. She came first when I was an infant,
hence the name by which she was always called (I never knew her real name), and she stayed until we left India
for good, when she was pensioned. She was tall and stately, and must have been beautiful as a girl; she fulfilled
one of the essentials of perfect female beauty in the eyes of Indian poets, she walked “like an elephant,” that is,
with a peculiar swaying gait which in a tall slender figure like hers is extremely graceful. She was utterly honest
and trustworthy, held aloof from the other servants, and did her work quietly and efficiently. Once Mamma said
something to her in praise of her work, and she replied,
“Memsahib, you don’t dik and worry, so I don’t dik and worry.”
She always wore a rather full skirt of a patterned cotton material which reached her ankles; her dark jacket was
buttoned down the front from the neck to the waist, the sleeves were narrow and reached the wrist, and of course
she wore the chuddah.
As a widow, she could wear no ornaments, no ear-rings, no bracelets, no rings, no anklets, and properly
speaking nothing round the neck. But she wore a solid silver ring round her neck; the section was octagonal, the
corners being rounded, and it was from an inch to an inch and a half thick. What intrigued me then, and still does,
was the fact that being solid silver there was no way to take it off. It must have been made in two pieces, which
were soldered together while on her neck, but I could never discover the joins. As a little child sitting on her lap
on the floor, it was my delight to lift this heavy weight as high as it would go, then let it fall, bang on her collarbone. It was so heavy that it must have hurt, and I was never allowed to do this more than twice before being
stopped rather sharply.
Long association with English children taught her to see the pictures in a children’s picture book and interpret
them to a child as exactly as an English nanny, a rare accomplishment in a native. She could recognize a
photograph, for when in 1886 I was in England and sent a photograph of myself to Mamma, Baba Ayah saw it,
recognized it instantly, and kissed it with the greatest affection.
One of the young Ooriah bearers, when he was going back to Orissa for his holiday, asked that when he
returned he might bring his seven-year-old brother with him. When the small boy arrived, he was dressed like any
other house-servant in the long white coat and a smartly twisted puggaree-turban. He was strictly trained in
manners by his brother. When he met any of us he would salaam, then draw himself up to his full height and
stand rigid till we had passed; his voice was always hushed and he never smiled. But when he thought we were
out, or in a room where we could not see, things were different. He had never seen stairs nor had a carpet under
his bare feet, so it was one of his great delights to tear up and down the stairs as hard as he could go until he was
completely out of breath.
Another source of delirious joy was a. long mirror that hung in the hall. He had never seen himself full-length
before, and he would spend an hour at a time prancing and attitudinizing in front of it. I don’t think he ever had a
dull minute during his month’s stay, and I have often wondered what kind of tales of the glories and wonders of
an English house he told the untraveled village boys at home.
I had another experience of the effect of the wonders of Calcutta on villagers. My cousin Alfred Slater and his
wife came on a week’s leave because their little three-year-old boy was in ill health, and they wanted to consult
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one of the Calcutta doctors who had a well-deserved reputation for his care of children. They brought with them
the child’s ayah, and an old bearer who had been with Alfred for more than ten years. They arrived in the early
morning and after the doctor’s visit they all had to rest after the tiring train journey. In the late afternoon the
child’s parents went with us for the usual drive, little Frank being in bed, with the ayah and the old bearer in
charge.
We got back as usual after dark and were met at the door by the old man in a great state of agitation. He
hurried to his mistress, saying,
“Memsahib, we must leave at once. This is a dangerous place, there is an evil spirit in this house.” When she
had calmed him down a little he explained what had happened.
“Memsahib,” he said, “when it began to get dark the bearer came up to the bedroom. Memsahib, he had
nothing in his hands but a box of matches. And he went up to a stick that juts out of the wall, and he set fire with a
match to the end of the stick, and it is burning now. Many times I have tried to blow it out, but the flame is too
strong. This is jadoo (magic) and therefore evil.”
When it was explained to him that the stick was a pipe and that the oil came through it like water through a tap
(he knew about water taps) he and the ayah ceased to be afraid. Next morning Papa, having heard the story, said
to the old man,
“So you thought the light last night was magical. Now this afternoon I will send you and the ayah and Frankobaba to the public gardens, and there you will see lamps that light themselves even when no one is near them.”
The old man salaamed to the ground and said,
“Sahib, I know I am an ignorant old man from the jungle, but I can’t believe that.”
That afternoon the little party were taken to the Eden Gardens in good time, and having parked the ayah and
the child at a little distance, the old man mounted guard over one of the tall standard electric lamps, driving away
everybody that came near and keeping the lamp completely isolated. But when the light came on by itself, he was
dumbfounded. After that he and the ayah would have believed anything that Papa told them. But as the ayah said,
“What is the good of our seeing all these wonders, for when we go home and tell our people what we have
seen, they will not believe us, and will think we are telling lies or making up stories to amuse the children.”
*
As the greater part of my life in India was spent in towns, I had few opportunities of seeing any of the wild
creatures. But the ubiquitous crow is present everywhere. Its appalling wickedness can only be explained by
realizing that each individual crow is an incarnation of the devil. Here are two incidents to prove this fact, one
being my own experience and the other Papa’s.
I had a habit of getting up early and going up to the flat roof to read and enjoy the cool air. One morning I had
just finished dressing when I heard a scream from the garden. I ran out on the verandah to see what had
happened. The garden was a very small one, just a lawn with a rose bed at one end and two or three trees along
the far side, which screened the house from the street. There was nothing in the garden to account for the
agonized scream. There was certainly a large toad in the middle of the lawn and a crow in the tree. I am rather
partial to toads, nice quiet creatures that do their job in the garden without fuss. There was also the crow, but one
seldom sees a tree in Calcutta without a crow in it.
As there was nothing to account for the scream, I went back into the house, but before I reached my room the
scream came again. I rushed out again on the verandah. The scene was unchanged, except that the toad had
moved forward a few inches. I stepped back a little way till I was not so conspicuous. I had only moved a few
steps when the crow flew down to the lawn behind the toad and with its hard-pointed beak gave its victim a
vicious dig in the back and the poor creature screamed again. I ran forward waving my arms, and the crow saw
me and flew back into the tree. Then I hurried down into the garden and with little clods of earth, there being no
other missiles handy, I drove the crow away. It flew off with a derisive caw. Then I turned to the toad. As I have
no knowledge of the anatomy of toads, I was afraid to pick it up lest I should increase its injuries by unskillful
handling, but I found that after it had rested for a few minutes it could move under its own steam, so I steered it
gently till it got under a rose bush and was safe from crows.
As for Papa's experience, he was sitting one morning on the roof when an adjutant-stork settled on the parapet
of the adjacent house. An adjutant is a big, long-legged bird, which when standing or walking looks from the back
like a highly respectable bald-headed old gentleman. He has a big beak and a capacious pouch in which he stores
oddments of food until he gets enough to regurgitate and have a good meal. He is given to sudden fits of wild
capering with high kicks and flapping wings, which combined with his sober appearance are almost indecent.
There was a loose brick on the parapet on which the adjutant adjusted himself, for these birds when on a flat
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surface always like some stone or a rise in the ground to stand on. After a few preliminary wobbles the adjutant
got his balance on the brick, and stood peacefully contemplating the view.
A crow, looking the picture of innocence, flew down on the parapet behind the adjutant and pulled the
adjutant’s tail. The brick wobbled and the adjutant lost his balance and flapped wildly but he recovered quickly
and returned to his contemplation of the view. The crow, of course, was innocently looking in quite another
direction.
When the adjutant was settled again, the crow sidled along towards him, but just as it was reaching up to get a
good grasp of the feathers, the adjutant whisked round, seized the crow with his huge powerful beak, tossed it up
into the air, caught it as it came down, swallowed it, settled himself again on the brick and contemplated the view.
The crow must have been nearly dead when swallowed, for there were only two or three faint flaps of its wings as
it went down into the pouch. Though this is a true story it reminds one of the awful fate of the naughty little boys
who laughed at the bald-headed prophet.
I have never seen a plague of locusts nor the march of the soldier-ants, but I have seen two insect plagues. The
first was of short duration. It was a plague of fleas; I think they must have been blown by the wind, for only the
two upper rooms on the windward side of the house were affected, but for some hours these two rooms were
uninhabitable. The fleas were mostly on the walls, making a band about a foot high from the floor, so that the
effect was of a dark wainscot all round the room. As plagues of the kind are not uncommon the servants knew
what to do. The floor was spread with fresh-cut grass; in about an hour this was swept up, carried into the garden,
and burnt, while new grass was spread in the room. Every part of each window was washed in strong tobacco
water, and the windows were closed so that no more contributions came in from outside. When the room was
clear, and the last lot of grass was carried away, the whole floor was washed with strong tobacco water and the
plague was over.
The other plague I experienced was very different. It came at the end of the rains, when it was still warm
enough to sit with all the windows open in the evening. The plague began when it was getting dark and the lights
had been turned on. Some rather pretty little insects arrived. They were about the length of a ladybird, but instead
of the ladybird’s globular figure, they were long and narrow. The wing cases were brilliant emerald-green with a
few black speckles like the ladybird. They were quite harmless, though the hard edges of the wing-cases tickled
and pricked if they got on you, but they could not bite or sting, or destroy anything. In fact one rather liked the
look of them.
But soon the swarm began to arrive. They got into one’s hair, they got into men’s beards, they got down one’s
neck, they got down one’s back, they got up one’s sleeves, they did not object to tobacco smoke whether from
pipes, cigars or the servants’ hookahs, and they did not mind perfumes. Under every light in the house heaps
began to accumulate. The men at the club could not play billiards because of the heaps under the lamps, reading
was impossible for one required a light not far off, the whole population of Calcutta was driven that night to sit in
the dark or take refuge under the mosquito- curtains. The house lizards did their best to cope, but they are small
creatures, and though they ate as much and as fast as they could, they made no improvement.
Next morning the streets had not been watered for the gutters were blocked by the kerb-high heaps under each
street lamp, and if there happened to be a grating under the lamp, the drain below was blocked. Round every heap
were lizards and insect-eating birds who had eaten until they could eat no more. Never before or since have I seen
crows sitting beside food and absolutely incapable of eating another mouthful. They looked and longed but really
couldn’t. The heaps were cleared away in dust carts and, I think, emptied into the river, where the fishes would
have a feast. Next night there was another plague, but not nearly so violent, and by the third night the number of
green insects was no more than the mosquitoes.
*
In my time there were plenty of shops of all kinds, but in earlier days consignments of clothes and dress
materials were sent out from England to be sold by auction. When the things were displayed in the auction rooms
all the Calcutta ladies went to inspect the newest fashions in materials, hats, and ready-made dresses. Other
things, of course, were brought out in the same way and the auction rooms were often full of ladies and children.
As a child I can remember the display of toys and other lovely things at the Great Eastern Hotel during the week
before Christmas. It was specially gay in the evening when all lighted up and everything seemed to be glittering
and beautiful. The Great Eastern Hotel was always to the fore and was a wonderful sight when there were
illuminations, which occurred twice a year, New Year’s Eve and the Queen’s birthday (May 24 th). Though not on
the maiden the Great Eastern was on a wide street, so that the illuminations showed up well.
When the riverside Fort St. George was built for the defense of Calcutta, an area two miles long and one mile
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wide was left clear of buildings round it. This great open space was the maiden. The only buildings on it were, in
the north-east corner the Ochterlony Monument,\fn( A column-type monument, built in 1848 by Major-General David
Ochterlony, commander of the British East India Company’s main force to commemorate his victory in Gurkha War of 1814-16 }. and in
the south-east corner the Cathedral and the gaol. When the houses that lined the east side of the maiddn were
illuminated the effect was wonderful. All the details of every house were outlined in light. Electric light not
having been invented then, the lights were little pottery lamps, not unlike Roman lamps but smaller. These were
placed closely together on every horizontal surface of the house, window-sills, top and base of roof parapets, etc.
For the vertical sides of the doors and windows the lamps were hung on wire frames. Each lamp had a wick laid
along the spout and was half-filled with water with crude castor oil floated on top. Castor oil is smokeless and
burns with a soft clear light.
The Cathedral was a copy of the cathedral of Norwich, having been built by Bishop Wilson who came from
that city. The first Bishop of Calcutta was Bishop Middleton, whose gigantic statue is in St. Paul’s Cathedral;
Grandmamma was confirmed by him. The second was Heber, author of the hymn, From Greenland’s Icy
Mountains. The episcopates of these two were uneventful. Then came Bishop Wilson, a typical East Anglian,
ready, like Cromwell’s splendid Ironsides, to face any odds when fighting against sin and evil, especially if in
high places.

† The Ochterlony Monument (1848), Calcutta, India †
Papa used to tell a story about Wilson of which he was a witness. It began with the occurrence of an incident
so scandalous that all decent people of whatever creed were shocked. The culprit was a young man in a high
position at Government House, being a near relative of Lord Canning, the Governor-General. In a country where
each white man was conspicuous the incident was known and discussed far beyond the bounds of Calcutta, and
everyone waited for Lord Canning to show a public mark of his disapproval by sending the young man out of the
country—what is now called deportation. But Canning refused to act in that way and even paraded his intention
of allowing the culprit to carry on in his present post.
The Bishop felt that as Metropolitan of All India and therefore the mouthpiece of the Christians, it was his duty
to remonstrate with Canning, especially as it was not a political matter. So in his official carriage followed by his
uniformed outriders the Bishop went to call on the Governor-General. Canning listened to what he had to say, and
then said that he (the Bishop) was interfering in a matter that was no concern of his, and to go home and mind his
own business. There being no answer to this the Bishop went back in his state carriage with his uniformed
outriders.
The next Sunday Canning went to morning service in his official capacity as Governor-General (Papa was
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among the congregation). Canning sat in his throne-like chair high raised above the rest of the people, the most
conspicuous figure in the place. The Bishop preached the sermon, which at first was unexciting, but soon the
congregation realized that he was approaching some kind of climax. It came when he told that silent audience
why and how he had called on the Governor-General, and how he had been told to go home and mind his own
business. Then he turned to Canning,
“And now, my lord,” he said, “I am minding my own business, which is the business of my Master and yours.
And in His name and in the name of outraged society I demand that that young man shall be sent home.”
That young man was on his way home in less than a week. The sermon and its result had a great effect not only
on the white community but also on the natives, who saw that even those in the highest places, the Burra Sahib
himself, were not permitted to protect a wrong-doer from deserved punishment.
*
The maiddn had always been a great feature in the life of Calcutta. Children went for walks on the grass with
their ayahs, grown-ups could ride, there was a golf course and a polo ground, and in the eighteenth century duels
were fought there. When a boy, Papa knew an old lady who could remember that as a little girl walking one
evening on the maiddn with her ayah she saw the wounded Sir Philip Francis being carried away in a doolie after
his duel with Warren Hastings.
Polo is said to have been introduced from Manipur, and was known as Hockey-on-Horseback. Until a
Manipuri team came to play against the English club, the game was rather slow and the ponies were rather too big
and not very nimble. Those who saw those first matches, English versus Mampuri, told me that it was very
exciting for the Manipuris were wonderful riders. Bare feet must have an advantage over boots in that game, for a
man can take a firm hold on the pony’s mane with his toes and so increase his reach to the ball on the ground.
The Manipuris never fell off their ponies, and even when they flung themselves off with a blood- curdling yell,
holding only by the toes, no part of the body touched the ground, then with a wriggle they were across the pony’s
back in one movement. The ponies too were well trained and could slip under the slower-moving opponent and be
away with their yelling riders who had neatly swiped the ball to a considerable distance. After the visit of the
Manipuri team Hockey-on-Horseback died and polo was created and has become the sport of the more wealthy
members of the community.
There were good roads across the maiddn, many of them planted with flowering trees. The avenue of
Australian Flame-tree was a magnificent sight when in blossom. All Calcutta used to take the evening drive or
ride on the maiddn. The Strand was the most fashionable road but the Red Road was pleasanter, being less
frequented. During Ramadan, the twenty-eight days’ fast when no Moslem may eat or drink between sunrise and
sunset, Mamma was very careful that we should be on the Red Road just before sunset, because there was a water
conduit all along one side of the road. When the sun disappeared the carriage was stopped, and the coachmen and
the two syces went in turn to the conduit for a long drink, the first they had had that day since sunrise.
*
As I was born only six years after the outbreak of the Mutiny all my early childhood was filled with stories of
the events of that anxious time. Most of Papa’s relations and friends were either living in the threatened areas or
actually taking part in the struggle. Consequently when I was old enough to understand what people were talking
about, the conversations between grown-ups, unconscious of the presence of little pitchers, would often reveal
exciting or horrifying experiences of their own or other people’s. Fortunately children’s memories are short, and
most of the stories I heard then are forgotten long ago. The stories I recount below were not told to me till I was a
grown girl, but the period of the Mutiny remains to me as a large black patch of history shot through with
lightning flashes of horror.
Papa, though he took no active part, knew many of the principal people concerned. His distant connection by
marriage to Havelock I have already noted, and he also knew Colonel Mowbray Thompson, one of the three
survivors from Cawnpore. Then there was Papa’s cousin, the Reverend Thomas Moore, an army chaplain, who
was with Havelock’s forces to the end and was one of the first to enter the Assembly Rooms at Cawnpore where
the massacre had taken place.
I met none of the notabilities of the Mutiny but I remember, when I could not have been more than five, during
our usual evening drive, a large barouche passed us driving slowly and in it all alone was a pleasant-looking
elderly gentleman. Mamma said excitedly to Mary and me,
“Look, look quick at that gentleman.” So we stared at him as hard as we could. After he had passed Mamma
said,
“That was Sir John Lawrence.\fn{ Viceroy of India, 1858-1869.H} You must always remember that you have seen
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him.”
All the main events of the Mutiny have been carefully recorded and are well-known, and the Mutiny itself has
now become only an episode in Indian history, but to me it remains as vividly clear as the two Great Wars of this
century, as I knew personally so many people who had been through it. The troubles lasted about two years before
the whole of the great sub-continent of India was finally at peace. It is, however, only fair to say that the outbreak
was almost entirely military; it was not a national uprising, and the punishments inflicted were considerably less
than those which would have been meted out to vanquished mutineers by their own rulers. For instance, blowing
from the guns was a more merciful death than elephant-treading, and it was, besides, the regular punishment for
mutiny in the native states.
Grandmamma and her daughter and children were safely in England, and as Papa had not yet met Mamma he
was not too much harassed by anxiety for his immediate family. But he himself was in imminent danger for he
was in charge of the paper-mills at Serampore where the supposedly greased cartridges were made and therefore
was regarded as a legitimate object for destruction by Hindus and Moslems alike. The fable that all cartridge
paper had been greased with pig-fat or beef-fat was deliberately invented and circulated in order to rouse the
religious fury of both communities. Papa as the maker of the cartridge paper knew how false that statement was.
Serampore was isolated with perhaps half a dozen white men and women in residence, even at the best of
times, and even these had left. On the opposite side of the river was Barrackpore, where many of the native
troops, though not in open mutiny, were known to be disaffected.
Some little time previously, Papa had done a kindness to a Sikh N.C.O.\fn{ Non-commissioned officer} which the
man regarded as putting him under a lifelong obligation. Papa never told me what he had done for the man; it was
probably something financial for his hand was always in his pocket for anyone in trouble. He was considerably
surprised when one dark moonless night as he was smoking an after-dinner pipe on the verandah, to find the Sikh
standing before him. He was not in uniform but dressed so as to pass in the dark as a boatman. In a whisper, he
said,
“Sahib, I owe you much, and therefore I have come to warn you. Go to Calcutta, sahib, at once. There are
many white soldiers there and you will be safe. Go at dawn.”
“Why?” said Papa.
“Because, sahib, those dogs (he used a less polite term to indicate the disaffected soldiers) are only waiting till
they get reinforcements from up-country, then they will rise and kill every white man, woman, and child, and they
will kill every soldier that remains loyal to the English. My brother and I have risked our lives to come here. We
have had to steal a boat to cross the river, and we must get it back to its place before the owner finds that it is gone
and raises an outcry. Then we must creep into barracks unseen and unheard or we shall have our throats cut before
sunrise by those dogs. Go, sahib, and go quickly.”
“Listen,” said Papa. “If you were alone in an outpost that you had orders to hold and you heard that the enemy
was advancing in force, would you run away?”
“Sahib,” said the Sikh indignantly, “I am a soldier. I would hold that outpost as long as there was life in my
body.” Papa gave a little laugh and said,
“I am not a soldier, but I stay at my post!” The two men looked straight at one another for a moment, then the
Sikh without a word salaamed down to the ground, then drew himself up to his full height and, forgetting that he
was not in uniform, saluted as to an officer, and without a word vanished into the darkness. The two brothers got
back to barracks safely and Papa saw them several times afterwards.
A few days later Papa had a note from a young officer of his acquaintance at Barrackpore, which ran
something like this:
“The General is holding a field day tomorrow beginning at sunrise. The maneuvers might interest you.”
In the disturbed state of the country all military activity was of interest, so Papa went across and joined a group
of other civilians who had also been invited to watch. The maneuvers appeared to be rather peculiar (Papa was not
an expert), and when a halt was called the arrangement of troops was equally peculiar.
The disaffected companies found themselves as a separate group massed together, still under the command of
their white officers. The order was given to them to pile arms. They hesitated, they looked to the right and saw
British, Sikh and loyal native troops standing in line facing towards them, all armed with fixed bayonets. They
looked to the left, again British, Sikh and loyal native troops standing in line with fixed bayonets facing towards
them. They looked in front, and realized the game was up, for they faced at point-blank range the big guns, loaded
and with the gun-crews at their posts. The would-be mutineers piled their arms. Then those who wore medals or
stripes of military rank were summoned and the insignia of courage and of rank were stripped off them. They
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were thus degraded in the eyes of their comrades.
Still in silence broken only by the voice of the officer giving the orders, they were marched to the railway
station. There their uniforms were taken from them, the few articles belonging to them were returned to them, the
exact amount of pay due was paid to them, they entered the train which with armed guards steamed away. At
sunrise they had been soldiers, marching proudly among their fellows, before noon they were merely a crowd of
unarmed, bewildered peasants. The silence, speed and efficiency of the whole affair would appear to them as due
to some powerful magic which they dared not oppose. They knew also that they would not be welcome to their
fellow mutineers, for they brought no arms and no loot from ammunition depots or from the houses of the white
men whom they had murdered. And their families might quite well be annoyed at their returning home with so
little money. The whole plan was brilliantly carried out, not a shot fired, not a drop of blood spilt. The mutineers
were put to shame and quietly deported, yet the effect was that Calcutta and its surroundings were safe.
Grandmamma told me a story about the Mutiny. She was in England all through that anxious time, but she
heard about it from her friends who were the people concerned. They were a missionary, his wife and one little
child; they lived in an isolated part, I think it was the Monghyr district. They were aiming to reach Calcutta, but to
get to the place where they could find direct transport, they had to cross a river. The boat was a rowing-boat, so
low down in the water that the small child could trail his hand in the water.
Suddenly and silently a crocodile rose up out of the depths, covering the child’s hand with its closing jaws. But
before those jaws locked in the final snap the child pulled his hand away, and the hand was so small that it slipped
through that narrow opening without being grazed. Kipling brings this incident into one of his stories, where the
crocodile long after regrets the loss of that tender morsel.
Years later, Mamma told me of a curious aftermath of the Mutiny. Calcutta was then well-known among ladies
for hand-embroidery on the fine white cotton materials used for dresses and underwear. From the time before my
memory serves, and until I left Calcutta for good, whenever new underwear was needed a message was sent to
Sadhu, who then came with his bundle of embroideries. He would sit on the floor and spread his wares round him,
while Mamma set herself to the serious business of choosing the patterns that pleased her. Nothing could be
prettier or more dainty than those fine white garments trimmed with white embroidery. The material for the
garments had already been bought, and a certain number of yards had to be cut of in strips for the embroidery,
which consisted of insertions and edgings.
Sadhu and his brother had started the business before the Mutiny, they employed quite a large number of hands
(all men) and made a very comfortable income. When I knew Sadhu, the brother was dead, and Sadhu was
carrying on the business alone. On one occasion Mamma looked up from her inspection of the embroideries, and
said, pointing to the man’s hand,
“Sadhu, isn’t that your brother’s ring that you are wearing?”
“Yes, memsahib,” he answered. “When my brother was dying, he gave me her ring, for I also had known her.”
Afterwards I heard the full story from Mamma, who had arrived in India when the worst of the Mutiny was
over. She had gone out as a missionary, and she was staying in Calcutta with a missionary couple named Cuthbert.
When the survivors of the Siege of Lucknow were brought to Calcutta every house was open to receive them. The
Cuthberts took in the widow of a missionary, and Mamma got to like and know her fairly well. I think her
husband had died during the siege, and her children (if she had any) were in England, so she was all alone. She
had to stay in Calcutta for her husband’s affairs to be settled, and she had also to wait for a passage to England.
She employed part of her time in renewing her wardrobe, all her clothes had been lost or worn out in the siege,
and of course she bought her embroidery from the two brothers.
The elder brother fell deeply in love with her; he knew quite well that she would never marry him, but that
made no difference. Every day he went to the house, not to sell his wares, but to sit somewhere about the house or
compound where he could catch a glimpse of her.
When the time came for her to leave and she said goodbye to him, he asked her to give him something, no
matter how small, that she had worn. She took the ring from her finger and gave it to him. Then she went back to
England and I never heard what became of her.
Sadhu’s brother always wore the ring until he died. It was, as far as I can remember, a small gold ring,
obviously English-made, and by the style made for a lady, not for a man. The stone was blood-red, and
transparent, cut en cabuchon, possibly a garnet, but I cannot remember if it was surrounded with tiny pearls, or if
a fancy gold setting held it in place.
Cousin Tom Moore gave me some eye-witness information of the most terrible incident in the history of the
Mutiny, the Massacre of Cawnpore. He was an army chaplain and went with Havelock’s force on its victorious
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campaign against the rebels. The story of Cawnpore is well-known, but it is perhaps worthwhile to say a few
words.
Cawnpore had some soldiers quartered there, but it was more of an industrial town, not a fortress like
Lucknow. When therefore the mutineers under the leadership of the Nana Sahib came there resistance could not
last long. The English had to make terms: it was arranged that they should give up the town and their arms, and be
allowed to leave in boats down the river under safe conduct from the Nana. The boats were provided, the women
and children were already in them, and the men preparing to go on board, when the Nana’s troops opened fire.
Only six men got away from that murderous onslaught, four privates and two officers. They were followed along
the river bank by some of the armed enemy; three of the privates were shot down in the river, and only the
officers (Mowbray Thompson being one) and one private reached safety to carry the news of the treachery of the
Nana Sahib.
Meanwhile almost all the men by the boats had been killed, the women and children were bundled back to land
and driven into the Assembly Rooms where they were shut in with guards set round the building. It seems a
ghastly irony of fate that the rooms which to most of the women had been associated with balls and gaieties of all
kinds, should become their prison and their death chamber.
The Nana Sahib’s forces in Cawnpore were well aware that the women had been kept as hostages in case the
English were victorious, and as Havelock’s little army approached Cawnpore the mutineers began to be afraid that
the Nana Sahib would save his own skin by giving up all the hostages without regard to his own soldiers, who
would then fall into the hands of the English to be tried and punished by military law. They were determined that
the Nana Sahib should share their fate and not save his own life at the expense of theirs.
The events of 15 th July, 1857, were described later by some of the inhabitants of Cawnpore. On that day five
Mahomedan soldiers armed with swords entered the Assembly Rooms; after a time two of them came out and had
their swords sharpened. When it was all over the bodies were carried out and thrown pell-mell into a well. Only
bazaar reports but no accurate information of conditions in Cawnpore had reached the English since the escape of
Mowbray Thompson and his companions, therefore when they entered Cawnpore they were quite unaware of the
massacre until some of the inhabitants took a sergeant and other soldiers and civilians to the Assembly Rooms.
Cousin Tom Moore’s description was vivid. The floor was blood- stained everywhere, there were fragments of
torn dresses, the thin material having given way when the dead body was pulled aside to make room perhaps for
the murderer’s feet. There was also a large Bible lying open on the floor, its loosened cover showing how much it
had been used; almost all the leaves were splashed with blood. On the walls all the blood-stains were, with one
exception, low down near the floor, none higher than the neck of a kneeling woman, showing that there could
have been no resistance.
High up on one wall was the mark in blood of a little child’s foot, and near it suspended from the ceiling was a
large iron hook for holding a big hanging lamp. From the relative position it was clear that the hook must have
been driven through the little child’s body and that in the ensuing death struggles the little foot had struck against
the wall, leaving its blood-imprinted mark.
Though we are now\fn{1963} well used to mass extermination of helpless non-combatant prisoners by their
conquerors, this was not the case in the nineteenth century, and the news was a shock to all who heard of it. The
Nana Sahib escaped, disguised as a woman, and took refuge in Tibet, it was said. When in the early eighties there
was a bazaar rumor that he had returned to India, there was a return of that fury which had been seen when the
massacre was still causing ungovernable rage against the man responsible for the crime.
When the Mutiny was over and conditions normal again, the Assembly Rooms were pulled down and the site
laid out as a memorial garden. Over the well into which the bodies were thrown was placed a statue representing
the Angel of the Resurrection; over the well from which the prisoners had their drinking water was a Celtic cross
designed by Cousin Tom. He obtained the woodwork of one of the doors of the Assembly Rooms, and being
clever with his fingers he made small replicas of the cross about four inches high which were sold for charitable
objects. Though the massacre took place six years before I was born and though I have never been to Cawnpore,
yet when I read about that town or even hear the name mentioned, I see in my mind’s eye that little footprint on
the white-washed wall and the sinister iron hook swinging beside it.\fn{ The memorial, below, was erected c.1860:W}
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I now come to my own story.
I was born on July 13 th, 1863, in Calcutta. Grandmamma has often told me that she went in the early dawn into
the garden to rouse a servant to go for the doctor, and that the moon-flowers were in their full glory and made a
blaze of splendor.
In 1865 my parents came home with Mary, aged three, and myself, aged eighteen months. We came by sailing
ship round the Cape and the voyage took nineteen weeks. The supply of fresh water had sunk perilously low by
the time we reached England.
It is said, but with what truth I do not know, that memory begins as sensation and not as vision or hearing. This
was certainly my case. Aunt Alice and her three children were on board, and when the ship was becalmed for
three weeks off the Cape and rolled rhythmically on the swell, all the children would sit on the floor of the cuddy
(there were no saloons in those days) and slide down as the ship rolled, then turn round and slide the other way. I
still remember that sensation of sliding first one way and then the other.
My earliest visual memory is as clear to me today as if it had happened yesterday, though I was still under
three. We were in a room in Uncle John’s house. He was then a curate at Reading, and as far as I know lived in a
rather small house. In my memory I was standing in the dining-room, which like all Victorian dining rooms had a
dark wallpaper, dark oak furniture and dark red curtains. Mary was a little to my left rather behind me, and I was
standing looking up into the face of my beautiful mother who was stooping over me.
But why that vision should remain I cannot tell for I have no further memories until we were on our way back
to Calcutta. I remember standing on the deck of a steamer in bright sunshine wearing a white frock and no hat
while a young man was trying to make friends with me.
I have no further memory of anything until at the age of four I was in a settled home in Calcutta, where for all I
could remember I might have been all my life.
My next memory was more startling. It was in the middle of the great cyclone of 1867. It was at night and
Papa and the servants were barricading all the windows. The outer wooden Venetian shutters (jill-mills) held open
with long iron hooks were now firmly closed, and also the inner folding glass-paneled shutters, each of which was
fixed with an iron bar across.
The danger in a cyclone is the force of the wind; the lightning and rain are little worse than a bad
thunderstorm, but the blast that comes through any aperture will blow down the opposite wall. As the cyclone is a
whirlwind, watch must be kept on the direction of the wind, which will swing round to the opposite side, and all
inside barricades must be hastily shifted to the other side of the house. Several years later I saw a large house,
which was let off in flats, where the whole side had been blown away. The effect was that of a doll’s house when
the front is open.
I remember standing in a doorway looking into the room during this 1867 cyclone. Papa in pajamas and with
bare feet was with three servants pushing the heavy dining-room table towards a window. The floor of polished
chunam was swimming in water, for the rain had begun before all the windows could be closed. I was gazing at
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Papa with horrified eyes for his jacket was unfastened and a dreadful red streak ran diagonally across his chest
starting from the left shoulder. I thought it was blood, of course. Actually what had happened was that he had
leaned out of an open window to undo a jill-mill hook, which being rusty needed a hard pull; it gave way
suddenly and helped by a gust of wind the long rod struck him, leaving a thick line of rust on his chest.
A further incident of that night was when he went into the rooms occupied by his mother and grandmother to
make certain that the barricades on the windows were still safe. He thought they were not, so he asked the two
ladies to go into another room. But Dadda refused to move.
“I stay here,” she said. “I am not afraid of just a May gale.”
“But it’s not just a May gale,” he said, “it’s a cyclone. And if the wind shifts to this quarter, the windows will
be blown in.”
“Ridiculous nonsense,” she replied, sitting firmly in her chair.
As there was no time for argument he picked her up in his arms and carried her to a safer place. When he put
her down, the storm broke. He had never been so scolded in his life, his disrespect for his grandmother was an
offence unspeakable, and it was actually many weeks before she forgave him.
Though this was a fairly severe cyclone, it was nothing to the cyclone of 1863 which on account of the damage
that it did was regarded as the worst within the memory of man, for a tidal wave with the cyclone wind behind it
came up from the Bay. Calcutta being a port, the river was full of steamers and sailing ships. Almost every vessel
broke its mooring and was driven ashore, piling one on top of another, wrecked and smashed. It is this storm that
Kipling refers to in his poem on the winds of the world, when he makes the East Wind say:
I set my hand on the Hoogley,
Like a hooded snake she rose,
And flung your stoutest steamers,
To roost with the startled crows.

There was one ship, The Thunderer, which was last seen driven by wind and water across the flood. She
vanished into the darkness and was never seen again. Somewhere, either in the Sunderbuns, or in the Bay, she
must have sunk with all hands. It is an event that appeals to the imagination, especially when one is awakened in
the night by a thunderstorm and thinks of that doomed ship driving through the darkness, the crew knowing what
the end must be.
*
Calcutta can be hot for about nine months of the year, but the cold weather months are delightful. Though it is
never cold enough for a fire, it is quite cold enough for a fur coat when driving home from a dance in the small
hours in an open carriage.
On one occasion, when I was about four or five, we were going down to Port Canning to visit a friend of
Papa’s. We got up at 5 a.m., which was very exciting as we heard the sunrise gun. As the morning was cold,
Mamma had bought two very pretty knitted jackets, white edged with pale blue, and with blue and white glass
buttons, which she proposed that we should wear.
With the usual perversity of little children, Mary flatly refused to wear the jacket, saying between loud outcries
and with floods of tears that the buttons looked like dolls’ eyes, and that she couldn’t and wouldn’t wear such a
thing. As a dutiful younger sister, I also lifted up my voice and wept, and there was a real scene. But as there were
only two trains a day to Port Canning, one in the morning and one in the afternoon, we had to be bundled into our
everyday woolly jackets and caught the train.
On the return journey from Port Canning, which was a terminus, the train was already in the station; Mamma,
the ayah and the children being leisurely and comfortably ensconced in our compartment, Papa and Captain
Sheriff walked up and down the platform till the take-your-seats bell was rung. But the bell did not ring, and the
train did not start, and the two men walked up and down and nothing happened. After more than half an hour, they
began to get a little anxious, wondering if something had happened to block the line. Just then the native station
master came to them and said,
“Please, when would your honors like the train to start?”
We lived in a big house in Theatre Road, and the family consisted of my parents, Mary and myself,
Grandmamma and Dadda. Later on two of my Slater cousins came out to India to start their careers, Ned in the
Bank of Bengal, and Charlie in Papa’s office. Papa followed the tradition of all Victorian gentlemen, that a man’s
duty was to support his female relatives, there being no real means for ladies to earn a living, except as
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governesses (private or in schools), companions, or marriage. He had even from his first salary helped his mother
and grandmother, and had even contributed to the expenses of his young brother John’s education in England.
From the time we arrived back from England when I was three, till the time we returned there when I was six,
we never went to the Hills. The only change of scene we had was our visits to the George Smiths at Serampore.
The Hills were practically inaccessible for Calcutta people if there were small children in the family. The
Darjeeling tract was quite out of the question; to get to Simla or Mussorie was too tiring for little children, and so
we stayed the year round in the steaming plains.
But those long days when it was too hot to play were ideal for occupying ourselves with some quiet
amusement, so that I had learned to read easily when five years old. One of the earliest pieces I read entirely alone
without any help from anybody I still remember because it struck me as so extraordinarily clever and ended with
a surprise. It was called A Riddle, and ran thus:
I have a little sister, I call her Peep-peep,
She wades through the water deep, deep, deep,
She climbs up the mountains high, high, high,
Poor little sister, she has but one eye.

The answer was “A star.”
Now who would ever think it meant a star? The cleverness of hiding the real meaning was a great delight, and
such little words (though “mountains” was a bit of a teaser), and calling the star Peep-peep was so funny. For a
long time that verse was to me the acme of poetry.
We children had our own animal-pets. Mary had a cat, a large tabby, called Dapple Gray. It was a nice cat and
devoted to Mary. Like many cats it was given to sudden bursts of affection—in Dapple’s case this was shown by
her refusing to eat her food until Mary touched it. It did not matter whether she touched it with her hand or her
foot, so long as her beloved had touched it the cat would eat.
We had dolls and other toys, of course, and in the mango season we made our own. The mango has a large
stone covered with strings. After you had eaten your mango, you took the stone to the bathroom and washed it
with soap and a nailbrush till you had got all the yellow stuff off, then you dried it in the sun till it was just damp.
Then you got your mother’s powder box (she unfortunately did not care much for our using her powder puff) and
powdered it all over; the quickest way was to lay it on the powder and roll it about. The final process was to get a
pen full of black ink and put in the eyes, and then you had a lovely white rabbit with black eyes.
Another fruit that was also useful was the water-melon on account of its red seeds. If there were not enough of
the red seeds from one’s own slice it was always possible to collect from other people’s plates. The seeds were
then washed, dried in the sun, strung together with a needle and thread, and made lovely necklaces, much gayer
and prettier than daisy chains, which fade quickly, whereas melon-seed chains last until one is tired of them.
One of the afflictions of the hot weather was prickly-heat. This is a heat rash that causes such violent irritation
that one could tear oneself to pieces. There is no cure but cool weather. Washing with rain water is an alleviation,
but in prickly-heat time there is no rain.
But a better alleviation was what the servants used to make for us; this was sawdust of sandalwood ground to
powder and mixed to a paste with water. I can still see the darkened bedroom and the white-clad bearer bringing a
saucer full of sandalwood paste; then the sudden relief of cool scented paste as Baba Ayah applied it. The smell of
sandalwood still brings back that scene and that wonderful relief.
We had a way, Mary and I, of keeping ourselves comparatively cool in the hot part of the day in the hot
weather. Clothed in a single garment consisting of bodice and knickers we lay on the floor, which like all Calcutta
houses was covered with fine rush-matting. We lay on our backs with our feet raised up on the wall. In this way
the whole of one’s body, except one’s back, was exposed to the wind from the punkah swinging overhead.
*
Christmas Day was always exciting, for Papa’s Indian business friends called with gifts, knowing it was the
Christian Burra Din (Great Day). The day began with the servants hanging ropes of marigolds over the entrance
gates. These ropes (more politely called garlands) are made of the large double marigold; the stalks are cut off and
the blossoms threaded on string. When several such strings are twisted together they make a sizeable rope as thick
as one’s wrist. They make a mass of glowing color and are a sign of rejoicing.
After breakfast the fun began. Each visitor arrived in his carriage accompanied by at least two servants and
often by a young male relative. While greetings were being exchanged, the visitor’s servants brought in the gifts,
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which were usually eatables.
One kunda, sometimes two, of bananas (we called them plantains in those days), oranges, Kabuli grapes
packed in cotton-wool in little round boxes, a high pile of sultanas, an equally high pile of pistachio nuts, and then
sweets made by the ladies of the visitor’s household for this great occasion. Those sweets! shondesh, barfi,
golabirowri, and above all russagolee (syrup-balls). Anyone who in childhood has not eaten syrup-balls, has
never known the acme of sensuous enjoyment, nor do they probably know the delight of a pocketful of pistachio
nuts to be eaten with a slow and delicious soft crunchiness.
Of course all children are greedy little pigs, but a bout of satisfying greediness once in a way\fn{ Once in a
while.H} does not seem to hurt the normal child. Indian sweets, too, are usually made of only sugar, milk, curds,
and butter; a difference in consistency and flavor is due to variation in the proportions of the ingredients and the
methods of cooking. I am sure that those unknown kind ladies made the sweets knowing that children would
enjoy them.
After the last visitor had gone, the gifts were distributed among our servants. The dining-table, pulled out to its
full length (it would seat eighteen) was piled high, and so was the sideboard. After Mamma had decided how
much she wished to keep, the servants took the rest and made their own division. If a visitor brought a relative
with him, he acted as showman, taking his guest into all the public rooms and expatiating on the wonders,
especially the cleanliness of an English home.
On one occasion Papa was ill in bed, but one of his clientele came to see him on business and went up into the
bedroom. He was almost dumb with astonishment; the wire-wove mattresses, Mamma’s cheval-glass and glassfronted wardrobe surprised him so much that when he came at Christmas he brought three friends with him, and
after showing them the amazing things in the dining-room, such as the way the table could be lengthened, he said,
“Now I show you the bedroom,” and he took them up, made straight for the bed, threw back all the top hamper
and displayed the wire-wove mattress. The friends were suitably impressed.
There is one incident that stands out clearly in my memory.
In her visits to zenanas Mamma used to take one or both of us with her, for the zenana ladies loved children.
There was one house about nine miles out of Calcutta which she visited regularly. The family were of high
(though not the highest) caste and two of the girls were married to a man of higher caste. The honor was so great
that the girls remained with their own family, and the husband visited them when he made a tour of all his wealthy
wives. One of these girls, she was probably about fifteen, said to Mamma one day,
“My sister has children so she is happy, but I have no children, no one to love or to love me. Would you allow
me to be grandmother to your little girl? I would give her sweets and presents and then she would love me.”
As Mary was always very shy and I was not, she chose me and she always had something to give me. And I
don’t think it was always in the hope of receiving a present that made me run to greet her, for my recollection of
her was that she was very lovable.
We came back to England in the spring of 1870. Besides Mary and myself Mamma had charge of our cousins,
Willie Slater aged thirteen and his younger brother Fred who was Mary’s age. We did not worry about Willie,
whom we classed with the grown-ups because of his great age; but he was very kind to us for he would generally
bring us almonds and raisins from the grown-ups’ dessert. He died of scarlet fever soon after we arrived in
England, and he remains in my memory as a shadowy figure. Mrs. George Smith was also on board with her three
children, Minnie about my age, Hunter aged three, and Janetta, a baby in arms. Altogether there were seventy-two
children on that P. & O. liner, Mongolia.
The captain was Captain Castle, who was the hero of the Sarah Sands vessel. Kipling in his record of that ship
is more concerned with the conduct of the soldiers and does not do justice to Captain Castle, who was responsible
for all the lives on board, as well as for the ship itself. Captain Castle was devoted to children, so we had the run
of the ship, and as most of the grown-ups were good-natured, the children had a lovely time. The afternoon before
we got to Suez, where we had to get across the isthmus by train, the canal not being opened till later in the year,
he gave us children a tea-party on deck. I don’t remember what we had to eat, but I am sure the baker had
surpassed himself with the cakes.
When the tea was over little Hunter Smith was lifted on the table. He was dressed in his black velvet frock,
white socks, and black strapped shoes, and his fair hair was done in a Thames-tunnel along the top of his head. He
made a short speech (which his mother had carefully taught him) and at the end he waved his arm and shouted,
“Three cheers for Captain Castle, hurrah!” Then we all waved our arms and shouted, “Hurrah!” in our shrill
little voices.
The boat-train between Suez and Alexandria ran at night, so when we got to Zagazig it was quite dark, but
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there was dinner ready for the passengers. We children thought the name of the station excruciatingly funny and it
made us giggle, and the dinner was good. Mamma told us that we were in the middle of the desert where there
was no water and all the food had to be brought there. I got a sort of panic, visualizing that we should all die if the
train went away without us, and I was glad to get back to it and feel we were moving out of that frightening
desert.
I don’t know when Miss Mary Carpenter came on board; probably at Alexandria as I have no recollection of
her in the Calcutta to Suez voyage. But when we reached Malta, I was so used to her that I am sure she must have
been on board some time, and she joined our little party as a matter of course when we went ashore at Malta. Our
party consisted of Miss Carpenter, Mamma, Mrs. Smith and Willie Slater (the grown-ups), the children were
Mary and Fred (the almost grown-ups), Minnie Smith and myself. Little Hunter Smith and the baby Janetta
remained on board with the ayah.
We all went to St. John’s church and there the two mothers went off with Willie to buy Maltese lace and
nougat, promising to be back shortly and to meet us in the church. It is a highly decorated church with a great deal
of painting and gilding, and a guide took us round and when he had finished his tour, Miss Carpenter must, I
think, have amused us in some way, for I do not remember being the least bit bored or impatient until it began to
grow dark.
Then a verger came to Miss Carpenter and told her that it was now two minutes to six and the church closed at
six, so would we all go out. But Miss Carpenter replied that she certainly could not do that.
“I promised the mothers of these children that in their absence I would keep the children safe in this church,
and I shall keep my promise.”
The verger retired, but returned in a few minutes with another verger who explained that we could not stay
there. He received the same reply politely expressed:
“I stay here with the children.”
By that time it was getting very dark in the church with horrid ghostly shadows, and there were a lot of dead
people buried there, and Mamma was lost in an unknown place. The vergers had retired, but they soon came back
with another man, presumably the priest, who explained all over again that visitors could not remain after the
church was locked up for the night. Then Miss Carpenter pointed out that she knew nothing about the town and
could not be expected to wait in the street after dark, when in charge of other people’s children. He saw her point,
but assured her we should be safe if we stayed in the street in front of the church, and that we should be escorted
to the place by church officials.
As the great doors were already closed we had to go through semi-darkness and emerged from a little side-door
into a lighted street with lots of people. We were escorted to the front of the church and I think the escort
remained with us. I wonder whether a psychologist would attribute my dislike of darkening twilight to this one
experience. Personally I think it is more likely to be due to being accustomed for so long in my earlier years to the
tropics where the interval between day and night is so short.
I feel that I owe Miss Carpenter a debt of gratitude for another incident during that voyage. She was a good
amateur painter in water colors, and when we approached Cape Bon she sat down to make a sketch. The captain
(a strict disciplinarian as regards children’s behavior on a ship) was so interested that he stood the ship unusually
close to the Cape so that she might have a good view. I came up behind her and looked over her shoulder, and
there before my startled eyes was Cape Bon itself rising boldly out of the sea, and on the paper in front of Miss
Carpenter, there was Cape Bon exactly the same only in miniature. It was like looking through the wrong end of
Mamma’s opera glasses.
Of course I knew all about pictures in picture-books but it had never entered my head that they could be made,
and that anyone I knew could make them. Since then I have often sensed that startled realization among the little
crowd of children that surrounded me when I have been sketching. I never saw Miss Carpenter again, but I always
remember her invariable kindness and her understanding of a child’s mind.
*
On arrival in England we must have gone straight to Lambourn, where Uncle John was vicar. He and his wife,
Aunt Harriet, were a childless couple, and it must have been arranged then that Mary and I should be left with
them when Mamma went back to India.
This first visit did not last long, we came up to London and drove in a fly from Paddington to Keppel Street
near the British Museum. When we turned down Gower Street we were stopped by the bar across the road, for all
the main entrances into the Duke of Bedford’s estate were blocked in the same way to prevent the roads being
used as thoroughfares. All the wealthy inhabitants of those Georgian streets and squares thus enjoyed quiet and
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privacy. Going along Gower Street we must have passed University College, but I regret to say that I have no
recollection of seeing it.
Papa came home some months later, and so did Grandmamma after Daddi’s death, and we were all at
Lambourn for Christmas. Then my parents went back to India leaving Grandmamma, Mary and me at Lambourn.
Lambourn was always an isolated place, merely the centre of a group of little villages; and in the days before
the invention of the bicycle and the motor, no one went to Lambourn except the inhabitants of the other villages.
The railway when it came ignored Lambourn, and the two nearest stations—Hungerford on one side and
Shrivenham on the other—were nine miles away. In winter it was often completely cut off by deep drifts on the
downs. The inhabitants were farmers, agricultural laborers, shepherds and the staff of the racing stables. Even in
my day there were many cottagers who called themselves “zoologers”, who made their living as bookies’ touts;
they hid in suitable places on the downs to watch the training of the racehorses and sent reports to their employers
on the performances of the horses in training. It was a dangerous job for these spies were very roughly handled if
caught by the stable lads.
Until the middle of the nineteenth century Lambourn had the unenviable reputation of being one of the
roughest, wickedest places in England. Then there came as vicar, the redoubtable Robert Milman (afterwards
Bishop of Calcutta), young and ardent, burning with religious zeal. With the help of his sister and two or three
other devoted friends, he flung himself into the task of reforming Lambourn. They visited everyone, they got help
for the sick and the old, they taught in a night school, they got the children to Sunday School; they were stoned in
the streets, strings were laid across the roads to trip up them or their pupils as they went to the night school or to
evening service, insults of the grossest kind were yelled at them on all possible occasions, and their work was
obstructed in every way that their opponents could think of.
But the persistence of the reformers began to take effect, and the end of the fight came with dramatic
suddenness. The Derby was won by Kettledrum, a horse foaled and trained at Lambourn, who had carried the bets
of the stables and more than half the village. When the news came the bell-ringers hurried up into the church
tower and began ringing a triumphant peal. Milman was furious at the church being used for such a purpose; he
tried to get into the tower from the church-yard door but it was locked on the inside.
In that magnificent Norman church, the stair from ground level leads only to a doorway in the wall of the aisle
at the level of the ringing chamber in the tower, where there was a similar doorway. There was originally no
connection between the two doorways but a little bridge with a high parapet had been built across the open space
at the angle of the aisle and tower walls. This bridge cannot be reached from inside the church except by an
unusually long ladder.
Milman, with the help of some of the crowd outside, got a ladder, set it in position, and went up it like a
lamplighter. One of the ringers ran on the bridge, yelling,
“Yaw goo down, yaw goo down!” Milman grabbed him and yelled back,
“If I go down you’ll go with me!” The terrified man wrenched himself free, darted back to his fellows,
screaming,
“Parson’s coom, parson’s coom.”
There was no lock to the tower door and as Milman tore it open the ringers with one accord set the bell-ropes
swinging and flung themselves flat on the floor or under a bench, for a blow from a swinging bell-rope can kill a
man. Milman stood in the doorway glaring, and when it was safe to move and the men got to their feet he drove
them all before him down the stair out into the churchyard, took the key from them, slammed and locked the door,
told them exactly what he thought of them, and announced that the church was a sacred building and not to be
profaned.
He not only had no further trouble but became much beloved. When Mamma during a long visit to Lambourn
used to pay friendly visits to the old people in the almshouses they were delighted to find that she knew “Robert.”
“Ah, ’e was a good ’un, oor Robert, a rare good ’un, wud coom in an’ sit ’isself down, an’ taak an’ taak an’
taak, jus’ like woon o’oorsel’s.”
The next vicar was an ardent musician and the amount of musical talent he discovered in that Berkshire village
was surprising. The church choir became famous for miles round, and one boy, George Martin, showed such
talent that the vicar took care that he should have a musical education. That boy ended as Sir George Martin,
organist of St. Paul’s Cathedral.
Under the influence of the vicar and of George Martin, Lambourn established another reputation by its band of
hand-bell ringers. They were much in evidence at Christmas time, when instead of singing waits we had ringing
waits. Uncle John was the next vicar.
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Lambourn is a little town lying in a hollow of the Berkshire Downs. Its history dates back to Saxon times, for
King Alfred bequeathed to his wife the three places which had been important to him in his life-time. Wantage
because he was born there, Lambourn because he lived there, Ashdown because he had fought there. But the
archaeological interest of Lambourn is in its pre-historic remains. Seven Barrows (there are really about twenty of
them) was within an easy walk; the White Horse was near enough to be available for all day picnics in the
summer, Wayland Smith’s cave and many other antiquities were in close proximity to one another.
Mary and I were soon conversant with all the legends about the White Horse and the neighbourhood, the
cheese-rolling down the Manger, the Dragon Mount where St. George killed the Dragon and the grass won’t grow
where its blood ran down, the ritual of getting your horse re-shod by Wayland Smith himself at his cave, and the
Blowing Stone which gives forth a weird kind of howl when blown, but usually failed to do so when Mary or I
tried our powers on it. It was said to have been audible within a radius of seven miles, and used by King Alfred to
call his army together. But it is such a primitive instrument that I think it must be pre-Christian, and used for
summoning the surrounding villages to a gathering at the White Horse for some special purpose. I should like to
connect it with the Dragon Mount, and the killing of the Dragon with the British Pendragon Kings, but we know
so little of those early British cults that this can only be speculation. I understand that the Stone has been taken to
Wantage Museum, where it stands alone and in silence. This is probably a wise precaution and has saved it from
the American collector of British antiquities. Yet to hear that strange note on the open downs, which were still
wild in my day, was an experience never to be forgotten.
There were seven inhabitants, besides Mary and myself, in Lambourn vicarage during the years that we were
there. First of all there was Grandmamma, and Grandmamma as a member of a household could never be
forgotten. Her one thought was for members of her family, and in her anxiety to take care of them and do things
for them and to be a sort of guardian angel to them, her kindly-meant but intolerably exasperating interferences
drove Aunt Harriet and the maids to tears or impertinence. As she was totally uninterested in anything beyond the
family, she must have been bored stiff in Lambourn, and I am sure that she missed Mamma whom she regarded as
a daughter whereas Aunt Harriet was a mere daughter-in-law. But Grandmamma was a wonderful correspondent,
keeping in touch with every member of her own and her brother’s families, and never losing sight of any old
friend. She was the link that held the family together, and underneath our surface exasperation we had a real
affection for her.
Aunt Harriet was one of those people whom one either loved very much or to whom one was fairly indifferent.
She was Victorianly conventional, that is to say limited in all her views, sincerely religious but strictly within the
limits of the Church of England, holding in horror all idolaters and Moslems, and to a lesser extent all Nonconformists and Roman Catholics. Her parents were wealthy, but she put her religious views into practice by
working in the slums of her native town of Reading, trying to reform drunkards and other sinners. She had an
almost pathetic belief in the efficacy of religious tracts, and always carried a little packet of them to leave at each
cottage she visited on her daily afternoon rounds.
At first Mary and I had little to read on Sunday evenings except for these tracts. But this was put to a sudden
end when in the small hours of one Monday morning, the whole household was roused by terrified shrieks from
me because, after I had read on Sunday a dramatically written tract, obviously founded on the destruction of
Pompeii (a sinful town, so sinful that it had been destroyed by the eruption from a volcano). I had had a vivid
dream that on the top of Copping Down, which was a meek and gentle little chalk down, a volcano had burst out
and was pouring boiling lava down Hungerford Hill and was filling the air with red-hot ashes and embers.
Tracts thereupon disappeared from our Sunday reading. All the same I still look upon volcanoes as nasty
treacherous things to be avoided if possible.
Uncle John, however, had I think more influence on our opening minds than anyone else, for he was interested
in many things and had the gift of rousing a child’s interest. He was very fond of us both and took trouble to
interest us in things beyond our usual lessons. He liked wild flowers and he encouraged us to identify in Anne
Pratt’s little volumes those that we found in our walks.
Chalk country has not that variety of flora that can be found in many other parts of England, but that makes it
more exciting if you happen to find a rarity. Thus on two of our gala excursions to the White Horse we found in a
secluded spot bee-orchises in full bloom. And at Thornhill Copse in the neighboring village of Eastbury the wild
hyacinths repeated the color of the sky above them. Not that we were allowed to go often to Thornhill Copse for it
had a bad reputation on account of the adders.
Science has, unfortunately, destroyed so many beautiful wild flowers, calling them weeds, impoverishers of
the soil and other abusive terms, and perhaps they are right; but when I was a child the cornfields were full of
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flowers, poppies, corncockles, “blue-bottles” (i.e. blue cornflowers, now grown only in gardens). I wonder if the
modern child can make a poppy-fairy with her scarlet skirt, her green wings and the circlet of tiny brown knobs
like a crown round her little green head. One could leave a poppy-fairy at every few yards all along the edge of a
cornfield.
Uncle John was also somewhat of an archaeologist of the type known in those days as an antiquary, but kept
strictly to the Christian era. He had quite a good knowledge of church architecture and Christian symbolism, and
he was deeply interested in Professor Max Muller's work on language and etymology which was rousing all
scholars. Altogether it was a stimulating mental atmosphere, which came at a time when Mary and I were old
enough to be greatly influenced by it, and we both owed a great deal to Uncle John.
He was a strong, almost fanatical, follower of St. Paul’s views on the attitude of women towards the Dominant
Male (see I Corinthians xi, verses 3-10). But having once established that rule in his household he did not
interfere except to keep a sharp eye on the women’s dresses to see that they did not overstep the bounds of
modesty. He also was careful that every member of the household should go at least once, preferably twice, to
church on Sundays, and that those who had been confirmed went to Communion at least once a month.
He felt he had a very definite duty to his two little nieces, for we were his brother’s children and Mary was his
goddaughter. Also he was always rather upset about Mamma’s religious ideas and said of her, “Margaret is so
Low Church that she is nothing at all,” meaning that she was practically an atheist, and I think that he felt on his
mettle, now that we had been entrusted to him unconditionally as regards religion. So he did his duty by us so
thoroughly that when we left Lambourn we could both say by heart all the collects and most of the epistles, the
Church catechism, several chapters of the New Testament including the Sermon on the Mount, and a lot of the
hymns in Hymns Ancient and Modern. Of course we said our prayers night and morning, and grace before and
after every meal, and family prayers morning and evening. Much of this was, however, the ordinary routine of
any Victorian household.
Apart from his rigid religious views Uncle John was very human and lovable, but though kind and soft-hearted
he really enjoyed denouncing the wicked, and at morning service on Ash Wednesday, when the Athanasian Creed
was always read, he would thunder forth those curses with the greatest gusto. He had a good sense of humor,
though not so good as Papa’s, and though not an artist he had great appreciation of art. He wrote an excellent little
history of Lambourn, and I think he would have been a good archaeologist had he not been a parson with the rigid
views of those days as to every form of the Christian ministry. Yet it was when we were members of his
household and therefore under the influence of his vigorous religious teaching that Mary and I became conversant
with the “heathen” antiquities and legends of the neighborhood.
As neither of our parents had any special interest in archaeology it must have been Uncle John who first turned
my mind to archaeology. And Mary, when she and her husband and children settled in Guernsey, was not long
before she knew all there was then known about the Christian and pre-Christian monuments and legends of the
island.
Our general education was carried on by a resident governess, Miss Louise Antoinette Castrique. Her father
was French, her mother English, so she spoke the two languages. She was quite a good pianist, her education,
manners and general upbringing were as good as Aunt Harriet’s own; she was only twenty-four, a bright lively
girl, and fond of children. Aunt Harriet was really a good and kind woman, but her family was wealthy and rigidly
Victorian, so she knew the exact position a governess should hold in a household. On weekdays Miss Castrique
had her breakfast alone in the schoolroom, midday dinner in the dining room with us, her evening meal in the
schoolroom alone. On Sundays she had breakfast and dinner with us all in the dining room, and sometimes by
special invitation her evening meal as well. Her leisure time she spent in the schoolroom alone, though we
children usually spent our evenings with her, for it was more fun playing bezique or draughts with her than to stay
in the dining room with the grown-ups.
It must have been a dull and lonely life for a girl of that age, for to Aunt Harriet a governess was only a little
better than an upper servant. Mamma would not have allowed anyone in her house to be so treated. When we left
Lambourn Miss Castrique left also. About sixty years later I found out where she was living and went to call,
taking my married niece with me. She was very pleased and touched that I had sought her out, “and you so
celebrated,” but she was obviously a little afraid of one so learned, and preferred talking to Phoebe, “Mary’s
child” and the mother of Mary’s grandchildren.
The two young maids, Maria Halfhide (housemaid) and Ellen Ryder (schoolroom maid), were local girls in
their first place. They were about sixteen or seventeen, so characterless that I remember nothing about them
except their names. But the real ruler of that Lambourn vicarage was the formidable housekeeper. She rejoiced in
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the name of Augusta Gilbert, but as Augusta was considered a most unsuitable name for a servant she was always
known as Gilbert. This was her first place, to which she came when Uncle John and Aunt Harriet were first
married. She had arrived with all her worldly goods tied up in an old shawl. She was still a teenager, just a big
rough farm girl, strong enough to master a struggling sheep. She could read and write but was otherwise entirely
ignorant. She developed a passionate devotion to Aunt Harriet whom she always called Mistress, shielding and
protecting her as far as possible from all fatigue and trouble. That devotion never slackened, and when Aunt
Harriet died of a heart attack she died in Gilbert’s arms.
Gilbert was a tyrant to the maids who worked under her, a terror to all beggars and vagabonds who used to
beset a parson’s house; she hated Grandmamma, she distrusted Mamma as having lived in foreign parts, she
tolerated Papa because he was generous to his brother and contributed liberally to the parish charities. As to Uncle
John, whom she called Master, she respected him as a parson and the head of the house, but otherwise viewed him
with kindly contempt as a mere man.
But she loved children, and looking back I can see how many of the little pleasures which mean so much to
children were due to her, our dear “Mrs. Crabtree.”
When ten years after Aunt Harriet’s death she decided to marry, her wedding dress was of the richest silk,
wine-red, in which she looked magnificent. The proposal of marriage had not been made personally, but had been
sent as a message,
“If that young woman would like a kind husband, tell her I’m willing.”
*
The Industrial Revolution had not touched Lambourn; life there was still going on much the same as it had
done for more than a century. Water was not laid on; even at the vicarage, the water was supplied from the well by
a force-pump. There was no farm machinery, everything was done by hand or horse. Hay was cut with the scythe
and corn with the sickle. When the cornfield was cleared the women went leasing (gleaning). This word gave me
a good deal of trouble when I came across it in the Psalms where it has quite another meaning. Leasing, in the
Berkshire meaning of the word, was a serious business for the women. The grain they gathered was sent to the
mill to be ground, and the amount of home-made bread made from it might last for three months.
Many of the cottagers made their own wine, usually a very potent drink, cowslip wine being the most popular.
The men wore heavy leather boots, leather leggings, corduroy trousers with a leather belt, a dark green linen
smock, and a felt hat with a feather or a ribbon on one side. The women wore print skirts, a colored apron, a print
bed-gown (a kind of loose jacket), and a linen sunbonnet, and pattens in wet weather. All middle-aged women
wore red flannel petticoats as a preventive of rheumatism.
Rheumatism and consumption were the two diseases which afflicted all the villages round, and every now and
then there were epidemics. While Mary and I were still at Lambourn a serious epidemic of smallpox broke out at
Eastbury, the nearest village to Lambourn. Uncle John, who had been a medical student before he took holy
orders, became alarmed, and he and his little band of helpers, went to every house, and by reasoning and
persuasion induced all the unvaccinated to be vaccinated. Only one man refused. He wasn’t a-going to ’ave any
kind o’ nasty muck poked into him by them doctors, not he. And he was the only person in Lambourn who caught
the disease! Triumph for Uncle John!
As Lambourn was the market town, there were shops with little bow-windows to display their goods. When
one enterprising shopkeeper actually put in a plate-glass window we felt that we were really moving with the
times. Tinkers’ caravans, hung all round with brooms and brushes and shining pots and pans, were not
uncommon, and occasionally a peddler with his pack of ribbons and laces would stop on his way to the villages in
the neighborhood.
Though there were a certain number of dialect words in use, every one spoke ordinary English, but in a soft
drawl which is unmistakable to those who have lived in that part of Berkshire. As far as I know there were no
legends, no special customs or beliefs in Lambourn itself, no inexplicable sounds at night, for everybody knew
there were screech owls in the church tower.
Lambourn was sufficiently advanced to have had gas laid on in all the better-class houses, usually only on the
ground floor. The bedrooms were lighted by candles, which you lit in the hall and carried upstairs to your dark
bedroom. One of the housemaid’s duties was to put the bedroom candlesticks ready for the family after she had
been round the bedrooms to shut the windows (night air being considered unwholesome), pull down the blinds,
draw the curtains and turn down the beds. As the curtains were often of muslin and therefore highly inflammable,
the housemaid’s candlestick had a tubular shade of fine wire netting which enclosed the candle, so that if the
candle had not been properly packed with paper so as to fit into the socket, which was often the case, the candle I
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would fall out with the flame against the wire shade, filling the meshes with molten grease, which hardened and
blocked up patches of the network. If you could get a pin, it was a fascinating job to poke the hardened grease out
of the little holes, and if the patch were large enough you could clear the holes in the shape of your initial.
Rushlights were no longer used, but in one or two cottages the old people still had the rushlight-holders that
had belonged to their parents. Very poor people would collect candle-ends from better-class houses, then with
wicks made of odds and ends of sewing-cotton and the melted candle-ends rough candles were made.
Sugar was of two kinds, brown and white; children had brown sugar, because it was much cheaper and much
sweeter than the white. White sugar was sold usually in lumps. All grocers had sugar loaves in their windows.
These were cone-shaped, standing about two feet high. The grocer used a pair of strong pincers to break a piece of
approximately the size and weight required, then with a hammer broke this into smaller pieces which were of all
shapes and sizes. If the sugar was wanted in powder form, the pieces were hammered again at home, then crushed
with a rolling pin, then served at table in a sugar basin with a sugar sifter.
Mary and I had each twopence a week pocket money. This generally was spent on sweets, our choice being
limited not only by the small amount we had to spend but also by the limited variety of sweets. I generally had a
ha’porth of four different kinds, beginning with a stick of Fry’s chocolate, then there was a choice of liquorice,
barley-sugar, sugar-candy, pear-drops, acid-drops or caraway comfits. As sugar and sweets were strictly limited in
children’s diet, as being bad for the young, so our puddings and home-made jams were often, though not always,
made with a minimum of sugar.
There were no dairy farms, so butter was scarce, and with the exception of Grandmamma and Uncle John the
household had butter for breakfast on Sunday mornings only, and if there was any shortage I am sure that it was
Aunt Harriet and perhaps Gilbert who went without.
No one drank milk, except in tea; it was used chiefly in cooking, but if it had turned it was given to the pigs.
The standard foods were meat, bread and potatoes, and if the cottager’s garden were big enough he could grow
onions, peas and beans.
I think the standard of living was fairly high for the period, due to the racing stables, where the wages were
good, and men connected with the Turf came sometimes and spent money freely. The real problem then as now
was the old and infirm. The almshouses could accommodate only a certain number, and there were doles of coal
and bread, and collections in church, and private charity, but this was not enough. There was nothing for those
poor old men and women but the hated and detested workhouse.
*
In dealing with our life at Lambourn one must remember that we had, in common with all India-born children
left in England, that devastating experience of parting; when your last view of your parents is Mamma in tears and
Papa with his face turned away so that his expression is hidden, and you realize with a mixture of pain and panic
that you are alone and forlorn in a cold and unfriendly world of strangers. An experience so heartrending must
leave its mark, no matter how happy the child may be later.
One of the changes brought about by the opening of the Suez Canal and the increasing improvement in the
speed of passenger-steamers was the sudden and marked lowering of the cost of the journey, for instead of having
to feed a shipful of passengers for six months as in a voyage round the Cape, it was now only for six weeks at the
most. It had thus become possible to send all the children, girls as well as boys, to England for health reasons as
well as for education. As many parents could not always leave India, there grew up in England a new industry,
called Taking Indian Children. This was a paying proposition if you could once get a good connection, and it was
on the whole the best arrangement that could be made in the circumstances, and usually worked very well.
Kipling’s experience\fn{In a note, the titles of two poems appear here: Baa, Baa, Black Sheep, and Somewhat About Myself} was, I
think, rare. But I did come across one case which is perhaps worth recording.
The parents sent their eldest boy, then about eight years old, to some highly recommended people in England.
Friends went occasionally to see him and took him to the zoo or to the pantomime, and wrote cheering letters to
the parents. This went on for five years or so, till one lady went unexpectedly to see him.
It was a nice house obviously well kept, and when she knocked the door was opened by a smart young page in
uniform, whom she recognized as her friends’ son. It appeared that the boy had to wear the uniform every
afternoon “except when somebody writes to say they are coming to take me out.” He acknowledged that he did
not like being a page.
“But what’s the good?” he said. “Mrs. Blank wants it.”
My point is this, that in every other way the boy had been well looked after, but Mrs. Blank was trying to
“keep up with the Joneses” on the cheap. On the other hand there were cases where the children and parents had
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grown so out of touch with one another that the children preferred their guardians to their parents.
But on looking back on those Lambourn days I realise how fortunate Mary and I were in being in an
atmosphere of real affection, even though we knew that it was not our real home. But at least our guardians were
our closest relatives and knew all about us. And we were at the age when the mental faculties are very alert and
Uncle John’s enthusiasm for church architecture and for certain aspects of nature, such as wild flowers, was for
us, as town dwellers, living in the tropics, a revelation. There was also another influence which remained with
Mary all her life and is still strong in me at times.
That influence was Lambourn itself. There is nothing, as far as I am aware, to compare with the downlands of
England for the feeling of utter peace and security. Kipling found words to express something of the spell which
the downs, whether in Sussex or Berkshire, can cast. Even when, at the age of eighty-three, I visited Lambourn
again for the first time since my childhood I felt that spell.
Mamma came back to England early in 1873 and almost at once took us to Germany, where we settled in a
maisonnette in the Poppelsdorfer Allee in the then quiet little university town of Bonn. As soon as we were
settled, Grandmamma joined us, only too glad to escape from the unutterable boredom of a village vicarage. In
order that Grandmamma should have something to do, Mamma gave over the housekeeping to her, and
Grandmamma with no German, interviewing the cook, who had no English, was a delightful sight. Both of them
would be in fits of laughter, but somehow or other they managed to understand each other, and Grandmamma
enjoyed her life in Bonn.
We had visiting teachers and Mary’s German improved rapidly, and she kept it up all her life, very fluent, and
her accent always brought her compliments from the Germans that she met. But my German always betrays the
part of Germany where I learned the language, though I strenuously deny that I ever asked for “ein wenish
Milsh.”
One favorite little outing from Bonn was to a tiny village called Plittersdorf, which was right on the river
Rhine. The log-rafts were tied up so close to the shore that one could step on them, and walk up and down the
logs. The great joy was that one’s foot might slip between the logs, but if you were quick it didn’t reach the water.
Then there was the fun of standing on the raft and waving to the passing steamers, and waiting for the wash which
would lift the logs and make them rock and wobble in the most exciting way. Plittersdorf was a heavenly place for
children in those days.
We returned to England in the spring of 1875, and as it had been decided that we should go out to India in the
autumn, Mamma took a furnished house for six months in that countrified suburb, Streatham Common, where
there were fields and wild flowers and cows. Uncle John had been appointed rector of Rugby and was already
moving into his new parish, where we paid him and Aunt Harriet several visits. The highlight of that year, which
overpowered all other events, was the coming of Mamma’s brother, Uncle William Carr, from the Argentine.
This was an uncle that really was an uncle. We had been accustomed to the touchy and difficult-tempered
Uncle George and the two prim parsons, Uncle John and Uncle Sam. But here was a real uncle. He was a big man
and carried himself like a king. He had black hair and beard, and his eyes were dark like Mamma’s but his were
flashing, while hers were gentle. He treated Mary and me with extreme courtesy as if we were grown up (Mary
was fourteen). He was full of laughter and fun; he was a hero who had had many adventures; he had fought a duel
and killed his man, he had taken part in a revolution, and as his party had been defeated he and a few others had
fled to safety by crossing the Andes led by Indians who took them by secret paths. When there was a counterrevolution he came back in triumph. No wonder we adored him. He returned to San Juan and we never saw him
again, for he died a few years later. He remains in my memory as if surrounded by a halo of glory.
*
In that two-year residence in Calcutta which followed, our education went on with visiting teachers. Our
drawing master was an elderly Frenchman, Monsieur Augier, who was a first-rate teacher, and it was he who
made me understand that in drawing and painting you must put down on your paper or canvas what you actually
see and not what you think you see. (This rule does not apply to modern abstract art.)
In 1876 the Prince of Wales (afterwards King Edward VII) visited India. He came by sea and came up the river
to Calcutta, landing at Prinsep’s Ghaut, the official landing-place for all royal or other distinguished visitors. All
Calcutta turned out to welcome him, and Papa, as one of the leading merchants, was on the welcoming committee
and therefore able to get us good seats to see the sight. It was literally a brilliant show, for every rajah from far
and near was there to welcome the Shah-zada (Crown-prince) and also to show off his best clothes and best
jewels, and to vie with all other rajahs as to the wealth displayed. The greater part of the floor of the Ghaut was in
sunshine, and the rajahs glittered with jewels as they moved to and fro, greeting and being greeted.
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The most magnificent of all was the Maharajah of Patiala. I forget whether he wore shoes, but otherwise I
remember his full costume. He wore tight trousers of fine white muslin, his long-sleeved, pale-blue satin coat
came down to his knees, it was closely fastened up the front to a narrow stand-up collar. The fronts, collar, cuffs
and hem were embroidered with gold thread and pearls (not seed pearls). Round his neck he wore at least four
graduated rows of diamonds, the longest reaching nearly to his waist. His turban was of twisted white muslin, into
the folds of which were sewn rows and rows of diamonds, and at the side was an aigrette of emeralds and
diamonds. He was about thirty, tall and carried himself like a soldier. As he stood in the sun, even the slightest
movement made his jewels blaze till one could hardly look at him, he was so dazzling. I am sure he knew that
everybody was looking at him, for he stood in the sun and moved about in a slow and stately manner so that we
all had a full view of that glittering splendor. The Prince of Wales, in a general’s uniform and a cocked hat, was an
inconspicuous figure beside that dazzling magnificence.
That year we went to the Hills for three months. Darjeeling was not yet accessible and Mamma did not like
Simla, so we went to Mussoorie. This was a pretty stiff journey for it involved forty-eight hours by train to
Saharunpore, and the heat was fierce. At Saharunpore Alfred Slater, who was in the Public Works Department,
had laid on a dâk (relays of horses) for us. We travelled in a ticca-gharry, which is one of the least comfortable of
conveyances, and drove through the night, the ponies being changed at frequent intervals. At one place a little
river was in flood and we had to wait till it had subsided, and then bullocks helped the ponies to pull us across.
Going through the Siwalik hills, the carriage lamps roused a leopard that was asleep by the roadside. He just
opened his eyes, yawned and went to sleep again. We passed over the Doon in the early morning and reached
Rajpore at breakfast time. There we took to janpans and dandies. As I am always sick in a janpan, I went in a
dandy. A janpan is like a sedan chair slung on a single pole, and it swings along in a horrible manner as the men
walk. The only advantage that I could ever see that this has over a dandy is that one is under cover if it rains. The
dandy is a shallow canvas bag lashed to a wooden boat-shaped frame with carrying poles at each end. You sit in
the bag with your legs stretched out in front of you, and are lifted high on men’s shoulders. You can’t fidget much
as you might upset the balance of the thing and fall out, and if it rains you are drenched. But it does not swing and
you are in the open air all the time.
This mode of progression is slow and it takes several hours to get from the level of the Doon plain to the Mall
at Mussoorie. There was a mistaken idea in England that the English in India lived lives of ease and luxury with
servants by the score to satisfy every whim. This idea certainly did not apply to travelling in India in the height of
the hot weather.
On our second visit to Mussoorie some years later we went for a ten days’ camping trip beyond British
territory with cousin Jack Slater and his wife. Jack had a permit for shooting so we practically lived on venison.
We four ladies each had a dandy, but I preferred to walk. I had hoped to walk the whole way but just at the last I
spoilt my record when I was confronted by a deep narrow rocky gully bridged by a tree trunk. It is true that one
side of the trunk had been sliced off to make a fairly flat path, but there were no guard rails, and I have no head
for heights. So I got into my dandy, gripped the sides firmly, shut my eyes tight, drew a long breath, said a little
prayer and hoped for the best. I don’t know how long it took to cross that gully—probably about a minute and a
half, but it seemed like hours.
There was an exciting little incident on this trip. One morning before we struck camp, an injured man was
brought in, for in those rather remote villages all the English were supposed to have a knowledge of medicine.
The man had been cutting grass for his animals. The method of grass-cutting on those rocky hillsides is that the
man squats down on his heels, and with a knife cuts off all the tufts of grass within reach. He progresses by
moving his feet along without rising. This man was cutting the grass round the base of a rock, and as he came
round the corner of it he found himself face to face with a bear. Before he could rise and get out of its way, it went
for him, clawed his head, and shambled away. The man had managed to get back to his village, and his brothers
and weeping mother had brought him to our camp for help.
Mamma was equal to the occasion. She had brought a few medicines with her, her only antiseptic was
calendula. Mamma tackled the job at the sacrifice of several clean handkerchiefs and the invaluable calendula, so
that the wound was cleaned, then with pads and bandages of handkerchiefs and a clean white puggree wrapped
round his head to keep everything in place, he was put into a dandy to be sent off to the Mussoorie hospital.
When the bearers lifted the dandy I was watching the man’s mother. Her face was tear-stained, but her
expression was of the utmost pride, seeing her son in a dandy with a white turban round his head, and—most
glorious of all—an open umbrella held over him, could anything have been more splendid? Like a rajah!
The bearers took a note from Jack to the doctor at the hospital, asking for a report on the patient’s condition on
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arrival. The dandy-wallahs had evidently done the journey in quick time for the doctor’s report gave the time of
arrival. The patient was none the worse for the journey. The doctor ended his report by sending his
congratulations to the person who had so efficiently treated the wounds, which had probably saved the patient
from much suffering and a long convalescence. When we returned to Mussoorie and made enquiries at the
hospital, we heard that the wounds were so nearly healed and the patient himself so well that he would probably
be discharged in a few days. I am sure that if Mamma had returned to that neighborhood, every village nearby
would have sent her its sick and wounded for treatment.
*
In 1877 we came back to England for Papa intended to work for a few years in the London office and then to
retire. So for the benefit of our education we settled near the Crystal Palace, which was then a great educational
centre. We attended the lectures and classes there, for that was the type of education that Mamma liked, where the
teachers were all specialists. The French teacher was a M. Adolphe Mariette, who bored me excessively by his
continual talk about lesfouilles de monfrere en Egypte; he regarded me as an ignoramus because I had never heard
of his distinguished brother. He asked me sarcastically if I had ever heard of Egypt, and was a little startled when
I answered,
“Yes, I have been there.” I did not tell him that all I had seen of Egypt was the Suez Canal. I did not know
anything about man frere si distingue till years later when I began to learn about ancient Egypt.
It was a happy, uneventful time that we had for nearly three years. Mary, of course, distinguished herself by
passing with honors all the exams on the courses of lectures that we attended, while I equally of course failed to
get even the minimum number of marks for a pass. Everybody was very kind and tactful about my failures but I
was so used to Mary’s success that I never expected anything else. On the rare occasions when I outdistanced her
I had quite a shock and felt that I had been somehow disloyal.
There was, however, one event in those quiet years which is perhaps worth recording. In the musical world at
that time the Saturday afternoon concerts at the Crystal Palace were quite a feature, and as music was then an
essential part of a girl’s education we went to most of them. Mary really enjoyed those concerts, but I, having no
music in me, was usually rather bored, except when a rising young singer named Josef Maas was one of the
performers. I liked his voice, I liked his way of singing, and I liked his choice of the things he sang, the other
singers always seemed to me a little wooden in their method compared with him. So I went quite eagerly to the
Handel Festival when I saw that he would sing the solo, “He shall break them in pieces like a potter's vessel.”
Never before or since have I been so thrilled with music as I was at Maas’s singing at that Handel Festival.
When the solo came to an end, and the singer was just about to give the conventional smile and bow to a polite
audience, he seemed to become suddenly aware that there was dead silence; in all that vast audience there was not
a sound. Maas turned very white and with a frightened little bow he dropped into his chair.
Then the audience began; they clapped, they shouted (not to say, roared), they stamped, they pounded with
their umbrellas, they waved handkerchiefs, they waved hats, they were mad with enthusiasm. How long that noise
lasted I don’t know, but it was an appreciable length of time. It was a triumph which one often reads of in fiction,
but which one is seldom permitted to share in real life.
In 1880 Papa found that business required him to go back to Calcutta. As it would only be for a year he
suggested that we should all go out for that time before finally settling in England. I was then seventeen, but so
far from its being only one year it was nearly seven before I saw England again.
The first time we went to Darjeeling was in the Rains, which had been particularly heavy so that all the lowlying country of Eastern Bengal was flooded and dotted about with little islands here and there where animals and
snakes had taken refuge. At the foot of the Hills the Darjeeling railway began. This is said to be the most
dangerous railway in the world, so dangerous that it has never had a serious accident, for every inch of the line
was inspected by the engineers at least once every twenty-four hours. The funny little railway carriages were so
light that they could be lifted and carried by a few men.
The hill-people were entirely different from any I had seen before, Tibetans and Lepchas. The women were
amazingly strong and could carry great weights on their backs, held by a strap across the forehead. The story goes
that once a tea-planter ordered a grand piano for his bungalow. The piano arrived safely at the nearest railwaystation which was two miles up the hill to the bungalow. All the coolies gathered round discussing what was to be
done, for it was far too heavy for one man, and the path was steep and very narrow. They were deciding that there
was no possibility of getting the piano to its destination when the wife of one of the coolies came up, shoved the
men aside, adjusted her strap round her forehead and the piano, heaved it on her shoulders, and marched away up
the hill with it.
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We stayed a few days at Kurseong in the little hotel that adjoined the railway-station, and on Sunday we
walked down beside the railway, with the other guests from the hotel, to the little church. For the return journey,
those who did not want to walk waited at the side of the railway for the midday train, which stopped
automatically when it saw us and took us back to the hotel.
The little journey from Kurseong to Darjeeling had one rather alarming incident. When we were a few miles
from Darjeeling the train stopped before it rounded a spur of the hill; a group of railway officials stood at the end
of the spur staring up at the hillside at something we could not see and obviously discussing something important.
Then the men-passengers went to join the group, and stared and discussed with them. After some little time they
came back and explained that the heavy rains had loosened a huge boulder which now hung at a threatening angle
above the line. The vibration of the train would probably bring it down, but it was now apparently stationary and
was safe enough for us to walk across the danger spot.
So we all got out and walked (we were told not to run) to safety, the little children being carried. I looked up as
we passed. The boulder, about the size of a native hut, was leaning forward; on each side of it was a small torrent
bringing down stones varying in size from small pebbles to blocks as big as a man’s head, which rattled and
banged against the boulder as they passed. An English railway official stooped over one of the torrents watching
for any movement at the base of the boulder, and signaling with his hand when it was safe to cross.
When all the passengers were in safety, the coolies uncoupled one of the trucks, lifted it from the line and
carried it bodily across the danger zone and set it down on the rails. The passengers were packed into it, and the
coolies pushed us into Darjeeling. The frustrated boulder settled itself sulkily deep in the hillside, and allowed
train traffic to pass normally for three days. Then suddenly it tore itself loose and plunged down the hill, carrying
a large piece of the line with it. But the Darjeeling railway men are used to the wicked ways of boulders, and a
watch on it was so strict that no lives or property were lost. To Darjeeling engineers a gap in the line is a small
episode and quickly repaired.
Darjeeling is one of the show places of the world, with its view of Kinchinjunga from base to summit with
lesser snow-peaks in a mass round it. And if one goes up to Senchal, a thousand feet above Darjeeling, one can
see the summit of Everest beyond Kinchin. In other words the two highest mountains in the world are visible at
one glance. The flora is one of the finest in the world, orchids in the forests and great tree-ferns spreading their
fronds across the roads.
I have been twice to Darjeeling, but I am not attracted to it. For one thing, I don’t like leeches and Darjeeling
abounds with them. You stop to look at a view, standing near a low mossy wall that protects you from the
precipice, and in half a second you see a small black threadlike creature looping its way at a great rate towards
you; or you stoop to pick a flower and you will find one of these creatures firmly attached to your wrist, and to
your horror, like “the young ’ooman” at the temperance tea that Sam Weller and his father attended, you will “see
it a-swellin’ wisibly before your werry eyes.”
I have been twice to the Neilgherries, which are very pretty and charming and just a little dull. I prefer
Mussoorie. But to me India means the old cities and wonderful buildings, and not mountain scenery. But its real
overwhelming interest lies in its peoples. …
1864

234.9 Excerpts from Speeches And Writings Of Virchand R. Gandhi: 1. “India’s Message To America” 2.
“Impressions Of America”\fn{by Virchand Raghavji Gandhi (1864-1901)} Mahuva, Bhavnagar District, Gujarat State,
India (M) 4
My brothers and sisters of America:
By your indulgence and brotherly kindness, I have been permitted to deliver to you the message which I was
commissioned to bear from my people in India to you, and it has been received in the spirit in which I endeavored
to present it. For this not unexpected reception, but none the less therefore grateful to me, I do not find words at
my command to express my gratitude.
My subject today may be properly called “Impressions that I have received during my sojourn in this country,”
the impressions of various characters which may or may not be correct. In presenting these impressions I shall not
be able to do so in as connected and perfect a manner as more mature consideration would enable me to do;
therefore you will be prepared to overlook what may appear to be a desultory or fragmentary discourse. I deem it
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my duty and feel under obligations to give utterance to the impressions which I have received, but I must beg you,
my brothers and sisters, to acquit me in the very beginning of approaching this subject in any particular, in the
spirit of criticism. It might seem to be the most politic and the politest thing to do, to refrain from uttering an
opinion that might be construed adverse in any direction, and to give my impressions only of the delightful and
pleasurable things that have come under my notice. In the main this will be true in all I may have to say, for what
I shall say will be said in sincerity, and because in the immaturity of my thought, I cannot do otherwise.

† Virchand Raghavji Gandhi, 1893 †
My first impression concerns the hospitality of the American people. This is an impression that has grown with
every day’s and with every hour’s, acquaintance. I do not mean by this that what I have been permitted to say on
all occasions, respecting the people of my own country, their philosophy and their religion, has met with
unchallenged acceptance. What I mean to say and do say, is, that in every instance I have been received with
perfect cordiality, and have been listened to with the friendliest attention. I came to America with liberal
expectations, and when I say (which I gladly do ) that thus far my fondest expectations have been more than
realized, I only state the truth in moderate terms; for this is true in America as in India, that back of all outward
expressions of .welcome, of tolerance and reciprocity, there is the spirit which is larger and deeper, and prophetic
of greater expressions than a short acquaintance can give. Whatever permanent lessons, favorable or unfavorable,
I may carry away with me, I am sure that this impression will not be weakened, but deepened and heightened.
What I have said refers to all portions of the country that I have visited, and to all classes of people that I have
had the honor to meet, but it is due to you who are before me, the representatives of and believers in Spiritualism,
dwelling temporarily in this beautiful Cassadaga, which I have heard called the “Mecca of Spiritualism in
America,” that I should lay, that the welcome you have accorded me and the interest you have shown in my
mission, and the attention you have given to my feeble word, intensify the impression that I have referred to and
touch my heart in a wav I shall never forget. It is impossible for me to put in words the permanent effect these
delightful spiritual and intellectual communings will have upon me after I return to my native land—only this—I
know it will be good and only good and that continually. When I shall speak to my family and my people of all
this and then show them pictures of you until your faces shall become familiar to them, the bonds of sympathy
that shall unite us will strengthen and strengthen, and vibrate in mutual and in increasing fellowship.
The next thing that impresses me with peculiar significance is that system of popular education which you call
the “common school.” Through the hospitable facilities afforded on every hand, I have learned much of your great
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institutions of learning, universities, colleges, gymnasiums, schools of art, schools of music and of applied
science, and standing in the fresh morning of your national life, I have gazed upon these monuments of your
intellectual progress and industry with wonder and amazement and also with gratitude: but when I come to study
that system of education, which is in a way, peculiar to your country, and which brings the school and the schoolmaster to all people, to the children of the humblest and the lowest on equal terms with the children of the wealthy
and the proud, my admiration and wonder yield to a sense of appreciation that may call devout and religious. For,
although I and my people in the narrow view of a mere sectarian, may be esteemed ignorant, superstitious and
idolatrous, we, the people of India, especially those who have been permitted to pass through the curriculum of
education, hold to the doctrine that at the bottom of all progress and answerable for all happiness is universal
education. Also, that this education must be free, also, that it must be necessary, that is, that it must include those
lessons that pertain to physical life, its relations and perfections, as well as to the cultivation of the intellectual
faculties and the moralities of life.
It is possible that what I now say for my own people on this subject will surprise a few of my hearers, but I am
proud and honored to be able to say that this prime requisite of human progress, the education of the masses, is a
doctrine held and taught and enforced, and practiced by the Jain community to which I belong, from the very
beginning, as is proved by our history, and without interruption. In respect of my Hindu people, other than Jains,
including the Brahmins and the believers in the Vedas, candor requires that I should say that with the exception of
particular schools for the education of Brahmins only, this doctrine has not obtained since the innovation of
priestly exclusiveness, which made the privilege of education the right of one class only. This admission, which I
freely make, ought not to weaken what I have said on this subject on behalf of the Jain community. It was a
member of the Jain community who contributed 400,000 rupees for the purpose of erecting a university building
and the creation of a library in the same, in the city of Bombay; this same gentleman endowed the University of
Calcutta for purposes of scholarship with 200,000 rupees. The munificence on the part of this same gentleman and
many others of our community, has established schools in different parts of our country for the education of girls
as well as boys, which education is also free. It is the hope which has been bequeathed to us by our forefathers,
and which is also a factor in our civilization, and it is our purpose also, to extend the work of education with all of
our abilities with or without governmental aid, on that principle which is found in your Christian Scriptures, that
“a little leaven, leaveneth the whole lump.” Time must elapse before we shall realize the great consummation, but
patience and perseverance, with the encouragement of all enlightened people, and especially of you, the liberal
Americans, will eventually triumph. What I have learned of your great system of education of the masses, which I
admit cannot be very great or particular for the reason that my observations have been necessarily limited, is to
me an encouragement beyond words to express, if my impressions are just and true.
If my understanding of your institutions and your form of government is correct, and if I might be permitted to
express an opinion, I would say that that education which is now offered to the people free to be accepted or
rejected, must soon become compulsory, as a measure of preservation of those very institutions. Of the different
systems adopted by you, I may not speak with certainty, but the impressions which I have received concerning
these methods, from the kindergarten to the university, are both pleasing and profitable in my thought. What
lessons we, the people of India, may be able to receive from deeper acquaintance with you and your institutions, I
may not even attempt to express or enumerate. I can only speak of the gratitude which I feel in the fact that it has
been my privilege to examine, to learn and to witness the effects of this system of education which, yon call free,
“common” and which is so popular with you.
The .third impression to which I must refer concerns the vastness of your material resources and the
innumerable institutions of industry, together with the greatness of your home or interstate commerce. From this
point of view, the material side of your civilization is almost beyond grasp. The difficulty of appreciating this
view of your great country is not small to one who comes from a country of quieter activities and more
contemplative methods, and the first thought is that your civilization’s first achievement is the multiplication of
wants and necessities, of cravings and luxuries and of material means to questionable ends. This may be a
superficial view to be set aside and substituted by a better, upon a better acquaintance.
It would also seem impossible from the same point of view, to understand how the physical, the moral and the
intellectual sides of civilization can keep pace with the activities, the demands and the luxuries of the material.
This problem, however, belongs to you, and only time can solve it. But whether or not the essential equilibrium is
now realized, or may ever be, it remains true that your industrial progress on all lines of materiality in the arts
also, and in certain sciences, and in inventions and other things which go to aid the energy and labor of man, is
marvelous to see. I have learned also that this question does not alone propose itself to me, who have not had
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opportunities to study it sufficiently. It is also disturbing the thought of this nation. The unrest, the unequal
condition apparent in industrial society, the growth of monopolies, the concentration of wealth and its many
encroachments, creating antagonisms where there should be harmony, and prophesying dangers where there
should be security, are factors, which if true, threaten that peace and prosperity which it is the wish of all right
thinking people all over the world that you may always enjoy.
In the name of India and her people, I offer the prayer that the evil which many of your wisest statesmen
foresee, and which vast portions of your population seem to fear may never, never, overtake you. If the evils and
dangers to which I have referred to really exist, then, it will be the part of wisdom and humane method in the
industrial life, and in the social life, and in the patriotic government, to allay apprehensions, to destroy
antagonisms, and to restore confidence by mutual concessions and the just application of the universal law, which
you called the Golden Rule:
“Do unto others as you would that others should do unto you.”
The next impression that I shall speak of concerns the social state and the family life of the American people as
it has come under my observation.
In some particulars this impression is unfavorable in others very grateful. In all thought, both in India and in
America, as I can conceive it, the establishment of the family is at the base of the whole social structure, and is
essential to social and material happiness, and sbould be, and I hope is, held to be sacred. A nation of families in
the right view, must be other, things being equal, a happy nation, although that happiness may not include great
material wealth or commercial achievements, for the home where the family is, is the heaven on earth if it is
constituted and preserved within the sacred meaning of the word itself.
But I find in this great country of yours, not unity of conception and practice, but great diversity, and that
diversity—if my impression is correct—is a diversity of unhappy contradictions. I do not understand how it can
be that home relations, which answer for family, by which I mean the ties and the children of our love, can be so
easily broken. In your country when the son marries he leaves the paternal roof, the home in which he was born
and reared, and separates himself from that circle, and establishes a different home beyond the limits of the old
home; he creates as it were, (if I understand it) a separate, a distinct home for himself.
This fear of living in the same family for a generation is very prevalent, I think in this country. This feature of
your social life is peculiar in my view and is not realized nor desired among us. There seems to be a dread of
enlarging the home circle by bringing into it the wife of the brother, with you. Perhaps you are afraid of the
mother-in-law, as I have heard.
With us it is different. The home of the father of the son who marries. the daughter of a different family, is,
from that moment, the home of the daughter who is now the wife and she loves not her husband only, but her
mother-in-law, her father-in-law her brother-in-law—in fact, all the members of the family into which she is
adopted or brought, and her rights and privileges are equally sacred and as inviolable in the family as the son’s
whose wife she is.
In your country, if the husband dies leaving the wife a widow, it is often the case, if not always, if my
impression is right, that she is left to provide for herself unless the estate of her husband is left to her and is
sufficient. Perhaps, it is this which necessitates remarriage and the establishment of new ties of the same nature in
a different direction and with a new mother-in-law who may be appreciated in the same way, so that now she is
related by marriage to two families and is in our conception, a member of neither.
You will, therefore, ask me, what is the difference in my country? It is this: the daughter-in-law becomes a
member bona fide, not legally; per se not incidentally, of the family into which she marries. If she is left a widow
she does not need to remarry in order to obtain the comforts and the protections of borne, but the home in which
she is, is her home, with all that the word implies, so long as she lives, and it is the duty and the sacred pleasure of
the members of the family to provide for her, to love her and protect her just the same as if her husband were by
her side.
I do not mean to say that under no circumstances is remarriage permissible. On the contrary there are certain
classes of people and religious communities who live on the lowest plane of spirituality whose widows do
remarry but we say that the reasons for that remarriage are unworthy and pertain entirely to that nature which we
call “animal.”
I do not pass judgment on either of these modes of life at this time. What I desire to do is to present the
contrast which will account for the unfavorable impressions which your system has made upon me. It may be that
your philosophers and socialists can present many reasons for this state of' things and many arguments in its
defense, but to the Hindu mind, the basic principle of the family and the ties which bind into unity its several
1321

members, are violated by you, and that for this reason it must be impossible for you to attain the highest social
state.
Another thing that I have learned is that divorce is a common and sometimes a coveted feature in your social
civilization. I will say that this feature also impresses me unfavorably. It would seem that there is a lack of
something—you may call it wisdom, love power of selection, or what you will—lying at the bottom of this fact.
The truth, however, must be conceded, that thousands of persons who marry and start out in the separate and
independent way of which I have spoken, apart from the family of the husband, soon, for some cause, grew tired
of each other, and are separated by the strong hand of your legal civilization by divorce.
With us, what you call divorce is not known, except in the lowest class of society, which class is not of the
Aryan origin—in other words, not real Hindu. What I mean to say, with more explicitness, is, that Hindu
jurisprudence and sacred books do not provide for or recognize divorce. The reason of this, which I may not do
more than state, is found in our conception of the ground and reasons for marriage and the family tie. These are
sacred and inviolable, and they hold through all circumstances, and cannot be weakened nor set aside. Marriage in
our view is spiritual as well as physical matehood. The husband and wife are one and indivisible in this view; they
have not two roads, and two destinies, and separate attractions, and different objects, whether of desire of
devotion. They are one in thought, in purpose, in religious devotion, in sacred relations, with a destiny in the true
light, that is also not divided. It is, of course, impossible to bring before our limited view in this earthly state, the
full and perfect relations, and the blissful conditions of the perfected souls of men and women, but the Hindu
widow is forever a wife, and prays every day that in that future of perfect bliss, she may join her husband, and
believes that she will. This does not mean in any physical sense, but that the perfection which is attained by the
religious observations and soul growth of the husband shall also be hers, so that the .unity in the marriage
relations, in the spiritual interpretation of them, is perpetual. But we, the Jains of India, also teach that in the
perfect condition, soul is without sex, there is no man-soul or woman-soul in the sex sense, in that perfect state. In
the perfect state recognition obtains and the individuality in the real sense of it is not lost.
If you can .conceive of the souls of husband and wife in the perfect state, looking back to the human state with
its physical relations of sex, you may also conceive of their saying that that human condition was true, and just
and holy, and necessary within its horizon, but that those relations were means to an end, also sacred, and that the
true relation which now we realize in the perfect state, where sex does not enter in, is the true and permanent
relation.
I must also speak of the impressions that I have received in relation to the government and politics of your
great country. I will say that as far as I have been able to grasp it, your theory of government is also among the
monuments of Western civilization. I cannot command words to express my admiration of that theory, if I take the
theory from the undying words of that great man, Abraham Lincoln, who said that “this is a government of the
people, for the people, and by the people.”
That statement is too great to be discussed in one hour, or in one year or in many years. It is a statement that
opens up possibilities and realizations which imply a .perfect condition in the outcome of the human society. I, a
Hindu, interpret it to mean self-government in the highest sense. I must own to some anxiety for the future of the
theory in the practical realization, when I consider the political contentions and extremes which seem to co-exist.
Perhaps my view is superficial, perhaps these outward demonstrations and irreconcilable political antagonisms on
party lines and for party supremacy, may be mere excrescences or breaking waves upon the bosom of a deep sea
whose unity and unific power shall abide undisturbed, unvexed and supreme. This is my hope.
*
Finally, my brothers and sisters, with your kind indulgence, I will speak somewhat of my impressions
regarding the religion and the religious condition of the American nation. I will ask you again to consider what I
may say as the expression of impressions which I have received, subject always to revision and correction, and in
no sense spoken in a spirit of criticism. The opinion which I had formed from contact with Western civilization in
my own country, and with missionaries and missionary methods among my people, was not of . nature to
contribute to the emotion of admiration of what may be called your “religion.” Upon coming to this country and
viewing you from higher and closer point of view, my first impression was in the nature of an agreeable surprise. I
as a heathen, so-called, was received at the great Parliament of Religions, yours included, and by you especially in
the spirit of that brotherly love which is one of the fundamental principles of the universal religion.
This great welcoming spirit of brotherly love, of absolute tolerance, of illimitable fraternity, is the real
expression of your national religion, in my impression and differs in nothing from the spirit of my own religion,
and therefore, I wonder why this spirit does not control in all directions. The spirit is true, it is universal, but its
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expression in dogmas and creeds and contending churches, seems in conflict with itself. How can narrowness, and
bigotry, and limitations, and worldliness, and worship of mammon, and oppression and extortion, and enmity, and
unbrotherly attitude and conduct, be natural expressions of the universal holy spirit of brotherly love? Can you tell
me, since I cannot enlighten myself?
If you say these expressions of outward signs mean nothing, I answer: whence do they come; whither do they
tend, why do they have place; why have they not been banished? If they mean nothing, they can have no mission,
and are not the influences and children, and powers and reflections of that great spirit of goodness which is love
to all living beings. I do not claim superiority, I do not arrogate to myself or to my people the right to judge or to
criticize. But you say to me, you are our brother, and some of you say you are our elder brother and therefore, if I
am your brother (and I am your brother) I ask you why do you persecute, condemn and devour one another in the
sense in which one form of Christianity antagonizes another, and one sect of Christians excommunicates another,
and why, in some instances, in your conception of missionary duty, do you even excommunicate me?
Only this I will say, because I am your brother, me you shall not excommunicate; my people you shall not
relegate to the uncovenanted mercies of God! It is the spirit of your religion, as well as of my own, that the
Supreme Being is the source and essence of goodness, and that all living beings are in a sense, the children of that
Supreme Being, therefore, all men are brothers, therefore, the tie that binds us in this brotherhood is not
difference, nor hate but love; and what is love, my brothers and sisters? Is it a sentiment merely? An expression
merely? It is only a word that can be interpreted in many ways or not interpreted at all? We say in our sacred
books,
“Love is only of one kind, which binds together all the universe and which destroys all differences, without
creating any quarrelsome opinions and jealousies and other wrong states of mind.”
I conclude, dear brothers and sisters. by saying that standing on this foundation, looking into one another’s
faces in the spirit and realization of true religion, if the past is glorious, the future, both for you and for us, will be
more glorious. We need but to become better acquainted with one another and with the holy truths of universal
religion, to enter upon paths of progress and spirituality, which, leading us out of the material and transitory, shall
bring us into the perfect state where conflict and antagonisms and evil passions shall never enter. To aid in
bringing about this needful condition, and to discover the true methods of its attainment, we may be missionaries
to one another in a truer sense, in a better sense and even in a holier sense, than that word has ever been
interpreted to mean. By recognizing the right relations we shall come upon the right method, and in the unity of
the spirit, we shall have the bond of peace which is brotherhood, out of which shall come communions, spiritual
especially, which shall increase unto the perfect day and the perfected life, for all living beings.
263.201 1. Excerpt from A Bengal Lady In England 2. Farewell 3. A poem from the text of “A Bengal Lady
In England” 4. Fragment of a poem from the same text\fn{by Krishnabhabini Das (1864-1919)} Choa Village,
Murshidabad District (some say in Nadia District), West Bengal State, India (F) 3
1
Readers! Though I am totally unknown to you and am residing hundreds and hundreds of miles away from
you, nevertheless I have ventured to put in front of you this small and incomplete text to provide you with some
pleasure. I, the authoress of this book, did not start writing it to win fame or to express intelligence; I am
witnessing many new things and these have evoked many new ideas within me. I am trying to collect them
together at leisure and describe them lucidly in simple language. There are no grammatical elaborations in it;
neither does it have the feeling of tempting you to breathlessly read it at one go without food or sleep as you
would do for a play or a novel. It does not contain the exciting narrative of any brave hero or heroine, nor the
primary emotions embellished in epics; the differences between an independent and a colonized nation can only
be seen here. This book does not have descriptions of unnecessary subjects and you will be benefited if you read it
carefully. At least you will not lose anything and it will also not harm you.
Nowadays the relationship between England and India is gradually increasing. Many young Indian men are
very eager to learn about England before coming here, so many of them might be able to learn a few necessary
things from this book.
My female readers! I was also cloistered in a house like you; I had no relationship with my country or the
world. I would try to pacify my mind with a few things, but could not do so. I would be enticed to know in details
about things happening in the country, and if I ever heard someone going to Vilayet or returning from there, my
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heart would jump up in joy. I felt eager to go and meet these people and hear about all the new things they had
seen and heard abroad. But the wishes of unfortunate and colonized Bengali women were never fulfilled and
hence I had to keep quiet. Maybe like me many of you are curious to know about England, and to fulfill that
desire I am dedicating this book A Bengali Lady in England to you.
I have written about all the good and bad things that I have seen in the English people here. I have tried to be
as impartial as possible in my judgment of English manners and customs, leaving aside the transformation they
undergo once they are abroad, especially in India. The big difference between India and England and the
relationship of the English with the Indians make it extremely difficult for me to analyze the virtues of the English
people; hence if you readers do away with all such prejudices and read this book with a broad mind, then you will
be able to judge how far I have been successful in evaluating things in an impartial manner.
I have taken the help of some English books, periodicals and newspapers in the composition of this book. I
have even consulted a few trusted English friends to help me write what is real, what is true. In case I am
mistaken in my evaluation, I have even read a few books written by English and foreign authors where they
describe their impressions about you. Among them I have been greatly helped by a book on England written by
the famous French intellectual Monsieur Taine.
My husband has helped me considerably in understanding issues related to education and politics; he has even
revised and corrected a few sections of this book; and according to his advice I have added new topics in several
places. This book would not have come out in its present shape without his labor and care.
2\fn{The following poems are taken directly from the Internet and are not found under file 263.201:H (02/15/17) }
My favorite land! The jeweled land!
Leaving you for a long time.
Do not worry, mother! This unfortunate daughter
Is useless for you.
*
I had wished that along with my beloved
I will nurture you for your good
But that desire remains unfulfilled
Still in the secret of my heart
*
The fire of that hope is gradually dying
But mother! Cannot bring back memories
Hence, mother, my pain
Remains hidden like poison in the heart.
*
You will ask for the reason
Why we are deserving India; For you
I cannot find the answer within,
But am going abroad with many hopes.
*
For many years there is in my heart
A secret vein of hope
To see beloved freedom
To go to the land where it resides
*
I will go where the goddess independence
Resides in every house
With happiness in their wide hearts
Where everyone wanders with happy breath
*
No mother! Our country is bound in strong fetters
With the rope of servitude on every human neck.
With the power of independence and free life
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Are the children of Britain ensconced.
*
With a lot of desire, I want to see
With what power Britain is so worshipped
Trampling poor India with her feet
Clutching education and civilization in her heart
*
I will see with what might
That very small rain-encircled place
Sends piercing sharp weapons at different countries
And defeats everyone with pride and might
*
Seeing the religious wisdom of Britain
Will write it layer by layer in my heart
Will take pains to learn then
If possible, her courage and bravery
*
How many of your sons go to get educated there
Mother! Leaving their near and dear ones in England
Enriching themselves with so much knowledge
They once again come back home
*
Being your children, why can’t we do the same thing
Mother! To go to that country!
To fill our hearts with the wealth of knowledge
After seeing the independent British daughter!
*
Seeing your suffering day and night
I think alas! We too being humans
Stay blind in cages
Without offering any help.
*
So breaking the cage with a lot of effort
I have come out to gather wisdom
Hiding the pain within
Always wiping tears, fearing someone will see it.
*
No one knows my pain
Neither do I want it be known
What is the point, when none will understand it
Tears from out from a broken heart.
*
Binding my heart with great pains
Bharat! Mother! Loving land of my birth!
Do not think me heartless
With great pains I take leave today.
3
Play the bugle, play with this tune
Everyone is independent
in this huge world
Everyone is awake with their pride of dignity
Only India sleeps!
1325

4
Here Mother! Have come to independent Britain
With lots of hope in the mind
I thought will win eternal peace
But Mother India! Where is happiness?
The more I listen to songs of independence here
The more I see jubilant spirits
The more my heart breaks into hundred pieces
And flows with tears.
This Britain, like your daughter
A tiny country, but powerful
Shakes the earth with its strength and bravery
Humanity is scared in fear
Of its courageous feats.
So I feel this powerful spirit
This immense pleasure, great wealth
I feel jealous, alas! To keep this spiri
In low subservient disgrace.
…
Seven hundred years flow in tears
The country living in foreign clutches
I cannot see your pain any more
Only sorrowful fire in the heart of India
My heart breaks thinking of the sorrow
Of the poor state of Indians
I cannot hold my heart anymore
Think what a bad time it is
Only my heart burns.
241.22 Excerpt from But Who Cares!\fn{by Hari Narayan Apte aka Haribhau (1864-1919)} Pune, Pune District,
Maharashtra State, India (M) 3
After the events I described in the previous chapter nothing remarkable took place for a whole year-and-aquarter. The period was full of events but I think they do not deserve detailed reporting. Still I’ll sum them up so
that they may help me write about later incidents. I’ll detail one or two incidents.
At first let me write about the incident that mainly concerned me and that gave me the foretaste of my happy
future and made me rejoice. So I’ll start with the incident that convinced me that I was destined to be blessed with
boundless happiness.
The account so far given must have clearly shown you how my husband’s younger maternal uncle’s wife and
my maternal sister-in-law were good-natured and amiable to me.
How natural it is for young girls to be prone to errors! Even for a small mistake everyone in the family would
invariably taunt me. There are some mistakes which the elders should not take notice of. But with this attitude my
husband’s maternal cousins would not agree. They immediately report even a small error and, that too, with such
exaggeration that I suffered much.
My husband’s elder maternal cousin was mostly away from the house but the other sisters-in-law and Dhondu,
my brother-in-law, were a great nuisance—indeed all four were worthy children of their worthy father. Though
they flayed their own mother, they were meek and humble before my husband’s younger maternal aunt who
would now and then thrash Dhondu who was very thick-skinned.
*
One Sunday morning I was at the fireplace heating water in a pot. As everyone wanted to bathe quickly, I was
in a great hurry. As the water was about to boil, Dhondu appeared with some onions in his hands. Without saying
a word, he roughly pulled the burning coals out and thrust the onions into the fire. The fire which I had kept alive
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with great effort was put out. The cow dung cakes were too wet to kindle easily. In a fit of anger I said,
“What a rash act! You have put out the fire. How can I heat the water? Is this the only time you had to roast
onions? I feel like throwing them away.”
Hardly did I say this than he began to cry and called out to his grandmother for help. I thought no one else had
heard my words. But from somewhere Banu appeared there. It seems she had heard me rebuking him. Needless to
say this added fuel to fire. Banu and Dhondu made a mountain out of a molehill. My actual words were distorted.
They replaced “a rash act” with “a silly act”. They affirmed I had asked Dhondu whether his uncle would heat the
water, though I had simply said, “You have put out the fire.” Their allegation was that I had said Dhondu would
not die for want of onions. They falsely charged that I had thrown the onions into the well. They said that a
newly-wed young girl had committed the gravest sin by calling her husband’s brother names.
Nobody took pains to find out whether I had really made those remarks. I kept mum knowing well that if I
denied having uttered those words, nobody would believe me. Moreover they would have accused me of
impudence. They would say,
“How rudely she argues! This daughter-in-law will surely dominate over all of us!”
To avoid being tormented I thought it better to remain a mute sufferer. I had to swallow their insulting remarks
against words I had not spoken. What else was I to do? Their deriding remarks were unbearable.
My husband’s grandmother defied any restrictions on her tongue. No one could imagine the execrations she
would let loose! She said,
“Is the rude woman not ashamed of calling his uncle names? His uncle will heat water! Let her lie comfortably
or go to office. How impertinent these modern girls are! I am shocked to find such young girls calling elders
names. Hasn’t anybody taught them to respect the elders? Are they born without any relations? Why do they
defile their tongues in this way? Order her not to do any work in our house. Go to your father’s house. When your
husband gets a job he will heat the water. What is your father doing, O girl? Does he not bake bread in a prison?
Aren’t you ashamed?”
My husband’s younger maternal uncle appeared there just in time to hear his mother’s last words. He requested
his mother to restrain her tongue. But she was in no mood to heed any advice. Provoked beyond endurance, she
asked him,
“What right has this saucy creature to call my nephew names? Why should we not speak ill of her father who
was sent to jail? Nobody was willing to marry the daughter of a prisoner. Being merciful, we, of all people,
accepted her.”
*
There is a limit to everything. Anything may happen if that limit is transgressed. For a long time I bore with
patience what they were saying. When they showered abuses on my father I could not help bursting into tears. My
endurance snapped when I heard shameful things about my father.
Shutting myself in the store-room I wept for a long time. Weeping is the only weapon of woman. I was not at
all at fault. I had to face false accusations. I could not suppress my anger. I thought it had to be given an outlet
somehow. As I could not speak out, I decided to weep alone.
At first I had decided to work quietly, disregarding all that was said. When their gratuitous tauntings proved
unbearable, I had no other go. I had to have recourse to the store-room.
Fifteen minutes or so had passed since I sat there alone. Then I felt someone pushing the door. Without turning
back, I moved to the corner and started weeping. Someone’s hand moved over my back and I turned round. To my
sweet surprise I saw my husband near me.
The turmoil in my heart was beyond the power of words. Fearing that I would not escape the beating and
would suffer as Durga, my friend, had suffered, I went on crying with my head down. When I realized it was
wrong to cry in my husband’s presence, my body was all in a sweat.
“What caused you to cry?” I heard him ask.
I failed to understand whether he had said those words out of love or out of anger. Not caring whether others
would hear me, I cried piteously. I said,
“I haven’t done anything improper. Their accusations are false. Please, don’t beat me.”
With these words I sat down, without raising my head. All the time I feared that though I had asked for mercy
he would not believe me but would surely beat me. My whole body trembled in fear. But I heard his reassuring
words,
“You foolish girl! Did you fear I came to punish you? I am sure you weren’t at all wrong, and you didn’t say
anything improper. Did you know I was there in the upper back-gallery of the house? Even if I hadn’t been there,
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I would not have believed them. Be sure of this. How could you think I came to punish you? You haven’t judged
me well. Now stop crying. Compose yourself, and wait patiently for seven or eight months. No one will taunt you
when we are in Bombay. Be sensible and don’t cry now/”
These soothing words of his were nectar to my ears. For many days no one had talked to me with such
affection, which I needed badly and which was at last bestowed upon me. I had not dreamt of such love from my
husband.
I suddenly stopped crying. My happiness knew no bounds. This sudden shower of bliss washed away the
afflictions caused by my husband’s maternal aunt’s unjust tauntings. I could neither speak nor think. My husband
went to the door and peeped out. Finding no one there, he came back to me and fondling me said,
“Do you still fear I will beat you? How foolish you women are! Don’t we men have any other business than
beating?”
Bending down, he looked into my eyes with a smile. At once I turned my head away. I tried my best to
suppress my urge to laugh but at last I restrained myself. He continued,
“Why have you turned aside? Won’t you talk to me?”
While saying these words he was about to touch my face but the door creaked. When my disappointed husband
went to the door, he saw Banu going up the stairs calling for him. On her way she peeped into our room but my
husband did not answer her call. When Banu started going up the stairs, my husband came to me and said,
“Don’t forget to meet me again.”
With a tender smile he vanished through the door without turning back to look at me. Before he had asked me
if I did not want to speak to him, I had very much wanted to speak out my mind. But at that time, I stood tonguetied. If I had said all that I wanted to say, even four days would not have been sufficient.
Now I regret that I have scribbled this. Some people will surely remark:
“The young and inexperienced girl presumes too much. She never got a chance to speak to her husband! Is it
ever possible to have things to speak for which even four days are insufficient? What things may they be?”
Now I too can’t say what those things were. But at that moment I did feel that I had a lot to tell. Such things
are experienced, not expressed, you will agree.
Truly the incident that took place that day was for my own good. Ever since Durga, my friend, had told me
about her plight, I feared my fate too would not be different.
The sight of my husband sometimes would cause dread in me. Once when I was going somewhere, I don’t
remember where, I came across my husband. Banu who was nearby, touched both of us at the same time and
repeated the words,
“Holy Banares! Holy Banares!” I’ll never forget how furiously my husband looked at her then.
Such occasions would remind me of Durga’s plight and make me fear that my fate would be like hers. When I
saw how Banu’s jest made him furious, I was convinced that misfortune awaited me.
I had no reason to feel miserable, as I never found him to be cruel. I don’t remember him ever looking at. me
angrily or with a frown. Still, a husband is a class by himself. When in my childhood the word “husband” was
pronounced, it created nothing but awe in me. The notion that a husband stood for two things—beating and
becoming angry—had got fixed in my mind. After a wife gets acquainted with her husband, she forms her views
through experience, and changes them. The proverbs that grown-ups utter well express their experience of
married life. They utter such proverbs as
“Never become anyone’s wife or anyone’s slave”, and
“Never regard a snake compassionate and your husband a friend!”
I had never expected soothing words from my husband. But when I heard them from him on the very day I
needed them so much, my joy knew no bounds. I resolved I would not fear anyone no matter how harsh the words
spoken. Now I was in high spirits. My mood resembled the mood of a woman in an often-told story.
The woman was standing in darkness. When her husband who had never before spoken to her, asked her,
“Who’s there?” she replied,
“It’s me.” This incident filled her with such happiness that she was beside herself with joy. She went on
reciting the words like the holy mantras. When he asked me, “Who’s there?” I had replied,
“It’s me.” Like this woman I was excited, but hadn’t lost my self-control.
My husband’s grandmother had been vilifying my father since my marriage. Her maligning words sharply
pricked my heart. I asked myself,
“What’s the meaning of her remarks? Was my father really in prison? When was he there? How is it I didn’t
know? Had he been sent to jail before I was born? Why was he imprisoned? What was his crime?”
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Innumerable questions like these crowded in upon me, and I was bewildered. How shall I get answers? Whom
should I consult now? Why have I been kept ignorant of this so far? Being curious, sometimes over-curious, by
nature, I had been asking “Why?” and “How?” about so many things. I wondered how I did not have the least
idea about father’s imprisonment.
Banu was ever eager to find fault with me. In the afternoon she opened my sores by saying,
“Dear sister-in-law, was your father ever in jail? Strange no one has informed me of it so far!”
You can well imagine how deeply her words hurt me. I kept mum about it hoping my brother would explain it
when he next saw me.
Though I had good reason to rejoice that day, Banu’s biting words threw me once again into dejection and
caused my eyes to fill with tears continuously.
264.33 Quotations of Lakshmi Devi\fn{by Lakshmi Devi (1864-1924)} Kamarpukur, Hooghly District, West Bengal
State, India (F) 2
I went to Mukundapur to buy rice for the Lord, but I couldn’t get any. (59)\fn{ These are the page numbers of the book
from which the quotations were extracted:H}

*
When Thakur\fn{Sri Ramakrishna} was in his village, every evening he was in the habit of sitting by the door of
his mother’s home, watching the people as they passed along the street outside. All the women had to go that way
to bring water from the tank. They would come with their jugs and seeing him at the door, they would sit down in
the little yard in front with their water jugs beside them and forget everything in the joy of hearing him talk or
asked concerning them. One girl said: “I have a cow. When I heard that you were coming I cut straw enough to
last a month and filled my room with it.” To another he said, “How is your baby?” “Oh! I forgot,” she exclaimed.
“I left it with a neighbor.” She had walked more than a mile to come. One day Thakur said, “Now, today you must
sing and I will listen.” They all remained silent. Not one dared utter a sound. But there was one girl whom Thakur
loved very much, so much that whenever she did not come, he would send for her. As soon as she saw that no one
else would sing, she sang a song in a weak, high-pitched, quavering voice. All the girls began to laugh at her, but
when she had finished Thakur was delighted. “See how great is her devotion,” he exclaimed. “Just because I
asked her she has sung so frankly and simply. She alone among you has true devotion.”
*
Sri Ramakrishna could not bear to hear any worldly talk. Once at Kamarpukur he overheard from his home the
conversation of some village women who were at the bathing ghat of the Haldarpukur.\fn{Pond} They were
discussing their menus for that day. The master said to Hriday: “Look, those women are talking only about how
they prepared different fish dishes. Shall I go and tell them not to talk such nonsense?” Hriday discouraged the
Master because the aristocratic women from the Haldar family were there. But as soon as Hriday left, the Master
rushed to the pond and said to the women, “Do you want to pass your precious life talking only about fish
preparations or about God?” (60-61)
*
We\fn{She and Holy Mother} used to live in the nahabat.\fn{A small concert tower at the temple garden } The Master
used to refer to the nahabat as a cage and to us as shuk-sari.\fn{Two birds in Indian folklore who were adept in talking about
Krishna’s glories} When fruits and sweets that had been offered to the Divine Mother were brought to the Master, he
would remind Brother Ramlal: “Don’t forget that there are two birds in that cage. Give them some fruits and
peas.” Newcomers would take the master’s words literally. Even Master Mahashay\fn{ The recorder of The Gospel of
Sri Ramakrishna} did so at first.
How we managed in that tiny room of the nahabat, I sometimes wonder. It was the divine play of the Master!
Usually it was shared by Holy Mother, another girl, and myself; and sometimes Gopaler-ma, who was a large
woman, or other women devotees from Calcutta, would stay with us. Moreover we had to store our groceries,
cooking vessels, dishes, and even the water jar in that room. Since the Master had a weak stomach we also had to
store the food for his special diet.
All through his life the Master had stomach trouble. When Grandma\fn{ Sri Ramakrishna’s mother} was living in
Dakshineswar, the Master would salute her every morning. Grandma was a large woman and very beautiful, but
she was also old-fashioned and very shy. Even before her younger son\fn{ Sri Ramakrishna} she would cover her
face with a veil. When he came she would ask him, “How is your stomach?” The Master would reply, “Not very
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good.” Grandma would then advise: “Don’t take the prasad of Mother Kali. As long as your stomach is not all
right your wife will cook plain soup and rice for you. Please eat only that.”
Sometimes the Master would get tired of eating invalid’s food every day and would ask his mother to cook one
or two dishes and season them as she used to do in Kamarpukur. So occasionally Grandma cooked for him and
the Master enjoyed it.
The Master used to encourage women to cook. “It is a good occupation for the mind,” he would say. “Sita was
a good cook, and so were Draupadi and Parvati. Mother Lakshmi\fn{ The goddess of fortune} would herself cook and
feed others.”
After the death of her two older sons, Grandma became somewhat passive and withdrawn. Furthermore, she
would not take her lunch until she had heard the noon whistle of the Alambazar Jute Mill. As soon as it sounded
she would exclaim: “Oh! There is the whistle of heaven. That is the signal for offering food to Lakshmi and
Narayana.” A problem would arise on Sundays, however, when the jute mill was closed, the whistle was blown at
noon and consequently she would not eat. This worried the Master very much and he would lament; “Oh dear!
My old mother will refuse her food today and she will be weak.” Brother Hriday would say to the Mater: “Don’t
be anxious, Uncle. When Grandma is hungry she will eat of her own accord.” But the Master would reply: “Oh
no. I am her son. It is my duty to look after my old mother.” With much coaxing the Master would persuade his
mother to eat the prasad\fn{Devoted food offering} of Krishna.
One day Brother Hriday made a high-pitched sound by blowing through a pipe. He then said to Grandma:
“There, Grandma, did you hear the whistle of heaven? Now please eat your food.” But Grandma laughed and
said: “Oh no. You made the sound with your pipe.” Everyone laughed. When Grandma passed away the Master
wept.
One night the Master was filled with the spiritual mood of Radha and had so identified himself with her that he
decided to go to the arbor to meet Krishna. Coming out of his room, he entered the rose garden. He had no
outward consciousness. He soon got caught in the rose bushes and was scratched all over from the thorns, and
there he stood. The night watchman found him and woke us. At once I went to the temple manager and brought
him there. Many others, awakened by the noise, crowded around. Aunt also came there and burst into tears. This
was the first time that she was seen in public. When the Master was carried to his room he said: “I am going to the
arbor. Why are you troubling me? Let me go.”
After this, Aunt and I began to sleep in his room. A couple of days later, however, he said to us: “Why are you
suffering this way? It is so hot now. You had better sleep in the nahabat.” We obeyed. (62-63)
*
One day I went with Mother to carry Thakur his food. Rakhal, and other who were with him, at once left the
room, leaving us alone there. Thakur was lying on his bed in samadhi, but he looked so devoid of life that Mother,
having long been anxious for his health, began to weep thinking he had left the body. Then she remembered that
he had once said to her that if she ever found him in this state she was just to touch his feet and that would bring
him back; so she began to rub his feet. Rakhal and the others hearing the weeping had also hurried back into the
room and they too began to rub him vigorously.
This brought him back to consciousness, and opening his eyes he asked with surprise what was the matter.
Then realizing their fears, he smiled and said: “I was in the land of the white people. Their skin is white, their
hearts are white and they are simple and sincere. It is a very beautiful country. I think I shall go there.” (64)
*
Once the Master asked me to eat some of Mother Kali’s prasad. I was reluctant to eat a piece of fish, but the
Master insisted. He said to me: “It is prasad. Don’t hesitate. Eat. If you don’t listen to me you will have to be born
again. You may get an ugly, fat husband who will force you to lead a worldly life against your will.” “Well,” I
said, “I certainly don’t want to be involved in maya again. Perhaps it is better to eat this nonvegetarian prasad.”
The master did not sleep much at night. When it was still dark outside he would move around the temple
garden, and while passing near the nahabat he would call: “O Lakshmi, O Lakshmi. Get up. Ask your aunt to get
up also. How long will you sleep? It is almost dawn. The crows and cuckoos are about to sing. Chant the name of
the Divine Mother.”
Sometimes in winter, when the master would call, Mother, while lying under her quilt, would whisper to me:
“Keep quiet. He has no sleep in his eyes. It is not the right time to get up, and the birds have not yet started
singing. Don’t respond.” But if the Mater did not get any response, he would pour water under the doorsill, and
since we slept on the floor, we had to get up without delay. Even so, sometimes our beds got wet.
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Whenever there was kiran\fn{Devotional singing} in his room, the Master would ask Brother Ramlal to open the
door facing the nahabat. He would say: “A current of devotion and bliss will flow here. If the women do not see
or hear, how will they learn?” Mother used to watch through a tiny hole in the bamboo screen, and that made her
happy. Sometimes the Master would comment with a laugh, “O Ramlal, the opening in your aunt’s screen is
getting bigger and bigger.”
The Master used to tell Aunt and me stories from the Ramayana and the Mahabharata, such as the story of
King Nala, and he would then question us to see if we had understood them. He also would make me repeat them,
and afterwards he would remark with satisfaction, “That is why I call you a shuk.”\fn{Parrot} (64-65)
*
He was reclining against a pillow on his bed. There was silence all around, and all were worried about him.
Earlier he could not speak, but when Mother and I went to him, he feebly whispered: “You have come. You see, I
feel I am going somewhere, to a distant land through water.” Mother started to cry. Then the Master said to her:
“Don’t worry. You will live as you are living now. As Naren and the others are serving me, so they will also take
care of you. Look after Lakshmi and keep her with you. She will manage herself and will not be a burden.” (66)
*
Brother, you are supposed to be like a lion, but you are behaving like a jackal. Shame on you! You are always
around women. As a monk you must stay away from women. Being a child of Sri Ramakrishna, how could you
forget his teachings? (68)
*
I saw a mountain of dazzling mica. On one side of that mountain were Lakshmi and Narayana, and on the
other side was Sri Ramakrishna. I saw that the Master was surrounded by Holy Mother, Swamiji, Rakhal Maharaj,
and others. Then I saw Yogin-didi and Golpa-didi, and they told me: “O Lakshmi, here there is no problem of
food and sleep or disease and grief. Living with the master gives us uninterrupted bliss.” (69)
71.51 Excerpt from The Autobiography Of An Indian Princess: My Romance\fn{by Maharani Suniti Devi of Cooch
Behar (1864-1932)} Sens House, Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) 3
… My happy home life continued undisturbed until I was thirteen. Indian girls of that age are more advanced
than their Western sisters, but I was still very much a child, thanks to my parents.
My father’s name is forever associated with the Civil Marriage Act, as it was entirely owing to his exertions
that the Government passed this wise measure fixing the marriageable age of men and girls at eighteen and
fourteen respectively.
The fairy prince in my romance was the young Nripendra Narayan Bhup Bahadur, Maharajah of Cooch Behar,
who had been a ward of the Government since his infancy, and carefully educated to be a model ruler. Colonel
Haughton wrote:
“Ever since I have become Commissioner for Cooch Behar, the honor of the young Maharajah, his future
happiness, and the welfare of the State have been my anxious care.”
This Indian prince’s family records show that he was descended from one of the oldest ruling families in the
country. According to popular tradition his race had been founded by the love of a god and a maiden, and through
successive ages strife and love have been associated with the dynasty of Cooch Behar, whose chiefs are always
great rulers, great lovers, and great fighters.\fn{ Below: a gold mohur minted by Cooch Behar State}
The first wish of the Government was to prevent any palace interference with the baby Maharajah’s
upbringing. When his father, the late Maharajah, was a ward of the Government, the Maharanis had been very
hostile to the idea of a foreign education, and similar opposition was what the Government now wanted to avoid.
Therefore, for this and other private reasons which can easily be understood when it is remembered that the late
Maharajah left many wives, the Maharajah was removed, when he was five years old, to the Wards’ institution at
Benares, near which the members of the Cooch Behar Raj family lived in several houses know as the Cooch
Behar Palace.
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† Suniti Devi CIE (1864-1932) Maharani of Coochbehar State (from 1878) †
When he was eleven, the Government removed him from Benares to Patna, where he became a student at
Government College, and Colonel Haughton’s anxious instructions to Babu Kasi Kanto Mukerji, who was in
charge of the boy, were “to watch over his conduct and the management of the household: to see that strangers
and unauthorized persons have no access to them: and generally to discharge such duties with regard to him as a
good parent is bound to do.”
In 1872 Mr. St. John Kneller became his tutor and guardian. The Maharajah remained in Patna for five years,
during which time he and Mr. Kneller visited the North-Western Provinces, Oudh, and the Punjab, and in 1877 the
Maharajah attended the durbar at Delhi, when the Queen\fn{Victoria.} was proclaimed Empress of India. The
Viceroy, the late Lord Lytton, received the young ruler most cordially, and presented him with the Kaisar-i-Hind
medal. Now for the first time the Maharajah was saluted with thirteen guns, and had a European guard of honor to
attend him.
So far the experiment of training the ideal ruler for the ideal state had succeeded beyond the highest
expectations of the Government. The Maharajah had become a clever young man and a keen sportsman and, as
Mr. Dalton remarked at the Chaurakaran ceremony at Cooch Behar in 1876:
“His Highness is fond of his native soil and the people, and enjoys himself thoroughly, taking an interest in
everything.”
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But now arose the question of the future. To ensure final success for the Government’s scheme, it was
necessary that the young ruler should marry an equally advanced girl, who would second him in his {and
incidentally the Government’s} efforts for Cooch Behar. The difficult problem then arose as to whether an
educated wife would agree to the polygamy hitherto customary with Maharajahs, and to adopt the many oldfashioned ideas and ways of a Hindu Court. The Government was keenly alive to the fact that marriage might
make or mar their experiment, and they were determined to do all they could to prevent failure.
But as it is a principle of the British not to interfere with the marriage question in India, it was necessary for
them to be very discreet in their plans, which required great tact to carry out with success.
Mr. Jadab Chandra Chuckerbutty, the Magistrate of Coach Behar, was deputed to make confidential
investigations and find if possible the enlightened girl whom the Government could approve as the Maharani of
Cooch Behar. He carried out his mission with discretion; but none of the girls whom he found came up to the
required standard.
It was absolutely necessary for the question of the Maharajah’s marriage to be settled without further delay, as
his visit to England was in contemplation. This journey was a very sore point with the palace ladies, and Sir
Richard Temple, the then Lieutenant-Governor of Bengal, had discussed it rather heatedly.
“During my interview with the Rajah’s mother and grandmother,” wrote Sir Richard, “these ladies expressed
anxiety regarding the Rajah’s visiting England, which they deprecated on the grounds that after seeing Europe he
would never care for such a place as Coach Behar nor for such quiet, homely people as his relatives. I explained
that it had not been decided whether the Rajah should visit England; but that, if he did, it would only be for a
short time, enough indeed to enlarge and strengthen his mind, but not enough to make him forget his home and
kindred; and that, while giving him the benefit of an English education, we should take every pains to train and
prepare him for the duties he would hereafter have to discharge as the Head of a Hindu State.”
These arguments somewhat pacified the ladies, but they maintained that only as a married man could the
Maharajah go away from India with any degree of security. At that time they had not realized that the hope of the
Government was that the Maharajah would take one wife only when the time for his marriage came.
The party from Cooch Behar in search of a bride at last arrived at Calcutta, and Mr. Chuckerbutty went direct
to Prosonna Babu, one of my father’s missionaries, for advice and help. After several interviews and discussions
Jadab Babu spoke of me. But Mr. Chuckerbutty said:
“It is too much to expect that the Minister’s daughter will be our Maharani.”
Still they thought they would try.
When the marriage was first suggested my father was very surprised. He never gave a thought to worldly or
family affairs; his mind was too full of his religious work; and he refused the offer. But the Government and the
representatives of the State would not be discouraged. They continued writing to my father, interviewing him, and
sending messages urging that the marriage of the young Prince and myself was most desirable. My father
repeatedly refused. In one of his letters he said that I was neither very pretty nor highly educated, and therefore I
was not a suitable bride for the young Maharajah.
This unexpected opposition was a set-back to the plans of the Government, and they determined it must be
overcome at any cost. Those in authority were clever enough to understand that they must discover my father’s
weak point and work upon it, as it was evident the worldly advantages of the match made no appeal to him.
The messenger went backwards and forwards several times, for Jadab Babu and others would not hear of any
refusal. My father with a troubled mind prayed and prayed until at last he obtained light from above and realized
that the marriage would be for the spiritual good of the country. Thus he became in the end persuaded that such a
union was a Divine command, and if he allowed me to marry this young ruler he would be fulfilling the will of
God.
Of course the matter was not mentioned to me, but one day my second sister Bino remarked confidentially:
“Father and mother are talking about marriage, aren’t they?”
“Oh no,” I answered, “it’s nothing particular, probably one of the young missionaries is going to be married.”
“Well, let me tell you, it’s no missionary, but someone far more important.”
“It doesn’t matter to me,” I said, and I thought no more of it.
Later one of the missionaries remarked with meaning in his voice:
“You will be surprised in a day or two, Sunity. Some very important people are coming to see the school.”
“So much the better,” I assured him, “for now you have told me I can study hard and tell the others to do the
same.”
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The day before the officials arrived from Cooch Behar, I fell ill with fever. After a restless night, I awoke to
find my father and mother standing by my bedside. They looked to each other.
“Have you told Sunity?” asked my father.
“No,” replied mother, ‘it is better you should.”
“Listen, Sunity,” said my father. “Has Prosonna Babu mentioned some visitors who are expected today?”
“Yes, he said that some Englishmen are coming to see the school; and, father,” I faltered, “I can’t get up.”
“Sunity,” answered my father in that loving voice which always made us children thrill with affection, “it is
not the school. These gentlemen are coming to see you.”
“To see me!” I cried. “Why?”
“Sunity,” said my father in a gentle voice, “these people are coming to see you, and if we all agree, perhaps
some day you will marry a handsome young Maharajah.”
I hid my face in my pillow. I could not speak. Marriage was to me an undiscussed subject. I had never
considered it. I felt so shy I became quite red in the face.
After a few hours I was told to get ready. Mother gave me some lovely jewels which looked beautiful on my
mauve and gold sari. My hair was dressed. We drove over to dear Miss Pigot’s school-house, where I usually had
lessons. I was very nervous, and through fear and ague combined I trembled like a leaf.
I rested a little while on the verandah. While I was there I was given a strong dose of quinine. I shall never
forget the unpleasant taste of that special draught. Then I was taken to the drawing-room, where Mr. Dalton and
the Bengali officials awaited me. Mr. Dalton looked kind but critical.
“Won’t you play to me?” he asked.
I obediently seated myself at the piano and played a simple piece of music. Mr. Dalton watched me up to the
piano and back to my seat and as I talked to him; and wrote a full description to the young Maharajah afterwards.
“Very nice,” he said, in such a charming way that I did not think he was examining me. He seemed favorably
impressed, and so it proved, for in one of his letters to my father he wrote:
“I thought your daughter a very charming young lady, and in every way a suitable bride for the Maharajah.”
Letters passed and repassed between Cooch Behar and Calcutta, but nothing was settled until the 27 th of
January 1878, when Mr. Dalton wrote as follows:
My Dear Sir,
The Lieutenant-Governor has at last decided that the Rajah is to go to England in March, and, looking to the
desirability of perfecting his bride’s education, it is better that he should be married before he starts. Mr. Eden at first
saw difficulties in the way of a match with your family, but our arguments in favor of the proposal have at length found
weight with him, and he has given his consent.
The Rajah has expressed his distaste to being married at all, as I told you in a previous letter, principally because he
was averse to being worried about the matter, and partly because he knew that he was not to be permitted to live with
his wife at once and wished to remain single until of an age to do so. But he has come to see that an educated bride is
not to be procured at all, and is now eager for the alliance with your daughter, the idea of which was always pleasant to
him, provided he could secure his mother’s consent. This consent I have at length secured with great difficulty, on
terms which Babu Jadab Chundra Chuckerbutty will explain to you, and which I hope you will agree to.
I know it will seem difficult to you to arrange for a wedding on the 6 th of March, and also that the idea of marrying
your daughter before she has completed her fourteenth year is repugnant to you. But consider the circumstances, and
that in fact the marriage will not be a marriage in the ordinary acceptance of the term but a solemn betrothal, the Rajah
proceeding to Europe immediately after the ceremony.
I have read through your memo. There are some paragraphs which I think we can hardly consent to in their entirety,
but by a little concession on both sides, I have no doubt that, if you are really well disposed to this marriage, we may
come to an agreement which will suit both parties.
One of the Rani’s conditions is that one of your relatives, not yourself, should give away the bride.
The objection to you is principally based on the fact that you have been to England. I imagine that, as you will be
actually present (or may be, if you like), it will not make any great difference to you should a brother or uncle actually
repeat the formula. This is a condition on which great stress is laid, and I hope you will not arrest negotiations in
limine\fn{At the start} by refusing to accede to it. Remember that we on our side have had great difficulties to smooth
away, and that we have already conceded almost all that we have the power of conceding.
Remember, also, that if you care about this alliance, it is a question of now or never, for nothing short of the urgency
of the case (the Rajah going to England in March and the Ranis in despair at the idea of his going unmarried) would
have brought Mr. Eden to change his mind, a thing he rarely does.
With my regards to yourself, etc.

Observe how in this letter, Government smoothed away all my father’s objections. The marriage was to be
merely a “solemn betrothal,” and hey presto! the age difficulty vanished. Concessions were certain so far as his
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religious scruples were concerned, but the words “now or never” throw a curious side-light upon the Government
policy. The Cooch Behar-Sen alliance was necessary to them, and my father was to be finally “rushed” into giving
his consent. That such was the case is shown by the following telegram from the Dewan to Babu Chuckerbutty:

Deputy Commissioner says can’t wait too long
even if matter not published. Must have private
assurances of Keshub Babu’s consent without
delay. Remember preparations. 27-1-78
Then the delight of Babu Chuckerbutty found expression in this letter to Prosonna Babu:
My Dear Prosonna Babu,
Such has been the pleasure of God! and I am amongst you to re-open the question of marriage.
Mountains and oceans stood as barriers before us, but thanks to the great Remover of all difficulties, we have
managed to get over them all.
Should we not see in all this, the hand of Him who dispenseth of everything human? We have all done all we could:
it now rests finally with you as to the remainder. I have just now arrived here. I left Cooch Behar at midnight day
before yesterday, and have come in at once. My present address is 6, Bhobani Dutt Lane, and my man will lead you to
my house. I hope that our Maharajah is here.
Yours, etc.,
Jadab Chunder Chuckerbutty.

The Maharajah wrote to my father as follows:
My Dear Sir,
I have been asked to let you know what my honest opinion is on the subject of polygamy.
In reply I beg to inform you that it has always been my opinion that no man should take more than one wife, and I
can assure you that I hold that opinion still.
I give below a statement of my religious views and opinions. I believe in one true God and I am in heart a Theist.
Yours truly,
Nripendra Narayan Bhup.

88.1 & 231.195 1. The Hookah 2. The Stork And The Brahman 3. The Orange Princess 4. The Son-in-Law 5. The
Night-Blind Son-in-Law 6. The Story Of A Sanyasi 7. The King And The Barber 8. The Giant Astrologer 9. The
Three Wise Men 10. The Hunchback And The Blind man 11. The Spirit And The Broomstick 12. The Story Of An
Elephant And An Owl 13. Kon And Mon 14. The Witch And The Wizard 15. The Big Thief 16. The Cloth Fit For
The Gods 17. The Giant Teacher 18. The Plum Tree: Eighteen Folktales\fn{by Sahitya Rathi Lakshminath Bezbaroa
(1864-1938)} Ahatguri, Morigaon District, Assam State, India (M) 19
1
It was evening, and Dangoria Gangaram had just returned from office. After refreshments he was resting in the
front yard of his villa, his tired but portly form being laid heavily on a chair of which the arms were missing. The
Dangoria\fn{Dangoria is an honorific applied to the members of the Assamese gentry .} was basking in an aura of glory—his
hands holding a silver hookah, his feet resting upon wooden sandals fitted with ivory knobs and a wreath of the
holy tutsi hanging from his neck.
Then up came somebody with stamping steps. Lo! It was the Pandit. The man wore a pair of slippers, old and
wretched things. His pig-tail wagged behind him as he walked. His lips dyed with the juice of the areca-nut were
parted in a happy smile in the manner of a tobacco pouch drawn wide open.
Then followed a lively dialogue. Gangaram, elder of the two, ordered a chllum of tobacco for the guest.
Finding the servant Ratia slow in getting it ready, Gangaram called out for his son, Rameswar. But the “wretch”
was not at home; and five-year old Mahindri darted in to break the stunning news—Rameswar was gone to the
house of Faisalanavis to join his son in a smoking session. The sense of catastrophe erupted in a violent rage [as]
soon as it was revealed that it was Ratia who had initiated Rameswar in the pleasures of the magic weed.
Inevitably, the first lessons began with both sharing the master’s silver hookah.
*
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So Ratia, an old servant of the family faced the double charge of desecrating his master’s hookah and spoiling
his son Rameswar. He was promptly given the sack, but not before he had the warm feel of the cane on his back.
Ratia deserved it all, but then nobody did also care to find out who the main culprit was. It was not Ratia, to be
sure; nor was it Rameswar—nay, not indeed that son of Faisalanavis, or any of his gang of tobacco “revelers.”
Who was it then?
To speak the truth will be to hit nearer home. But for that matter, one cannot help being outspoken. The truth
then—the main culprit was that big guy with a big turban, a big pillow and a big belly to boot. Well it was no
other than Dangoria Gangaram himself.
Example is better than precept. Carved out of the flesh of a father who himself was nourished in the narcotic,
Rameswar did but readily take to tobacco. And it was not long before Rameswar, worthy scion of Dangoria
Gangaram and the apple of the Qango-riani’s eye, made his mark as one of the greatest tobacco heroes in that part
of the country.
*
In course of the years Gangaram died bequeathing to Rameswar sole charge of his family and an estate which,
on the debit side, was made up of considerable debts, and, on the credit, of a few huts, some clumps of bamboo, a
number of fruit trees and odds and ends; and last, but not the least, the silver hookah—the lifelong companion of
the deceased.
With an estate of that kind to administer, Rameswar soon developed an elephantine gait, a portly presence, an
ugly mass of fat around his neck reminiscent of the wild buffalo, and a voice as discordant as the sound of a
cracked drum. Since his elevation to the gadi, Rameswar’s only ambition in life found fulfillment in the silver
hookah, the liberal puffs from which kept the parlor of his home enveloped in thick layers of tobacco fumes.
Money begets money. With Rameswar too the paternal debts started begetting more debts, and in time grew to
a lot. His creditors began to draw closer; their calls became ever more frequent. Then followed a series of
litigations and court decrees which clung to him like leeches on the legs of a buffalo in muddy waters. Like sands
running out of a vessel with holes in the bottom, Rameswar lost every bit of his paternal inheritance, ornaments
and all. He bore his misfortunes with equanimity and a philosophic resignation to fate. The only time, however,
when he could not resist the tears was when he was called upon to part company with his father’s hookah.
Forthwith he wiped them out; and who did ever see him in tears after that?
Gone was the silver hookah. But the very next day there came one of the coconut to take its place.
That the substitute was worth a mere one anna bit did not prevent it from giving off the same abundant puffs of
the same rich color as had come out of its glorious forbear. Sensible man as he was, there was nothing that could
make Rameswar sad. If anything, of loss of other assets gave him more time to devote to the hookah. That way,
his misfortunes could well be a blessing in disguise. At least was how he came to look upon them. The feeling
brought him relief, and so it did to others who watched his reverses.
Many worried themselves into baldness trying to unravel the mystery—how Rameswar could run into so much
debt? Apart from an inordinate love for the hookah, there was nothing that one could show against him. Even the
ceaseless croaking of the hookah could not bring forth that heavy rainfall of debts. But howsoever explained, the
fact that matters was: of the few items of his inherited affluence, Rameswar lost everything but one, that is, the
hookah—and that too was not the original silver one, but its underling.
Misfortunes come like floods, and Rameswar’s flood of misfortunes carried away from this world his mother,
sister and wife. To others, he now seemed very much alone; but to himself he was far from so. He still had an
unfailing friend to count upon in his adversity—the hookah, of course. With that in hand, Rameswar Dangoria—
son of that mountain of a man, the late Gangaram Dangoria—began to tramp about the town aimlessly and alone.
*
Then there was a chance meeting between Rameswar and the Pandit. It was a noon-day scene. Rameswar was
resting in the shade of a roadside tree quietly enjoying the hookah. The gargling of the hookah blended with the
chirp of cricket from a nearby bush to produce a rare symphony. The Pandit happened to come that way, but he
could barely recognize Rameswar. Carrying a battered umbrella and dangling his familiar pig-tail, the Pandit was
on his way to the ferry ghat to cross over to the Dakshinpat monastery to attend the shradh of the late Gosain
fixed for the morrow. As it turned out from the conversation that followed between the two men, Rameswar also
had the same destination. So they set off together.
*
On a small, open country-boat Rameswar Dangoria and the Pandit were crossing over to the Dakshinpat
monastery. The Pandit was sitting in silence. He was calculating his financial prospects in the shradh ceremony
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on the next day. By him was seated Rameswar Dangoria, peacefully puffing away at the hookah. The man seemed
lost in a reverie, but his face provided no clue to the thoughts that were crossing his mind.
Then suddenly rang out the voice of the head boatman:
“Hey, Sirs! Look! There it is the monastery along those trees on the other bank.”
“Really? Which way did you say?”
Hardly had he finished the words when in maneuvering a distant bow in the direction of the holy place,
Rameswar Dangoria (that is, the ghost of the late Rameswar Dangoria) lost his grip on the hookah which tumbled
into the river, the chillum neatly into the top. Disregarding the alarms raised by the old Pandit and the boatmen,
Ramesswar threw his specious bulk into the swirling currents in a frantic bid to recover the hookah.
To a considerable distance the hookah could be seen as it floated down the river, but no more was seen of
Rameswar Dangoria.
*
At sundown the boat touched the ghat at Dakshinpat. Softly the Pandit spoke to the boatmen:
“Now brothers! Let’s settle up. I pay for only half the journey; for the other half, the fares are due from
Rameswar Dangoria who was also a passenger on the boat.”
“No, no, Sir! You need not pay anything,” the boatman cut in sharply. “It has been a bad day far us all; we
have lost a man,” he added with a sigh.
To this generous gesture, the Pandit answered with a shower of blessings, and as he was preparing to climb the
bank, his eyes fell on an object enmeshed in a floating mass of weeds. He pulled it nearer with a reed.
O Lord! It was that fateful hookah of the late Rameswar Dangoria.
2
Once upon a time there lived a poor Brahman and his wife, who had no children. One day the Brahman, while
going towards the village, saw a stork near a pond trying to swallow a large fish. The Brahman, thereupon, ran
and snatched the fish from its beak. The stork, thus being deprived of food, was very sad and said to the Brahman,
“It is not good to make another’s life unhappy, O Brahman!” From that day onwards the stork caught no more
fish but became very morose and whenever it saw the Brahman, it cursed him with these words,
“Just as thou hast made me hopeless and sad in life, so wilt thou be likewise.” In a few days the stork died of
starvation.
Meanwhile, the Brahman and his wife made a sumptuous meal of the fish, which had been snatched from the
stork, and were living happily.
Time came when a son was born to the childless couple, who grew into such a handsome and intelligent youth
that the old parents simply doted on him. But as cruel fate would have it, the youth suddenly died, plunging his
parents into inconsolable grief. The old Brahman in his sorrow cursed Yama, the God of Death, and thought he
would teach the cruel god a lesson by continually pounding his heart, as it were, in the husking pedal, so that
Yama would be harassed with the awful and endless noise coming from the earth below.
So one night Yama appeared to the Brahman in a dream and told him that if he wished to see his son again, he
must lock up the doors of his prayer-room and sleep there and see that nobody disturbed him for full three days.
The next day the Brahman told his wife about the dream and accordingly went and slept in the prayer-room.
When he was sound asleep, Yama sent his messenger to fetch the Brahman’s spirit to his palace, where he was
shown round the whole palace, and the horrible and gruesome sights that he saw there made his hair stand on end.
At one place, some sinners were being beaten on all their joints and roasted on a huge gaping oven; others were
being held by their legs and dipped in boiling salt water; at yet another place, some liars were being punished by
their tongues being pierced with red-hot iron pincers. The whole place was so crowded with sinners and their
guards and the whole air was so full of the heart-rending shrieks and agonies of the punished, that the Brahman
was terrified beyond endurance, and started trembling. Then Yama called him and said,
“My dear man, do not be afraid. Will you just look round and see whether your son is amongst that group of
youths there?” The Brahman did as he was told and finding his son, said, with a smiling face,
“Yes, Your Lordship, my son is there.”
Yama then told him to call his son and if he did not listen, to go near and bring him along. The Brahman first
called out the name of his son from a distance, but seeing that he did not pay any heed, went up to him and said,
“My darling son, do you not see your father has come?” The son, thereupon, replied, in a loud and angry tone,
“Do you know how you got me for a son? I am not your son. You deprived a stork of its food in the world
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below, and so that stork, just to take revenge on you, became born as your son. You remember now, do you not?
Just as you had lighted an everlasting fire in my heart, so have I done in yours.” The Brahman returned with a
heavy heart to the God of Death and said,
“That is not my son, Your Lordship.” Then Yama said,
“You were unreasonably blaming me. Now you see whose fault it is?”
Then he made a sign to his messengers, who carried the Brahman back to his home and left him there. The
next morning, the Brahman related everything to his wife and from that time they stopped mourning for their dead
son.
3
Once upon a time a king had two queens, who were both about to become mothers. After some time, the senior
queen gave birth to a son, while the junior was delivered of an orange. The latter was very sad at this and she
threw away the orange on a rubbish-heap behind the kitchen. But a strange thing happened—wherever the junior
queen went, the orange would follow her even though she would kick at it in disgust.
One noon, the orange, seeing that nobody was nearby, stole towards the riverbank. At that time, a prince, who
was fishing a few paces away, suddenly saw this queer little orange and found to his amazement, that an
astonishingly beautiful girl quietly crept out of its skin, had her bath in the river, dried her long tresses in the sun,
returned inside the orange and then rolled back to the palace. The prince was so struck with the beauty of the girl,
that he at once left his fishing rod there and went home and shut himself up in his retiring room.
In the meantime, his fond parents, after much searching, found him there in a very depressed mood. He told
them of the cause of his unhappiness and said that if they really wanted to see him happy, they must marry him to
the rolling orange in the neighboring king’s palace.
The royal parents at first thought this a joke and laughed loudly, but afterwards, seeing that their son was
terribly serious, sent a messenger to the other king asking for the orange as a bride for their son. The junior queen,
thinking this to be a cruel joke on her, wept pitifully, but after much persuasion, washed the orange and sent it to
the prince.
Now it so happened that the prince had his meals in his own room and when after his repast, he rested and fell
asleep, his bride would come out of the orange, finish the rest of the meal and return inside its cover again. The
prince could not understand this daily mystery of the disappearing food and became sadder than ever. One day, an
old beggar woman came to the Prince for alms, and seeing him in that sad state, said,
“O prince, why are you so dejected? You have just married; but why is it that I do not see the lovely princess
here?” The prince told her everything about his romance, and then the old woman said,
“O prince, your princess is inside the orange. I will give you my humble advice, if you will care to listen to the
words of an old woman. Tonight, keep a small fire and a cup of curds mixed with bananas, in your bedroom.
When you go to bed, pretend that you are asleep and snore loudly. The princess, thinking you fast asleep, will
come out of the orange and start eating her meal. While she does so, take up the orange at once and throw it into
the fire. But you may find her in a swoon after this, then rub the mixture of curds on her head and she will
revive.”
The prince acted accordingly that night and thereby gained the princess. The next morning the king and queen
were very happy to see their beautiful daughter-in-law and duly informed her people about this, who had the
wedding celebrated with the usual pomp of royalty.
4
One day a man asked his son-in-law to dine with him on the occasion of a big festival. The young man, who
was dull-witted, was very pleased and set out from home quite early in the evening. After he had walked a short
distance, he turned round and saw that his shadow was following him, and as his father-in-law had invited him
alone, he thought to himself,
“My father-in-law has invited me only, and if I take this shadow of mine with me, he will surely be very
annoyed.” So he turned round and addressed the shadow,
“Look here, what do you want, why are you following me? Get away!” But seeing that the shadow would not
answer, he again said,
“Why do you not answer me? Do you want my turban?”
While saying this he shook his head, and as the shadow also showed the same gesture, he thought that perhaps
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it wanted his turban, and so leaving his turban there, he walked onwards. But to his wonder, he found that the
shadow still followed him, so this time he presented his coat to it. Still the shadow seemed to insist on following
him, so he gradually rid himself of every bit of clothing that he had on.
In the meantime, the sun slowly set below the horizon, and so the youth, finding himself now quite alone, was
really pleased. But he was night-blind, and as the light grew dimmer and dimmer, he saw less and less.
By and by, he saw an old cow of his father-in-law’s on the road. So he caught hold of the cow’s tail and
followed it home. But, on the other hand, having given away all his clothes to his shadow, he was terribly
embarrassed to appear before his august relative in this state. So he went and hid himself in the banana-grove just
behind the kitchen.
In the meanwhile, the father-in-law waited and waited for his son-in-law, and as he did not appear, he had his
dinner and went to bed. Meanwhile, the mother-in-law after finishing her meal, washed the plates and threw the
dirty water towards the banana-grove, when to her surprise and fear, she found that something moved and made
some noise there. She shouted to her husband to come with a light. Then when the old man found that it was his
son-in-law, he brought him inside the home and gave him clothes and fed him.
Now, a part of the dinner consisted of delicious country-treacle, which the youth had never tasted before. So
when he asked his father-in-law—as if casually—where this sort of treacle could be got, the old man told him that
it was in a big earthen jug in the room next to his bedroom. Then, as it was getting very late, everybody went to
bed.
The youth, however, could not get a wink of sleep, as the taste of the delicious treacle was still on his tongue.
So he quietly found a big stick and went to the next room and hit the jar of treacle with all his might! As soon as
the treacle started running out, he opened his mouth and ate as much as he could to his heart’s content. But, as
luck would have it, the treacle spoilt his clothes and made his whole body sticky. So he looked round and finding
a huge bundle of loose cotton lying on the floor—probably to be made into a mattress—rolled himself in it, until
he looked like a sort of white sheep. Then he huddled himself amongst some actual sheep which had been tied in
the room by his father-in-law.
Now that night, some thieves had determined to steal these beautiful well-fed animals of the old man. And they
agreed among themselves that the sheep, whose wool came off at the first pull, was the best-fatted one and should
be their booty. So, as they groped in the dark, they happened to touch the body of the youth and the very first
pinch brought out a handful of cotton, which had stuck to him! So they were quite satisfied. They tied his hands
and feet and carried him out of the room quietly.
On the way, while crossing a river, the youth’s hair, which was longer than usual, touched the water and so he
told the thieves,
“O you long-legged thieves, my hair is getting wet.”
The thieves, thinking that some evil spirit in the sheep was talking, became terribly frightened, and dropping
their booty in the middle of the river, took to their heels. But, somehow, the water there was very shallow, so the
youth felt his way back to the bank. Then when day dawned, his father-in-law, after much searching, found him
there and sent him back to his home.
5
In a wayside village, a man had two beautiful daughters. The elder one was called Rupeshwari and the younger
Guneshwari. When Rupeshwari grew to a fine young girl, her father looked about for a suitable match for her in
the villages far and near, but her mother told him they should have a young man from their own village as it
would break her heart if her daughter married and went away to some other village. So the father listened to his
wife and married Rupeshwari to a young man who lived quite near their house.
Now Rupeshwari’s husband was night-blind, but he had hidden this defect from everybody. However, it so
happened that this youth had taken the loan of an ox from his father-in-law to plough his own field; and so one
day the father-in-law asked him to send it back if he had finished with it. As luck would have it, that day the ox
returned from the field quite late. So the night-blind youth, after much deliberation, decided that he would let
loose the ox towards its home, and then follow it by holding to its tail.
Having done this, he reached his father-in-law’s home, but the ox took him straight to the cow-shed.
Meanwhile his father-in-law, seeing him there, asked him what he was doing. The young man said,
“Oh, I am just tying the ox, which you wanted back.”
After a few minutes, finding that the youth even then did not come out of the cow-shed, the old man again
asked him to hurry up and have a scrap of food before returning home. The youth answered,
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“Oh, thank you father! But I was just counting the number of cows you have.” The old man replied,
“They are hardly worth counting, my son. All the good ones that I had are dead now.” Saying this, he went
inside the house and told his younger daughter, Guneshwari, to bring a jug of water for her brother-in-law to wash
his hands and feet. In the meantime, the youth had come out of the cow-shed groping with difficulty, and was
trying to find the passage leading to the house, when Guneshwari called out,
“Brother-in-law, come along and wash your feet—here is some water.” The counting youth replied.
“O, is that my little sister-in-law? Come along and take me by the hand, otherwise I refuse to budge an inch.
Have you ever found another brother-in-law like me?”
The simple girl came running towards him and did as she was told; but now the youth could not even see
where the water-jug was, it was so dark. So he said,
“Won’t you wash my hands for me, little sister? You people do not love me fully it seems.”
So Guneshwari again pleased her brother-in-law, and then went away. When dinner was ready, his father-inlaw called him, but the youth said
“Oh, I am so tired that I can hardly move. If you all really love me, you will bring my food here.” So the
mother-in-law placed his food before him, and as soon as Guneshwari asked him to start eating, he smiled and
said,
“Little sister, I will only eat when you come and place my hand on the plate; because you are sure to be
married and gone in a short time, so you must give all your attention to your one and only brother-in-law now.”
So Guneshwari, having placed his hand on the plate, went to have her meal in another room, as in some parts in
India the custom is that men and women dine separately.
After a few minutes, the mother-in-law came out and saw that a cat was also eating out of her son-in-Iaw’s
plate. So she said,
“Son, can’t you see that the cat is also eating with you? Why don’t you drive it away?” So the son-in-law said,
“O Mother! Let her eat, please—why should I eat alone? Other animals must also live and share with us!”
“No, no, my son, drive that cat away. Do you not think it unclean eating out of the same plate as the cat?” the
old lady rejoined and drove the animal away. She also left him a long stick to use on the cat if it came again, and
went back to her room.
After some time, the old lady having brought some more dishes from the kitchen, was serving her son-in-law
when the latter, thinking that it was the cat again near his plate, hit her hard with the stick. The old lady, weeping
with pain, sat down and said,
“Now son, a fine thing you have done, hitting me on the arm.” At this the youth, in great agitation and shame,
caught hold of her feet and said,
“Mother, while eating I had fallen asleep, and I dreamt that the cat had come again, so I hit hard with the stick.
I am so very ashamed of myself, Mother, I beg of you not to tell this to anybody.” So the old lady, telling him not
to worry, left him there.
But the son-in-law was so thoroughly ashamed of his deed, that he thought that the best thing for him to do,
would be quietly to slip out of the house. Having gone a few paces behind the kitchen in the dark, he felt that
there were some plants around him, so he thought that he must have reached a forest, hence it would be wiser if
he quietly spent the night there and resumed walking early in the morning.
On the other hand, the old couple, not finding their son-in-law in the house, thought that he had perhaps gone
home. So the old lady washed the plates and threw the dirty water out of the kitchen window on the plants
amongst which the night-blind youth was sitting. Thereupon the youth, thinking that it was raining, addressed the
God of Rain saying,
“O God of Rain! Be pleased with a night-blind youth, and do not send any rain tonight; this unfortunate man
has suffered a lot today, and begs of you not to trouble him any further.”
The old lady, hearing this, now fathomed the whole mystery about his queer behavior: quickly bringing a light,
she told her husband and daughter to bring him in and give him clean clothes for change.
6
Saffron robes do not always make a man religious.
In a certain country, a merchant had two wives-and the younger one was particularly beautiful. One day a
sanyasi in saffron robes came to them, and the merchant, thinking him to be a genuinely pious person, treated him
with great hospitality and asked his wives also to take special care in looking after their guest. After some time,
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the merchant had to go out of his country for a month on some business, and before he left, he implored his wives
not to lack in their duty towards their pious guest and to see that they did not displease him in any way.
Now the sanyasi had an eye from the very first day on the merchant’s younger wife, who was still in her teens.
One day finding her alone, he proposed to her to elope with him. At this, she was taken aback and said,
“Master, thou art my guru; it behooves thee not to talk like this.” So the fraudulent man, seeing that she was
too good a girl to listen to his evil wishes, changed his tune at once and said,
“Oh, I was just testing you; do not ever think I was serious.” The next day, he thought out another plan and
called to her and said,
“I must have some mud from the cremation ground every day for performing a special prayer; and it must be
brought by a religiously devoted woman in the middle of the night. There is none except you who could do it, so
do oblige me.”
The girl was annoyed and even frightened at this strange request, yet she dared not refuse him as her husband
had asked her not to displease the sanyasi in anything. So she agreed to bring the mud every night for the wicked
man.
In the meantime, the husband returned from his tour. In the evening, while the merchant and sanyasi were
talking, the sanyasi, as if casually, told him that his younger wife was an evil spirit, and that he could prove it to
him, if he cared to go with him to the cremation ground in the middle of the night.
So naturally, the merchant became quite suspicious and went with the sanyasi to the appointed place, and
there, on seeing with his own eyes what his vicious guest had told him, he was very furious and asked the
sanyasi’s advice whether he ought to kill her. But the latter counseled him not to do this but to tie up her hands
and feet and let her drift in an empty boat and be starved to death instead of killing her and incurring the anger of
the king.
The merchant did as he was advised by his supposed guru in spite of the girl’s tearful protests. The next day,
the sanyasi, saying that he would like to go on a pilgrimage, bade the merchant good-bye, walked a long distance
down stream on the river bank and. waited for the boat which carried the unhappy passenger.
However, by accident, the boat drifted and got stuck to a bank on which a king’s palace was situated. By mere
chance, that day the king had returned from an unsuccessful hunt with nothing but an old live she-bear. The king,
on spotting the boat, was curious to see what was inside it; when to his surprise he found the beautiful girl in a
half-dead condition, who told him everything that had happened to her. The king saw through the wickedness of
the sanyasi. So he put the old bear in the boat and covering it with a cloth, pushed the boat in midstream again.
Then, taking pity on the girl, he took her home, married her and made her happy.
In the meantime, the sanyasi, who was waiting on the bank of the river for the boat to float along, jumped into
it as soon as, he saw it coming, thinking that at last he had won his prize. But, no sooner did he peep in, than the
bear seized him and killed him.
7
In the golden age of Truth,\fn{The Satya Yuga, in Hinduism, the era when mankind is governed by gods, every work of his is
closest to the purest ideal thereof, and the concept of intrinsic good rules supreme. It is supposed to last 100,000 divine years, and to be
established directly after the age of Kali (or immorality), in which age (it is alleged) the world is presently enmeshed. It is supposed to be
the first of four such ages or eras, each of the same span of time, the second being the Treta Yuga [an age of unruffled calmness in which in
which righteousness is supreme and people are virtuous (fulfilling their duties without malice, sadness, pride, or deceit)]; and a third age,
the Dvapara Yuga (witnessed by an ever-increasing imbalance along with a steady decline in righteousness, in which diseases appear,
desires and disasters harass the people, and some seek release in austerities or ritual practices). The present age—that of the Kali Yuga (the
dark age of today, riven with quarrels, dissension, wars, and strife in which love and sex are separated, few know truth, possessions, not
righteousness, confer rank and the outer trappings are confused with inner religion) began in 3102 BC and has another 427 human centuries
to run before the next Satya Yuga succeeds it} men and beasts spoke the same language. In those days, a king was sitting
leisurely in his garden, when he noticed a black crow and a white crow hopping about in front of him and talking
between themselves. The white crow asked the other,
“Friend, what do you eat to live in this country?” The black one said,
“Oh, we eat grains, insects and worms and many other things. What do you eat in your country, Friend?” The
white one said,
“We eat gems from gem-trees, which grow beyond the seven seas.”
Then the two birds flew away. But the king heard this and at once sent for his ministers and told them that
anybody who could bring him a gem-tree from the other side of the seven seas, would be rewarded with the
primeministership. But the ministers, with folded hands, begged of the king to excuse them as the land was
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strange and the task was beyond their powers: so the king told them to make it known by beat of drum to all his
people that he would give two big vessel-fuls of gold and the primeministership to anyone who could perform this
daring feat..
Now, in that town, a poor man lived with his two wives. The first wife, who had a lame son, was neglected, but
the second one, who had six robust sons, was the favorite. The six sons of the latter, hearing the general
announcement went to the king and with folded palms told him that if His Majesty allowed them, they would try
their luck. So the king was pleased and asked them to help themselves to whatever they needed for their journey
from his royal store.
Meanwhile, the lame son of the neglected wife, after much persuasion, succeeded in taking leave of his mother
to try his luck too in the adventure; and when he went up to the king, he was also told to take anything he needed
from the store. The lame man took a small amount of food and went to the stable to find him a horse. He passed
by all the beautiful strong horses, and suddenly stopped before what looked a thin spavined animal, because
something in him seemed to tell him that that was the lucky one. So he patted the horse on the neck and said,
“Oh, fancy! lucky horse like this being neglected!” The horse then spoke,
“Big brother, nobody knows of my sad plight. A golden nail in my hoof is causing me great pain and has
reduced me to this condition. If you can take it out and relieve me of the pain, I will carry you anywhere on my
back in a moment.”
The lame son examined the animal’s legs and found what the horse said was true, so he immediately went to a
blacksmith and brought a pair of pincers and extracted the nail. Then the horse felt quite fit at once, and taking
him on his back, started flying for the land of gems.
On the third day, they reached the land of Yama, the God of Death.
Now Yama, who had a grown-up daughter, was melancholy, because he could not find for her a suitable
husband with the auspicious signs. So when this lame son called on him to pay him his respects, Yama at once
noticed that he had all the desired signs on his forehead, and forthwith married him to his daughter, for dowry
gifting his child with the magic power of restoring the dead to life. The newly married couple then proceeded on
their journey.
On the fourth day, they reached the land of pigeons. They were quite tired and wanted to rest there quietly a
while. But the king of that land, coming to know of him, called him and gave him his own daughter in marriage
and a pair of pigeons as dowry.
After a few days, he, with his two wives, so strangely dowered, arrived at the land of serpents. While resting
there, the King of the Serpents, finding him with all the auspicious signs, made him his son-in-law and presented
him with a pair of king-cobras.
Proceeding after five days, the lame man reached the land of small snakes. Here also he was given a bride and
a dowry of a pair of snakes. Then he left with his company of wives and ill-assorted gifts and traveled on and on
until he reached the land of fans. As usual, his reputation for luck preceded him and the King of the Fans seized
the opportunity by giving him a fifth wife in the person of his own daughter and with her a couple of fans as
dowry.
In this way, the lame man, after journeying for four days, with his troupe of five wives, arrived at the land of
vultures. The King of Vultures, following the good example of the other kings, also gave him his daughter’s hand
in marriage with a gem-tree from the other side of the seven seas, as her dowry. Then the lame man, finding his
baggage too heavy to be carried about any longer, with his wives and the things sailed for home in a boat.
In the meantime, the six sons of the favorite wife were all unsuccessful in getting the gem-tree, and were also
returning in their boat, when they spotted their brother talking gaily to his wives. So they at once knew that he had
also been on this adventure and was returning successful, and began talking amongst themselves.
“Brothers, we big stalwart men have been unable to find the tree, while this puny lame stripling has got it and
is going to be the Prime Minister! This is impossible! We shall kill him and divide the wives amongst us and take
the tree to the King, so that one of us can be the Prime Minister.” Saying this, they brought their boat closer to the
other boat, and in sweet tones said,
“Is that our beloved little lame brother? How did you get so many girls? Have you brought the gem-tree?” The
simple man, thus sweetly addressed, was taken in and related to them the story of his adventures in different
lands. On hearing it they became blind with jealousy and immediately threw him into the deep sea.
Then all the wives started weeping loudly, but the first wife, Yama’s daughter, begged of them to let her have
their husband’s corpse, so that they could dispose of it with due rites, otherwise she would reveal the true story to
the king on their return. So the evil brothers, thinking there could be no harm in returning the dead body to the
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wives, picked it out from the waves and gave it to them, who placed it in a sort of temporary coffin.
As soon as the brothers reached their homeland, the news of the gem-tree spread like wildfire, and everybody
rushed eagerly to the palace to see it. The king commanded the brothers to bring it to him in his audience
chamber.
In the meantime, a curious thing happened. The box., in which the tree was placed, could not be opened, try as
they might. The brothers became furious with the wives, but even they could not open it. At last Yama’s daughter,
with folded hands, came to the king and told him the whole tale. The king marveled much at this, and could not
think of any solution.
While the King sat bemused, Yama’s daughter humbly begged the king’s permission to use her power of
reviving the dead on her late husband. The king readily granted it and the lame son at once revived and took out
the gem-tree from the box and presented it to the king who made him his Prime Minister and rewarded him amply
from his treasury, while he ordered the other brothers to be trampled under the feet of elephants by way of
punishment.
For some time everything went on quite smoothly and happily for the lame Prime Minister, but soon fresh
troubles began brewing for him. The palace barber, who was a favorite with the king, grew jealous of him and
started planning how he could oust him and put another man in his place. So one day, while shaving the king, he
said,
“Your Majesty, the fetching of a gem-tree is too paltry a thing to turn one into a Prime Minister. There are
many other things which one ought to do before one deserves this exalted honor. For example, the man, who in
one day could scatter two wagon-loads of fine mustard seeds in the field and then could gather them all, one by
one, in a single night, is a man more worthy to be a Prime Minister.”
Hearing this, the fickle mind of the capricious king lost its balance, and the next day he scattered two wagonloads of fine mustard seeds in a field and said to the lame man,
“Minister, if you can reload the wagon with these seeds by tonight, then only will you be allowed to continue
being my Prime Minister, otherwise you will die.”
The man went home with a very sad face and was thinking what to do, when the Pigeon-King’s daughter asked
him the reason of his sadness. The husband told her his new trouble; so she laughed and said,
“Oh, that is nothing to be sad about: come and have your food and then go to bed. I shall do all that is
necessary.” Then she called her pigeons and said,
“My darlings, you were given to me by my father to help me in my hour of need. Now go and see that all the
mustard seeds scattered in the field are gathered in the wagons by tonight.”
The pigeons flew away and asked all the pigeons of the place to come and help them, and in the morning, not a
single seed could be found in the field. The king was wonder-struck and the barber, being thwarted, started
thinking of a new plan to oust the Prime Minister. After some days, the barber, while shaving the king, said,
“Your Majesty, the Prime Minister has not yet proved his worth. For example, the man who could dig a couple
of tanks in one night, is really the man fit to be your Minister.”
The next day, the king commanded the lame man to do this, otherwise he would be hanged. So the latter went
home feeling very depressed. When the daughter of the King of Serpents asked him why he was so sad and he
told her, she cheered him up assuring him that she would do everything needful. Then she called her pair of
serpents and bid them help her. The serpents immediately called all their brother serpents within sight in the land
and dug up two huge tanks within the night.
The barber was again baffled and did not know what to do. Yet he persisted, and after three or four days again
told the King,
“Sire, the man who could found a town of snakes in one night, is the fittest man for the Primeministership;
otherwise he is only a Minister in name!”
The king commanded the lame man to prove his worth again or else he would be dead. As usual, the latter
returned home quite morose and on the reason being asked by the daughter of the King of Snakes, he was told to
be quite at ease as everything would be completely done for him. Then the pair of king-cobras that were given to
his snake-bride as dowry at once went and called all the snakes in existence in the land—big cobras and pythons,
small vipers and rattlesnakes, water snakes and land snakes—of all colors—green, gray, russet and black-spotted,
striped and plain—until the whole palace was filled with a strange and hissing sound.
The king suddenly woke up at this uncommon noise around him and to his horror, found that every inch of the
palace was nothing but a mass of these slimy and loathsome creatures! So he went and hid himself in his secret
chamber and summoned his Minister and told him,
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“Minister, I do not want a snake-town any more, do demolish. it.” The Minister went home and told his wife,
and in a moment all the snakes vanished.
Then the barber, in spite of being outwitted every time, thought of a final plan to kill the Minister. So he went
to the king and in the course of conversation, told him that the only and truest proof of his Minister’s worth was to
see whether he could get the thumb-impression of His Majesty’s dead father.
The simple monarch called his Minister again and commanded him to do his bidding, otherwise he would be
sent posthaste to his doom. This time, the Minister thought that his last day in this world had really come, and so
he went to bid farewell to his devoted wives. But the daughter of the King of Fans, on knowing the reason, told
him to be quite happy and unworried, as it was not a difficult task at all. So he gathered up courage and with a
mind of mingled fear and hope, had his food and went to sleep.
In the meantime, the barber wondered how the Minister had passed through all these terrible ordeals so
successfully, and thought that he must find out the secret of his power. So, in the dead of night, he stealthily went
and hid himself near the wall of the Minister’s bedroom.
At midnight, the daughter of the King of Fans brought out the pair of fans given to her as dowry and telling
them that they must help her in her hour of trial, touched her husband’s head with one. The husband lay dead
apparently and she sent his spirit to the other world to get the thumb impression of the King’s father. When the
spirit returned, she touched the body with the other fan, and he sat up. The barber saw all that happened from a
hole behind the wall.
The next day, the King recognized the thumb-impression at once and expressed his gratitude and praise for his
Minister. The latter, at last finding that the barber was at the root of all his trouble, thought out a clever plan and
told the king,
“Sire: when I went up to the other world last night to do your bidding, your ancestors all came and asked me to
tell you to send your barber to them, because there was no other barber there who could shave them so well.”
The King thinking it to be true, called the barber and told him to go and shave his ancestors that very night, as
they needed. one very badly. The barber saying, “Yes, Sire,” went home.
Now he had seen the previous night’s happenings at the Minister’s house. So thinking the task to be quite easy,
he called his wife and told her about the king’s command. Then he brought two fans, and told her to hit him with
one until he was dead, and then after some time, hit again with the other and he would revive.
The wife started hitting him in slow degrees, but finding that he did not die, hit him hard with the wooden
handle of the fan and with one stroke sent him to the other world in truth. After some time, she began gently
fanning and hitting him with the other according to her husband’s instruction, but he would not revive.
The next day, the King enquired whether the barber had returned after doing his bidding. But as no barber
came the whole day, the officers went and found the wife still hitting the corpse with the fan. So thinking that she
had killed her husband, they brought her to the palace, and the king found her guilty and ordered her to be buried
alive with her husband.
From that day, the Minister’s troubles were at an end and his after life was happy and cloudless.
8
Once there was an old couple, who were very sad because they had no children. One day, a giant, disguising
himself as an astrologer, came to their house. The old couple treated him with great hospitality and then asked
him to tell their fortune. The astrologer looked at their palms and told them that if they presented him with a bull
calf, they would be the happy parents of twin sons within a year, but there was one condition, they would have to
give him the elder boy. So the couple was very glad and immediately made a gift of a bull calf to the astrologer,
who took it away and made a good meal of it.
About a year after this, the old wife gave birth to twins. As they grew up, the father spent huge sums of money
on their education including archery. Over and above this, the younger son also became a master in astrology.
One day, the giant again came to their house and enquired of the sons. The old couple remembered their
promise and with heavy hearts parted with their elder boy. At the time of farewell, the elder boy called his
younger brother aside and said,
“Brother, I have planted a tulsi plant just behind our house. If you ever see it withering and about to die, you
will understand that I am also no more in this world.” Saying this, he followed the giant to his destination.
The giant took the boy to his home in a big forest. just before he reached his house, the giant told the boy to
rest under a big tree, while he went to finish a piece of urgent work. But as soon as the giant left, the boy became
1344

curious and quietly began to follow him without being seen.
After he had gone some distance, he found a huge heap of bones of animals, including human beings. So he
began to doubt whether the astrologer was really a man or a giant and in fear began to tremble. In the meantime,
the skulls of human beings that were scattered round him, addressed him and asked him from where he had come.
The boy, in great astonishment, looked at them, but could not speak. So they again asked him,
“O Man! from where hast thou come? Tell us soon or else thou wilt die.”
So the boy gave them the whole account. Then the skulls said,
“This is a country of giants. The astrologer who has brought you, is not a man but a giant. We were likewise
seduced and eaten up by him. He has just gone to the river to bathe before he makes a meal of you, so if you want
to save yourself, run away at once. But if you cannot run away soon, then there is another way of escape. If you
are strong and brave enough, then go to the room in the East, where you will find a sword hung just near the door.
This is the sword by which he has beheaded us all. Go and take that sword and hide behind the door. Then as soon
as he enters the door, strike off his head with one stroke, otherwise you are a doomed man.”
The boy listened attentively and told them that he would be able to do it. Then they again addressed him and
said,
“Now if you want to do us a good turn, then as soon as you kill him, bring some of his blood and sprinkle [it]
on us and we shall all be alive again.”
The boy did as he was told, and not only killed the giant, but brought all the skulls back to life and earned their
gratitude. Then he took a strong young horse from the giant’s stable and started for home.
While coming through the forest, he arrived at the jurisdiction of a giantess this time. This giantess used to
take the form of young deer and lure her victims to a distant cave, which as soon as they entered closed round and
suffocated them to death. Then the giantess would return to her real form and eat her prey with great relish. This
boy was also lured in the same way and killed. But the giantess kept the boy for the next day’s meal and ate the
horse:
In the meantime, the younger brother finding the tulsi plant drooping, understood that his brother was dead.
But he knew astrology, and with the help of it, knew at once where and how his brother was killed. So he brought
his horse, took his bow and arrows and straight-away went in search of his brother.
As he entered the forest, the giantess, thinking that she had got another prey, at once changed into a small deer
and started enticing him towards her cave. But the boy knew that it was the giantess, so he changed himself into a
tiger.
Now the giantess daw that this time she had met her match. So she took the form of a big python and chased
the tiger, which immediately changed into a huge mongoose and cut up the snake into a thousand bits.
Thus having killed the giantess the younger boy went to the cave and brought his brother back to life, with the
help of his magic charm, and they lived happily ever after with their old parents.
9
Once upon a time three young men were returning home after having studied at Navadwipa, the famous centre
of learning in India. On the way, they saw the footprints of a buffalo. One of them said,
“Brothers, this is a she-buffalo’s footmarks.” The second man said,
“Yes, brother, and she is with calf.” The third one said,
“Well, she has just given birth to a heifer.” So, in order to prove that they were all correct, they followed the
footmarks and found the buffalo and were satisfied that their reading was quite right.
Now, this buffalo belonged to a raja; but she had strayed for three days without being found by the raja’s men.
So when the three wise men were near the buffalo in order to verify their statements, the raja’s servants came and
caught them, thinking them to be the thieves who had stolen the animal. They bound them and brought them
before the raja, who, without any further question or enquiry sent them to the lock-up. So, while they were in the
jail, they started talking in this manner. The first man said,
“Listen, brothers, he is not this, but that.” The second man said,
“Why, if he were that, would not he have done like that?” The third man said,
“When has he not done like that?”
The warders of the jail, overhearing this conversation, went and told the raja. The raja sent for them and
ordered the three men to tell him plainly what they meant by those sentences, otherwise they would be hanged.
The three men thought that as they would die in any case, it would not matter if they told the raja the frank
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meaning of their conversation. So the first man said,
“Your Majesty, I said, ‘This is not this, but that.’—which meant that the raja of this place is not a man but an
ox.” The second man said,
“Your Majesty, I said, ‘If he were that, would not: he have done like that?’—meaning that if the raja were an
ox, he would have eaten grass.” Then the third man said,
“My Lord, I said, ‘Then has he not done like that?’—meaning, “Has not the raja behaved foolishly like an
ox?’” Then the three men kept silent.
The raja again asked them why they had called him an ox. So the first man said,
“Your Majesty, we are three Brahmin youths, who were returning home from Navadwipa after having studied
many texts in astrology and philosophy there for many years. On the way, we saw some footmarks of a buffalo; so
I told my companions that the footmarks were those of a she-buffalo. My second companion said that she was
with calf; and then my third companion said that she had just then given birth to a female calf. So, in order to
prove the truth of our learning, we followed the footprints and to our great joy found the animal with the calf.
Then, while we were talking amongst ourselves, your men came and handcuffed us telling us that we were
thieves., who had stolen the animal. Furthermore, Your Majesty sent us to the lock-up without any justice, so we
were talking amongst ourselves that the raja, who punishes men without any justice, is no human being but an
ox.” Then the raja said,
“Yes, this was certainly an injustice on my part. From this day, I shall never punish any man without giving
him a chance of clearing his character.” So he rewarded them and sent them home quite happy.
10
In a certain village lived two men, one with a humpback and the other blind, but both were great friends. One
day, the blind man said to the hunchback,
“Friend, what is the use of our wasting time in our homes? Let us go to some foreign lands and seek our
fortune.” The hunchback replied,
“Friend, since when have you become such a great boaster? You are blind and I am humpbacked. I, at least,
can see my way, but you cannot move even a step without the help of somebody. So what is the use of your
talking nonsense?” The blind man laughed and said,
“Friend, why do you fear? There is a plan. I shall carry you on my shoulders, and you will indicate the way.
While I have my legs and you have your eyes, what is there to fear? Besides, I am not absolutely a fool.” This
made the hunchback think and he said,
“All right, friend, let us go out into the world, and see what is in store for us.”
The next morning the two started from home, the blind man carrying the hunchback on his shoulders. On the
way, the hunchback saw a long thick rope, so he told his companion,
“Friend, there is a long thick rope here. Shall we take it?” The blind man replied,
“Yes, friend, get down and take the rope.”
After they had gone some distance, the hunchback saw a pot of wet lime; so he asked his friend and with his
consent took that also. Then they started walking again, until they came to a causeway, where a big turtle was
basking in the sun. So the hunchback said,
“Friend, I see a turtle.” The other replied,
“Get down, friend, and catch it. Who knows, he may be of some use to us?” Then the hunchback ran and with
some difficulty caught the turtle.
Towards evening, they arrived at a big forest, where they saw a house. So the hunchback told the blind man,
“Friend, this is a big forest and it is getting dark too. Besides, I am sure your legs must be aching. I see a house
too; so let us stay the night here.”
So they both went in and peeping into one of the rooms, found a huge giant snoring away. The hunchback,
seeing danger ahead, at once slammed the door from outside. The noise woke the giant, who found to his surprise
that somebody had made him a prisoner in his own house. So he started shrieking and shouting. The two friends
thereupon raised their voices as much as they could and shouted back!
“Brother, we are not afraid of your shrieks. We are bigger giants than you; we could squeeze you in the palms
of our hands and eat you up as jam, you know? There will not be the least sign of you left except the odor in our
palms.” So the giant asked from inside,
“Well, how do I know that you are bigger and stronger giants?” They questioned back,
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“And how do we know that you are a big giant?” So the giant pulled a hair off his head and pushed it in
through a hole in the window and said,
“Well, look at this hair of mine—how long and thick it is!” The hunchback immediately shoved the long thick
rope they had brought, through the same hole and said,
“We are also showing a hair of our heads; catch it and see!”
The giant, seeing the thick rope, thought that if a hair of these giants was so strong, what must be their bodily
strength. In the meantime, the two men said,
“Well, we have seen your hair, but now, let us see a louse of your head.”
The giant catching a louse from his head shoved it through the hole. The hunchback, laughing loudly and
killing the animal, said,
“Well, try and kill this louse from my head,” and he pushed in the huge turtle.
The giant was taken aback! He could not kill it though he tried his best. Then he thought within himself that
surely these were more powerful giants than himself. Then the blind man shouted,
“Look here! Let us taste the milk you usually drink and we shall let you taste the milk we usually have.”
The giant threw a spoon of some milk he had in the room, while the two men gave him the pot of wet lime
they had brought. The giant was feeling quite ashamed of his prowess by this time, and so at once swallowed it in
one gulp; but the lime so burnt his throat that he yelled with pain and in rage pulled out his own tongue and died.
The next morning, the. two friends entered the dead giant’s room and found a huge heap of costly gems and
gold on the floor. They took everything and left for home.
When they neared their village they agreed to divide the wealth. So the hunchback, thinking that his friend
would not know, divided it into two unequal shares and asked the blind man to touch the share he wanted. As luck
would have it, the latter touched the bigger one, so his companion, saying that it was not well divided, again made
two shares and asked him to choose. The blind man again chose the greater share, so the hunchback thought,
“How could this man see though blind?”
So, in rage, he rubbed a handful of sand over the other’s eyes, thinking that this time he would really make him
blind. But good came out of evil, for the man’s eyes which were blind only through cataract, when rubbed with
sand, became well. Then he found out his friend’s deceit and in anger gave a hard blow with his fist on his hump.
But lo! the hump became cured, and then they both divided their wealth equally and returned to their own homes,
happy and contented.
11
Once upon a time there were a poor Brahman and his wife, who lived by begging alms. The Brahman used to
go out from home early in the morning and return late in the evening, and whatever he got by begging he gave to
his wife, and thus they lived from hand to mouth. But the Brahman’s wife was very bad-tempered, and if any day
her husband returned empty-handed, she would abuse and drive him out of home.
Now, one day, it so happened, that the Brahman returned without any alms, and as they had both practically
starved the previous day also, the wife became furious and chased her husband with a broomstick. The husband
ran for all he was worth towards the town and escaped her wrath; but there was a pipul-tree nearby, and the wife
in her anger, went and beat the tree.
Now a spirit used to dwell in that tree, and he, fearing that all the wrath of the woman was going to be directed
towards him, also fled towards the town. By and by, the spirit, finding the Brahman walking in the town, quietly
came near him and asked him,
“Are you not the same man who escaped being beaten with a broomstick by your wife?” The Brahman was
taken aback and said,
“Yes, I am the same man, but who are you?” The spirit said,
“Well, you escaped your wife’s wrath by running away from home, but she shed all her anger on the pipul-tree,
which was my home, so I, in great fear, have left it and come here. So, as we are both in the same boat, I would
like to do you some service. I shall possess the Prime Minister’s daughter; and her father will call in the best
physicians and try all sorts of medicines and cures, but I shall not leave her; if you somehow approach her, I shall
leave her and go away and then you will be amply rewarded by the Prime Minister. After this, I shall possess the
king’s daughter; but you will never go near her or else I shall kill you, because I love her.”
The next day, the news of the Prime Minister’s daughter being possessed by a spirit spread like wildfire in the
town. The Prime Minister called all the learned physicians of the place, but to no avail. Then he proclaimed to the
whole town that anybody who could cure his daughter would win her hand in marriage together with half his
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wealth.
The next day, the Brahman, dressed as a holy man, appeared before the Minister’s gate and when asked
whether he could cure the daughter, smiled and said,
“You may try me.”
So the attendants took him to the daughter’s room and as soon as he entered the door, the girl shouted out, “O,
please don’t come! I am going away immediately,” and fell in a swoon. After this, the girl gradually regained
consciousness and was her normal self once more. The Prime Minster was very pleased and married him to his
daughter as he had promised.
In the meantime, the spirit went and possessed the king’s daughter. The king likewise tried all the wisest
physicians of the place, but with no result, until he proclaimed to the public that anybody who could cure his
daughter would be rewarded with her hand in marriage as well as with half his kingdom. The Prime Minister told
the king about the poor Brahman who had cured his daughter and was now his son-in-law, so the king sent for
him. But the Brahman, remembering the spirit’s conversation, tried one or the other excuse, and would not appear
before the king, until he was told that he would have to carry out the order on pain of death.
So, finding himself in an awful fix, he ultimately decided to go. As soon as he appeared before the princess,
the spirit shrieked in rage, saying,
“What? In spite of my warning, you have come?” Then the Brahman said,
“No, I have not come for that reason. There. is another reason, which I can only tell you in your ear.” The spirit
said,
“Well, what is it, tell me.” So the Brahman went near the princess and bringing his mouth near to her ear,
whispered,
“That wife of mine has somehow learnt of my stay here and has forthwith started chasing me with her
broomstick, but I have managed to escape with great difficulty. But she threatens to beat you now.” At this, the
spirit, in great fear and excitement said,
“Is she coming here too? How far has she come and where is she? Do tell me soon!” The Brahman said,
“Well, I saw her on my way here, she must have by now arrived at the main gate.”
Hearing this, the spirit left the princess with a shriek and fled.
The princess fell down in a swoon, but gradually became her normal self afterwards. The king was very
pleased and, as he had promised, gave his daughter and half of the kingdom to the poor man, who lived happily
ever after.
12
On the bank of a certain river, an owl used to live in the hollow of the trunk of a banyan tree. A tusker used to
pass this tree daily on his way to the river for a drink. One day a strong wind overturned the tree, so the owl,
finding no other help, begged the elephant to take pity on him and straighten the tree. The elephant at once did as
he was told and from that day the two became staunch friends.
Now, one night the goddess Parvati’s tiger dreamt that he had eaten the head of this elephant. So the next
morning he went up to her husband, the god Shiva, and asked him the meaning of this dream. Shiva said,
“Well, if you have dreamt like this, perhaps it could be realized. Go and eat the elephant’s head.”
The tiger, having received the command of the god, went to the river and waited for the elephant. When the
elephant came for his usual drink, the tiger said,
“Big brother, I dreamt last night that I had eaten your head; so when I asked the great god whether my dream
could be made true, he told me ‘Yes.’ Now I shall eat you up with his permission. So if you have anything to do,
finish it soon.”
The elephant was terribly frightened and kept silent not knowing what to do. In the meantime the owl seeing
his friend’s plight said,
“Well, if the great god Shiva has allowed you to eat my friend’s head, there is nothing more to say. But let us
all go to him and verify your statement.”
So they started for Shiva’s palace. But the owl making more speed than her two companions reached before
them. As soon as she arrived before the god, she started nodding her head and pretended to be asleep. When Shiva
wanted to know what the matter was with her, she, as if suddenly waking up, said,
“Lord, I was just dreaming that I was married to goddess Parvati. Now can it be made true or not?” Shiva
replied.
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“No, you cannot marry her just because you have dreamt so.” So the owl said,
“How, then, could your tiger be allowed to eat the elephant’s head, just because he dreamt so?” The God then
said,
“No, the tiger also cannot eat the elephant’s head.”
By this time the tiger and the elephant arrived and the tiger, hearing the god’s final verdict, was very
disappointed, while the elephant and his friend the owl, left for home with great rejoicings.
13
In a certain country there lived two brothers named Kon and Mon. Kon was older and very cunning, while
Mon was younger and very stupid. One day Kon told Mon,
“Brother, let us share our ancestral belongings in agreed portions or by turns at allotted seasons.” Mon agreed;
so Kon said,
“You can use the torn quilt that belongs to both of us in the daytime in winter, and I shall use it at night.”
Mon agreed; and from that day Mon used the quilt in the day, but finding it too heavy and warm would put it
out in the sun. On the other hand, Kon slept cozily under it at night, while Mon would shiver and keep awake the
whole night in the cold. A few days after this, Kon told Mon,
“Brother, would you take care of all the lower part of all the fruit trees in our orchard, while I look after the
upper?”
Mon agreed, and since that day Mon started taking great care of the trees, watering and manuring them, so that
even the trees which would bear no fruit before, started to blossom and produce fruit in abundance. So Kon
enjoyed them thoroughly. After a few days, Kon again said,
“Brother, you take the front portion of our cow, and I shall take the hind part.” So Mon said,
“Dear brother, I have never been disobedient to you. I shall do as you tell me.”
From that day Mon looked after the cow, fed her, cleaned her and in the evening tied her up carefully, while
Kon drank all the milk.
One day an old woman, seeing Mon’s sad face, asked him the reason of his sadness. So Mon said,
“Mother, whatever work my elder brother entrusts to me, I have to do, because he is my elder brother.”
Then he told her of their shares. Then the old woman said,
“Son, do as I tell you. You wet the torn quilt in the day, so that, at night when your brother uses it, he will also
get no sleep in the cold. And when he asks you the reason, you tell him that the quilt belongs to you in the
daytime and you may do anything you wish with it. Then when Kon climbs up the fruit trees to pluck the fruit,
you will bring an axe and start hewing the trunk. Then he will be terribly frightened and ask you the reason for it.
You will of course tell him that the lower part of the trees belongs to you, so you can do anything with it—
wherein lies the harm to him? Lastly, when he starts milking the cow, you must bring a stick, and hit the cow on
the head and ears. As soon as he tells you not to do it, you tell him that the front portion is your property and you
may do as you please with it. Now if you do and tell him exactly as I have taught you, he will understand and be
on the same terms as he was formerly.”
Mon carried out all the instructions of the wise old woman, and after that Kon felt that he could not treat his
younger brother unfairly any longer.
14
Long, long ago, a witch lived in a village and a wizard in another, and as luck would have it or perhaps on
account of their unlucky influence, these two villages were threatened with a long drought and famine. So the
people, thinking these two evil persons to be the cause of their trouble tied their hands and feet and left them to
die in a lonely forest. The witch was given a little food with her, but the wizard was given only an axe and left to
starve. While the witch was weeping, the wizard wandered about and finding her there, was surprised and asked
her,
“Who are you? Are you an evil spirit. or a demigoddess, and what are you doing alone here?” The witch
replied,
“I am neither; I am only a poor mortal, whom the villagers, without any fault of hers, have left to die in this
lonely forest. But who are you? A god or an evil spirit or a mere mortal?” Then the other said,
“I am an unlucky human being like you, who has been left to starve and die.”
So they both took courage and agreed never to go back to their fellow men, by whom they had been so cruelly
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treated, but build a small hut away from habitation and live together peacefully.
After some time, the witch gave birth to an owl and, a year after, to a pig. The two thanking the Almighty
profusely for His mercy, started bringing up these two freaks with great care.
The owl went daily to the Court of god Indra, and listened with interest to the conversation of the gods in
regard to the mortal world.\fn{ The owl, in the ancient world, was considered to be the wisest of birds, and had access even to the
celestial regions} One day, the owl gathered from the talk of the gods that the land near the forests was to be
particularly fruitful that year. So he came home and. told his father,
“Father, the gods say that this year will be very beneficial for land near forests. So let us sow some paddy.”
The Father, looking sorrowful, said,
“Son, it is all very well of you to tell me, but we have no plough nor oxen, how can we manage a big field?” At
this the younger son, the pig said,
“Why not, Father? As long as I am here, please don’t worry. Will you get some bulbous vegetables like potato,
carrot and so on and hide them in the field about two or three feet apart? Then I shall inform all my kind and they
will come and dig up the ground in search of these. You know how pigs love to eat them! In this way, the whole
field will be tilled and you will easily be able to sow the seeds.”
The father did as he was told and at night, thousands and thousands of pigs came from nearby and dug up the
field far better than any plough could ever have done, in the hope of finding vegetables. Then the seeds were
sown, and in a few days the whole field became one mass of rich green.
Now the gods, seeing the prosperity of the wizard and the witch, became jealous, because anything offered by
these two to them was considered unholy and could not be accepted. So they thought of sending a huge swarm of
locusts to destroy their bumper crop. When the owl brought this news home to his father, the latter was perplexed
and said,
“Now, what shall we do?” The owl said,
“Father, don’t be disheartened; do as I tell you. Get some dry sticks from the forest and surround the field with
these. As soon as the locusts fall on the crop, you light the sticks and they will all die in the flames.”
The father did as he was told and the gods, being thwarted, became still more annoyed and cursed the wizard
saying that he would get only a handful of grain from even the biggest of sheaves. The owl bore this sad news to
his father and said,
“Father, the words of the gods can never be untrue; so the best thing for you will be to tie the paddy in the
smallest of sheaves, so that we shall get a handful of grain from every sheaf.” The wizard listened to his son’s
wise advice and collected all the grain from his field.
The gods, being thus outwitted every time by the wizard, then thought of a last plan of killing the two and for
this they had to seek the aid of Yama, the God of Death. So they went in a body to Yama and told him the whole
story. The latter scolded them saying,
“But this sort of deed is not worthy of you gods. How can I kill a man before the day allotted to him by his
fate?”
But the gods would not listen and begged him to save their prestige from a mere mortal. Then Yama said,
“Well, I shall disguise myself as a horse tonight and eat up the wizard’s paddy.” So the gods departed quite
pleased. The owl meanwhile, rushed back to his father with the news and said,
“Father, Yama is coming tonight to eat up all your grain. You must keep the doors of your storeroom halfopened and hide yourself behind one of them with a rein and saddle in your hand. As soon as he starts eating, you
must rush quickly and put the bit in his mouth and jump upon his back so that he cannot escape.”
At night the wizard hid behind the door and waited for Yama. It was a spotless moonlit night. At about
midnight, Yama appeared in the shape of a white horse and started eating the paddy. The wizard was too quick for
words and in the. wink of an eye, before Yama could even realize what had happened, he was saddled by the man,
who jumped on his back and started beating him. Yama had no choice but to disclose his identity saying,
“Brother, I am no horse but Yama, the god of death. Take whatever boon you want from me and let me go. I
give my word.”
Then only, the wizard dismounted. The god of death changed into his real form and blessed the wizard with
these words,
“Thou shalt live long and happily with thy family and the villagers that have driven thee to this state will be
thy slaves henceforward!”
So from that time these people lived happily with their children, the owl and the pig, while all the other
villagers became their slaves and sweated for them.
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15
In a certain land there were thieves, of whom one was a special master of the craft; so his fellow thieves gave
him the title of Big Thief.
This Big Thief had a son who also followed his father’s footsteps. One day the Big Thief thought to himself,
“I must test my son and see if he is really skilled in my art, and can keep up my reputation after my death.” So
he called him near and said,
“My son, I am getting old and nearing death. Will you be able to prove yourself an able son of your father after
his death?” The son replied,
“Father, try me and test me: with so careful a training from you, how can I ever fail you and be the
laughingstock of all?” The father was very pleased with the son’s reply and said,
“Well, my son, I hope so too. But you must prove it to me and drive away my doubts.”
A day was settled [upon] and the father, filling all the pots and pans in his room with water, shut the door and
went to bed. At about midnight, the son who was outside, started on his job. He surveyed the room and found that
the only way of getting inside would be to break a hole somewhere; but then it would be a difficult task to outwit
and escape his experienced father.
So he thought of another plan and brought some iron pipes. Then he climbed on to the roof and boring a small
hole just over the place where the pots and pans were, sucked up all the water through the pipes. Then not hearing
any noise from inside, he was convinced that his father was sound asleep. So he increased the hole in the roof, and
entering the room through it, opened the door and carried all the empty utensils outside. But finding that even this
did not wake his father, he brought a rope and quietly tying his father’s hands and feet, lifted him up gently and
placed him outside the door of the room. Then the old man awoke and patted the son in great glee for his
cleverness.
After some time the father and son, having planned to steal the queen’s ornaments, one night broke into her
apartments and hid under her bed. The lamp was burning very dimly and the queen’s maids were just beginning to
doze, while the sentries outside thinking that the queen was fast asleep, had disappeared somewhere.
Meanwhile, the father, creeping out from under the bed, quietly but quickly took off the jewels, one by one,
from the Queen’s person. But the necklace still remained. So while he was making a second attempt and putting
his hands round her neck, the queen awoke and shouted. In a moment the sentries rushed into the room, and the
father hardly having any time to escape, followed the son and tried to escape by the way they had come. But the
sentries were too quick for him and they caught hold of his legs and started pulling him. The son was in a terrible
fix and finding no other way of saving his father, at once cut off his head and disappeared with it in the dark.
The King’s men tugged at the body from the other end and to their horror found a headless trunk only. So it
was a very difficult task for them to find out the thief. The king immediately called all his sentries and told them
to be on strict watch everywhere and find out if there was any weeping or burial anywhere.
In the meantime, the son came and told everything to his mother and as soon as she started weeping, he said,
“Mother, I am a parricide now! But if you weep and let everybody know of my father’s death, my fate will be
sealed. So beware! Even after this, if you feel you must cry loudly, then please yourself.” The mother somehow
controlled herself and said,
“Son, my grief is so much that I cannot feel at ease unless I cry.”
So the next morning, the two taking some milk and treacle and rice, in trays, started going as if to the son’s
fiancée’s house. On the way they purposely dropped the trays, and started wailing loudly. The king’s sentries
immediately rushed to the spot, and on learning the cause of their grief, took pity on them thinking them to be
very poor, and paid them some money to rebuy the foodstuffs.
The next day, the son saw that the head could not be kept any longer in the house if they wanted to avoid
detection. He could not bury it either because there was strict watch everywhere. So he thought out a plan of
killing two birds with one stone. He planned to burn the head as well as complete the Pinda ceremony.\fn{ A note
reads: The Pinda ceremony of the Hindus is done after the burning of the dead body. It consists in offering rice and pulses, etc., to the spirit
of the dead person, and then asking friends and relatives to join in a feed } So he quietly took the head to an open field,

collected a big heap of faggots, hid the head under them, and on the top of the faggot put two pots of rice and
pulse and lit the wood. As soon as the head started burning and the smell spread everywhere, the king’s officers
appeared on the scene. But to their surprise they did not find any dead body but only a sanyasi sitting near the fire
with his body smeared with ashes. They bowed down to him with profound respect and the latter, as if with great
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condescension, gave them some bhang\fn{A note reads: A decoction of hemp drunk as an intoxicant} to drink.
When the head was completely burnt, the sanyasi, or rather the son, distributed the cooked rice and pulse to all
the men and then went home and told everything to his mother.
After some time another ceremony had to be done in honor of the dead father. So the son, having arranged for
all the necessary things, went one night and asked the king’s priest to come and complete it. But the priest
happened to be night-blind, so he had to be carried on the son’s shoulders. On the way to the son’s house, there
was a small river, so the son, in order to muddle the old man’s sense of direction, crossed and recrossed the same
river seven times and called it by seven names, as if he had really to cross seven different rivers.
When the priest completed the ceremony for the dead, he had to be given some remuneration according to the
custom of the land. So the son decorated him with all the queen’s jewelry, carried him on his shoulders and left
him near the main market place.
In the morning, as soon as the king’s men saw the priest with all the queen’s stolen jewelry, they at once
reported the matter to the king. The king arrived at once with his nobles. When the priest told him all the
happenings of the previous night, the king was puzzled and not finding any solution, announced to the people that
if this clever thief would appear before him, he would promise to make him chief minister. The son, who was
lurking near, hearing this immediately appeared and fell at the king’s feet saying,
“Your Majesty, kill me or hang me, I am that thief."
Everybody was wonder-struck but now what could they do? The king had to keep his promise and made him
his chief minister.
16
In a certain land there was a king, who once summoned his courtiers and said,
“It is the universal rule in the world to work in the day and sleep at night. But let us reverse the law; from
today we shall make day night and night day. In other words, from today, I command that my subjects will work
the whole night and sleep during the day.”
The courtiers all said, “Yes” to please their King. The next day, the whole land was informed by beat of drum
that henceforth His Majesty’s wish was that his subjects should treat day as night and night as day; and anybody
breaking this law, would be severely punished.
Now one day, some foreign weavers arrived at this land and not knowing this peculiar law of the kingdom,
wandered about in the streets and lanes of the town, and then went to a pond for a cool drink. The sentry, guarding
the pond, immediately arrested them saying,
“Why are you wandering in the middle of the night?” They replied,
“Why Sir, this is daylight, how could it be night?” Then the sentry said,
“Well, I see you do not belong to this kingdom, that is why you are not aware of the law here. Our king has
ordered that day should be night and night day.” The weavers begged his pardon for their ignorance and asked
him to take pity and free them; but the watchman, saying that he had no alternative but to bring this grave crime
before the notice of His Majesty, marched them off to the nearest lock-up.
The next morning the king ordered that they should be hanged for their ignorance. So the weavers feeling sad
for their own fate, became desperate and thought of a last plan to save their lives. So they said,
“Your Majesty, we are sorry for the art which will also end with us.” The King asked,
“Well, what is it?” They said,
“Sire, we know how to weave the cloth fit for gods.” The King becoming curious, said,
“What sort of cloth is that?”. They replied,
“Well, Sire, it is a cloth which only gods wear.” So the King, thinking that it would be a good plan to make
them weave some for him before they died, said,
“Well, if you can weave a cloth like this for me, then I might pardon you.”
The weavers agreed and asked for ten pounds of gold as material for the purpose. They were given a room in
the palace and all facilities. Then they shut the doors and for day in and day out, pretended to work hard at an
imaginary loom.
The weavers of the town, being curious to know how this wonderful cloth was being made, came to visit the
loom and one after another, were told that this cloth was visible to only those who were born of true parents. So
the people, who had been to visit the loom and who had actually seen nothing, would tell others that they had seen
the wonderful divine cloth in the making, thinking that otherwise it would mean a stigma on their own legitimacy.
After seven days, the weavers told the king that they had finished the gold that was given for the cloth and that
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another ten pounds were required to complete it. As soon as they received this fresh installment, they moved their
arms and fingers as if they were actually spinning the thread out of the gold, and after that they moved their
bodies backward and forward as if they were working hard at the loom.
After some days the king sent his chief weaver to enquire if the cloth was ready. The weavers, seeing him,
pretended to put more speed into their work, but the cloth was not visible! So the palace weaver, thinking that
perhaps it was his own fault for being of doubtful parentage, that he was not able to see the divine cloth, went and
told the king that the cloth was being woven very well and that he had seen it.
The next day the weavers sent word to the King that they required one pound of diamonds and five pounds of
pearls to embroider on the cloth. They were immediately supplied with the material; and on the third day, they
informed the king that the cloth was ready.
The King was elated beyond measure and accordingly proclaimed to the whole town that the next day he
would appear in state to the public in his divine robes. It was an unheard of affair in the kingdom; young and old,
lame and strong men, women and children, all flocked to the palace to see their king in the so-called divine
costume! At the appointed time the weavers brought a huge box to the court and made a show of opening it and
taking out the clothes. Then one of them, turning to the audience said,
“We are going to dress His Majesty in these wonderful garments; but we are afraid, that those, who are not the
true sons of their parents, will not see them.”
Then they undressed the King and pretended to put the new garment on his body. Then they said,
“O subjects of this kingdom! How do you think your king looks in his celestial garb?”
Everybody saw the king naked, but nobody dared to say this, thinking that that would mean that he himself
was a bastard! So they all said,
“Your Majesty looks quite wonderful Your Majesty looks quite handsome!”
The king also knew that he was stark naked, yet he dared not say so before his people. Until one old man,
boldly coming forward from the audience folded his palms before the king and said,
“Sire, beat me or kill me, it appears to me that the prisoners have made thee stark naked.” Then one voice after
another started saying,
”Yes, Sire, the same appears to me too.”
The king was thoroughly ashamed and ordered the weavers to be hanged at once. Then they fell down before
him and said,
“Your Majesty, you have commanded us to be killed, we are ready for it; but before that we would like to tell
you a few words. Your Majesty has changed night into day and day into night in your kingdom. We are strangers
in this land and thinking that the universal law of day and night held good here too, went to your pond for a drink
and wandered about in your streets in the middle of what you call night. We were quite ignorant of the law here;
even then Your Majesty ordered us to be hanged. If Your Majesty could change a universal law, why cannot Your
Majesty call the naked clothed? We thought only a powerful monarch like Your Majesty could change this
custom; but now we see that even you have not that power.”
The king’s eyes were suddenly opened as it were, and from that day he stopped his eccentric law. The weavers
were released and they went home with all the gold and diamonds and pearls they had received for making the
cloth fit for the gods.
17
In the age of Truth, long, long ago, there lived a giant who, disguising himself as a human being and taking the
name of pandit, or the learned, opened a school in a big town for boys. He taught all kinds of boys, but with one
exception—he would not teach a widow’s son.
Now, in that town, there lived a widow, whose only son was very keen on studying. She happened to be
acquainted with the king’s minister; so she went to the latter and begged of him to send her son to this school,
passing him off as his own. The minister could not reject her request—and thus the widow’s son was entered as a
student.
The boy started his education and in a short time, made remarkable progress. If the giant went out, even for a
short while, he would keep the box in which his books and papers on the black art were in a dark room and warn
the boy not to touch it.
One day, as soon as the giant went out, the boy, quietly opening the lid of the. box, peeped in and found a skull
and some books inside. He hurriedly turned over a few pages and found that these books taught one the art of
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black magic, thought reading, changing oneself into different forms, and so on. So he knew for certain now that
his teacher was no other but a giant.
Little by little, the boy studied all that was there to learn, whenever the giant went out keeping him in charge of
the box. The giant did not know a word about this.
One day the giant called all the boys and told them that he would' take them out for a picnic to his home. So
the boys were extremely delighted and each brought some food from home. The giant, seeing them collected, was
mightily pleased, thinking of the substantial feast these little bodies would provide for him and his relations.
So off they went. After they had walked some distance, they came to a river. The boys began asking their
teacher, “How shall we cross the river?”, “What shall we do?”, and so on. So the giant said,
“Well boys, I shall take you across. Now shut your eyes,” he directed, “and each one hold on to the next one’s
shoulders and follow me. If any of you open your eyes before I tell you, you will be left in the water.”
All the boys immediately shut their eyes except the widow’s son, who kept a sly watch on him, and they held
on to each other’s shoulders-the widow’s son immediately following the giant. The giant took out two hollow
tubes from his pocket. With the first he sucked up all the water in his way and having reached the other bank,
filled up the river again with the help of the second. Then he told them to open their eyes and proceed. After some
time, they came to another river. Having crossed this exactly like he did the first one, this time he told them to
open their eyes, after he had quietly hidden the two tubes under some sand. This time again, the widow’s son kept
a close watch on him. When the giant came near home, he told the boys to wait a little, while he would run and
finish some very urgent work and return in a few minutes to welcome them. The boys obeyed.
In the meantime, the giant disappeared to invite all his relations to this big feast. The boys obediently waited a
long time for their teacher, yet the latter did not appear. So the widow’s son said,
“Brothers, I’ll just run and see what has happened to our teacher, while you wait here. I won’t be away long.”
The giant at that time was not at home, as he had gone out to invite all the other giants of the neighborhood.
When the boy reached the doorway, the two human skulls which were hanging there, said,
“Hullo, little boy, where have you come from? Run away soon from this village, otherwise the giant will make
a meal of you.”
The boy then ran back in great fear and told everything to his fellows, who started trembling not knowing what
to do. The widow’s son told them to follow him and he would show them the way.
In the meantime, the giant returned and not finding the boys, followed them. But the widow’s son was a match
for him, as he knew the spot where the two tubes were hidden. So he and his school friends quickly crossed the
rivers using the same means exactly as the giant had done before and taking care not to leave the tubes behind.
The giant was furious and shouted to the widow’s son from the opposite bank
“All right, this is a fine tit-for-tat! Well, get along, I will be following you soon.”
Then he went back home, while the boys returned to their own homes. The widow’s son told everything to his
mother. Then, desiring to make further and more fruitful use of his learning, he said,
“Mother, I shall become a goat, and you can take me to the market and sell me, but be very careful not to give
the rope round my neck with me, and every time I shall come back home.”
The next day, when the son took the shape of a goat, his mother took him to the nearest market as she was told.
The giant, disguised as a human being, paid whatever price was asked for, and took the goat away. But as soon as
the mother reached home, she found her son back already. The next day again the son took the form of a goose
and his mother took him away in a basket to sell. The giant appeared as a different man and again bought the
goose without the basket. A second time the boy was home before the mother. The giant was furious, and swore
this time that he would not forget to bring the animal and its accompaniment.
The third day, the son took the form of a horse and his mother took him to the market again. The giant paid
whatever she asked for it and in spite of al! her entreaties, did not give her the rein back. He made up his mind to
eat his prey near a river outside the city.
It was just midday then. As soon as they came near the bank, the horse suddenly giving a good jerk, escaped
the giant’s grip and became a fish in the river. The giant at once changed into a crocodile and started chasing the
fish. Just at that time, the king’s daughter, wanting to have a dip arrived and removed her jewels and placed them
in a box. The widow’s son at once changed into a gem and became mixed up with the other gems in the box.
When the princess finished her bath, she was surprised to see a new gem in her box, but not knowing how it
happened to be there, brought it home with her other jewels.
The next day, the giant appealed to the king to ask the princess to return the valuable gem which he had lost
and which she had found on her way back from the river, the previous day. The king called his daughter and told
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her to return the gem to the rightful owner. The princess fetched it and scornfully threw it in front of the giant. But
as soon as the gem touched the ground, it changed into a tiny mustard seed.
The giant at once became a pigeon to eat up the mustard seed. But the widow’s son in the twinkling of an eye,
changed into a hawk and ripped open the pigeon’s breast. The giant, shrieking loudly and returning to his real
form, lay dead at the king’s feet. The king and his courtiers were stunned at this awful sight.
Then the widow’s son told them the whole story. The king was very pleased and gave his daughter’s hand in
marriage to him and they lived happily ever afterwards.
18
In days of yore lived a poor old man and his wife. One day while begging, the man found a plum stone and the
woman a shell. So they both went home, dug a hole and buried the two things. In the course of time, the plum
stone became a small plum tree full of delicious ripe plums hanging from its branches.
Now the old man became very worried trying to find somebody who could guard the plums. He saw a crow
flying overhead. So he stopped him and asked,
“O crow, could you look after my plum tree?” The crow replied,
“There is no doubt about it!” The old man was quite pleased and said,
“Well then, would you let me hear your voice?”
So the crow cawed with a terribly harsh voice. The old man, saying, “Get away, you hoarse-voiced creature,
you will eat up all my plums,” drove him away.
Some time after, he saw a stork flying above and asked him the same question. The stork agreed; so the old
man wanted him also to give a sample of his voice. The stork complacently shouted “Kok, Kok” and annoyed the
old man who drove him away saying,
“You will eat up all my plums with a voice like this.” In the end, he saw a cuckoo and asked him the same
question,
“Can you look after my plum tree?”
On the bird’s agreeing, he wanted to hear a sample of. his voice. So the cuckoo sang:
“Cuckoo—cuckoo, I’ll eat you.” The old man was quite pleased and allowed him to live on his plum tree.
One day, while hunting, the king with his followers arrived under this plum tree and the king, seeing the
delicious plums, told two of his men to pick some for him. As soon as the men climbed half-way up the tree, the
cuckoo suddenly swooped down and plucked out their eyes. The men fell down in great agony. The King was
very angry and ordered his men to catch the bird at any cost. Towards dusk, the bird was caught.
The king took the bird to his seven queens and told them to fry it for his dinner the next evening. The next day,
while the queens were playing and talking in the courtyard, the cuckoo, which was in a cage nearby, said,
“O queens, I can sing and dance well.”
The Queens laughed and taking the bird out of the cage, told him to dance. The bird danced for some time and
when he found that the Queens were very pleased and excited with his performance, he suddenly flew away.
Now the queens were at a loss and did not know what to do; so they caught a frog and fried it for the king’s
dinner. The next morning when the king was out of bed, the cuckoo appeared and addressing him, said,
“O king, you could not eat me last evening—you ate a frog instead!”
The king was astonished and asked each one of his queens about the fact, but everyone, except the youngest,
lied. So the King was very angry and ordered the six queens to be trampled under the state elephant’s feet while
he made the youngest happy by making her the only consort of his life.
300.55 1. Quotations 2. On Swami Vivekenanda 3. An Ancient Hymn 4. Nature Unveiled 5. Excerpt from
The Rime Of The Wizard Knight 6. Fragments of Quest Eternal 7. Excerpt from The Positive Sciences of the
Ancient Hindus: “Foreward”\fn{by Sir Brajendra Nath Seal (1864-1938)} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal
State, India (M) 5
1
… Nationalism is only a halting stage in the onward march of Humanity. Nationalism, Imperialism,
Federationism are world-building forces, working often unconsciously, and in apparent strife towards “the one
far-off divine event” a realized Universal Humanity with an organic and organized constitution, superintending as
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a primum mobile\fn{The most important source of action:W} the movements of subordinate members of the Worldsystem, each within its own sphere and orbit. Respecting each National Personality, and each scheme of National
values and ideals, Universal Humanity will regulate the conflict of Nations and National Ideals and Values on the
immutable foundation of Justice, which is but the conscious formulation of the fundamental bio-sociological law:
that every National Personality (like every individual personality in the Nation) has a right to the realization of its
own ideal ends, satisfaction and values within the limits imposed by the similar rights of others (individualistic
Justice), and also a right to co-partnership and co-operation for the common good and common advantage
(socialistic Justice), within the limits imposed …
2
When I first met Vivekananda in 1881, we were fellow students of Principal William Hastie, scholar,
metaphysician, and poet, at the General Assembly’s College. ... I saw and recognized in him a high, ardent and
pure nature, vibrant and resonant with impassioned sensibilities. He was certainly no sour or cross-grained
puritan, no normal hypochondriac; in the recesses of his soul he wrestled with the fierce and fell spirit of Desire,
the subtle and illusive spirit of Fancy.
He tried diverse teachers, creeds and cults, and it was this quest that brought him, though at first in a doubting
spirit, to the Paramahamsa of Dakshineshwar, who spoke to him with an authority that none had spoken before.
But his rebellious intellect scarcely yet owned the Master. … It was only gradually that the doubts of that keen
intellect were vanquished by the calm in the subsequent life-history of Vivekananda who, after he had found the
firm assurance he sought in the saving Grace and Power of his Master, went about preaching and teaching the
creed of the Universal Man, and the absolute and inalienable sovereignty of the Self.
3
O World-drift cyclical!
Coelus! Heaven!
Where wast Thou?
In the primal Deep?
When all lay one, a universal gray,
And sleep Its sleeplessness away
In dreamless sleep!
Dreams yet were not, nor shadows chased themselves,
As on that sea
On which the sun is setting evermore!
Shoreless was that Ocean,
Not a stir, no motion;
But hark! the distant tide, the far off Ages’ roar!
Flux which is not, yet doth seem,
Rolling, rolling, mystic Dream;
Hark! the waves, they come, they come,
With a noisier, noisier hum,
Till the mighty waters
Seethe and boil and roar!
And from the multitudinous
Wild uproarious roll of Aeons
Leap, and peal, and surge, and flash
A light, a tone, a rhythmic motion,
Whose unison is all Thy life in tidal waves’ progression!
4
All sick and faint I turned; like a mountain rill
That leaps from cavern dark, I wandered wide
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O’er gorse and purple heather, following oft,
A trail of golden mist upon the glades,
To bathe my spirit in the morning dew,
Where wreathed wood-nymphs trip it light and free.
*
I was one with the woods; my body, the Earth;
I budded in the buds, and burgeoned fresh
In the green shoots; the tendrils were my veins;
My eyes blossomed on every bush; my arms
Waved in the tall spiked grass; in the white fog
The hill-side breathed with me; the twirling leaves
Vibrated through the pores of my own skin;
I was one with the woods, my body, the Earth!
*
I was one with all the creatures; their life, mine!
I sang on every bough, from rock to rock
I leapt, snorting the crisp air; in the stream
I frisked or dived or bathed my plumage gay;
A flight of cranes, I glided, swayed and curved,
And the lone eagle poised me in mid air;
I was one with all creatures; their life, mine.
*
Until one reddening dawn, in a dell serene
(My woodland dreams had crossed the world’s wide belt)
The jargoning of birds was in my ears,
The winds came to me from Heaven’s sloping marge
I saw the still Earth’s heaving dark green mounds
And climbed the sunny steeps; on a breezy height,
Far above a wooded amphitheater,
That sloped to a dim coast-line on the north
Lone I stood, gazing on Creation’s face,
Our Mother, ancient, fecund, e’er renewed!
I saw Her spirit brooding, like the dove,
’Midst susurrations of the ripening corn,
Saw her with mother-instinct rear and mould
With a curve’s plastic stress and sweep the beauty
Of jungle bird and deer, saw rear and mould
Peacock’s starred tail and parrots mail and crest,
Respectful of the course of love and being
In every living atom, speck of life!
But as I looked, out crept a speck of life:
A spotted spider, from the mottled grass
’Neath a huge boulder, caught her tiny mate
In lustful grip and dealt the fatal hug,
A spotted lizard darted from a crevice
Glaring; a spotted jay flew at it and screeched;
A hooded hawk swooped down; the royal eagle
Sailed in, and eyed the quarry from the heavens!
Then mists rose from the sea, like a dark djin
And coiled them all in folds voluminous;
The mists rolled on a blotched the scene; Earth’s face
Was drawn to a grotesque with a monstrous frown!
The mists rolled on; the boulders loomed and shimmered,
A dance of giant skeletons on the hills.
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*
The mists rolled on, and writhing serpent-like
Coiled and uncoiled; in a dense clammy fog
All was wiped out, all but a dreadful gulf
That gaped, and shut, and gaped, like a blind mouth,
Then shaped into a bottomless abyss,
A crater—as in a Mesozoic sea-bed,
Leviathan’s haunt—in whose vortices,
Meseemed swam round and round all hideous slimy shapes,
Dark Monsters of the Deep, sea dragon wroth,
Ravening rhinodon and strangling octopod,
Death’s minions pasturing on some steep
Mountainous mass of coiled ugliness
With universal gurglings, hissings, groans!
I saw where throned in the universal Deep
Eternal Hunger sat his Queen beside,
The Nightmare Fear-of-Death, dark Shapes
That rule, misrule, the chaos-dance of Death-in-Life!
*
Wisdom to master Death and Power in Life!
5
The braes were sheen, the shaws\fn{Thickets} were green,
Each merry leaf would dance;
On russet brown, the sun came down
In showers of golden glance!
*
But no summer tint of bluish glint
To the glen would blow adune;
Enmeshed in the sky-sly slept woods on high,
The ghost of a dead-white Moon sailed by
The element lay a-swoon!
*
As a shimmering leaven in the silent Heaven,
Against the gathering shades of Even,
The rill in the glen laughed on;
But from the spray the birds so gay,
Folding plumes with dying Day,
All mute and chill looked on!
*
In sunset tide, in greenwood wide,
Elf accents whisper close!
The deep dark folds of the forest wolds,\fn{Wilds}
They open like a rose …
*
To a Queenly May, the glen’s deep way
All burst forth in a purplish gray;
In pallid amethyst shone.
An aerial grot, out of cloud-banks wrought;
Weird-dreams, dark-veiled, around Her float,
Winged shapes from twilight Caves of Thought;—
And musing, hollow-eyed, on Naught,
Dark Destiny, seated lone! …
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*
And all across rock fern and moss
Blew wild and high a bugle!
Each quivering leaf for a wink so brief
Stood still and wheeled an eagle …
*
In sunset tide, the sound so wide,
Widely resounded the wolds,
Away, away, till it did fray
Echo from her mountain-holds.
*
A romancing Knight peered down from a height
To a ravine sloping on the right
Deep into elf-light sheen;—
He had picked fast, with bugle and blast,
By gorse and heather, blazes vast
Where it was Noon’s demesne,—
When a glamour fell o’er wood and dell:
‘La Dame Sans Merci her spell!’
Cawed the wild rook! La Mort in his look,
The Knight had chafed on his selle\fn{Saddle} …
*
A specter lone on his dark-red roan,
O’er heath and moor, a blackened zone,
Dream-bound, he straight rides on,
(So a dancing skiff on the whorlward\fn{Axial; circular} drift
Still-born at eve, through a mountain rift
To sink with the Sun glides on!)
*
Till the sun’s red ire set the hills afire,
The flames shot up in spire on spire,
The spurs were in the darkness drowned;
The shadows grew; a ghostly crew
Rode down on the Knight, haloo! haloo!
(In a hapless quest the ages through,
Nightly doth the hunt resound).
*
They passed on; in vain at the phantom train
The Knight did tilt, then blew amain\fn{With all his might}
And rode to the opened woods,
Where the Nymph of the soil spreads a deity’s toil,
Spinning with Earth’s loom an endless coil,
And only Fancy broods!
6
The human mysteries,
*
They dance of Love,
They dance of Death,
Thy Graces, Pities, Charities,
Are as the desert Sphinx impressive
Implacable as Fate!
O World-drift cyclical!
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…
But all quest of knowledge blest
*
Himself it cannot save!
O mercy! from illusion free
This knowledge loses life!
For Beauty and Love, Pity and Alone,
Are Still with illusion rife.
…
Is this Man’s kingdom?
*
Man, bound, manacled.
Sold in the mart
And flattened for the yoke.
…
Oh come, Prometheus, come out of the shadow
*
Of ages, out of the Deep,
The dark, dark Deep!
Arise and lead from Darkness to Light,
Arise and lead from Death to Deathlessness!
Arise and lead from Untruth’s snares to truth.
7
The following pages comprise a series of monographs on the Positive Sciences of the Ancient Hindus. In the
present state of Indian chronology it is not possible to assign dates to the original sources from which the
materials have been drawn. Practically the main body of positive knowledge here presented may be assigned to
the millennium 500BC-500AD. Colebrooke’s account of Hindu Algebra, and Hœrnle’s of Hindu
Osteology,\fn{The study of bony structures} have made it necessary for me to write separate monographs on these
subjects. The former, however, requires to be brought up to date. The progress of Indian Algebra (mainly in
Southern India) after Bháskara, parallel to the developments in China and Japan, is a subject that remains for
future investigation.
The chapter on the “Mechanical, Physical, and Chemical Theories of the Ancient Hindus” appeared in Dr. P. C.
Ray’s Hindu Chemistry (Vol. II.), and that on the “Scientific Method of the Hindus” as an appendix to the same
work.
My direct aim in the present work is to furnish the historians of the special sciences with new material which
will serve to widen the scope of their survey. The Hindus no less than the Greeks have shared in the work of
constructing scientific concepts and methods in the investigation of physical phenomena, as well as of building up
a body of positive knowledge which has been applied to industrial techniques; and Hindu scientific ideas and
methodology (e.g., the inductive method or methods of algebraic analysis) have deeply influenced the course of
natural philosophy in Asia—in the East as well as the West—in China and Japan, as well as in the Saracen
Empire. A comparative estimate of Greek and Hindu science may now be undertaken with some measure of
success—and finality.
These studies in Hindu Positive Science are also intended to serve as a preliminary to my “Studies in
Comparative Philosophy.” Philosophy in its rise and development is necessarily governed by the body of positive
knowledge preceding or accompanying it. Hindu Philosophy on its empirical side was dominated by concepts
derived from physiology and philology, just as Greek Philosophy was similarly dominated by geometrical
concepts and methods. Comparative Philosophy, then, in its criticism and estimate of Hindu thought, must take
note of the empirical basis on which the speculative superstructure was raised.
I have not written one line which is not supported by the clearest texts. The ground trodden is, for the most
part, absolutely new. Fortunately, the Sanskrit philosophico-scientific terminology, however difficult from its
technical character, is exceedingly precise, consistent, and expressive. I may add that I have occasionally used
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(perhaps with a questionable freedom) scientific terms like isomeric, polymeric, potential, etc., in a broad sense,
as convenient symbols to express ideas nearly or remotely allied.
71.59 & 250.72 1. Enslaved Daughters 2. Purdah—The Need For Its Abolition\fn{by Dr. Rukhmabai (1864-1955)}
Rajkot, Rajkot District, Gujarat District, India (F) 4
1
Letter to the Times, 9 April, 1887
Bombay, 17 February 1887
My dear Madam,
I would thank you very much for the interest you so kindly take in my unfortunate trial, and in my native
sisters in general. I learn from my friend —— that you would like to know the particulars of my still pending case
more minutely than I had written to you in my first letter.
Before explaining my own troubles, I should like to state a few facts concerning our disastrous child-marriage
custom, which has enslaved the daughters (and even sons to a certain degree) of India for centuries. In our vast
country, right from the Himalayas to Cape Comorin, it has become a rule that every individual must be married,
be it a lame, blind, or diseased one. And by this rule it has become customary to betroth every child, male or
female, at the age of five or si—but in higher classes at the minimum of one or two years of age, and sometimes
girls even before they are born. Among the Hindus only there are more than a thousand different castes, and intermarriages—even between the sects of [the] slightest difference—[are] strictly prohibited. This being the case, and
by the pressure of child-marriage, every parent is obliged to marry its child within the limit of the age and within
the limit of its own caste, be it a fit or unfit match. In this way a robust promising youth gets a rickety consumptive wife, while an intelligent girl gets an inferior husband.
Now for the sastras and the Hindu laws. It is clearly stated in our religious books that a boy should be entitled
by the moony or thread ceremony to become a regular student from the age of eight years. After that he should
study for twelve years; and then, after having a good experience in the world for four years more, should be
allowed to marry at the age of twenty-two with a girl of suitable age and with his own accord. Well, for girls also
it is stated that they should be allowed to marry if they become of age and with their own choice, though nothing
has been said for their education. We find in ancient history marriages taking place between the boys and girls of
mature ages and with their own liking. But these good laws have ceased to be observed and other pernicious
customs have taken their place, the results of which lie before us if many horrible forms.
As for castes, no more than four distinct classes—the Brahmins, the Kshatrias, the Vayshias, and the Sudras—
are mentioned in our religion. But during the past two or three thousand years there has been a growing tendency
to split up these four classes into many divisions, so that in some castes there are scarcely a few hundred people.
By this fact it is clearly difficult for parents to find suitable and reasonable marriages for their children. Both the
father of the boy and of the girl, in looking for a husband or a wife for his child, pay greater attention to the
respectability and standing of the family than to the personal attributes of the child itself.
Lately, by the descent of India’s fortun[ate] stars, all the worthy commands and precepts of our sacred religion
were disobeyed and uncared for through ignorance and superstition, the consequences of which have proved
deadly fatal, and India’s material, physical, and spiritual condition has been totally ruined, and now she has
piteously and helplessly to look to foreigners to get through the folly of her own people.
Now for my own misfortunes.
I belong to the second class of castes, in which, fortunately, widow re-marriage is allowed. In 1867 my own
father died, leaving me, an orphan of two-and-a half years of age, in the care of my mother (then seventeen years
of age) and my maternal grandfather. Six years after that my mother was re-married with a celebrated doctor in
Bombay, who proved an unusually kind stepfather to me. He protected and loved me as his own child throughout
his life, but by the will of the Almighty his useful life was cut short, and for these twenty-two months, dear lady,
he rests very far from us, leaving his widow and five children behind lamenting in vain. Well. according to the
above-mentioned facts, I was married at the age of eleven years (an age rather beyond the limit of the fixed
marriageable age in girls) with a boy of nineteen, on conditions that he should thoroughly be provided by us, but
that he should study and become a good man. To these conditions he, his mother (who died a few months after the
marriage), and relations had quite agreed. However, in a few months after the marriage in 1876, he began to
neglect his duties, leaving the school, and, disobeying my father and grandfather, fell into bad company. I should
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rather say the consequence of which was that he fell sick, and was attacked with consumption, confined to his bed
for three continuous years, in such a state that he was not expected to live another season. But by God’s grace he
recovered a little day by day.
Now, as for myself, being of much reserved disposition from childhood, I had a great liking for study while a
great disgust for married life; and though not fortunate enough to attain school after the age of eleven years to
complete Marathi studies, I began to learn English at home after leaving the school. I used to ask a number of
pronunciations and meanings of English words at a time whenever my European lady friends happened to call.
Day by day my love for education and social reform increased, and I continued to pursue my studies as much as I
could; but in this country it is very hard for women to study at home. But constant association with the people
who had tried to devote their lives to the social reform of India, and by the aid of the little education which I had
been able to gain, I began seriously to consider the former and present condition of our Hindu women, and wished
to do something, if in my power, to ameliorate our present sufferings. On the other hand, the … habits of the man
with whom I had been given in marriage added more to my natural distaste for married life. However, my father,
considering his constitution, habits, and unfitness for any work, resolved not to send me to his house to live as his
wife. He also seemed indifferent to the matter … but by some former disputes between the leaders of our castes
and the constant instigations of wicked people (very common in India), and in the hope of getting my little
money, he was induced to file a suit to make me go and live as his wife.
On the 19th of March 1884, he filed it in the Bombay High Court, thinking that by this action my father would
be afraid of losing his reputation (because to have a suit of this kind in a Court is considered a greatest disgrace
among us Hindus) , and would quietly send me to his house with all that I possessed. Our party, having resolved
long before never to send me to his house, did not care for his suit in that point (but, of course, money matters and
the result of the suit were the points of deep interest), and so we began to prepare ourselves for the defense as it
became necessary.
On the 21st of September 1885, the humane decision was given in my favor by Mr. Justice Pinhey without
taking our offence. The decision, if it had been supported, would have altered the fate of millions and millions of
daughters of India, and the longed-for freedom would have been easily secured. In the same way Mr. Justice
Pinhey’s name would have been made immortal. But it seemed the will of God that it should not be so; for the
man appealed the case, on which it was decided on the 2 nd of April 1886 by the Chief Justice, Sir Charles Sargent,
and Mr. Justice Bayler, that the first decision should be reversed, and that the case should be sent back for re-trial.
Since then it is still pending in the Court.
In our matrimonial laws, or rather in the prevailing customs, a man can marry any number of wives at a time,
or whenever he chooses to do so, keeping all of them with him, or driving away those for whom he does not care
much; while a woman is wedded once for all. She cannot remarry even after the death of her first husband, nor
can she deny to live with him even on reasonable grounds. He may ill-treat her, beat her, drive her away a thousand times, keep her without food, but she must submit to her lot and stay with him (if he keeps her) till she dies a
natural death or is killed by him, her sole lord and master. Is it not inhuman that our Hindoo men should have
every liberty while women are tied on every hand for ever? If I were to write you all about this system of slavery
it would require months to complete it; but I refrain from doing so as everybody, even in England, is aware of it to
some extent. The only thing I can hope is that it should be amended some day. Oh! but who has the power to
venture and interfere in the customs and notions of such a vast multitude except the Government which rules over
it? And as long as the Government is indifferent to it I feel sure that India’s daughters must not expect to be
relieved from their present sufferings.
From some of the quotations in our old religious books I find it stated that women may marry in case of [the]
following five misfortunes: (1) if she is a child-widow; (2) if her husband has become a saint; (3) if he is wanting
in manhood; (4) if he has converted; and (5) if he is a leper.
None of these suit me in my misfortunes; but I also find that a woman can deny to become his wife before the
consummation of marriage. However, these quotations are not unfortunately reckoned in the English book on
Hindu laws.
It seems to me to be an inevitable duty of the present Government (in spite of our old laws and customs) to
have the most urgently required reform, suitable to the present age and state of the country. Everywhere a law
needs revision, in at least a few centuries, to suit the prevailing ages; and how is it possible that our Hindu
matrimonial laws, formed about thousands of years ago, suit the present age (an age half-Europeanized)? The
only way to face the difficulties is the law reform.
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For many years social reformers are trying to eradicate these pernicious customs, struggling hard in vain.
Lately Mr. Malabari (a Parsee gentleman) and his colleagues have roused the whole of India through their
formidable efforts among innumerable opponents and few advocates; they have created a great stir throughout
India to abolish child-marriages and enforced widowhood.
But alas! What can one person do without unity and support? By their continuous perseverance and requests
the Indian Government was kind enough to make inquiries into the matter, asking the opinions of many influential
Hindu gentlemen: but to the greatest dissatisfaction of every reformer, the numbers of the opponents to the
intended reform surpassed that of advocates, and all the aspirations of anxious reformers were thus at an end.
Everywhere it is considered one of the greatest blessings of God that we are under the protection of our
beloved Queen Victoria’s Government, which has its world-wide fame for best administration. If such a
Government cannot help and unyoke us Hindu women, what Government on earth has the power to relieve the
daughters of India from their present miseries?
This 50th year of our Queen’s accession to the most renowned throne is the jubilee year in which every town
and every village in her dominions is to show their loyalty in the best way it can and wish the Mother-Queen a
long happy life to rule over us for many years with peace and prosperity. At such an unusual occasion will the
mother listen to an earliest appeal from her millions of Indian daughters and grant them a few simple words of
change into the books on Hindu law—that “marriages performed before the respective ages of twenty in boys and
fifteen in girls shall not be considered legal in the eyes of the law if brought before the Court.”
This mere sentence will be sufficient for the present, to have enough check on child marriages, without
creating a great vexation among the ignorant masses.
This jubilee year must leave some expression on us Hindu women and nothing will be more gratefully
received than the introduction of this mere sentence into our law books. It is the war of a day, if God wished it;
but without His aid every effort seems to be in vain.
So far, dear lady, I have dwelt on your patience, [for] which an apology is necessary. With best compliments, I
remain,
Yours very sincerely,
Rukhmabai
2
It is an extraordinary thing what unnatural cruelties can be perpetrated all over the world under the crushing
weight of long-established custom and superstition.
Open air and sunlight may not be denied to plants and animals if healthy growth is to be secured and yet, under
strict purdah conditions, they are denied to women young and old all through their lives. From the time they attain
puberty, numbers of young girls, Hindu and Mahomedan, often just children in instinct and feeling, retire into
seclusion. They see no men except those of their own household; they go out veiled or in closed and curtained
conveyances when they do go out at all; and even this degree of liberty is denied them under the stricter purdah
conditions.
Purdah, the seclusion of girls who have attained puberty, is a Mahomedan institution more rigidly enforced in
north India. In that part of the country, it has been frequently adopted by the Hindus, especially in Rajputana. It
does not prevail at all among south Indian Hindus; or among the people of Maharashtra and a large section of
Gujarat, or in the Madras and Bombay Presidencies. As a result of this, it is less rigid among the poor
Mahomedans of south India.
Unfortunately there is a tendency, even at the. present day, for communities that have not originally adopted
purdah to do so as a mark of growing social status and prosperity. The Kathiawaris, for instance, have adopted it
only in the past fifty years; and doctors working among them have already felt the deplorable physical results of
this adoptions, the increase of tuberculosis and of early maternal mortality.
Purdah differs very much in the degree of seclusion practiced in various parts of the country. At its best and
especially among the poor classes, women can move about on the public road and go about their outdoor work
with a veil over their faces. If rich they can use curtained conveyances, and social intercourse of a restricted kind
is not denied them. Even under such conditions the system is an infliction on the natural dignity of womanhood,
and, on the purely physical side, results still in a deplorable lack of air and exercise that will lead to the physical
deterioration of the race.
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On the other hand purdah may be so rigid that a woman may, among the poor, be confined to a small house,
practically windowless or with openings high up in the walls, and she may not leave the house even to fetch water
for household purposes. However poor the household, she can take no share in the work, except for the cooking
which she can do indoors. It has been said that a Rajputani may not leave her house to fetch water though the
house may be in a jungle and the well in front of it. The experience of doctors working among these purdah
nashin women is a tragic revelation of numberless cases of tuberculosis, stunted growth and disease, both among
the women themselves and their children.
Purdah has pressed least hard on the very poor and the rich. For the rich there could be alleviations, air and
light were not denied them, in the physical or in the cultural sense. There have been in Indian history, many very
cultured Moghul and Bajput princesses. They had spacious gardens, they painted and read. For the poor the
demands of hard necessity often raised the veil, though less so in India than in other Moslem countries and much
less so in north than in south India. The conditions of modern town life have also intensified the worst physical
evils of purdah.
If in the richer houses, especially the households of those princes and zamindars who have adopted purdah,
there is less suffering from lack of the elementary essentials such as air and sunlight, the mental effect is still often
disastrous. Because of the restrictions on education, companionship, and the development of outside interests,
women are thrown for companionship on the society of female servants, and the atmosphere is often clouded with
domestic gossip, jealousy, intrigue. Undoubtedly numerous instances may be quoted of Moghul and Rajput ladies,
cultured in the arts and music, living within zenana walls a free and liberal life. But these instances are not
numerous enough to be considered any real alleviation of the system and assuredly they are not a justification of
it.
Women of the wealthier classes and of the aristocracy have in other countries contributed considerably to
social and philanthropic work. Purdah has been a restriction on the activities of a considerable body of women
similarly situated in India, and the country has suffered thereby. Voluntary social enterprise has lagged behind in
India as compared with other countries and in India itself those provinces where Purdah prevails are far behind
those where women have been able to do organized social work.
Progress is being made, though with painful slowness in the attempt, to increase the spread of education within
purdah. Even as this paper is being written one reads of a Girl Guide Rally held at Secundrabad under purdah, of
a Women’s Conference on Educational Reform to be held at Ajmere-Merwera in Rajputana, the stronghold of
Hindu purdah, the conference in its agenda laying considerable stress on the need for physical training. One reads
of Purdah Clubs with facilities for games and social intercourse.
In all these cases, “under purdah” implies the absence of men from the proceedings. The Women’s Political
Conference recently held at Meerut was more militant in spirit! There the purdah arrangements provided for the
ladies were strongly resented by them, and it was not until all the screens and curtains were removed that they
would enter the pandal!
The attempt to educate girls while still maintaining purdah conditions has led to many comic anomalies. An
Urdu primary teacher may often have to take her Normal examination in the practice of teaching under a male
Inspector of Schools. In that case both the teacher and the class may be in purdah, while the Inspector sits outside
behind a screen, with the guidance of a senior lady teacher inside who affords assistance by remarking,
“Now the teacher is writing on the blackboard;”
“Now the class is doing an exercise.”
The unfortunate man on his part has been known to complain of being stifled, as the windows on his side are
firmly closed, so that no chink of light may assist him to glimpse behind the curtains.
*
A sweeping change through legislation would finally be a simpler matter than cautious attempts at
compromise. Turkey has completely abolished purdah by such legislation.
A very slow and laborious method has often been suggested and occasionally followed of attacking this institution by education, by a method of house-to-house visiting in order to teach Moslem girls, and by holding classes
under secluded conditions and at times when it is possible for these girls to leave their domestic work. But the
method is slow, laborious and very costly in proportion to the results attained.
These attempts, though praiseworthy, are an ineffective means of dealing with the strongly conservative
influence of the older women of the house. And this influence is often a very strong factor in the Moslem purdah
household. Such women have no outside interests, and have often a dominating personality. With adult natures
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and no general interests or education, this personality is a considerable reactionary force in all domestic affairs,
against which the invasion of the house-to-house visitor is ineffectual.
If schools are provided, it is practically impossible to enforce regular attendance. In fact it has been stated
ironically by an educational authority that “it would be as easy and far more profitable for a provincial
Government to legislate against child-marriage as to enforce the regular school attendance of girls and
prolongation of such attendance after puberty.”
This applies to purdah as to child marriage. Under such conditions, the adoption of compulsory primary
education for Moslem girls becomes almost impossible.\fn{ A beginning in compulsory education for Muslim girls has
however just been made in some Municipal Schools in Bombay City: Editor}
Surely the work lies in the hands of the younger women who have energy and enthusiasm to work decisively
for the immediate abolition of this deplorable custom, which by causing unhealthy conditions for mothers drains
the national vigor, and which degrades India in the eyes of the world.
262.135 Excerpt from Belgrade, The White City Of Death\fn{by Flora Hayter Ames (1864-1959)} Calcutta, Calcutta
District, West Bengal State, India (F) 6
It is likely to be some time before Europe will have recovered from the shock it received at the assassination of
the late King and Queen of Servia.\fn{ Serbia} In England particularly we have come to think of civilization as
something essentially bound up with limited monarchy, parliamentary government, and the complete supremacy
of the Civil power. When we are suddenly confronted with the self-assertion of the military element in a European
State, with a revolution accomplished by physical violence and bloodshed, and the triumph of the murderers, we
are apt to think that the Powers are nursing in their midst a relic from the age of barbarism.
We forget that Servia is a comparatively new State. The domestic life of its people is far more “modern” and
“civilized” than its political life. The latter in its origin was necessarily steeped in war and bloodshed, and its
political traditions have not yet been completely purged by the spirit of order which has been gradually moulding
the habits of the people. Moreover, a long-standing vendetta between the rival houses has for the best part of a
century made the throne an object of dispute.
It is not very long since we have seen in France, in Spain, and in Italy violence, or threats of violence, due to
rival claimants to the throne, or rival forms of government. But in Servia this rivalry has long been an inheritance.
The situation has been aggravated by the fact that Servia is one of the small States of the Balkan Peninsula
jealously watched by three rivals for supremacy—Russia, Austria, and Turkey.
I shall have to show in this little book how insidious, how treacherous, and how shameless a part was played
by Russian diplomacy in the events immediately leading up to the assassination of Alexander and Draga. I have
been particularly fortunate in the help I have received in securing definite and authentic information, both about
the murder, the events preceding it, and the persons who participated in it.
First of all I must acknowledge a debt of gratitude to His Excellency, M. Chedomille Mijatovich, the Servian
Minister at the Court of St. fames, without whose assistance this book could never have been put together. I have
to thank him for giving me free access to an important paper he had in his possession; for lending me many of the
interesting photographs which are reproduced in this volume; and for supplying me by word of mouth with a host
of information which I could not have secured from any other source. Moreover, he has kindly read over the
proof-sheets, and corrected the errors he has noticed. His Excellency, on receiving the official dispatch of the
tragedy, at once tendered his resignation; up to the time of going to press, however, this had not been accepted.
I have thought that the best way of presenting the truth about the recent tragedy was to write in outline a
history of the royal families of Servia. At best I have only been able to give a brief sketch, suggesting the different
influences which have been brought to bear both from within the State and from without. Circumstances have
compelled me to write the book at high pressure, and the style at any rate has suffered in consequence. The last
chapter had to be written when I was laid up by illness.
But I say this, not with a view to forestall criticism, but to draw attention to the matter rather than to the form. I
have hopes that the truth of my narrative, of which I can speak with certainty, may atone for defects in
the style.
*
On the hot, sultry evening of Thursday, June 11 th, sentries were pacing to and fro before the Palace,
or Konak, in Belgrade. All the fever of murmuring rebellion was forgotten in the quiet of the Palace
walls. Again Queen Draga had triumphed.
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But this time her victory over the Constitution and the officers of the Army was complete; King Alexander
had consented to abolish the Constitution and nominate Nicodim, brother of Queen Draga, his successor to the
throne.
But whilst the Queen sat in the Palace, clad in beautiful garments, and contentedly plying her needle, not far
off a band of conspirators had come together.
“Tonight” said M. Velkovitch, as he shook a paper in the faces of the men, who, stern-faced and grim, wore the
appearance of judges rather than desperate men intent on a desperate deed. “Tonight,” repeated Velkovitch. “It is
our heads or theirs. We are all proscribed. Here we have it in the King's own writing—more than a
hundred of us marked out as traitors awaiting execution.”
Colonel Maschine nodded approval. He was brother-in-law of the Queen, and felt for her a personal hatred
which inflamed his political opinions.
“This paper,” he said slowly, with the wolfish smile that changed his whole countenance, “this paper has been
stolen from the King’s desk. He does not know we are informed of his plans. But we owe it to our country to
execute the woman Draga, who has dragged down the King to be the tool of her purpose.”
“Ay! to kill the woman Draga.”
“But the King?—we would spare the King.”
The conspirators drew closer together, and amid their hoarse whispers were matured the plans which
afterwards achieved success in a carnival of blood. But all agreed that the King should have his chance of life.
On that last night of peace and quiet it is known that the King reveled in the triumph he thought he had finally
won over his turbulent soldier subjects. Nothing could seemingly have been more harmonious than the attitude of
the Queen, a beautiful, bewitching woman, whose splendid dark eyes could express all the fervour of her varied
emotions.
As she sat there, laughing and talking with the young King, whose adoration had never waned, she looked
forward to many things; the danger of her position seemed but to have stimulated in her the joy of living. Her
power and the knowledge that the murmurers were silenced gave her no presentiment that it was a game of life
and death for the King and for her.
There came a knock at the door; one of the traitors was demanding audience. At a sign the Queen entered an
adjoining room. It was a strange and dreadful moment when the King saw the imperious Colonel Naoumovitch
before him.
“Sire, again in your own interests, we demand of you, do you abolish the Constitution and put together a
packed assembly to proclaim Nicodim heir to the Servian Throne?”
“I do absolutely,” came a soft voice from the inner room. “I do absolutely,” repeated the King. “This is an
unwarrantable, insufferable intrusion,” he added.
“Pardon, Sire,” said the officer with emotion; “up to now we are sworn in allegiance to your Majesty, but to
the woman Draga—”
“Silence!” thundered the King. “I am ruler of Servia, and the Army obeys me.”
“Sire,” cried out the officer, “I would warn your Majesty—the consequences of your act will be
terrible.” The young King laughed and repeated the sentence which has since become famous:
“Do what you will I you will not dare touch me. You are my officers, my soldiers, sworn to me.”
The Queen in her magnificent morning gown (she always loved to appear exquisitely clothed) suddenly
entered. Her eyes were no longer tender or alluring, they were no longer the eyes of Draga Maschine the
adventuress.
“I am Queen. We have no heir—my brother succeeds to Servia.”
With those words she pronounced her own doom.
*
The last interview on that memorable night must have shaken all peace from the Queen’s heart, for neither she
nor the King had retired at their accustomed hour. Already the Palace was in darkness, the electric light turned off
at the main, when the first noise of tumult reached their ears, the first shot rang through the Palace. Some said that
in the confusion the faithful aide-de-camp had fired in the King’s defense. Inflamed with the first success of
murder, the conspirators rushed from room to room. Murder and worse than murder was in the echo of the
bursting doors and the rushing of feet, sabers plunged into the beds, and sounds of groans and torture.
But there was a hush before the inner door was burst open. Within, clinging together, Draga and Alexander
whispered their last words. Each knew that life depended on their separation, and life was sweet. But as the
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murderers, bursting open the door, cried in self-exoneration, “Give up the woman Draga,” the King, for all his
desperate plight, cried back:
“Never! never! we love one another.”
Thus one likes to think of him, shielding with his body the woman he loved, with nothing abject about him in
those last moments. He faced the howling of his enemies and the swords still dripping with the blood of his
defenders.
Never again could Belgrade be called the White City. It was the City of Death, its wonderful history palpitating
with the quick pulse of memory. The throne which a new King ascends is still slippery with blood.
*
The Archbishop Innocentius officiated at the union of Draga and King Alexander in the Cathedral at Belgrade,
and bestowed upon them the blessing of the Church. The service was one in which the pomp of religious fervor
blended with the importance of the occasion. Down to the minute details the ceremony suggested the ritual of the
Jews—a linking together of promise and fulfillment, of type and of anti-type. There was a blaze of light and
clouds of incense; beyond the dove of the sanctuary was the veil of scarlet, covering the way to the Holy of
Holies; and the magnificent tones of the choir rose and fell with solemn significance. To Draga Maschine the
presence of the Archbishop seemed to confirm the validity of her marriage. She herself had never thought it
possible that a public proclamation would be given to the union, which, up to now, had made her the object of
scorn and indignity. But now that she was Queen she seemed to have reached the summit of her hopes.
The King was assailed with advice and even with expostulations. To this was added the echo of accumulated
slander against his wife. One cannot but admire the firmness and loyalty which at this time he evinced. Everyone
remarked upon his unshaken determination; and for a time it seemed as if the resolute position which he adopted
was to bear fruit. Never did a woman act with a better appearance of unconscious grace and dignity than did
Queen Draga in this game of life and death.
On a memorable day the sun shone for the last time on Draga Maschine. She was looking superbly handsome
when she was driven in the King’s carriage to the Cathedral, where she had often sat and knelt as one of the
people and gazed upon the Prince from a distance. But now she was standing by his side as his wife and his
Queen. The die was cast; the irrevocable step had been taken; and the brilliant young King drove back in
happiness to the Konak, whilst a wondering and jealous people could scarcely believe that so strange a union had
received religious sanction.
The marriage of Draga rendered her all-powerful. She had already acquired a complete ascendancy over
the King, and her position was now assured. But she had roused against herself the bitterness of those who envied
her present fortune and could not forget her past; the women were jealous of her; the men despised her.
The mission of the Russian Colonel and his wife had now been fulfilled. They had placed in Draga’s hand the
weapon for her own destruction. She had pointed the sword at her own breast. Had she been content to remain a
cipher in the political world, her terrible end might yet have been deferred and even averted. But her pride
determined her to secure her hold on the future.
At length the time came when she experienced the bitter agony of discovering that she would bear no heir to
the throne. She even encouraged a secret plot by which an alien child might be passed off as her own. But when
the Czar was asked to be godfather to the child, he sent his own physician to make investigations. The humiliating
result is known to all the world.
Draga was now reduced to the single ambition of being received at the Russian Court, and for this end did not
scruple to employ every artifice and subterfuge. But she found her royalty was not recognised. At length she even
urged her husband to declare that he would recognize as heir-apparent a Prince of the Montenegrin family, on the
condition that the royal family of Russia would receive her as Queen. But even this counsel of despair was
doomed to failure.
Never did woman more passionately desire a child of her own, both to strengthen her hold on the people and to
satisfy her own instincts as a mother. To secure the former object she conceived the daring plan of placing on the
throne her own brother, Nicodim Lunyevitza. But this step immediately aroused a determined protest from the
Ministry. The Prime Minister and his colleagues arrived at the Palace, intending to implore the King to reconsider
his plans for the succession. Alexander, accompanied by Draga, met them, and together they insisted on
nominating her brother; a private interview was refused to the Ministers.
This incident was speedily followed by the suspension of the Constitution; Draga’s name became the
object of universal execration. As men talked they spat upon the ground, as afterwards they spat upon her corpse
arrayed in the pink dress in which they buried her. Already she was hurrying fast towards the end.
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The love-tragedy was approaching the catastrophe. There grew up against Draga a ferocity which suggested
the barbarism of earlier ages. The ordinary routine of Court life became a farce. Every other interest, dynastic or
political, was speedily followed up in the blood-feud which was a survival of savagery in the civilized world. The
result is that for the third time the rival race of Kara George reigns in the White City of Death.
There is one room in the Palace at Belgrade full of sad associations. Mirth may dwell there now, and the even
pacing of the soldiery may still be heard outside—an outward show of calm and splendor. There lay the toys,
broken by rude hands amid ribald laughter, which Draga bought for the heir she so passionately desired. But a
little time ago blood-stained finger-marks were to be seen on the coverlid and walls.
The tragedy of Draga’s life will make her name live in Servian history and legend. So strenuous a soul cannot
have passed away without leaving behind her the marks of that tragic struggle of love and fear, of doubt and
resolve. But clouds gather round her name as the curtain falls on the tragedy of Belgrade.
*
To the world at large the assassination at Belgrade came with unexpected suddenness. But in the city itself, and
even elsewhere, there were not wanting signs and omens of the coming disaster. I may pass over the strange story
of that clairvoyant who spoke to Queen Natalie and her young attendant, and that equally strange story, narrated
by Mr. W. T. Stead and by the Servian Minister in London, of the clairvoyant who, a month before the murder, in
the presence of nine or ten witnesses assembled in a London restaurant, foretold the death of Queen Draga. To
those who were in the secrets of some of the Liberals and Radicals in Belgrade the end could have been foreseen,
and no supernatural agency was needed to show that a revolution was impending. It is true that the King, probably
inspired by his wife, cherished ambitions for the aggrandizement of his kingdom. It was his fixed policy to bring
the inhabitants of Old Servia once again under his own sovereignty, and he was anxious to rescue the Serbs of
Western Macedonia from the tyranny of the Turk.
But the projected rounding off of his dominions was in his mind associated with a highly centralized
monarchical government at home. Alexander had thus the ambitions of a despot without the harder qualities
which make despotism successful. In the last years of his life his apparent strength lay in his uxoriousness: he was
the creature of his wife, the slave of the ambitions she inspired. His rule broke forth into a fever of activity which
recalls the abortive energy of our own James II.
Nothing was more galling to the young King than the fetters imposed by the new Constitution. Absolutism he
regarded as the inheritance of the Obrenovitch dynasty, and a constitutional Government, as he understood it,
meant the negation of kingship. Though he was mainly interested in the development of a foreign policy, he set
himself first to weed out the obstructions presented by the progressive parties at home. Like George III. of
England, he set himself to secure a King’s Party; but, like the grandfather of that monarch, he had also to fear a
rival claimant to the throne.
At the last General Election he secured a substantial majority; but the electoral machinery was openly
ridiculed, and the King was accused of having terrorized the electors. He had already taken the precaution of
investing large sums of money in English banks. There was much discontent in the Army owing to the
appointment of the King’s personal friends to important posts in the service, so that the very device which he used
to strengthen his control over the Army only served to weaken it. He became fearful when he realized that there
was no successor to the throne: the woman who was ambitious to become the mother of kings remained childless;
and it was whispered that revolution was easiest when there was only one obstacle in the path.
The King frantically looked round for a successor, and at last bethought himself of his brother-in-law,
Nicodim. Without hesitation he began to lay plans for getting the Queen’s brother declared Heir-Apparent by the
Skupshtina.
He could have taken no step better calculated to arouse the fury of the Opposition. It was his marriage with
Draga which had started the discontent against the Throne; her growing influence over him fomented it. The
gossip about her former life was mixed with revolting scandals which had no shadow of foundation. The nobility
never forgot that, though of noble origin, she had been the humble wife of an engineer, the patronized attendant of
Queen Natalie; others harped upon the fact that she had been a woman of smirched reputation. M. Pashics, the
leader of the Democratic Party, declared that the King’s union with Draga was a moral outrage.
“The King and Queen,” he said afterwards, “were driving the State to its ruin.”
When this feeling was at its height, the King was mad enough to propose as his successor a member of the
hated family of the Queen. Instantly the friends of Peter Karageorgevitch began to put their heads together; those
who had hitherto been partisans of the King remembered the Pretender residing at Geneva, who had a better
claim, they thought, than this upstart Nicodim.
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The discontent had now developed into a tangible conspiracy. A lady was sent to interview Karageorgevitch at
Geneva, with definite instructions to propose that he should come to Servia and be received as King by the Army,
with the provision that he should accept the new Liberal Constitution which had been annulled by Alexander.
Peter accepted the terms, and is said to have made various promises of office and emoluments to his supporters.
In Belgrade, plots were set on foot to dispose of the King and Queen.
In the first attempt at assassination the notorious Alavantitch was knocked on the head with a revolver by an
officer of the Palace, and fell dead. A boy who served in the King’s kitchen was bribed to introduce poison into a
dish served before the King and Queen. He was caught in the act by the cook, and committed suicide. Six weeks
before the catastrophe an officer who knew the details of the conspiracy gave warning to the King of all that was
happening.
Even then he clearly did not recognise the extent of his danger. With the Army against him and the people
apathetic, nothing could have saved him but flight or the divorce of Draga and complete submission to the
Democratic Party. As it was, he aggravated the situation by transferring those officers who were known to be
concerned in the conspiracy to garrisons in the interior.
As the fatal 10 th of June approached, the conspirators, confident of success, assured of the intentions of Peter
Karageorgevitch, scarcely deigned to conceal their intentions. Never were so many people cognizant of a plot to
murder a King. The number of officers directly implicated is variously estimated at something between eighty and
one hundred and fifty, the most authentic account being that which puts the figure at eighty-six. Colonel
Maschine, a brother-in-law of the Queen, was the leading spirit; and with the help of his fellow commander,
Colonel Mishitch, he had completely won over the Sixth Regiment.
The King alone remained confident of his own triumph, though everyone knew that plots were in the air, and
Draga herself was terrified with the consciousness of impending evil.
“I am haunted by a dreadful presentiment,” she wrote to a friend the day before her death, “and often at night I
seem to see a terrifying picture of Michael in his death-agony, stretching his bloodstained hand towards his
murderers and crying, ‘Stop, my brothers! it is enough.’”
On the evening of Wednesday, June 10 th, the conspirators met at the “Crown” Restaurant to discuss the final
details for the invasion of the Palace. Colonel Maschine had made arrangements for co-operation within the
Konak and without. The King’s Adjutant, Lieutenant-Colonel Naoumovitch, who was acquainted with the
movements of the royal household, had made provision for the opening of the doors and the admission of the
conspirators; and he was probably provided with a form of abdication which the King would be called upon to
sign. Outside the Palace the Sixth Regiment was disposed by its officers, to guard the rear of the conspirators and
render assistance when called upon. Before eleven o’clock the troops had occupied the positions allotted to them,
and had been joined by the group of officers who had solemnly sworn to carry their task through to the end.
They made their way to the main gate of the precincts, which seems to have been opened from within, and,
after a short struggle with the guard, passed through the courtyard to the inner door of the Palace. The door was
opened, and with what haste they could they went in the direction of the King’s apartments. From this point the
story becomes confused. According to one account, the electric light was switched off, and the officers were left
in total darkness till they discovered some lighted candles in the antechamber of the King’s bedroom. According
to another account, the whole household was suddenly in an uproar, and the distracted officers ran up
passages and staircases, hunting for the King, and killing everyone who dared to oppose them. Certainly one
officer who was found in a passage was shot down on the spot, and a private who offered resistance received a
bullet in his head. On the staircase the conspirators met General Petrowitch, who held a loaded revolver in his
hand.
“What do you want?” he is said to have cried.
“Show me where the King and Queen are.”
“Stand back!” was the reply, and, according to one account, he was instantly shot. But the truth seems to be
that he led the conspirators up to the roof, and then, being assured that they desired nothing but the King’s
abdication, told them where they would find the royal couple. At any rate, he was killed, and the officers, led by
Colonel Maschine, reached the locked door of the King’s bedchamber.
The King and Queen were within, and the murderers, shouting through the oaken door, and unable to gain
admission, applied dynamite and burst the oaken panels into atoms. Colonel Naoumovitch is said to have been
shot by an aide-de-camp whilst offering the form of abdication to the King. It was he who was officially
described as “dying on the field of honor for his Fatherland.” Alexander and the Queen, clad only in night attire,
had fled into an inner room, a small alcove not seven feet wide, surrounded by wardrobes. The time for parleying
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had passed; the prayers and entreaties of Alexander and Draga were disregarded. Simultaneously the foremost
officers, the youngest and least restrained, fired on the King, that none might know who had done the deed, and
one savagely hacked at the Queen with his saber. She shouted for help from the window, and, turning to
face the assassins, was riddled with bullets and covered with saber-wounds. On the next day marks of bullets were
seen covering the ceiling, the coverlets, and the walls opposite the door.
At seven minutes past two a.m. the clock had stopped; it was at about that time that the dynamite bomb had
shivered the door and made a way for the murderers. The leading conspirators had determined that the work
should be carried out effectively. The younger officers who distinguished themselves by their ferocity were
animated chiefly by hatred of Draga and the belief that the King had brought dishonor on the country and on the
Army. But the movement was at bottom a political one; the leaders were anxious to secure a revolution in the
Government, and to bring back the Karageorgevitch dynasty. They knew that the existing ministry stood
uncompromisingly for the policy of the King; that, associated as they were with his acts, they could not but
oppose the projected revolution. The success of the conspirators and their future safety could only be secured by
the disappearance of the friends of the Obrenovitch. And so it was by no mere accident of savage impulse that the
word went forth that the members of the reactionary Ministry and the Queen’s family must be sought out and
slain. Those who were more enthusiastic in the work of bloodshed were the rough instruments of the plotters.
Draga’s two brothers, Nikola and Nikodim Lunyevitza, were among the first to be slain. The Queen’s two
sisters, who were reported killed, as a matter of fact escaped. Parties of officers proceeded to the houses of the
chief members of the Ministry. The Prime Minister, General Zinzar Markowitz, and the Minister of War, General
Pawlowitch, were killed. M. Todorowitch, the Minister of the Interior, was severely wounded; and many senior
officers who had refused to join the plot suffered the fate of the King’s adherents.
Meantime Colonel Dimitreff Nikolics, the Commandant of the Danube Division, was outside the city with the
Eighth Infantry Regiment. As soon as he heard what was happening in Belgrade, he brought up his soldiers in the
hope of rescuing the King. He was met at the gates of the city by a strong force of revolutionary troops under the
command of Colonel Gagowitch. A fight ensued in which both the commanders were killed.
On the following day the rain descended in torrents. Troops were in position, guns were mounted, the city was
in the hands of the revolutionaries. The King, the Ministry, all that represented the old Government, had
disappeared; and excited crowds in the streets, pushing curiously about in the rain, learnt that they were to live
under a new regime. The military leaders issued a decree proclaiming Peter Karageorgevitch King of Servia; and
the Provisional Government which had been set up, with M. Avakumovitch as Premier and M. Kalyevitch as
Minister for Foreign Affairs, issued a proclamation summoning the Skupshtina for the following Monday. The
Constitution of 1901, illegally suspended by Alexander in the previous March, was declared to be once again
operative.
Thus the revolution was effected, and with it passed away the last member of the Obrenovitch dynasty. The
long vendetta between the rival house had again and again convulsed the State, had weakened the Government,
and tended to discredit Servian civilization. Plot after plot had been carried through, and had brought to the
surface the most savage element in the life of the people. The uncertain tenure of the throne led to the exaltation
of the military, and made the normal development of constitutional government impossible. The horrors
committed at the revolution of June 11 th have added one more danger to Servian life—the perpetual fear of the
soldiery who can make and unmake a King.
But, on the other hand, the sad death of Alexander and Draga, lamentable in itself, has at least removed the
terrible inheritance of dynastic rivalry. The new holders of office can only make amends for the horror of the
revolution by justifying the revolution itself— by asserting the claims of constitutional government against the
private ambitions of the King on the one hand and the tyranny of the Army on the other.
On the Friday of June 12th the King and Queen were buried, quietly and secretly, in the family vault of the
Obrenovitch, in the chapel of the old cemetery of St. Mark. In the dead of night two coffins were carried up the
Palace staircase, and in them were placed the shrouded bodies of Alexander and Draga. The hearse was driven at
once to the burial-ground, and the coffins were let down into the vault. There two solitary priests attended, and in
a few minutes pronounced the last words over the departed.
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250.91 Clinical Report Of Case At Leith Hospital: Case Of Intrathoracic Tumor \fn{by A. W. Jagannadham
(c.1865?- )} India (F) 2
John M’E., aged 43, a laborer, was admitted on the 4 th October 1888, complaining of pain in the left shoulder
and left side, and of inability to follow his occupation.
Examination on admission failed to elicit any well-marked ailment beyond the presence of a rheumatic-like
pain in the shoulder and some tenderness over the termination of the sixth intercostals nerve of the left side. He
was consequently ordered …\fn{The pharmaceuticals are incomprehensible to me, and I have not attempted to reproduce them:H }
During the fortnight which elapsed between the patient’s admission and the beginning of the winter session no
pronounced change in the symptoms occurred. As the pain continued during this time, a blister was on the 8 th of
October applied at the level of the sixth and seventh vertebrae, close to the spinal column behind; and on the 12 th
of October a menthol plaster was placed over the site of the pain in the axillary region.
October 17
Patient examined with great care, but nothing further elicited except the persistence of a slight condensation at
the apex of the right lung. This, however, was of old standing and quiescent. The history of the case, as now
obtained, showed that the patient had been abroad, had had an attack of jaundice eighteen years ago when in
America, and had had two attacks of bronchitis. The present illness began about eight months ago with a feeling
of cold and of pain all over the body, and especially in the left shoulder. The pains in the body disappeared after
treatment, but the pain in the shoulder has persisted. During the first six months this pain was not constant, and
did not prevent him from working. But at the end of that time it became so severe as to confine him to bed. A
week later he began to suffer from the violent pain in the left side of the chest of which he now complains. A
provisional diagnosis of intercostals neuralgia of possibly malarial origin was now made, and as the patient was
pale and anemic, he was accordingly ordered … and to have, when needed, a hypodermic injection of morphia
over the painful spots.
November 1
Since last note no great change has occurred. The patient was again carefully examined as to the condition of
his brain and spinal cord, but without anything abnormal being found beyond great taciturnity. The circulatory
and urinary systems are quite normal, and there has not been any noticeable rise of temperature since admission.
November 9
A little glandular swelling was today observed in the left axilla;\fn{ Armpit} and the patient was again examined,
with the following result:
Hœmopoietic System. Immediately above the left clavicle there is an undefined hardness, painful on pressure,
and apparently of a glandular character. At the outer edge of each sterno-mastoid muscle and about an inch and a
half above the clavicle, there is an enlarged gland. There is likewise an enlarged and somewhat painful gland in
the left axilla, and a circumscribed thickening of the tissues in the median line of the next posteriorly about two
inches below the occipital protuberance.
The spleen is normal in size and position. The red blood corpuscles number 4,600,000 per cubic millimeter;
and there is no increase in white corpuscles.
Locomotory System. Patient complains of pain in the left shoulder-joint, increased by movement. The forearm
is kept flexed almost at a right angle with the arm. There is a distinct fullness extending from the left acromion
down to the anterior fold of the axilla.
Respiratory System. Respirations 20 per minute, of thoraco-abdominal type. No pain or difficulty on taking a
deep breath. Slight paroxysmal cough, which is most troublesome in the morning, and aggravates the pain in the
left side. It is accompanied by viscid expectoration. The thorax bulges somewhat to the right.
On inspection there is anteriorly a marked fullness in the supra- and infra-clavicular regions, and a greater
range of chest movement on the right side. Posteriorly the left scapula is raised, and its vertebral border tilted
upwards and outwards. There is a slight fullness in the left interscapular region, and the left shoulder is raised. On
the right side there is a slight depression in the supra-spinous fossa.
Palpation corroborates inspection as to the ampler movement of the right side, both anteriorly and posteriorly.
There is considerable increase in vocal fremitus throughout the left side.
Percussion. The note is slightly higher pitched in the right infra-clavicular region, but anteriorly is otherwise
normal. Posteriorly the note on the left side is slightly higher pitched than on the right from the middle of the
interscapular region downwards, and reversely it is higher pitched from that region upwards towards the right
apex.
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Auscultation. Anteriorly: On the left side the respiration is indistinct. On the right side the inspiration is
rougher, and expiration is prolonged. There are no accompaniments. Posteriorly: On the left side the respiration is
indistinct from the infra-spinous region to the base. On the right side inspiration is harsh, expiration is prolonged,
and there are occasional crepitations at the end of inspiration, more especially in the infra-spinous region. The
vocal resonance is more marked on the right side, both anteriorly and posteriorly.
The Circulatory System presents nothing abnormal, excepting an undue prominence of the veins on the left
side of the neck and upper part of thorax. There is visible pulsation at the apex of the heart, as also in the
epigastrium, and at the episternal notch as well as in the carotids. The first sound in the mitral area is slightly
impure, and the walls of the blood-vessels are somewhat hard, but otherwise the condition of the heart and
vascular system is normal. The pulse is 70 per minute, and regular.
The liver is enlarged. Its upper margin is at the lower border of the fourth rib, and it extends downward for 7
inches in the mammary line. The patient is now ordered …
November 12
Pain in shoulder better.
November 16
The hardness in the axilla and the fullness above the left clavicle are diminishing in size and are not so painful.
November 23
Patient feels stronger; the enlarged glands in the neck seem smaller.
December 1
Patient complains of severe pain in the left shoulder-joint.
December 16
The joint is less painful, but patient is unable to raise his arm. The glands are smaller, but there is distinct
atrophy of the left deltoid muscle, and, to a lesser extent, wasting of the other muscles of the arm. The interrupted
current to be applied to shoulder and arm.
December 29
Patient discharged relieved. Pain in the shoulder better; glands smaller, and the atrophy of the muscles less
marked. Movement in the arm better.
January 17, 1889
Patient seen in the out-patient department of the hospital. Enlargement of axillary gland quite gone, but
fullness in the left supra-clavicular region still present. Movements of the arm quite natural, but atrophy of the
deltoid not altogether gone. Some pain at the angle of scapula. The percussion note is higher pitched over the apex
of the right lung, and the breath sounds are louder throughout the right lung. Prescription changed to … in water
thrice a day, and cod-liver oil to be taken.
February 12
Patient has been at work since date of last note, and expresses himself as being in good health. The atrophied
deltoid is now almost normal, and has regained its former power. There is still a slight fullness above the right
clavicle, but the other glandular enlargements have disappeared. The left lung is almost the same as its neighbor,
except for the slight amount of old-standing condensation of the right apex. Impurity of first sound in mitral area
greater, and so 5 minimum doses of tincture of digitalis to be added to mixture.\fn{ Dr. J. Allan Gray was the attending
physician in this case, and the following remarks are his: “One of the most noticeable things in this case is the long absence of any definite
physical signs, and then their sudden development. From the 17th October, when the patient came under my care, up to 9th November, no
other diagnoses other than that of intercostal neuralgia and muscular rheumatism of the shoulder was warranted by the signs. But continued
intercostal neuralgia, unattended by herpes and unaccompanied by any spinal disease, is a rare ailment. I sought to find its cause in some
local condition, but failed, and so was fain to attribute it to the anemic state of the patient, and to some possible malarial taint caught
abroad. On this theory iron and arsenic were prescribed, with cascara sagrada to counteract the constipation from which the patient
suffered. But this prescription had no marked beneficial effect. Throughout his residence in the hospital, the man had been specially sullen
and taciturn, and on the occasion of the 1st November these characteristics were so pronounced as to lead Dr. Graham (late of Sydney
Hospital), who assisted me in examining him, to suggest that the patient’s mental condition would probably deserve notice at a later date.
But on the 9th November the appearance of the swollen gland in the left axilla put a new complexion on affairs. This appearance, taken in
conjunction with the swelling above the clavicle, the thickening of the tissues at the back of the neck, the enlargement of the sterno-mastoid
glands, and the evidences of pressure on the intrathoracic veins, and on at least one of the bronchi of the left lung, made the diagnosis of a
tumor of the chest almost a certainty. Then if a tumor, of what nature? An aneurysm or a solid growth? And of the latter, a solid growth of
what character? That the intrathoracic swelling was aneurismal was unlikely, in view of the absence of the evidence of a special affection of
the heart or blood vessels, and in view of the presence of glandular swellings and vague tissue thickenings. That the tumor, if solid, was not
a lymphadenoma, might be inferred from the condition of the spleen and blood. The choice, therefore, lay between a malignant tumor and a
specific growth. Towards the former I must confess I was in the first instance attracted by a consideration of the rapidity of the illness, the
sudden appearance of glandular swellings, and the anemic, almost cachetic condition of the patient, as well as by the absence of any history
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or special evidence of specific disease. But the possibility of the growth being after all of a specific character was suggested to me, and as,
of course, one must in a doubtful case treat a patient according to the more hopeful prognosis, the mixture containing iodide of potash was
prescribed. Further consideration likewise tended to support this view; for the tissue thickening at the back of the head was surely not likely
to occur from any other disease, unless, indeed, it might be attributed to sympathetic swelling. And the intercostal neuralgia, although
readily enough explained by the pressure of a malignant tumor growing from the connective tissue or the glands of the mediastinum, was
better accounted for by the hypothesis of a tertiary growth springing from the periosteum of the vertebra. That this latter was the ailment
appears almost beyond doubt, alike from the facts of the case and the results of treatment.” I should probably add that A. W. Jagannadham
—of whose existence I have been unable to discover any other information other than that reproduced here, is described in this case study
as a “clinical clerk” who “obtained the Scottish triple qualification in 1890” and by doing so generated a stipend of £50 a year “to enable
other Hindu ladies to follow in the wake of Miss A. W. Jagannadham” (this last in a note from The Journal of Education, vol. 14 (December
1, 1892, p. 660).}

250.79 Letters By Anandibai Joshi\fn{by Anandi Gopal Joshi aka Anandibai Joshi (1865-1887)} Pune, Pune District,
Maharashtra State, India (F) 12
1. From a letter quoted by the recipient, date unknown.
… It is the nose-ring that you see in my photograph, between my nose and my lip. It consists of one gold wire,
on which are fastened pearls, some pendent, others fixed and star-shaped. We are fond of many ornaments. Our
hands, feet, necks and waists are all adorned “to the teeth”. Even our noses and ears are bored in many places to
hold them. Holes are bored through the lower part of the left nostril for the nose-ring, and all around the edge of
the for jewels. This may appear barbarous to the foreign eye; to us it is a beauty. Everything changes with the
clime. The Mahratta dresses and ornaments are quite different from those in use in other parts of India. …
2: Fragment of a letter dated April, 1881.
… To tell you the truth, I shudder at the very sound of the word. Your American widows may have difficulties
and inconveniences to struggle with, but weighed in the scale against ours, all of them put together are but a
particle against a mountain. When we began to write, I cared little for letters; but I now see how the daily
occurrences of life, which I thought so trifling, may yield instruction. … I wish to preserve my manners and my
customs unless they are detrimental to my health. Can I live in your country as if I were in my own, and what will
it cost me? When I think over the sufferings of women in India in all ages, I am impatient to see the Western light
dawn as a harbinger of emancipation. I am not able to say what I think, but no man or woman should depend upon
another for maintenance and necessaries. Family discord and social degradation will never end till each depends
upon herself. … We reached Calcutta on the 4 th of April, 1881. The flowers I sent you from Cutch were wild
flowers. I had made a garden in my compound there, but I had no liking for the care of it, and I owe you a great
debt for urging me to undertake it. …
3. Fragment of a letter written in May, 1881.
We have met with so many misfortunes that I do not think my husband will continue long in the service. We
have no friends here. Our diet, manners and customs are different from those of the Bengalis; nor can we ask
sympathy from the English. We live in the house of a German milliner. When I came, all the servants gathered
round to have a look at me, and the lady peeped through her window and laughed. If we read to each other, she
begs us to stop because her children cannot go to sleep. She told some people that we quarreled at night, and
asserted that I was not a married woman. For a fortnight we could not get enough to eat, although our pockets
were full. Our “kit”, containing baggage, bedding and clothing, remained behind, and we had to sleep on mats.
The ground was damp. Such a thing had never happened to us before. You see how hard it is to travel where we
have no friends. What would happen to us in your country?
Our great Raja Harischandra was persecuted like the Job of your Bible. He was deprived of his all, of his wife
and child, but he did not break his vow. When he stood the test, God restored all to him. …
4. Fragment of a letter written in June, 1881.
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Calcutta is trying to the utmost. Physically we are reduced in health and strength. The climate is very warm. It
has begun to rain, and yet the heat is not less. We go out for a walk, and the Europeans talk and laugh when they
see us. The natives stand still, and order their carriages to stop, while they stare at us. They can never be
persuaded that we are married. There is so much of the zenana system here that a woman can scarcely stand in the
presence of her relatives—much less before her husband. Her face is always veiled. She is not allowed to speak to
any man—much less to laugh with him. Even the babus, who have spent years in England, will not drive here,
with their wives, in open carriages. If it is so with the educated people, how much more prejudiced with the
illiterate? One sepoy insulted us when we were walking on the Esplanade. He asked my husband who the woman
was that he had with him. My husband was angry, and asked his name, to report him to the Commissioner. This
brought him to his senses, and he went away courteously.
5. Letter of August 27, 1881.
In my last I acknowledge your letter of July 3 rd. I beg to answer it now. I have no more of your letters to
answer, and hope not to be in arrears in future. Your letter that I am about to reply to, is so consoling and heartsoothing that it is most welcome. We are not yet free from troubles. During the last five months anxieties have
arisen without and within. We were about to forget them, when another serious mishap occurred.
A special dispatch from the Viceroy to the Governor of Bengal was due here on Sunday, the 14 th. It was
watched by special officers from Simla. It was received by my husband on a passing receipt. It was to be
immediately sent to the Governor’s camp. My husband was therefore going to the railway with one of his
assistants, into whose hands the important letter was given. As they were running fast, to get into a hackneyed
carriage that could be met on the road, the letter dropped down. A searching inquiry was made all along, but in
vain. The letter disappeared in the twinkling of an eye. The consternation and stir it must have given rise to
throughout the town will be better conceived than described. All the high officials held councils. The police were
sent in all directions. The persons of the men on the road were examined. Not a stone was left unturned. My
husband and his assistants were in custody; depositions were made—in short it was a day which will never be
forgotten. My husband was suspended, pending orders from Government.
You may imagine what state of mind I was in, and how engrossed must have been my heart by grief! We gave
up all hopes of service, and were preparing to start for any place. We first determined to go to Rangoon, in Burma,
and stay there for a time. It was my intention to make an address to the English-speaking people there, and thus
obtain pecuniary assistance to leave for another place. From there we were thinking of going to Hong Kong, and
thence to Japan, and from Japan to America. This project may appear very wild to an outsider, but it was a
necessity. We could not retrace our steps to Bombay, nor was it easy to travel in Bengal or the Punjab, where the
zenana is rampant. But, thanks to Providence, my husband has been reinstated. My husband never lost anything
before but in Calcutta; he had never seen police court before but in Calcutta; we never had scandals in our
neighborhood before but in Calcutta; we had never seen double-tongued men before but in Calcutta.
I do not know how much misery is still in store for us. I have been telling him to sever his connection with
Government to avoid any future calamities; but he is wavering. He thinks it very difficult to earn a livelihood; but
I think otherwise. Whether he is more experienced, and knows the world better, and therefore cannot do anything
hastily, or whether the more a man is advanced in position, and the more he gets beyond what is actually
necessary to sustain life, the more susceptible of imaginary difficulties he becomes, I do not know; but in my
opinion man must fear nothing but God. As God is over us and supplies our wants, I do not know why we should
have a thought for the morrow. Man wants but little, and for that little he bears a world of care, which I do not
understand. Let me be here, or in any part of the globe, I will get my bread.
But to return to your letter. Had there been no difficulties and no thorns in the way, the man would have been
in his primitive state and no progress made in civilization and mental culture. Your letter is a sermon which we
needed. Each line is full of meaning and world wide knowledge. I do not know how many times I should thank
you.
We have our food cooked by ourselves. We do not get these things ready in the bazaar. As we had no pots in
which to cook, we could not do otherwise than go without, till we had our own furniture brought home. We never
employ low caste people to attend to household affairs, and as we were but two, in a place where servants and
other things available were no use to us, we could but remain fasting. Imagine, you go to a place where there are
no shops and you have plenty of money in your pocket. There is nobody to give you good, what will you do with
your money? I have told you before, that as the people of India are not a traveling class, there are no hotels for us
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at each halting place. When we go on a travel, we generally take with us articles of food, prepared in milk and
sugar, without a drop of water.
Anything prepared in water is not carried and eaten. If eaten it must be prepared then and there and eaten on
the spot. So money is not always a useful article in India. I know a gentleman who was traveling in Kandesh. He
was not admitted to house or temple, so he had to spend the night under a tree. Next morning he went from door
to door, but could get no one to cook for him, though he was willing to pay for it enormously. At night he got hold
of an old lady, who promised to serve him, provided he would tell nobody.
I have dreams about my departed friends, but never feel their presence when I am awakened. I often dream of
going to America and holding long conversations. What does it portend.
I enclose a letter from Eighmee. I hope she will write to me again. Her had is after your fashion.
6: Letter of December 26, 1881.
Your favor of October 10 th came too late for a reply in last month. I am much better now, at least, free from
fever. I am however thinking of taking the medicine, which you so kindly sent as prescribed for me by your good
doctor. I am now more independent and able to have things to my satisfaction. To tell you the truth, I always labor
under inward impressions. I solve many things while sleeping. I was not able to cut different kinds of native
dresses for men and women, but I have learnt how in dreams. While sleeping, I dreamed I had cut such-and-such
shapes and sewed them. Next morning I, when awakened, actually did the same, and according to memory, and
found everything fit and complete. Whenever I have to learn anything by heart, I do it when asleep. In the day I
read the passage to be committed to memory but once, and in sleep I read it over and over and repeat it next
morning, without a mistake. Whenever I find any difficult passage in poetry I pass it over in the day, but in sleep I
paraphrase it correctly, and the next morning I am all right in translating it. I do not know who teaches me, but I
learn in this way. I am therefore strongly inclined to believe that this medicine, prescribed in sleep, will help me.
As I am not familiar with the English or American houses, I do not know how to satisfy your curiosity about
the city house. We were living in a house, like those in which Europeans live in India.
I shall however try to give you a description of a native house in Bengal, in my next letter, as I once described
to you our dwelling in Bombay.
The death of your good President has been mourned all over India.\fn{ President James A. Garfield, who died on
September 19, 1881. He had been shot some 11 weeks earlier by a disappointed office-seeker:H } Every native paper has a leading
article as if the loss was our own. This is an example of how good men live and die. They live for the public good
and die in service. They are Christian in principle.
As you are not born and brought up in Hindu religion, you will not, I am afraid, appreciate its true merits. No
religion is bad, but its followers and selfish interpreters. Our priests are prejudiced and corrupt as are those of
other religions. I dislike them as a class. I would rather be ignorant and illiterate than to have a partial knowledge
of everything. As you value sickness as a means for the enjoyment of happiness, so I regard irreligious people as
pioneers. If there had been no priesthood this world would have advanced ten thousand times better than it has
now. So you need not expect to learn anything from our priests, who are no doubt groping in darkness. Spiritual
truths which lighten all burdens, and call for no sacrifices, are our teachers. Our forefathers used to commune
with the All-pervading Force, and derived knowledge therefrom. The disregarded external duties and put too
much stress on the acquirement of self-knowledge for the emancipation of the soul.
I am sorry I forgot all about the wedding of the Bengali babu, though I promised to give you some account of
it. The services of the occasion were formalities like the Christian. The parties were united by mutual promises
made before a magistrate. The marriage was registered before the ceremonies were formally performed by a
Bengali minister. This is copying English fashion. I do not understand why this is given precedence to the old
customs which were more established.
I am glad to inform you that if I have at all received any schooling, in was for a year only, while we were in
Bombay. The lady superintendent was Miss Robson, who was very much interested in my education. She belongs
to the Mission established by the Society for the Propagation of the Gospel. I love these Mission ladies for their
enthusiasm and energy, but I dislike blindness to the feelings of others. This lady compelled me to read the Bible
on pain of expulsion from school. I told her I would not, and came home. I informed my husband, and said I did
not want to go to that school again. But he expostulated with my rashness. He said that we would not lose
anything by reading the Bible, and brought me round, to going to School, where I then abided by the rules.
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As a whole, I have nothing to say against the Bible, which is a code of moral rules, except the assertion “He
that believeth shall be saved” and “he who believeth not shall be damned.” I have all along found the Missionaries
very headstrong, and contemptuous of the faith of others. How arbitrary would it be if I was to say that all you
believed was nonsense, and all I believed was just and proper? My dear friend, I have nothing to despise. The
whole universe is a lesson to me. I am required by duty to respect every creed and sect and value its religion. I
therefore read the Bible with as much interest as I read my own religious books. I sincerely thank you for your
undivided sympathies with me and my husband in the sudden fall into the depth of anxiety and distress brought
about by that sad event.
If I had been called to share the storms with my husband, I would have done nothing but my duty which I owe
him as his deserving wife. There would have been nothing commendable or heroic in it. Let there be any amount
of difficulties or distresses, and I think I shall be more than equal to face them. My hearty love to Eighmee and
Helena.
7. Fragment of a letter of April 18, 1882.
… As intimated in my last, we left Barrackpore on the first, and arrived here on the same evening. The river is
only a mile wide, and we crossed in boats. Serampore is an old town of historical note. The first Missionary
College in India was established here. It is still flourishing. There are many rich landholders, whose houses are
princely. But the inhabitants are as barbarous and superstitious as they were hundreds of years ago. If the men are
friendly they will not allow their women to associate with their own sex, if they are foreigners like me. I can form
no acquaintance with them, unless I were to become a Missionary and force my way into the zenana. You must
not suppose they would not like to see the world, and yet some of the Bengali women who have been educated
follow very barbarous customs. It is customary for us to eat vida, compounded of thirteen ingredients, namely
beetle leaves, beetle nut, chunam, almond, camphor, saffron, cloves, cardamom, and so on. This vida stains the
teeth, tongue and mouth a red color. Some of these Bengalis stain the outside of their lips and so expose
themselves to contempt.
I rely on God, and do not seek to know who are his individual messengers to me. Take any religion you like
and you will find that its founder was a holy man. Go to his followers and you will find holy men the exception. I
am glad to inform you that Miss Robson’s school has been closed owing to her obstinacy. Soon after I left she
required all her scholars to read the Bible and the result was that her pupils, ninety in number, left her, and she
went home, never to return. …
8. Letter of May 16, 1882.
Your favors of March and April are with me for reply. At the head of each letter are beautiful pictures which
are really worth looking at. I am glad to hear that the tila seeds have at last reached you. I have requested you to
eat them up, as they are intended for that. The way they are prepared is difficult to learn, but I to not know enough
to describe it. Take one pound of sugar and as much water and boil it till it becomes a little thick, so that if
dropped on the ground it will look like a pearl and will run if you blow it, yet will not be hardened or dried into a
pill. This sugar juice should be kept in a pot. Then the seeds should be wet, the skins removed, and again dried:
put a brass pan over a light fire, and shake the seeds into it until they are swollen. The move them to and fro with
your fingers, and put five drops of the sugar on them at a time, shaking them till all are coated. Then you will
have tilas like mine.
I am very much interested in the work you do from morning till evening. You will find the women of this
country, both rich and poor, employing their time as usefully as you do. I am glad our household business
perfectly resembles yours, but alas! how few there are among the European residents of India who follow in the
footsteps of their forefathers.
My time is not so usefully employed as yours, but I will give you an account of the life which the generality of
our women lead. We get up at five o’clock. We first answer the calls of nature, which is the primary duty, without
which no person is clean to do any business, much less to worship God and prepare food. We sweep the ground,
and was all the copper and brass pots used for drinking purposes and worship. Then we oil and comb and dress
our hair with several kinds of ornaments. Then, if there be children in the house, rice is prepared for them at about
half past seven. Children eat it with salt and ghee. Ghee is boiled butter. Milk is sometimes used with rice.
Children use pickles and papad, made of kidney beans, pounded with seasoning, such as cumin, pepper, chili,
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salt, and sometimes fennel. We begin to give rice to children when they are one year old. Handmade breads of
wheat flour are sometimes made for children’s breakfast.
After this is done we are engaged in putting all articles to rights before we sit down to cook them. As soon as
vegetables are brought from the market, we wash them and cut them into small pieces. So are rice, pulse and
wheat flour cleaned and kept ready for cooking. We usually prepare five or six vegetables, and an equal number
of other sour, hot, and sweet articles called koshimbiris. Plantains, guavas and other fruits are cut and filled with
spices.
Our stove is earthen, by the side of which we sit to cook after bathing and changing our night clothes and
putting on sacred garments, which have been washed, and dried in a room where no one could go to touch them.
First we put on an iron pan or a brass pot on the stove and put a little oil in that. When it is hot, rye seeds and
cumin are thrown into it. When they are properly fried and broken, we put the vegetables in and cook them
without water. We take our meals twice a day. The first meal about noon, the second from seven to eight in the
evening. As a rule men take their meals before the women who serve them. A married woman does not eat until
she has served her husband. After dinner, the men go to bed, and women are engaged in removing and washing
the dishes, and cow-dunging the earthen floors, after which we change our clothes, and sit down, preparing for the
next day’s cooking, cleaning rice and so on. We cut and sew our clothes till half past five. We then go to the
temple and return home after six o’clock, when we are again employed in preparing articles for supper. This
occupies us until nine, when we prepare our beds and sleep.
This is what women in India generally do. They have no letters to write, or books to read. They do not receive
or make calls, except among their own female relatives. They do not speak with men, even with their own
husbands, in the presence of somebody.
I hope Helena had begun to attend school. It is getting very warm here, and much sickness prevails. My
husband has been unwell. He has applied for one year’s furlough. If he gets it we shall start for America. It was
our intention to secure a passage for Japan, and thence to America, but it is a circuitous route and expensive, so
we intend going through England. Can you tell me how many days it will take, and what is the fare? I suppose
Roselle is not far from New York.
I have much pleasure to inform you that I had some Bengali ladies invited to my house one evening, and I was
very much astonished to see them bow down before me, as if I were a God! They were peculiarly interested in my
dress and ornaments. They said the Maharashtras had a respectable dress of their own, while Bengalis are halfnaked.
I began this letter on the 16 th, but was abruptly invited to Calcutta by my kind lady for a party which she gave
in honor of her son’s thread ceremony.
9. Letter of June 17, 1882.
I now pick up my pen to write as I promised. Today is the day of mailing, and I suspect I shall not be able to
post in time. I am sorry to inform you that our starting for American has been postponed for about six months, as
a furlough cannot be had before.
I will send the price of the three books you so kindly sent me two years ago through the money order system,
which will begin on the first of July.
I now turn to your question, “What is the thread ceremony?” I will try to quench your thirst of curiosity.
There are sixteen such ceremonies among us, from birth to death. “Thread ceremony” is the eighth in order. It
is initiating a Brahmin boy of eight years in spiritual knowledge. After this the boy must live in his preceptor’s
house, and study Vedas and many other things till he is twenty years of age. And if during twelve years he is very
well educated, he is then allowed to come to his father’s house, but if not, he is not allowed till he has finished his
study. He must pass this time, which is devoted to study, in celibacy and then his marriage takes place. He should
pass twenty or twenty-five years in the company of his family, until he is forty or forty-five years of age. The
remainder of his life should pass in solitude until death put a stop to it.
In this ceremony, Brahmins are fed, money is given to the poor, and a triple thread, prepared at home, is taken
in hand and made holy by repeating Vedic verses. This is afterward worn by the boy round his neck and under his
right hand as a garland. I will send you an Almanac from which you may see how it is worn. Then the boy
becomes a holy Brahmin.
Before this ceremony he is allowed to dine with his parents, that is to say, they can eat from one dish, but when
he has passed it and becomes what is called a munjàh, he must eat alone by himself.
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This ceremony is performed by three castes, the Brahmin, the Kshatriya, and the Vaishya. Among the
Brahmins in the eighth year, among the Kshatriya in the eleventh, and among the Vaishya in the twelfth. After the
ceremony the boy must perform certain religious austerities twice a day.
This ceremony corresponds to baptism among Christians. It was good in principle, but now-a-days it is a mere
ceremonial. Parents now spend thousands of rupees to gratify their vanity and do no good to the boy, who is fed at
home, instead of being allowed to stay with his preceptor and live by begging, which is the principal injunction of
our shastras. A munjàh has no right to eat at his father’s. I am afraid I have not done justice to the subject, but
will try to write more fully before long.
We had a holiday on the first, which is called Walasavitri. Wala means banyan tree and Savitri was the
obedient wife of a man named Satyavàn. Savitri was the only child of her father, who was called Ashvapati. She
was exceedingly beautiful and wise. She was growing more and more wise as the moon grows in the first
fortnight. When she was about eight years of age, her father sought for a bridegroom, but did not find anyone fit
to be her husband.
Ashvapati was a king, so he searched for a princely bridegroom. He afterwards told his daughter to travel and
choose for herself. She went with many attendants and saw many kingdoms on the earth, but did not find any
good-natured prince. There was a dethroned king called Dinmatsen who had an obedient son named Satyavàn.
Dinmatsen and his wife were both blind. This family of three dwelt in a cottage in a forest. Savitri chose Satyavàn
for her husband, and immediately returned home to inform her father, who consented to it.
In the meantime Narada descended from Heaven, and went to the king’s palace. While they were engaged in
philosophic conversation, Savitri came in and Narada asked where she had been. Ashvapati informed him and
Narada then begged her not to marry Satyavàn. She replied that her determination would never alter. Narada and
her father tried their best to influence her by telling her that he was dethroned and in reduced circumstances. She
refused to heed them.
At last Narada explained that Satyavàn would die in a year, and if that would happen, what would she do?
Notwithstanding this Savitri stood firm. She said nobody should be defeated at heart, but bear with whatever
comes, whether pleasant or painful.
“If God has written widowhood on my forehead,” she said, “no-one is able to wipe it away. God’s will shall be
done, who will gainsay it? All persons on the earth except Satyavàn are to me like my father’s brothers and sons.
Then how could I marry them?”
Dinmatsen explained that he was poor, blind and dethroned, but finally consented.
So Savitri became the wife of Satyavàn. The king gave them wealth—but they declined it, saying that as they
might enjoy their own riches, they would take nothing from others. The princess took off her jewels and fine
clothes and gave them to her father. Savitri knew the day of her husband’s death, which Narada had predicted. She
was an obedient wife and when at last only three days were left to him, she could neither sleep nor eat. Sorrow
preyed upon her. Her husband and her relations begged her not fast, for she was very delicate.
When the last day came, Satyavàn was going as usual to the forest for fuel. Savitri begged him to take her with
him.
“You are tender and will not be able to walk. You must be very hungry. Eat something and then come if you
must.” But she urged him, till he sent her to ask the consent of his father and mother. At first they too refused her.
They started for the forest. Her husband said that she had better be at home, for the way was long and difficult.
“Should I not be with my dear husband so much as once?” she said.
As he was cutting trees with his axe, he was tired, and a venomous snake bit him. He then slept under a great
banyan tree, taking his wife’s lap under his head instead of a pillow. Yama, the God of Death, came to her and
asked her to lay her husband aside, that he might take away his soul.
“Why are you, and why do you come hither?” said she. He answered her, and she begged him not to separate
them, but he would not heed.
At last he seized the soul and went away, and she followed him weeping He looked back and told her to go
away and burn the corpse of her husband.
“What should I do without my husband,” she cried; “wherever my husband’s soul is carried I will follow.”
“You will be tired,” he said; “go back and burn the body.”
“I am your adopted daughter, take me to my mother,” she retorted. He desired her to ask anything of him,
except her husband’s soul.
She asked that her husband’s parents might have their sight. Yama gave it and walked on. He again looked
back and told her to return. She said,
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“How is it that you like to see your daughter a widow?”
“Ask for anything,” he answered, “except for this soul.”
She asked that Dinmatsen should be restored to his lost kingdom. Yama gave that too, but she did not cease
from following.
“Go and burn your dead!” he cried.
“Oh, this is a spot on your world-wide fame! Death is said to be friendly,” she cried.
“Ask me yet a third thing,” he entreated.
“I have no brother,” she replied. “Oh, bless my father with a son.” This also Yama granted, and told her not to
follow, but she went on.
“Ask me a fourth gift,” he said, “and go back to the body.”
“Venerable father,” she said, “I must not be called barren. Give me some sons.”
“They are yours,” he said, and went forth, but she followed. He looked back and grew very angry.
“Why do you not return?” he said.
“How am I to return without the soul of my husband,” she said patiently, “you have promised me that I shall
not be called barren.” Then he remembered that she was not pregnant and repented of his fury.
“Go back,” he said, “the soul is released.”
She hurried back to the banyan, in whose shadows she had laid the body before she followed Yama. Again she
laid her husband’s head upon her lap. In a moment or two he roused and saw the sun shining. She asked her
husband why he slept so long, for he knew his parents would be waiting. He replied that he had been dreaming.
Then they hurried home and found to his great surprise that his parents had received their sight and that both
father and mother were weeping. How glad they were to see their daughter-in-law for the first time with their own
eyes! The king who had dethroned them gave everything back, so their last days were full of happiness.
Savitri’s father had sons and reigned happily. We therefore observe this day, and worship the banyan as the
symbol of eternal marriage.
I shall not be restored to a peaceful mind until I hear that you are recovered from your illness. These two years,
since our correspondence commenced, I have never had the misfortune of your letter being put off on account of
illness, although I have failed more than once. I sincerely hope and pray to God that my Aunt may soon be able to
comfort her niece in her distress.
10: Letter of August 12, 1882.
I proceed to write an answer to your letter dated July 1 st, as promised in my last, in which I have acknowledged
it. I imparted my joy to you in a few words. As I was reading it, I was in ecstasy when it fell from my hand. For a
while I knew not what to do. I wished I had feathers, to flit at once. On that day I did not eat my food as usual, for
my head and heart were full with joy, and I thanked the Almighty for the approaching pleasure.
You know at first our intention was that we should both start for America. I remember that you too, a year ago,
expressed your wish that we both should go, but that is now altered. After serious deliberation we perceive that it
will be very expensive. You can imagine how difficult it is for a small purse to pay for two passengers from India
to America. Beside[s], my husband has an old mother, and younger brothers to care for. I have neither a jealous
nature to be hurt by this separation nor anyone to care for except my husband. I have had here two dear things
above all, one of which I have lost (through her disapprobation), and that is my mother. The other is my husband.
I have two sisters and one brother. They are under a kinsman’s care quite ignorant of this world.
So I am untied. I am not sorry for this, but think myself happy. I am therefore prepared to go alone to America,
in company of any respectable family. My husband will be here. Considering the future prospects of my life as a
physician I must make up my mind to be separated from my husband.
You have reason to think that very distant voyage will be hazardous to a girl of eighteen because the world is
full of frauds and dangers, but dear Aunt, wherever I cast my glance, I see nothing but a straight and smooth way.
I fear no miseries. I shrink not at the recollection of dangers, nor do I fear them. I am sure God has created many
high souls, like you, who will not neglect me.
Besides, we are never that we shall live unseparated forever. We know not when we shall be condemned to
separation. Is it not always possible that one of us will be lost? I give an instance for your satisfaction. One family
consisting of four members came to Benares on a pilgrimage two years ago. Unfortunately three of them died of
cholera and a helpless girl of eighteen was left behind. What could she do then? She has lost her husband, brotherin-law, mother-in-law. If this life is so transitory like a rose in bloom, why should one depend upon another?
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Everyone must not ride on another’s shoulders but walk on his own feet. Perhaps my husband will follow me,
some time after, but I must not wait for him, as time is so precious.
Thousands are too violently attached to their contrary opinions. Hundreds show their own scruples, by urging
that I am liable to go astray, and lead an unchaste life when unprotected by any nearest relative. My design meets
the approbation of a few, say one or two to a thousand, and they are probably youths, reformers, patriots.
You will easily believe that I, fearing the disapprobation of the many, will desist from my determinate
proposal, but it is not so. Though I cannot teach courage, I must not learn cowardice, nor at last leave undone
what I so long since determined to do.
I am not discouraged. I only wonder at their scruples and their timidity. I am not sorry for their unfavorable
opinions. Their opposition strengthens me the more. I promise myself that if my efforts will be successful, I will
return to my native country; otherwise I will not see India again. I must not fear but try my best and show all what
we Indian ladies are like.
Our ancient Indian ladies were very wise, brave, courageous and benevolent, and endurance was their badge.
Let it be my badge also. I am sure nothing will harm me, or if it does, it will be for my good. I know that when
any misfortune has befallen me, it has been profitable for me. As we are all children of one father, none will
attempt to deceive or betray me, wheresoever I may be. No one has power to disturb or harm, except He gives it.
We have neither the power of devolving misfortunes upon ourselves, nor the power of avoiding them. These must
come according to His will. I must launch my fortune like a ship on the ocean of life.
To what shore shall it go, to a fertile bank, or a sterile beach? Or will it go to pieces? Let me try to do my duty,
let me be victor or victim. So I have determined, and will start some time in December or January next. Please be
so kind as to be there at the time. I am sure you will not seek to deter me from my purpose.
I am impatient to see you and to begin to learn what my country needs. I feel that the movement of my mind is
due to the counsels of my husband. What he has taught me has so impressed that it will never be effaced.
11. Fragment of a letter of November 28, 1882.
… Everything is going on through Dr. and Mrs. Thornburn. I do not know how to repay their kindness. I can
only thank Him who gives them to me. She has already written to the College in Philadelphia, but I must consult
with you.
I shall go with two English ladies of her acquaintance who will start in February. I am sorry to say that the
Mahratta family who were so kind to me in Calcutta are wholly changed since they know I am going. My
husband wrote them, when we could no longer keep it secret. They have only one child, a boy of eight, so they
had adopted me as a daughter. They did a great deal for me. I still think them kind and good. Their opposition is
due to tender hearts, fearful minds, and foolish superstition. They are doing all they can to prevent my going to
America, but I cannot blame them. I have been like a child to them, dutiful, and I wish to continue so.
God has given me two precious things, my husband and my aunt. You will see how I have hardened my heart,
when I tell you that I will be happy with you, though I am separated from him. I have given all my cares and
anxieties to Him who is the only Soul. He who separates us will bring us together again. …
12. Fragment of a letter of January 16, 1883.
… You must be expecting to hear that I have found my escort and know when I shall start, but nothing is
settled. I have been to Mrs. Thorburn on the first and twelfth of this month. The last time I was advised to join a
medical class which is shortly to be opened in Calcutta, under the supervision of Dr. Thorburn. This was
unexpected, and I could not reconcile myself to it. I told them I could not change my plans. Mrs. Thorburn said
she would do her best for me, but knew of no escort. I found her wholly changed and wrote to my husband: “I
saw Mrs. Thorburn at the appointed hour. She has disappointed me. Never mind, the opposition of friends brings
God to my side. I am not discouraged.”
Before he received this he had called on Dr. Thorburn, and shared my disappointment. Instead of losing
courage he went off to plan some other way, so I am glad to tell you, that I will start early in February. My
husband will go as far as Madras or Aden, till he can leave me with a trusty friend.
Dear Aunt, every day I learn something new. What I thought to be true yesterday I find to be false today, and
something else tomorrow. God’s ways are not known to man. Do not think I have anything to say against Dr. and
Mrs. Thorburn. They have been very kind and took a lively interest in my plans. They may have received bitter
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letters from my relatives, or they may not find me fit for the encouragement. Be that as it may, I will see America,
the dream of my life, and I will stand or fall as I deserve.
On the 12th was a holiday, on which I had gone uninvited to Calcutta, to distribute sesamum-seed and earthen
pots. The Mahrattas treated me so unkindly that I could not stay. He showed such a temper that I bitterly resented
going. I do not blame them, for they had treated me as their own daughter. They think it is my rashness or
thoughtlessness, which prompts a thing so hap hazardous! I have so many difficulties and disappointments that I
have not answered your last two letters. …
13. Fragment of a letter of February 13, 1883.
… I am afraid you will not think me truthful. Last time I spoke of one thing, this time of another, and who
knows? It may be something else next time. It would be madness to expect you to believe me, when I cannot
believe myself. Since I wrote Dr. Thorburn sent me a letter saying, “At last we have made a very good
arrangement to send Mrs. Joshee with a party of ladies by the City of Calcutta,” etc. My husband thanked him but
did not accept the offer.
He soon called on Dr. Thorburn and told him of my plans. The Doctor said the steamers of the line my
husband intended me to take were not good. Many rough people traveled on them and he though I was too young
to go that way. He added that the City of Calcutta would carry a student of the Philadelphia College much
interested in my plans. My husband thought that it would be too expensive to send me first class, but the Doctor
assured him that if I went with a party of Missionaries, the difference would be very small. So my husband came
home, and the next day sent the Doctor a letter, in which he said,
“If this lady takes my wife as a companion to please herself we shall be very much obliged, but if it only to
please you, and there is any grudge, we would rather depend upon Him who has created us all.”
So we have postponed starting for America. I was confounded, but what would people say of me if I despised
this offer of help? How will it end? Sometimes our measures bring about the very evils they are intended to
prevent. I am ashamed to speak of starting. If God pleases I will start by the City of Calcutta about the first of
April. I am not sure of anything. I am not a performer of anything. I am only His instrument. The whole day and
night I dream only of seeing you. …
14. The text of a public address, delivered on February 24, 1883.
I stand here to fail, as I am not likely to succeed.\fn{ “Omitting her Sanskrit quotations from Manu and dropping a few
paragraphs consisting of repetitions”: Ed. According to the editor of her letters and her biographer, the audience consisted of a large number
of natives (not a few of them apparently hostile to her efforts), a few Europeans, and the American Consul General, a Col. Hans Mattison,
who had the text of her address—given, according to the Editor, without preparation or notes—printed in pamphlet form. At the time of her
address she is just 18 years old.:H } I am, however, exceedingly thankful to you for the trouble you have taken to attend
this meeting. You may have gathered here anxiously to hear of some interesting subject, but I am afraid you will
be disappointed to hear me talking of an uninteresting one. But what should I do? There is no remedy. Had it been
in my power to give you a pleasing address, I would have done so. The only attempt I have ever made to speak in
public is this. I have studied but a little while and the language which I intend to speak in is not only foreign but
thoroughly out of command, and entirely unused. I am therefore liable to make thousands of blunders even in
grammar. Many of those who are present here are mere schoolboys who will rejoice to find that I am not equal to
themselves: the young will laugh and the old will pity my ignorance.
I wish I had better knowledge of the language to attract the attention of you all. Pardon me for the
disappointment you will have to suffer. I do not wish to tire you by a long preface, and as I want your unfatigued
attention to a long narration, I beg to discontinue it.
*
I wish to thank the College authorities for allowing me to stand here, more especially the Rev. Mr. Summers,
for presiding. Our subject today is: “My future visit to America, and public inquiries regarding it.” I am asked
hundreds of questions about my going to America. I take this opportunity to answer some of them.
1. Why do I go to America?
2. Are there no means to study in India?
3. Why do I go alone?
4. Shall I not be excommunicated on my return?
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5. What shall I do if misfortune befalls me?
6. Why should I do what is not done by any of my sex?
*
1. I go to America because I wish to study medicine. I now address the ladies present here, who will be the
better judge of the importance of female medical assistance in India. I never consider this subject without being
surprised that none of those societies so laudably established in India for the promotion of sciences and female
education have ever thought of sending one of their female members into the most civilized parts of the world to
procure thorough medical knowledge, in order to open here a College for the instruction of women in medicine.
There is probably no country as barbarous as India that would not disclose all her wants and try to stand on her
own feet. The want of female physicians in India is keenly felt in every quarter. Ladies, both European and
Native, are naturally averse to expose themselves in cases of emergency to treatment by doctors of the other sex.
There are some female doctors in India from Europe and America who, being foreigners and different in manners,
customs and language, have not been of such use to our women as they might. As it is very natural that Hindu
ladies who love their own country and people should not feel at home with the natives of other countries, we
Indian women absolutely derive no benefit from these foreign ladies.
They indeed have the appearance of supplying our need, but the appearance is delusive. In my humble opinion
there is a growing need for Hindu lady doctors in India, and I volunteer to qualify myself for one.
*
2. Are there no means to study in India? No. I do not mean to say there are no means, but the difficulties are
many and great. There is one college at Madras, and midwifery classes are opened in all the Presidencies; but the
education imparted is defective and not sufficient, as the instructors who teach the classes are conservative, and to
some extent jealous. I do not find fault with them. That is the characteristic of the male sex. We must put up with
this inconvenience until we have a class of educated ladies to relieve these gentlemen.
I am neither a Christian nor a Brahmo. To continue to live as a Hindu and go to a school in any part of India is
very difficult. A convert who wears an English dress is not so much stared at. Native Christian ladies are free from
the opposition or public scandal which Hindu ladies like myself have to meet within and without the zenana. If I
go alone by train or in the street some people come near to stare and ask impertinent questions to annoy me.
Example is better than precept. Some few years ago, when I was in Bombay, I used to go to school. When people
saw me going with my books in my hands, they had the goodness to put their heads out of the window, just to
have a look at me. Some stopped their carriages for the purpose. Others walking in the streets stood laughing, and
crying out so that I could hear:
“What is this? Who is this lady who is going to school with boots and stockings on?”
“Does this not show that the Kali Uga\fn{ The last of the four stages the world goes through as part of the cycle of yugas
described in the Indian scriptures, a time of disintegration and moral depravity } has stamped its character on the minds of the
people?”
Ladies and gentlemen, you can easily imagine what effect questions like these would have on your minds if
you had been in my place!
Once it happened that I was obliged to stay in school for some time, and go twice a day for my meals to the
house of a relation.
Passers-by, whenever they saw me going, gathered round me. Some of them made fun, and were convulsed
with laughter. Others, sitting respectably in their verandahs, made ridiculous remarks, and did not feel ashamed to
throw pebbles at me. The shopkeepers and vendors spit at the sight of me, and made gestures too indecent to
describe. I leave it to you to imagine what was my condition at such a time, and how I could gladly have burst
through the crowd to make my home nearer.
Yet the boldness of my Bengali brethren cannot be exceeded, and is still more serious to contemplate then the
instances I have given from Bombay. Surely it deserves pity! If I go to take a walk on the Strand, Englishmen are
not so bold as to look at me. Even the soldiers are never troublesome; but the babus lay bare their levity by
making fun of everything.
“Who are you?”
“What caste do you belong to?”
“Whence do you come?”
“Where do you go?”, are, in my opinion, questions that should not be asked by strangers. There are some
educated native Christians here in Serampore who are suspicious; they are still wondering whether I am still
married of a widow; a woman of bad character or excommunicated!
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Dear audience, does it become my native and Christian brethren to be so uncharitable? Certainly not. I place
these unpleasant things before you, that those whom they concern most may rectify them, and those who have
never thought of the difficulties may see that I am not going to America through any whim or caprice.
*
3. Why do I go alone? It was at first the intention of my husband and myself to go together, but we were forced
to abandon this thought. We have not sufficient funds; but that is not the only reason. There are others still more
important and convincing. My husband has his aged parent and younger brothers and sisters to support. You will
see that his departure would throw those dependent upon him into the arena of life, penniless and alone. How
cruel and inhuman it would be for him to take care of one soul and reduce so many to starvation! Therefore I go
alone.
*
4. Shall I not be excommunicated when I return to India? Do you think I should be filled with consternation at
this threat? I do not fear it in the least. Why should I be cast out, when I have determined to live there exactly as I
do here? I propose to myself to make no change in my customs and manners, food or dress. I will go as a Hindu,
and come back here to live as a Hindu. I will not increase my wants, but be as plain and simple as my forefathers,
and as I am now. If my countrymen wish to excommunicate me, why do they not do it now? They are at liberty to
do so. I have come to Bengal, and to a place where there is not a single Maharashtra. Nobody here knows whether
I behave according to my customs and manners, or not. Let us therefore cease to consider what may never
happen, and what, when it may happen, will defy human speculation.
*
5. What will I do if misfortune befall me? Some persons fall into the error of exaggerated declamation, by
producing in their talk examples of national calamities and scenes of extensive misery which are found in books
rather than in the world, and which, as they are horrid, are ordained to be rare. A man or woman who wishes to
act does not look at that dark side which others easily foresee. On necessary and inevitable evils which crush him
or her to dust, all dispute is vain.
When they happen they must be endured, but it is evident they are oftener dreaded than experienced. Whether
perpetual happiness can be obtained in any way, this world will never give us an opportunity to decide. But this
we may say, we do not always find visible happiness in proportion to visible means. It is not a thing which may be
divided among a certain number of men. It depends upon feeling. If Death be only miserable, why should some
rejoice at it, while others lament?
On the other hand, death and misery come alike to good and bad, virtuous and vicious, rich and poor, travelers
and housekeepers; all are confounded in the misery of famine, and not greatly distinguished in the fury of faction.
No man is able to prevent any catastrophe. Misery and death are always near, and should be expected. When the
result of any hazardous work is good, we praise the enterprise which undertook it; when it is evil, we blame the
imprudence. The world is always ready to call enterprise imprudence when fortune changes.
Some say that those who stay at home are happy, but where does their happiness lie? Happiness is not a readymade thing to be enjoyed because one desires it. Some minds are so fond of variety that pleasure, if permanent,
would be insupportable, and they solicit happiness by courting distress. To go to foreign countries is not bad, but
in some respects better than to stay in one place. The study of people and places is not to be neglected. Ignorance
when voluntary is criminal.
In going to foreign countries, we may enlarge our comprehension, perfect our knowledge, or recover lost arts.
Everyone must do what he thinks right. Every man has owed much to others. His effort ought to be to repay what
he has received. Let us follow the advice of Goldsmith who says:
“Learn to pursue virtue of a man who is blind, who never takes a step without first examining the ground with
his staff.”
I take my Almighty Father for my staff, who will examine the path before He leads me further. I can find no
better staff than He.
*
And last you ask me why I should do what is not done by any of my sex? To this I can only say, that society
has a right to our work as individuals.
It is very difficult to decide the duties of individuals, It is enough that the good of one must be the good of all.
If anything seems best for all mankind, each one of us must try to bring it about. According to Manu, one
desertion of duty is an unpardonable sin.
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So I am surprised to hear that I should not do this, because it has not been done by others. Our ancestors whose
names have become immortal had no such notions in their heads. I ask my Christian friends:
“Do you think you would have been saved from your sins if Jesus Christ, according to your notions, had not
sacrificed his life for you all?” Did he shrink at the extreme penalty that he bore while doing good?” No. I am
sure that you will never admit that he shrank! Neither did our ancient kings Shibi and Mayuradhwaj. To desist
from duty because we fear failure or suffering is not just. We must try. Never mind whether we are victors or
victims.
Manu has divided people into three classes. The meanest are those who never attempt anything for fear of
failure. Those who begin, and are disheartened by the first obstacles, come next; but those who begin, and
persevere through failure and obstacle, are those who win.
The greater our difficulty, the greater our courage. Never let us desist from what we once begin.
I have done. I am afraid I have exhausted your patience, for which I beg to be excused.
15. A letter of June 18, 1883
Roselle, N.J.
June 18th 1883
Alfred Jones, Esq.
Germantown, Philadelphia Pa.
Dear Sir:
I beg to ask, if upon any terms pecuniarily consistent with my means, I may enter the Women’s Medical
College of Pa. for a thorough course of study. I have with me seventy dollars, and my husband expects to send me
twenty dollars per month less the cost of sending.
I was eighteen years of age last March.
I have been once through English Grammar, have studied through Arithmetic in my own native language, as
far as Division in English, and I am now finishing forward in this as fast as I can. I have read the histories of
England, Rome, Greece, and India.
I have learned to read and speak in the Seven languages viz. Marathi (my own), Sanskrit, Bengali, Gujarathi,
Hindoostani, and English.
Though I may not meet in all points, the requirements for entering college, I trust that as my case is
exceptional and peculiar your people will be merciful and obliging. My health is good, and this, with that
determination which has brought me to your Country against the combined opposition of my friends and caste
ought to go a long way towards helping me to carry out the purpose for which I came, i.e., to render to my poor,
suffering country women the true medical aid they so sadly stand in need of, and which they would rather die for
than accept at the hands of a male physician. The voice of humanity is with me and I must not fail. My soul is
moved to help the many who can not help themselves, and I feel sure that the God who has me in his care will
influence the many that can and should share in this good work, to lend me such aid and assistance as I may need.
I ask nothing for myself, individually, but all that is necessary to fit me for my work I humbly crave at the door of
your College, or any other than shall give me admittance.
For the kind encouragementa already received, and the hopes held out, I feelingly subscribe myself,
Yours gratefully,
Anandibai Joshi
245.183 Excerpt from Autobiographical Writings\fn{by Lajpat Rai (1865-1928)} Dhudike, Moga District, Punjab
State, India (M) 9
1
I will be very brief about my early life.
My father was an Aggarwal (Banya) by caste. Several generations of my ancestors lived in Jagraon, a small
town lying between Ferozepur and Ludhiana, at a distance of 24 miles from the latter place. Before that they
belonged to Malerkotla.
My grandfather was a shopkeeper. My father was born in 1845 on the day when the British defeated the Sikhs
in the battle of Mudkil (in Ferozepur District).\fn{ December 18, 1845} During my father’s boyhood, my grandfather,
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who could read and write only the Mahajani\fn{ A mercantile script that was historically used in northern India for writing
accounts and financial records in Hindi, Punjabi, and Marwari:W } characters, was for several years a Patwari in a
neighboring village under the British.

† Punjabi script, apparently a variation of Landa/Mahajani: below, Mahajani script used in the Punjab †

I well remember my grandfather, and I can say he was a very painstaking and courageous man. He was shortstatured, very intelligent and wise and sociable. He made friends with people very quickly and was ever ready to
start on journeys. He embodied all the virtues and failings of shopkeepers. In keeping with the code of that class,
he was fond of making money in all possible ways. He was very firm in his religion and belonged to that sect of
Jains whose sadhus keep a piece of cloth tied round their mouths.\fn{ To avoid inhaling insects, out of respect for life in all
its forms:H} He used to perform the religious duties twice a day regularly. He was fond of the company of sadhus
of this sect and was very hospitable to them. His last illness lasted just a day, and he died practically in harness.
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My grandmother was a different type altogether. To this day I have not seen another woman as righteous, purehearted, hospitable, generous and simple as she was. She could not count beyond twenty. All her life she never
used a lock and never kept a key in her custody. She was incapable of keeping money, and so her husband never
gave her much. She was not fond either of jewelry or of dressing well. She was so generous that practically all she
got from her husband she distributed among her neighbors. She made herself useful to all. She would join
children in their doll games. She needed no “dinner-things” or plates, for she merely put her vegetable on her loaf
and ate it.
Occasionally she had fits of a peculiar kind. Whenever she was in this abnormal condition, it was supposed
that the spirit of my grandfather’s deceased sister had entered her body. Whatever she said, then, she said as if she
were my grandfather’s sister. The whole family would gather round her and each would consult her as an oracle
for his or her own peculiar need or difficulty. She would answer all such questions.
I saw her several times in this state of trance. I cannot offer an adequate explanation of the phenomenon. But
of this I am sure that my grandmother was not acquainted with tricks or fraud or humbugging. Her temperament
and her character rule out all such suspicion. She kept excellent health and seldom fell ill. Considering all these
facts, I find it hard to discover the cause of the phenomenon I have described.
I must add that when in her trance my grandmother used to foretell the future or make revelations about
matters not known to anybody. If I may depend on my memory, events often corroborated her prophesying. In any
case the family had great faith in her.
*
As I have related above, my father was born in January 4, 1845. In 1849 the British annexed the Punjab, but
the Jagraon side of the Sutlej was in their possession even before that. My father was educated in a Persian school
established by the British. The Head Teacher was a Mussalman Maulvi, very firm in his religion, and honest and
righteous and given to religious observances. Because of his lofty character his contact influenced all his pupils
and Islamised their outlook. Several of them embraced Islam afterwards. Even those who did not formally accept
Islam, remained Muslims by conviction much the greater part of their lives.
My father belonged to the latter category. My father received instruction in his native town from this maulvi
for some time, and afterwards joined the Normal School at Delhi. He always stood first in his class, and in the
final examination at the Normal School he stood first in the whole of the Punjab. In some of the papers he was
awarded the maximum marks, amongst those being Mathematics and Physical Science. Throughout his life he has
loved learning passionately.
Now that I write this story he is fast approaching seventy. His 71 st birthday falls in January next. But even now
he reads day and night and devours all books, pamphlets and journals in Urdu, Hindi or Gurmukhi that he can lay
his hand on. If he cannot get any new book he goes back to the old favorites. His reading covers a varied range,
but he is particularly fond of religion and history. He is extremely well-informed about Islam, Hinduism,
Christianity, Jainism and Buddhism. The Qur’an and the Upanishads he must have read scores of times. The Bible
and the Jain and Buddhistic literature also he is very familiar with. He is a keen student of religious literature in
general.
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† Above: inscribed Gurmuki of the mid-17th century; Below: inscribed Gurmuki of the late 15th century †

For the first twenty-five or thirty years of his life he was a believer in Islam, according to the Suni School. He
used to recite namaz and to observe the ramzan fast; and he cultivated acquaintance among the ulemas and
maulvis. When Sir Syed Ahmad started his socio-religious mission, he read Sir Syed’s works and became a
follower of his. Up to the fortieth year he was a Muslim of the Syed Ahmed School which was popularly known
as the “natural religion” school. During this period he was antagonistic to Hinduism and the Arya Samaj, and used
to criticize the teachings of both in the Brahmo press. But when I joined the Arya Samaj and he studied the best of
Hindu literature, his outlook underwent a radical change, so much so that in old age he has become a Vedantin,
and is now a believer in the Vedanta.
2
Why didn’t then my father finally accept Islam?
The answer is furnished by my mother’s shrewdness and toleration. She did not take much time to discover
that her husband’s ideas were Islamic, and she strove ever after that he should have full liberty of religious belief
without discarding the external Hindu garment. She served him as well as she could, and put up with his Islamic
ways. My father’s Mussalman friends used to come to dine at our house; she would afterwards cleanse in fire the
utensils they had eaten out of. She would not object even when my father went to the length or bringing with him
food cooked in a Mussalman’s house, and sometimes he would even cook meat in our own house.
But she strove always to make him happy. My mother was very shrewd but had a wrathful disposition. The
veriest\fn{Smallest; slightest} trifle could upset her. But her love for her children and her husband made her put up
with things she despised. She had been born in a family where Sikhism reigned supreme. Her father and mother
and brothers were Sikhs. They used to recite Japji\fn{ One of the major prayers of the Guru Granth Sahib:H} and observed
Hindu ritual and festivals, they wore long hair and in religious matters they worshipped the Guru Granth Saheb.
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One of the brothers of my maternal grandfather was a granthi. My grandmother used to recite Japji and Rehras
from three hours before daybreak till morning.\fn{ The entire Japji—38 hymns and a concluding salok—is translated into
English below: source: [Inernet: Japjii in Roman text – SikhiWiki, free Sikh encyclopedia. See under their “See Also” at “Japji in
English”]. It is memorized and prayed every day:H}
1
By thinking and thinking again a hundred thousand times, one cannot find a solution.
By being quiet, peace cannot be found even if poised deep in meditation forever.
The hunger of the hungry cannot be quenched if food is carried as baggage.
One may possess a hundred thousand clever ideas, but even one will not accompany him/her.
Then, How can one be purified? How can one throw away the falsehood? Says Nanak, By Abiding by the Command of God, which is
written along with everyone!
2
By Your Command entities are formed. Your Command cannot be predicted.
With your Command one obtains respect and is praised.
By Your Command Ups and Downs occur. With Your Command is written suffering and happiness.
Without Your Command no one is blessed. With your Command one lives in perpetual migrations.
Everyone in Within Your Command, None is outside God’s Order.
Says Nanak, “Whosoever realizes Your Command, Never speaks in ego.”
3
Many sing of God’s power, who has that power. Many sing of the Gift, who knows the sign.
Many sing of virtues, praises and greatness. Many sing of knowledge, wisdom and understanding.
Many sing about how God creates and destroys. Many sing about how God takes life and then restores it.
Many sing, chant and see far. Many sing that God watches, is ever-present one-on-one.
There is no shortage of those who preach and teach.
Millions upon millions offer millions of sermons and stories.
The Great Giver keeps on giving, the receivers grow weary of receiving.
Throughout the ages, the consumers keep on consuming.
The Commander, by Command, leads us to walk on the Path.
O Nanak, only God blossoms forth, carefree and untroubled.
4
True Master, True is His Name - Meditate it with utmost humility and deep love.
Ask and plead, “Give, give” - The Giver gives in abundance.
What can we place before Him, by which the Darbaar can be seen?
What words can our mouth utter, listening to which His Love is gained?
In the Ambrosial period, dwell upon His True Name and praises.
With good past karmas, this robe is obtained, By His Grace, the Gate of Liberation is found.
O Nanak, know this well: Everything is in the Righteous Lord!
5
He cannot be established; By doing it cannot be done.
He Himself is Immaculate and Pure. Whoever serves Him receives honor.
O Nanak sing - “Only Lord has endless Virtues”. Sing, listen, and keep your mind humble.
For your pains, take home every peace.
The Guru’s Word is the Sound-current, wisdom of the Vedas and remains the ultimate protector.
The Guru is Shiva, Gorak and Brahma; the Guru is Paarvati and Lakhshmi.
Even knowing Him, I cannot describe Him; He is beyond description in words.
The Guru has extinguished this doubt: All creatures have only the one God – May I never forget this!
6
If by bathing at holy places, He could be obtained, Without His Blessing one cannot get there
I gaze upon His Creation: without good karmas, what will they receive?
Within the mind are gems, jewels and rubies, when the Sikh listens to the One Guru.
The Guru has extinguished this doubt: All creatures have only the one God – May I never forget this!
7
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Even if you lived the four ages, or even ten times more,
and even if you were known throughout the nine continents and everyone followed you,
with a good name and reputation, the whole world sang your praises still, if you do not please the Lord, no one will ask about you!
Among worms, you would be considered a lowly worm, and even contemptible sinners would hold you in contempt.
O Nanak, He makes unworthy, worthy and gives virtues to the virtuous.
I know of no other who can grant so much to others!
8
Listening - the saints, priests, warriors and recluse. Listening - the earth, its support and sky.
Listening - the oceans, lands of the world and the nether regions. Listening - Death cannot even touch you.
O Nanak, the devotees are forever in bliss. Listening - pain and sin are erased.
9
Listening - Shiva, Brahma and Indra. Listening - even foul-mouthed people praise Him.
Listening - the technology of Yoga and the secrets of the body. Listening – the Holy Books, Philosophy and the Vedas.
O Nanak, the devotees are forever in bliss. Listening - pain and sin are erased.
10
Listening - truth, contentment and spiritual wisdom. Listening - bathe at the sixty-eight holy places.
Listening - reading and reciting, honor is obtained. Listening - one attains sure dedication.
O Nanak, the devotees are forever in bliss. Listening - pain and sin are erased.
11
Listening - dive deep into the ocean of virtue. Listening - the religious scholars, spiritual teachers and emperors.
Listening - even the blind find the Path. Listening - the Unreachable comes within grasp.
O Nanak, the devotees are forever in bliss. Listening - pain and sin are erased.
12
The state of the Believer cannot be described.
The One who tries shall regret the attempt.
Neither paper nor pen can narrate.
Many study the concept of faith.
Such personality obtains purity.
If one mind understands another’s mind.
13
With faith, awareness and enlightenment is obtained.
With faith, all types of realms are understood.
The faithful does not face trouble.
The faithful do not go with the Messenger of Death.
Such personality obtains purity.
If one mind understands another’s mind.
14
The path of the faithful is never blocked.
The faithful shall depart with honor and fame.
The faithful do not follow empty religious rituals.
The faithful are firmly bound to the Dharma.
Such personality obtains purity.
If one mind understands another’s mind.
15
The faithful find the Door of Liberation.
The faithful uplift and redeem their family and relations.
The faithful are saved, together with the Sikhs of the Guru.
The faithful, O Nanak, do not wander around begging.
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Such personality obtains purity.
If one mind understands another’s mind.
16
The chosen are accepted and preside.
The chosen are honored in the Court of the Lord.
The chosen look beautiful in the courts of kings.
The chosen meditate single-mindedly on the Guru.
What is said, mediate on this thought.
the actions of the Creator cannot be counted.
Bull, the Dharma, is the son of compassion;
Contentment patiently holds it in its place.
One who understands becomes pure.
What is the great load on the bull?
There is another world, then many, more and more!
Who holds their weight in balance with this force?
Beings, species, colors have names
were all inscribed by the Almighty’s Pen.
This written account is only known to a few?
How massive is this written account?
What awesome power, fascinating beauty!
Whose wonderful gifts! Who can know their limit?
He created the Universe with One Word!
Within it flow hundreds of thousands of rivers.
Think about the mighty Creative Potency?
I cannot even begin to describe You.
Whatever pleases You, All will be blessed,
You always protect us, Formless One!
17
Countless mediate, countless yearn.
Countless worship, countless exercise self-restrain.
Countless recite granths and Vedas prayers.
Countless Yogis detached their minds from the world.
Countless devotees contemplate the Virtues and Wisdoms
Countless sacrifice; countless donate.
Countless warriors, face attack head on.
Countless in silence, focus their thoughts.
Think about the mighty Creative Potency?
I cannot even begin to describe You.
Whatever pleases You, All will be blessed,
You always protect us, Formless One!
18
Countless fools, blinded by ignorance.
Countless thieves and cheaters.
Countless impose their will by force.
Countless cut-throats and gather sins.
Countless sinners who keep on sinning.
Countless liars, wander lost in their lies.
Countless wretches, eat filth for food.
Countless slanders, make their heads heavy.
Lowly Nanak, gives this explanation.
I cannot even begin to describe You.
Whatever pleases You, All will be blessed,
You always protect us, Formless One!
19
Countless names, countless places.
Inaccessible, unapproachable, countless celestial bodies.
Even to call them countless is to carry weight on your head.
The Word brings Naam; the Word brings Praise.
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The Word brings wisdom and the singing of songs of His Glory.
The Word brings the written and spoken words and hymns.
The Word brings destiny written on one's forehead.
But Writer of the destiny - None are written on His Forehead.
As He proclaims, so do we receive.
Whatever You do, its in Your Name.
Without Your Name, there is no place at all.
Think about the mighty Creative Potency?
I cannot even begin to describe You.
Whatever pleases You, All will be blessed,
You always protect us, Formless One!
20
Hands, feet and the body that are polluted,
With water the dirt can be washed away.
Clothes that are soiled and stained by urine,
With soap they can be washed clean.
When the intellect is stained and polluted by sin,
That can be cleansed by the Color of the Naam.
Virtue and vice do not come by mere words;
actions repeated, again and again, are engraved on the soul.
What you plant is what you shall harvest.
O Nanak, by God's Command, we come and go.
21
Pilgrimages, austere discipline, compassion and charity
these, by themselves, bring only an iota of merit.
By listening and believing bring humility in your mind;
Within the sacred inner shrine, cleanse your mind.
Lord, all virtues are Yours, none are mine.
Without good deeds, there is no worship.
Forever vibrate the Bani of Brahma.
O Mind, forever seek the Companionship of Truth.
What is that time, that moment? What is that day, that date?
What is that season, that month, when the Universe was created?
The Pandits, who have the writings of the Puraans, cannot provide this time.
The time is not known to the Qazis, who study the Koran.
The day and date are not known to the Yogis, nor is the month or the season.
The Creator who created this creation only He Himself knows.
How does one describe or give an opinion of Him or praise or get to know Him?
Nanak, everyone speaks of Him, one wiser than the next!
The Great Master with a Great Name by His doing - everything happens.
O Nanak, one who thinks he knows all, shall not move forwarded.
22
Planets upon planets and hundreds of thousands of skies upon skies.
Forever and ever, one can search until one grows tired, the Vedas say one thing;
The scriptures speak of 18,000 worlds, in reality there is only One Universe.
If one had the knowledge, one could write the account, but it could not be finished.
Nanak, call Him Great, for He Himself knows all.
23
The praiser’s praise Him, but this is not how understanding is obtained!
The streams and rivers entering the ocean do not know its vastness.
Ocean sized kingdoms owners with mountains of material wealth.
Even an ant outweighs them, if the Lord doesn’t dwell in their mind.
24
Countless don’t Praise Him; Countless don’t speak.
Countless don’t act; Countless don’t give.
Countless don’t see Him; Countless don’t listen.
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Countless don’t worship Him, What’s in their mind?
Countless don’t realize the doings of the Almighty.
Countless don’t know of His scope and presence.
Countless yearn and struggle to know His limits,
but His limits cannot be found.
No one knows these Limits.
The more you describe, the more there is to be known.
Great is the Master high is His status.
Highest of the High, and still higher is His Name.
Only a few can get this high,
His Lofty and Exalted state is only known by them.
How Great He is? Only He knows Himself.
Nanak, only by His Grace and Doing do we receive His Gifts.
25
His doings are beyond our written record.
The Great Giver does not hold anything back.
Where will the great warriors beg?
So many do not contemplate or dwell upon Him.
How many in pain break and waste away?
How many keep taking over and over again, and then deny it?
How many fools keep continuously consuming?
So many endure pain, deprivation and constant abuse.
Even these are Your Gifts, Great Giver!
Liberation from bondage comes only by Your Will.
No one else has any say in this.
If some fool should say otherwise,
he certainly will have to eat his words.
He Himself knows, He Himself gives.
Few, very few acknowledge this.
One, who is blessed to sing His Praises
Nanak, is the king of kings.
26
Priceless are Virtues, Priceless are Dealings.
Priceless are Dealers, Priceless are Treasures.
Priceless are the comings; Priceless are taken away.
Priceless is Love for Him, Priceless are absorbed.
Priceless is Dharma, Priceless is His Court.
Priceless are the scales priceless are the weights.
Priceless are His Blessings, Priceless is the Banner and Insignia.
Priceless is His Mercy, Priceless is His Royal Command.
Priceless, O Priceless beyond expression!
By repeating continually remain absorbed in His Love.
The Vedas and Puraanas speak.
The scholars speak and lecture.
Brahma speaks Indra speaks.
The Gopis and Krishna speak.
Shiva speaks the Siddhas speak.
The many created Buddhas speak.
The demons speak the demi-gods speak.
The warriors, the heavenly beings, the silent sages, the humble Sewadars speak.
Many say He is obtained by speaking.
Many having spoken over and over have arisen and departed.
Having done all this, have it done again;
even then, they could not describe Him.
Whatever the Great one desires so shall transpire.
O Nanak, Only the True Lord knows.
If anyone presumes to describe God,
he shall be known as the greatest fool of fools!
27
What is that Place like? What is the House like? Where that Lord resides?
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Numerous Sound-current vibrate simultaneously - Where are the musicians?
So many melodious Ragas are sung - Where are the singers?
Singing for You are the wind, water and fire; the King Dharma sings at Your Door.
Chitr and Gupt, the angels of the conscious and the subconscious who record actions sing; Dharma keeps writing and then thinks.
Sing, Shiva, Brahma and the Goddess of Beauty, fully decorated.
Sing, Indra, seated upon His Throne, with the deities at Your Door.
Sing, Yogis in their posture/trance; the holy priests in contemplation.
Sing, celibates, fanatics and the peacefully; Sing, the fearless warriors.
Sing, Pandits, the religious scholars who have studies the Vedas for many ages.
Sing, Mohinis, the enticer of hearts in this world, in paradise, and in the underworld of the subconscious.
Sing, celestial jewels created by You, and the sixty-eight holy places of pilgrimage.
Sing, brave and mighty warriors, Sing, the four sources of creation.
Sing, the planets, solar systems and galaxies, created and arranged by Your Hand.
Only those alone sing, who yearn for You, Your immersed and purified Bhagats.
Who else sings? They do not come to mind. O Nanak, What can be considered?
He and only He, the True Lord is always True and True is His Name.
He is, and shall always be. He shall never depart - the Creator of the Universe.
He created the world, with its various colors, species of beings, and the variety of Maya.
Having created the creation, He watches over it Himself, by His Greatness.
He does whatever He pleases. No order can be issued to Him.
He is the King - the King of kings. Nanak remains submissive to His Will.
28
Make contentment your ear-rings, humility your begging bowl and meditation the body ash.
The thought of death; aspiration of the bride to be; and faith in the Lord be your walking stick.
Come as a traveler; All are fellow students; conquer your mind, and conquer the world.
Salutation! My humbly salutation to You.
The Primal One, the Pure Light, without beginning, without end. Throughout time you remain same.
29
Make wisdom your food and compassion your attendant; The Sound-current vibrates in each and every heart.
You are Supreme Lord of all; wealth and miraculous spiritual powers are the tastes of others.
Union and separation both drive the world; only our destiny matters.
Salutation! My humbly salutation to You.
The Primal One, the Pure Light, without beginning, without end. Throughout time you remain same.
30
The One Divine Mother conceived and gave birth to the three deities.
One the Creator of the World; One the Sustainer; and One the Destroyer.
Whatever He wishes, He makes to happen according to His Command.
He watches all, but none see Him! How mysterious is this?
Salutation! My humbly salutation to You.
The Primal One, the Pure Light, without beginning, without end. Throughout time you remain same.
31
World upon world are His Seats of Authority and His Stores.
Whatever was put into them, was put there once and for all.
Having created the Universe, He watches over it.
Nanak, This is the True Creator’s True Creation.
Salutation! My humbly salutation to You.
The Primal One, the Pure Light, without beginning, without end. Throughout time you remain same.
32
From the one tongue, if I had 100,000 tongues, and these were then multiplied by twenty more.
I would repeat, hundreds of thousands of times, the One Name of the Creator.
Tread this path to our Husband Lord, climbing these steps one merges with Him.
Hearing of talks of the cosmos, even worms want to compete.
Nanak, Only by His Grace is He obtained. The boastings of the false are a sham.
33
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Uttering brings power; silence brings no power.
Power is not gained by begging; giving doesn’t bring power.
Power is not gained by living; death doesn’t bring power.
Power is not gained by ruling with wealth and occult mental powers.
Power is not gained by understanding, spiritual wisdom and meditation.
Power is not gained by finding a way to escape from the world.
In whose Hand the Power is, He watches over all.
O Nanak, no one is high or low.
34
Nights, days, weeks and seasons;
wind, water, fire and the nether regions
in the midst of these, He established the earth as a home for Dharma.
Upon it, He placed creatures of various colors.
Their names are uncountable and endless.
By their karams and deeds will they be judged.
God Himself is True, and True is His Court.
There, in perfect grace sit the elect Controllers.
Through blessed Karmas, they receive their Mark.
The ripe and the unripe shall be judged there.
O Nanak, those go there who have worshipped.
35
The Kingdom of Dharma has set rules.
Speak of the qualities of the realm of knowledge.
So many winds, waters and fires; so many Krishnas and Shivas
So many Brahmas fashioning forms of great beauty, adorned and dressed in many colors.
So many worlds and lands for working out karma. So very many lessons to be learned!
So many Indras, so many moons and suns, so many worlds and lands.
So many Siddhas and Buddhas, so many Yogic masters. So many goddesses of various kinds.
So many demi-gods and demons, so many silent sages. So many oceans of jewels.
So many ways of life, so many languages. So many dynasties of rulers.
So many intuitive people, so many selfless servants. O Nanak, Limitless is His limit!
36
In the realm of wisdom, spiritual wisdom reigns supreme.
The Sound current vibrates amidst the sounds and the sights of bliss.
In the realm of humility the beautiful Bani reigns.
Forms of incomparable beauty are created and fashioned there.
These things cannot be described.
One who tries to speak of these shall regret the attempt.
The intuitive consciousness, intellect and understanding of the mind are shaped there.
The consciousness of the spiritual warriors and the beings of spiritual perfection, are shaped there.
37
In the realm of karma, the Bani is Power.
Nothing else can prevail here.
The warriors of great power and immense courage.
In whom Ram dwells and is infused completely.
Myriads of Sitas are there, cool and calm in their majestic glory,
Their physical features are beyond description.
Neither do they die nor can they be robbed,
within whose minds the Lord Ram resides.
The devotees of many worlds dwell there.
They are in bliss; the True Lord dwells in their minds.
In the realm of Truth, the Formless Lord abides.
Having created, He watches over the Creation bestowing Grace and happiness.
There are planets, solar systems and galaxies.
If one describes them, there is no limit, no end.
There are worlds upon worlds of His Creation.
As He commands, so they exist.
He watches, contemplates and rejoices upon His Creation
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O Nanak, description is extremely difficult!
38
Let self-control be the furnace, and patience the goldsmith.
Let understanding be the anvil, and religion wisdom the tools.
Fear of God the bellows; fan the flames of your body's inner heat.
In the crucible of love, melt the Amrit Nectar of the Naam,
Forge the Shabad in the True mint.
Whoever is showered with His Grace, karma of their actions excel.
O Nanak, the Merciful Lord’s Glance uplifts and rescues them.
Salok
Air is the Guru, Water is the Father, and Earth is the Great Mother of all.
Day and night are the two nurses, in whose lap the entire world is at play.
Good deeds and bad are announced in the Presence of Lord Dharma.
According to their own actions, some are drawn closer, and some are driven farther away.
Those who have meditated on the Naam have departed after having worked by the sweat of their brows
O Nanak, their faces are radiant in the Lord’s Court, and many are saved along with them!

All these people hated Mussalmans and Islam. But by an irony of fate my mother was wedded to a man who
was a lover of Islam and a friend of Mussalmans, and who renewed every day his threat to turn Muslim.
*
When I consider how devoted a Muslim is to his religion, how he regards the propagation of Islam as a
bounden duty and how he believes that the highest reward is attached to converting a man to Islam, I can well
imagine what great pressure must my father’s Muslim friends have brought to bear upon him until his 40 th year,
and how often they must have tried to induce him to become a Mussalman openly. That my father did not become
a convert to Islam in spite of all these things is nothing short of a miracle and the credit for having wrought this
miracle must go to my mother.
I remember full well that whilst I was yet a child she used to shed tears over my father’s religious
“improprieties” for hours. Sometimes she would not taste food for days together, and would keep heaving sighs of
sorrow all the time with her children in her lap.
But she would never think of deserting her husband. In fact she always lived with him and was never away
from him for any appreciable period of time. She always tried to conceal his religious enormities or improprieties,
and put up with everything.
My father always condemned the Hindu religion, and Hindu customs and ritual, and sometimes he used
extremely harsh, language about the Hindu gods and goddesses. On occasions of Hindu festivals he would not
only himself not join the pujah, but would not permit it in the house.
But my mother managed to discharge all the duties observed in the orthodox Hindu families. The observances,
the pujahs, the shraddhas, she neglected none of these.
Generally she did all this without my father’s knowledge. Sometimes she would shut all doors in his absence
and be through her orthodox observances before his return. But occasionally she might be taken unawares, or our
father might gather from our talk that in his absence she had been occupying herself with idol-worship; on such
occasions. he would lose temper and administer her a scolding.
Poor creature, she put up with everything; she would weep and suffer in silence. Our father knew that if he
turned Mussalman, our mother would take her children with her and live either at his father’s or at her own
father’s. This my father did not want and mother understood him aright in this matter. She, therefore, put up with
his religious “improprieties” and never interfered with his liberty of thought.
*
I cannot but sufficiently praise my mother’s shrewdness and forbearance, particularly when I recall that my
father’s income was always a meager one, and because of his independent character his job never seemed to be
secure. When I was born he was a Persian teacher—getting rupees twenty-five a month. For twelve or thirteen
years he got no increment, for he was never given to flattering Inspectors and Headmasters. Within this small sum
of twenty-five rupees my mother managed to run the house, to perform the religious samskaras of her children, to
feed them well and clothe them well according to the standards of the people of her status, and even to extend
hospitality to her neighbors and to the needy.
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My father’s salary never rose beyond rupees thirty-five a month. In the last seven of eight years of his service
he was given two increments of rupees five a month each time. His pecuniary difficulties ended only when I
became a bread-winner at the age of nineteen.
My mother was altogether unlettered. My father tried several times to teach her, and I also made several efforts
but to no purpose, for besides her bad health, household duties and attention to children left her little leisure.
She bore ten children, of whom at the time of her death six were alive—two sons and four daughters.
3
For my elementary instruction I was taught largely by my father, but partly I was educated at school also. The
whole of the period during which I was a primary school boy we were living at Rupar (in Ambala District) where
my father was a teacher in the District Board School. I usually held the top position in my class, except during my
final year, and won numerous prizes. In age I was the youngest in my school, my teachers therefore admired me
and loved me.
At the age of thirteen I passed the middle school examination and then arrived in Lahore for further education.
Subsequently, the Education Department gave me a monthly stipend of seven rupees and from Lahore I went
away to Delhi. I was a student there for nearly eight months. There I was keeping ill-health.
Mine was a sickly boyhood. Rupar where we lived for eight years was a malarious town. Malaria raged there
for more than six months in the year. Sometimes the whole family would be down with fever. Malaria in Rupar
enlarged my spleen.
I was not in good health when I went to Delhi. There I lived at the hostel, and found that the climate did not
suit me either. More than half of the period of eight months that I spent there was passed in illness. But my
teachers were pleased with me there also. Six months after my moving to Delhi my father was transferred to
Simla, and that being a pretty expensive place he could not take his family with him. My mother took the children
to Jagraon, and I also lived there with her.
*
I was married in 1877 when my age was twelve years and a half. When I left Delhi for Jagraon I was fourteen
and a half, and it was then I brought my wife to my mother’s house. Before that I never had a word with my wife,
and in fact had not even seen her.
The rest of 1879 I spent at home (Jagraon) serving my mother and my brothers. Early in 1880, I joined the
Mission High School at Ludhiana, and the Headmaster finding in me a promising boy granted me a scholarship.
But illness did not leave me alone even at Ludhiana and I could not continue there for more than two or three
months.
Fortunately in April 1880 my father was transferred from Simla to Ambala and my mother joined him there
with the children. I had not been there quite two months when I fell dangerously ill. For nearly four months I
could not leave the bed. The doctor operated upon my abscess twice or thrice, and I was getting fever also. Apart
from his duties at school my father attended on me day and night, and my mother also gave all the time other
household work left her, to nursing me. When I think of those days I feel so sorrowful that I should have been
such a source of trouble to my parents.
This misfortune continued through the whole of the rainy season and that year the rain was also excessive;
twice or thrice it continued raining cats and dogs for a fortnight at a stretch. My father had been able to get a
splendid house for a cheap rent, but the house had been newly built and the roofs leaked. It so happened several
times that my parents had to spend the night practically in shifting the children’s beds again and again. And during
the day the mother had to cook food with wet fuel. She had no servant to assist her. And my father after six hours’
work at school nursed me day and night.
I have been a source of trouble and anxiety to my parents all my life, but that year I put them to so much
trouble that I can never possibly forget it.
At last my illness ended with the rains and in two months. time I prepared for the Entrance (Matriculation)
Examination. In November 1880 I went to Lahore to appear in the examination. This was my second visit to
Lahore, the first having been paid in May 1878.
*
I could never imagine then that Lahore would play such an important part in my life. Lahore in those days was
very different from what it is today. The numerous educational institutions that we see today had not yet sprung
into existence, and there was no street-lighting and no sanitary arrangements worth the name. I remember well,
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when I alighted on the railway platform and engaged a porter to carry my luggage, a policeman was shouting to
warn the passengers against thieves and burglars, and as my porter trudged along narrow lanes my heart trembled
lest he should make away with my things.
But my fears were groundless. My porter was a Hindu from the hills, and “Western civilization” not yet having
made much headway, the morals of the honest, truthful hill-folk had yet to be contaminated by contact with the
“people of the plains.”
*
Two of my father’s friends were in Lahore at that time. One of them was Pandit Shiv Narain Agnihotri, and the
other was Lala Bhiwani Das who was studying for his M.A. at the Government College. Lala Bhiwani Das had
been a pupil of my father and was therefore much attached to him. He was living in the College Hostel, where I
put up with him.
Lala Bhiwani Das treated me with much affection and was of great help to me in preparing for the
examination. In particular he gave me some notes about physical science. I had read a book on physical science,
but had never seen scientific instruments until Lala Bhiwani Das showed me these. In short, he was very
hospitable to me in every way.
The University of the Punjab was yet in its infancy, and in fact had not even been granted all the privileges of a
University. Doctor Leitner\fn{Wilhelm Gotlieh Leitner (1840-1899)} was at that time guiding the policy of the
University and he wanted to model it on a different pattern altogether from that on which the other Universities
had been fashioned. He would make it into a purely Oriental University, imparting education through the media of
oriental languages.
But he wanted it to grant the same degrees and diplomas to its successful students that the other Universities
were issuing. For the entrance examination a student could take up eight subjects. The examinations were by no
means stiff.
Even in northern India the Calcutta University held the supremacy. That was regarded to be the only pucca
University. Its examinations and degrees and diplomas were given much better recognition. But people did take
examinations at the Lahore University College as well, for Dr. Leitner gave many scholarships to popularize his
University.
I took both the examinations.
The Calcutta University examined only in four compulsory subjects—English, Mathematics, History and
Geography, and Persian or Sanskrit or Arabic. For the Punjab examination I took up in addition to these, Arabic,
Physical Science and Urdu. Arabic I had been taught by my father. Because of his Islamic ideas Arabic had
special attraction for him, and he took great pains that I might learn it also.
But I could never feel interested in it. Though in my boyhood I had to give considerable time to the Arabic
language and its grammar, I really never was well up in it. In fact three months prior to the examination I had
ceased to pay any heed to it, and in appearing in the examination for Arabic I was merely trying my luck. 1
returned from the examination after handing over a blank answer book (in the grammar paper). But in the paper
for Arabic language I got 13 marks out of 15.
In Physical Science also I was as ignorant as in Arabic. But in January 1881, the results were known and I was
successful in both the Calcutta and the Punjab Examinations. The Calcutta University Examination I passed in the
First Division, and in the Punjab Examination I held the 53rd place in a list of 106 successful students.
4
My father was at this time confronted with the question of my further education. He was desirous of giving me
higher education, but his means were so slender that he did not know how to find money for it. However, he
decided at length that I must have university education at all costs.
In February of the year 1881 I got down at Lahore, and began to live in the same hostel in which I had been the
guest of Lala Bhiwani Das when I was appearing in my entrance examination. In those days there was but one
College in Lahore. The tuition fee charged was two rupees a month, and the hostel fee was one rupee a month.
The hostel consisted of three bungalows, two of which have survived to this day, and are included in the D. A. V.
College compound—one being at present occupied by Lala Hans Raj and the other by Professor Devi Dayal. The
third, which was in a corner of the College, has been demolished.
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The hostel was in a very dilapidated condition. The mess arrangements were entirely in the hands of the
students. There was no external supervision of any kind in the hostel. The condition of latrines and of kitchens
defied all description.
When I joined College I was sixteen years and two months, and was, in fact, amongst the youngest students in
my class. For the first two or three months I had to face great embarrassments. My eyes gave me great trouble.
Besides, I had sometimes to go without my food.
After a good deal of struggle I succeeded in getting a stipend of three rupees a month from the University. I
had come to Lahore merely with the idea or studying for the degree, but on the advice of certain students in the
hostel I joined the Law School also. Out of the monthly stipends I was getting I was paying two rupees as tuition
fee in the Government College, three rupees in the Law School and perhaps one rupee as the hostel fee.
My father could with difficulty manage only eight or ten rupees a month, and I had to live within that amount.
Law books were pretty expensive, but I got the more essential among them rather cheap by buying second-hand
or I depended on my friends for their loan. I used the same economy in buying the arts books, and got along by
borrowing them.
My parents were undergoing great hardship for my sake, and were even prepared to run into debts. But I did
not want to put them to trouble, and so lived very frugally.
During the first year I worked so hard for the first law examination—which qualified one for Mukhtarship—
that I developed jaundice. I passed this year in great trouble. Malaria was raging throughout the Province. When
the examination approached near, the students told the University that because of malaria they had not been able
to make adequate preparations; they wanted, therefore, that the examinations be postponed. The University
granted this request, and we got further two months to prepare for the examination which was held in February
1882.
Fortunately I got through the examination, and my success filled me with confidence in myself. So I started
preparations for the other examination also, but other things intervened.
*
First of all came the Urdu-Hindi controversy early in 1882, which kept me busy for about two months.
Secondly, for about a year I was a victim to fever. Thirdly, the idea of serving my country and my nation had
taken possession of my mind, and I was giving a good deal of my time to the study of literature which had
nothing to do with the examination.
The result was that I was unsuccessful in the examination in November 1882. In January 1883 I took the
license for Mukhtarship and went away to Jagraon to start legal practice there.
Systematic education was thus cut short for me. I put in less than two years at the Government College. A great
portion of this time was taken up by the law courses, by illness and by preparation for public life. Nevertheless
my teachers all liked me, in particular Babu Shashi Bhusban, Professor in Mathematics, and Professor Arjun had
great affection for me.
Amongst my class-mates at the College I count Pandit Guru Dutt, M. A., Lala Hans Raj, B. A., Rai Shiv Nath,
Engineer, Dewan Bahadur (Raja) Narendra Nath, M. A., Professor Ruchi Ram Sahni. The close relations I had
with the first three lasted a lifetime. Lala Hans Raj and Pandit Guru Dutt had a conspicuous part in shaping
important events in my life, and I shall relate that story in its proper place.
5
I have said in a previous chapter that in my infancy and boyhood my father’s convictions were Islamic, whilst
my mother was an orthodox Pauranic Hindu. My father taught me a portion of the Qur’an, and I distinctly
remember that I used to recite the Namaz. Sometimes I tried even to fast during the Ramzan.
When at the age of fourteen I paid my first visit to Lahore, I met Pandit Shiv Narain Agnihotri who was at that
time reckoned among the leaders of the Punjab Brahmo Samaj. Pandit Agnihotri was editing a journal called the
Biradar-i-Hind. My father frequently wrote articles for this journal, attacking Hinduism and the Arya Samaj.
My father had given me a letter of introduction to the pandit with whom I had to come into contact also as a
pupil, for he was at that time instructor in drawing at the Lahore District School. I was at this school only for a
couple of months, for I went to see my father during the winter vacation and when this was over I went away to
Delhi instead of returning to Lahore.
When I was again in Lahore for college education in 1881, I saw Pandit Agnihotri several times. Brahmo
Samaj had already split into two. The followers of Babu Keshub Chunder Sen were in possession of the Lahore
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Brahmo Mandir. Pandit Agnihotri had seceded and set up a fresh Brahmo Samaj, the members of which met at a
house rented for the purpose and situated near the Brahmo Mandir.
The pandit was a great orator, and in those days his speeches always attracted large audiences. I saw him pretty
frequently and he used to talk to me about Brahmo Dharma. On his persuasion I became a member of his Samaj.
Lala Ganda Mal, Head Clerk, Medical College, Lala Rala Ram Bhimbat of the Forest Department and Lala
Kanshi Ram were at that time trustees of the Punjab Brahmo Mandir. When the time for the annual election of
trustees came, Pandit Agnihotri—who, in spite of his having set up a separate Samaj was continuing on the rolls
of the old Samaj—tried to secure a majority in his own favor. I remember clearly that for this purpose he got
several other people enrolled in the Punjab Brahmo Samaj. He got my father to sign a form of membership and
then secured from him a proxy in his own favor.
In the opposite camp Lala Ganda Mal wielded great influence in the Medical College, and on his bidding
several students of the College got enrolled. In the elections the old party retained its majority.
*
During this time Pandit Shiv Narain Agnihotri's first wife died, and he brought in marriage a lady from Bengal.
His Bengali wife had :not been long in Lahore when she was attacked by small pox. I used to go to Pandit
Agnihotri frequently, and I attended on his wife during her illness. One night—or perhaps for more than one night
—I slept in their house and looked after their children.
The Pandit loved his first wife intensely. Her character had left a profound impress on him. The pandit often
remembered her and heaved sighs. If she had not died so early perhaps the pandit would not have undergone so
many mental changes.
He was by nature impulsive, and always stood in need of a soul that would control him by love and by force of
character. When I had the privilege of seeing him for the first time he was very much under the influence of Babu
Navin Chundra Roy, and of his own wife. Unfortunately both these influences were removed and there was
nobody in Lahore who could exercise any control over him.
At this time the pandit was a great believer in God. He would be moved to tears when engaged in prayers. He
wielded a mighty pen, and had the gift of speech. His speeches created in me a desire to be an orator after him.
But as long as I remained a member of the Brahmo Samaj I never made a speech though I did once read a paper
on Raja Ram Mohan Roy’s life.
It was in 1881 (or perhaps in 1882) that on the occasion of the anniversary of his Samaj Pandit Agnihotri
formally initiated me. It was after this initiation that I saw Lala Sain Das, President of the Arya Samaj, for the first
time. He happened to be that day in the Brahmo Mandir. After the meeting was over, he talked to me while
standing near a bookstall table outside. I cannot recollect now the talk I had with him, but I remember he had only
pity for me. He thought I had stepped into a trap in ignorance, whilst my real path lay in a different direction.
6
At college my classmates, Lala Shiv Nath and Lala Chetan Anand, were my intimate friends. I had become
friends with them, as also with Lala Lakshmi Narain (who is now a Barrister-at-law) whilst I was at Delhi. When
I came to Lahore, they came too, and for the same purpose. We all lived in the same compound.
The friends I have enumerated were regarded as Delhites. My first friend among the Punjabi students at
College was Lala Chatur Bhuj, who holds now a very distinguished position at the Amritsar Bar.
But the memorable event of my College days is the contact with Pandit Guru Dutt and Lala Hans Raja. Guru
Dutt was amongst very brilliant students in the class. In the Punjab University Examination, he did not stand first
but he occupied a very distinguished position. My friend the late Lala Chetan Anand (Vakil. Multan) occupied the
top position and my friend Lala Shiv Nath (Engineer) stood third.
Pandit Guru Datt probably stood fourth or thereabout. His competitor in the class was Lala Suraj Narain
“Mihr”. Lala Suraj Narain had excellent knowledge of the Urdu, Persian and English languages. Otherwise too he
was intelligent and able. He was hard working and read studiously. On the other hand the pandit had vast
information of a more general kind, and his memory and intelligence were so remarkable that he soon became a
leader among his contemporaries.
Guru Dutt and Chetan Anand were Samaj-goers even before they joined College. Soon after coming to Lahore
they got into close contact with the Arya Samaj. Guru Dutt was from the beginning a man with wide, varied and
comprehensive interests. He knew English, Persian, Arabic, Urdu and Sanskrit; he was very proficient in
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Mathematics. Science had special attraction for him; and besides all these he was acquainted with history and
philosophy and religious literature. In the class he soon won reputation as a gifted man.
His personal habits were not merely simple, but eccentric also and never failed to attract notice. He liked to be
different from other folk. His teachers also knew this and sometimes demanded explanations for his eccentricities.
But they would not persist in that attitude as they recognized his talent.
I have written a separate biographical sketch of Guru Dutt, and, therefore, should not dilate upon his character
here. Suffice it here to say that we soon became friends and that through him I made the acquaintance, which
ripened into friendship, of his great friend Lala Hans Raj.
The late Lala Sain Das (in those days President of the Lahore Arya Samaj) was an elderly man who could
discern worth wherever he came across it. He used to come to the hostel in search of converts and followers. Guru
Dutt lived in this hostel, and besides him certain other sympathizers and members of the Samaj. These included
Lala Kesho Das (Extra Assistant Commissioner) and the late Lala Chetan Anand.
*
During the first year I was very busy preparing for the examination, and so did not get much benefit out of
Pandit Guru Dutt’s company. But during my second year at College I began to spend much of my time with him.
In the Urdu-Hindi controversy Pandit Guru Dutt, Lala Hans Raj and myself stood together. It will be safe to say
that we began public life with this controversy. Pandit Guru Dutt and myself got a memorial signed by thousands
of students.
I went to Ambala and made a public speech. Among my audience was the well-known Delhi scholar, Rai
Hukam Chand, M.A., at that time an Extra Assistant Commissioner in the Punjab. He was an opponent of Hindi.
He wrote about me to Dr. Sime, at that time Principal of my College. The Principal demanded an explanation
from me and told me that students should not take part in agitations.
These events relate probably to April or May, 1882. In the beginning of that year my friendship with the late
Pandit had developed into an intimacy. One result was that my outlook began to take on a nationalistic colour. The
soul nurtured on Islam in infancy, and beginning in adolescence by seeking shelter in the Bramho Samaj, began to
develop a love for the ancient Hindu culture in the company of Guru Dutt and Hans Raj.
Guru Dutt was a great admirer of John Stuart Mill and Bentham. His company brought me into touch with the
writings of these thinkers, and this contact widened my horizons. Besides that stay in Lahore gave me an
opportunity to read newspapers also.
*
But the thing that made the deepest impression on my character was the Hindi movement. This generated
within me the national feeling. I heard speeches in praise of Sanskrit and produced some literature also. The
Punjab Bramho Samaj, under the influence of Babu Navin Chundra Roy, favored Hindi. Babu Navin Chundra’s
attitude was motivated by nationalist considerations. He looked upon Hindi as the national language of India, and
wanted it to be the foundation for the edifice of Indian nationality.
These ideas impressed me profoundly, and were the beginning of national life for me. I used to hear about the
Arya Samaj frequently from Guru Dutt and Hans Raj. They used to ridicule the Brahmos and thought they relied
too much on the Bible. These were the days when the report of Babu Keshub Chunder Sen’s being an Apostle
went round, and in his speeches and writings and in Brahmo meetings there was unending talk of Christ and of
the Bible.
Controversy raged in those days among the three parties of the Brahmo Samaj. I also studied some of the
literature about this controversy, and this changed my mental attitude about the Samaj. The “free thought”
literature disillusioned me about Christianity; the speeches and writings of Keshub Babu and his admirers
impressed upon me the necessity for Revelation; and from the publications of the Sadharan Sarnaj I learnt how
meaningless were Keshub Babu’s claims to being a prophet.
I was not yet eighteen. My education was also very meager. So these things bewildered my mind, which knew
no rest. I began to turn away from the Brahmo Samaj.
7
The company of Guru Dutt and Hans Raj bad taught me to appreciate the nationalistic outlook of the Arya
Samaj, but as my father was severely hostile to it, I never dared go to the Samaj. I used to keep a journal in those
days. How I wish had that journal before me now and could make some excerpts therefrom for this narrative. But
alas! that journal was burnt along with my other papers. I have to depend entirely on my memory.
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The two years that I spent at the College proved very eventful for me. Casting a backward glance after thirtytwo years, I feel I remain in essence what I became in those years. My public career and my lasting passions were
determined in those years.
Not that my ideas have undergone no kind of change, or that I have learnt or unlearnt nothing in these thirtytwo years. By no means that. But certainly the principal channel for my life’s current originated in those two
years, and to this day it flows on in that channel.
It was in those two years I became wedded to the idea of Hindu nationality. It was in those two years I learnt to
respect the ancient Aryan culture which became my guiding star for good. It was in those years that I fixed the
passion of my life, not merely in theory but by practical work, for it and that mission continues unchanged to this
day.
I recollect distinctly how in those years I would be moved to tears on reading accounts of the ancient history of
my country and of her vanished glory. In that period I read a good many biographies of great men and resolved
that a reasonable portion of my life would be dedicated to telling people about Hindu greatness, and to the service
of the nation. In those two years I learnt the lesson of loving the nation and of serving it, and the passion for
political liberty, that afterwards brought in its train so many things, was also a product of those years.
*
It was in November or December 1882 that I went to the Arya Samaj meeting for the first time. The Samaj was
celebrating its anniversary. Next day the late Lala Madan Singh, B.A. was to speak. He had great affection for me.
Before getting up to speak he took me to the roof and showed me his written speech to get my opinion about it,
and indeed I liked the speech very much. When I got down from the roof Lala Sain Das caught hold of me and
taking me aside he said:
“We have waited long for you. Now you must join us.”
That was an unforgettable moment. Lala Sain Das would speak to me and then look into my face whilst his
hand stroked my back with affection.
The reply was that I was one of them, of course! No sooner had I said these words than Lala Sain Das sent for
a membership blank and placed it before me. For three or four minutes I hesitated. But he insisted and said he
would not leave me till he had got my signature affixed to the form.
I readily agreed. The joy that was visible that moment on his face is indescribable. It seemed as if he had
become the crowned head of India. He immediately sent for Guru Dutt and narrating to him what had transpired
entrusted me to his care. Guru Dutt too was delighted.
When Lala Madan Singh finished his address, Lala Sain Dass took Guru Dutt and myself to the platform and
made us both give speeches. The audience expressed its delight in enthusiastic and repeated cheers and I came
back home drunk with success and intoxicated with pleasure.
Thus I joined the Arya Samaj crew in December 1882.
And the boat that carried this crew was yet a tiny barge. Now after thirty-two years it looks like a ship. The
tiny barge of the Arya Samaj was at that time to me the barge of Hindu nationality. At that time it was a solitary
barge. But during the last thirty-two years Hindu nationality has acquired such strength that today we find a
mighty fleet, in which the Arya Samaj is but a unit—a very distinguished unit, albeit.
Not once in these thirty-two years have I regretted my having joined the Arya Samaj. I have always regarded
that as a turning point in my life. And the great moment in which I joined it I have always recalled to my mind
with joy and pride.
*
On returning from exile in 1907, I said from the platform of the Lahore Arya Samaj that all that was evil in me
I must have inherited either from those who brought me into being or from my own previous lives, and all that
was good and creditable in me I owed to the Arya Samaj. It was the Arya Samaj that taught me to love the Vedic
religion and to be proud of Aryan greatness. It was the Arya Samaj that linked me with the ancient Aryas and
made me their admirer and devotee. It was the Arya Samaj that instilled into me the spirit of Truth, of dharma and
of Liberty. My organizing capacity too I owe to the Arya Samaj. It was the Samaj again that taught me that
Society, dharma and Country command our worship and that those shall inherit the Kingdom of Heaven who
make sacrifices to serve these.
In short I learnt all my lessons in public life from and in the Arya Samaj. It was there I saw models of purity in
public life, and there that I made my dearest friends. I am under enormously heavy debt to the Samaj, and even if
I sacrifice the last half on my body for the sake of the Samaj, I should not be able to pay it back what I owe.
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God alone knows what I might have become without the Samaj, but I know that I could not have become what
I am.
*
Within a week of my becoming a member of the Samaj, Lala Sain Das entrusted me with a mission of
responsibility. The late lamented Swami Dayanand was at that time in Rajputana. He wanted all to get busy with
raising a propaganda fund for the Samaj. At his instance the Lahore Arya Samaj decided to send a deputation
consisting of two of its members to the United Provinces.
Bhai Jawahar Singh who was at that time Secretary of the Samaj and was regarded among its best speakers
was selected as a member of this deputation, and the other member selected was myself. Saharanpur was the first
town this deputation visited.
When I started my speech the audience consisted of just three persons. Gradually the number rose to fifty. We
had the same experience in Meerut whence we proceeded to Farrukhabad. There the Arya Samajists treated us
very hospitably. At Farrukhabad I realized what power lay hid in “Namaste.” It worked like magic. In those days
Arya Samajists fraternized each other very cordially. This tour, particularly the experience in Farrukhabad,
strengthened further my ideas about the importance of the Arya Samaj.
*
For nearly eight months after my return from this tour I did nothing for the Samaj. But in January 1882, two
papers were started after consultations with Guru Dutt, Hans Raj and myself. One of these was called the
Regenerator of Aryavarta and the other Desh Upkarak. Both of the names had been suggested by me.
The idea was that the English journal would be edited by Guru Dutt and Hans Raj, and the Urdu one by me.
Guru Dutt and Hans Raj conducted the English journal for nearly two years, but I could not do anything for the
Urdu paper, as immediately afterwards I had to set up as a mukhtar to earn a living.
So for nearly eight months I neglected the Arya Samaj. In September 1883 I came again to Lahore to prepare
for the law examination. I put up with the late Lala Madan Singh and used to attend the weekly Samaj meetings
regularly. After the Samaj meetings the late Lala Sain Das would take me to his own house and talk to me for
hours.
In October we received the news of Swami Dayananda’s illness in Lahore. The Lahore Samaj sent Lala
Jiwandas and Pandit Guru Dutt to Ajmere so that they might attend upon Swamiji. On October 30, I moved out
with La1a Sain Das and Lala Madan Singh to see the Divali illuminations, but my companions were very much
depressed, for that day they had received the news that the Swami’s illness was serious and might prove fatal.
With this sorrowful news weighing on our hearts we could not get any pleasure out of Divali, and so returned
home in that gloomy mood.
*
The next afternoon when I was busy reading, a boy gave me a sheet with thick black borders; on knowing its
contents my book dropped down from my hand. In the evening a large crowd gathered spontaneously in the Arya
Samaj building (situated in Wachhowali) and it was decided that the Samaj should hold a condolence public
meeting the following day. For this meeting Lala Sain Das selected me as the principal speaker.
I returned home and sat up all night preparing my speech. In the afternoon when the meeting was to be held
the Arya Sarna building was packed to overflowing; on the roof, on the walls, on the doors there was no space left
unoccupied. Hundreds of people had to go back disappointed for there was no room. And though those were
winter days, because of the over-crowding the heat seemed stifling.
Speaker after speaker tried to address the audience and failed. I held the floor for nearly an hour.
This speech won me recognition and established my position among the front-rank speakers of the Samaj. …
71.50 & 250.44 1. Excerpt from Ratanbai: A Sketch Of A Bombay High Caste Hindu Wife 2. Pandita
Ramabai And The Problem Of India’s Married Women & Widows\fn{by Shevantibai M. Nikambe (c.1865?-after
1913)} Pune, Pune District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 5
1

… One evening Ratanbai on returning from school, rushed into the house, and embracing her mother, said:
“Mother, dear, Mrs. B—, who visits our school, has invited us to a party at her bungalow next week; and the
teacher old us to-day all those who come regularly to school, and do the lessons well, will be taken to this party:
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so you will let me go every day, won’t you?” pleaded the child. The mother promised, but Kakubai, who was near,
said:
“Why do you want to go to the English people’s houses? They will give you something to eat, and defile you.”
And, turning to Ratan’s mother, she added:
“Anandi, you had better tell Ratan that she must not eat anything there.”
Ratanbai. “Is there any harm in eating the fruits?”
Kakubai. “No; you may have fruit, but do not touch anything else.”
The day of the party arrived, and Ratan, who was regular at school, came home early to dress. Her mother
arranged her hair, and dressed her in a quiet but costly sari, allowing her no extra jewels except a nose ring. The
girls were to start exactly at a quarter to four from the school, and Ratan was in the midst of the excited and happy
party just ten minutes earlier. The carriages came one by one to the door, and the girls, in groups of five and six,
took their seats, and drove up to Malabar Hill, to one of those beautiful bungalows which command a splendid
view of the city and its surroundings.
It was nearly eight o’clock when Ratanbai returned home, and after she had hurriedly thrown her shawl on the
chowphala,\fn{Swing.} she sat down before Kakubai and began relating the evening’s history. As Ratan began,
Tarabai, who was in the inner apartment, drew closer to the door, and listened intently to her bright happy niece:
“There were twelve carriages, and in each about six or seven sat. When we came to the house, Mrs. B— and
her daughter received us, and first we were taken into the cloak-room, where our shawls were kept, and each of us
had a veni (flower-wreath) given by her, which we put in our hair. Then we went upstairs into the diwankhana. It
was so pretty with mirrors and curtains, and pictures and piano. There were silk and satin sofas and chairs, and
photographs were kept in silver frames. After a while we were told ‘tea was ready.’ At this the girls simply rose to
their feet and said: ‘No, tea for us.’ But Muktibai came near, and assured us that we were to have fruit and not tea.
Then we went downstairs into the dining room. It is a large, beautiful room, with pretty pictures and mirrors,
and any amount of glass things. There was a large table in the middle, and on it was a beautiful ehite cloth, and on
this the plates, knives, forks, and glasses were arranged. There were fruits—mangoes, figs, grapes, oranges,
plantains, custard apples, pineapples, and pumbalows. Beside these were pedhe and barphi.\fn{Native sweets.} All
round this large table were chairs, and when we were told to take our seats it was such fun! We had never in our
lives sat at table before, and at first we were all backward to do it; and when we did sit some of us made mistakes.
Kamaliabai and Nanibai sat together first on one chair, and we did laugh; Gangabai, while cutting a mango, cut
her finger, and Balajipant, the Brahmin, had to take her outside to tie it up. Some girls sucked the mango instead
of cutting it, and the juice all ran down ovet the clean white cloth; and one of the girls, while helping herself to an
orange, hit a glass, which fell into bits on the floor.”
Kakubai. “Then you caused much damage to the poor, kind madam?” \
Ratanbai. “But she was most kind. First, we told her that we could not sit at the table and eat, but she would
not listen, and so we did our best. There were so many kinds of fruits, and the table looked so pretty with the
flowers; and Balajipant was there to serve, so it was a regular Hindu repast.
Kakubai. “After eating, how did you manage about the water?
Ratanbai. “Oh, then we were taken outside to the pipe, and Balajipant gave us water, and then we went into the
playground at the back and had games. We played one or two English games, but the girls enjoyed zhima\fn{A
game constantly played by girls. Four stand in a group, and they move on backwards and forwards in a circle, clasping one another’s hands,
and making a sharp noise with their finger and thumb. When the game is played fast, with many groups, it looks very graceful .} and
plugadi\fn{Played by two girls who stand opposite, their feet touching one another. They cross hands, and holding tightly, balance
backwards and whirl around.} most. After a little rest we went again into the oiwankhana, and heard singing and

playing. Mrs. B— played the piano, and Miss B— sang. When Miss B— began I thought she was crying, but we
were told afterwards that that was the way English ladies sing. After the singing, Mrs. B— taught us a new game
called “Thimble,” and then I was asked to recite Meddlesome Matty, and Dwarkabai and Manjulabai played a
duet on the piano.
Meddlesome Matty,
by Ann Taylor (1782-1866, born in London)
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One ugly trick has often spoiled
The sweetest and the best;
Matilda, though a pleasant child,
One ugly trick possessed,
Which, like a cloud before the skies,
Hid all her better qualities.
*
Sometimes she’d lift the tea-pot lid,
To peep at what was in it,
Or tilt the kettle, if you did
But turn your back a minute.
In vain you told her not to touch,
Her trick of meddling grew so much.
*
Her grandmamma went out one day,
And by mistake she laid
Her spectacles and snuff-box gay
Too near the little maid;
“Ah! well,” thought she, “I’ll try them on,
As soon as grandmamma is gone.”
*
Forthwith she placed upon her nose
The glasses large and wide;
And looking round, as I suppose,
The snuff-box too she spied:
“Oh! what a pretty box is that;
I’ll open it,” said little Matt.
*
“I know that grandmamma would say,
‘Don’t meddle with it, dear;’
But then, she’s far enough away,
And no one else is near:
Besides, what can there be amiss
In opening such a box as this?”
*
So thumb and finger went to work
To move the stubborn lid,
And presently a mighty jerk
The mighty mischief did;
For all at once, ah! woeful case,
The snuff came puffing in her face.
*
Poor eyes, and nose, and mouth, beside
A dismal sight presented;
In vain, as bitterly she cried,
Her folly she repented.
In vain she ran about for ease;
She could do nothing now but sneeze.
*
She dashed the spectacles away,
To wipe her tingling eyes,
And as in twenty bits they lay,
Her grandmamma she spies.
“Heyday! and what’s the matter now?”
Says grandmamma, with lifted brow.
*
Matilda, smarting with the pain,
And tingling still, and sore,
Made many a promise to refrain
From meddling evermore.
And ’tis a fact, as I have heard,
She ever since has kept her word.

“When it got dark we were anxious to return home, and as we rose to go, Mrs. B— came near and told us that
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we must go and spend such evenings with her often, for it had given her much pleasure to have us there. She told
us to be good girls and attend school regularly, and before long there will be another party for us. Sonabai then
carried in the tray of flowers which we had brought from school, and I put the garlands round their necks. They
were glad—but so surprised! Then one of the elder girls came forward and said a few simple sentences in English
to thank the ladies. After this we sang the Queen’s stotra\fn{Hymn} and came downstairs. Mrs. B— shook hands
with us upstairs, and when we got into our carriages she came down and saw us again. She is so kind and
beautiful, and her house is simply a little palace. The punkahs, the carpets, the curtains, and the mirrors were so
pretty.”
Here Ratan’s mother said:
“That will do now; have some supper, and talk about your party afterwards. The whole night will not suffice
for you to tell about it all.”
“I have had so many fruits and sweets today,” said Ratanbai, “that I do not feel much inclined to have supper.
But I will try a little rice and sambrè.\fn{A very tasty dish made of the juice of lentils.}
As Ratan rose to go, Kakubai, with a disturbed look on her face, began:
“I cannot think what enjoyment the girls find in going to parties. Why do we want all this? It is not so very
essential. Did we have these enjoyments in our days? And yet we grew up and prospered. Where did we go to
school? Did we even handle a book? We went to the temples daily and worshipped Mãravti. We did household
work, and attended to veni phani.\fn{The toilet.} The girls of these days want to go to school, to parties, to sabhas,
and eat fruits from the mlench\fn{Unclean.} hands. It is true the Brahmin served, but it was in the house of English
people. We are Arya, but our Aryanism is getting all defiled. People are mad after English. Who are these
English? Are not they incarnations of monkeys? Only the tail is not allowed them. What if they are rulers? We
must not forget our caste and religion! Truly sin is raging, and the world is coming to an end. Oh Narayan! Do
thou open the eyes of the people!”
Thus talked Kakubaij and giving a deep sigh, she stretched herself on the floor for a nap.
Ratan went to sleep rather excited and tired that evening. For six weeks all went on as usual. Then came the
Shravana month. It occurs about in August, and every young Hindu wife is then kept very busy.
The first day of the month fell on a Saturday. Everyone in Mr. Vasudevrav’s house was up at an early hour. …
2
From time immemorial India has always abounded in prominent examples of good and great women. The
praises of Sita, Draupadi, Savitri, Ifirabai, Gayatri and hosts of others are sung in all languages; and even today,
throughout the length and breadth of this our Bharatland; they are an inspiration to millions of women. In each
period of the world's history these great leaders appear, who meet the peculiar needs of their own epoch. Pandita
Ramabai stands out as one such leader in our own times. Her early training fitted her for the great service to
which she was called. Her early education in her forest home where her mother was her teacher and her father her
guide, her life of sorrow, her struggles, and finally her emergence on the platform of social reform, all these things
show. us clearly how God prepares His servants for His service.
In a newly discovered letter written in 1883 to Sir Bartle Frere, the Governor of Bombay, the Pandita gives a
charmingly simple account of her early life and childhood. She was born in a forest village of the western Ghats.
Her father was a Shastri honored for his learning in Mysore and in other States. In his youth he had studied under
the teacher of the Peshwa Baji Rao II, and had so obtained entrance into the Peshwa’s palace. There he had met
the Peshwa’s wife, Shreemati Varanesee Bai Sahiba, who was also learning Sanskrit with Rama Chandra Shastri.
He had thus become interested in the question of women’s education. But though there were cultured ladies in
the Mahratta palace, when he came to the matter of teaching his wife and daughters, he found the village tradition
strongly opposed to him. In the pandita’s words,
The people in the neighborhood disapproved of him, and threatened to put him out of caste. When they found they
could in no way prevail with him to leave off educating my mother, they went to the Dharma-Guru (a spiritual ruler) and
brought the matter before him, begging him to enforce the law against my father, because he was a breaker of their
sacred laws and customs. So my father was sent for by the Dharma-Guru and was asked his reason for breaking the
law. My father replied by asking the Dharma-Guru,
“What is written in the Dharma Shastras which in any way forbids the education of women?”
The Dharma-Guru could give no satisfactory answer, so my father remained in caste. Several years after, when at
Swade, the monastery of one of the Dharma-Gurus, many pandits and one of the Dharnia-Gurus were assembled to
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discuss the matter. There my father proved from the Dharma-Shastras that “women must be educated and learn their
Dharma-Shastras.” He received from the assembly a statement to this effect with their signatures affixed.

From her father Ramabai must have inherited, though in her case the goal was a very different one, her spirit of
unswerving determination and devotion to an end.
Anant Shastri had spent all his life in the service of religious contemplation and philosophical learning. Ten years
he had spent seeking scholarship under the patronage of the Mahrajahs of Mysore and Nepal; then years seeking
religion and learning on pilgrimages; finally he had settled with his youthful second wife Lakshmibai in a lonely
spot in the heart of the Gangamale forest where the sources of three rivers meet. The first nights they spent
without the shelter of even a grass hut, with the jungle noises round them. Slowly they tamed the jungle and
founded an ashram; roses, ehampak, mango, flourished in the heart of the jungle and persisted long after when the
spot had been deserted, though now the jungle has once more resumed its sway, and not a trace remains of the
ashram or the orchard or the cattle that Lkshmibai had administered so well.
Here, under her husband’s tuition, Lakshmibai became so proficient in Sanskrit that she could in his absence
carry on his work and instruct his chelas.\fn{Disciples} It was in the forest hermitage that Ramabai was born, into
an atmosphere, not only of unworldliness and idealism, but of courage and initiative. From her mother she must
have inherited much of the organizing-genius she was later to display in her great institute at Khedgaon.
About the time of her birth her father’s mode of life was changed. In the forest ashram, as during his residence
at the Mahraja’s court, lavish gifts had been showered upon Anant Shastri; but money had meant nothing to him;
it has been said of the family that none of them had any sense of their own interests, and finally the folly and
greed of their relatives caused their financial ruin. The family sought means of livelihood and found it, as
expounders of the puranas or Sanskrit texts. They wandered on foot from place to place, traversing the whole of
India, visiting places of pilgrimage, reading and expounding the sacred texts to 1 7 groups of villagers, receiving
for their livelihood the simple gifts that the poor brought to them.
When she was a few months old, Ramabai started on her pilgrimage in a basket from the forest wilderness, and
the wanderings continued till her parents’ death. She received most of her education from her mother, and at the
age of eight was already learning Sanskrit. Both she and her brother assisted in the reading of the puranas. Her
learning, and the fact that her father would not allow her to be married in her childhood, roused both wonder and
hostility, even in their wanderings and more so when they occasionally settled in a village.
The pandita moved through all this, assimilating experience, watching with calm and critical eyes,
unconsciously training herself for her life-work.
*
When her parents died in 1874, this village persecution caused the children to leave their home. There follows
a graphic account of the wanderings of the brother and sister in the accomplishment of their missionary work.
We traveled for six years in various parts of India. In our travels we were obliged to go on foot not having the means
to afford conveyances. In this way we went a distance of two thousand miles. Thus we had a good opportunity of
seeing the sufferings of Hindu women. We saw it not only in one part of India, but it was the same in the Madras
Presidency, the Bombay Presidency, Punjab, the North-West Provinces, Bengal, Assam. This made us think much of
how it was possible to improve the condition of women. We were able to do nothing directly to help them, but in the
towns and cities we often addressed large audiences of people and urged upon them the education of the women and
children. In order to be able to converse with the different races, we learnt Bengali and Hindi. In the year 1880 in
Dacca my brother died, and then I was alone in the world.

Six months later she married a Bengali gentleman who I shared her enthusiasm for women’s education. But
after two years of happy comradeship and endeavor, he died, and she was left with a baby daughter and the debts
incurred in building their new home where they had planned to live and work together.
But nothing could subdue her indomitable spirit. She planned to go to England to equip herself for her work of
service to her country women. She sold the house, paid off her debts, and by publishing a book made enough money
to pay for her passage.
But first she proceeded to Poona to be among people who spoke her own language. Here were working the
most varying forces; a party of eager Hindu reformers were working ardently for the battle of women’s freedom;
on the other hand, the forces of reactionary orthodoxy were also very strong. Her fame as a Sanskrit scholar, her
independence of action both before and after her marriage, had preceded her.
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She was expected in the city with dread and dislike by the elderly women, with eager expectation by people
like the Ranades, who saw in her a real woman of the Upanishads, of the old day before degeneration. A slightly
built woman with large steadfast eyes, her courage, her singlemindedness impressed itself upon all those who met
her or who heard her speak. She had by now made up her mind to devote herself to the cause of her fellowwomen. She made many friends among the leaders of the social reform movement, but she wished to proceed
with greater audacity, greater impetus, than many of them.
She decided to go to England and fit herself, by medical education, for the help of her fellow women. With the
help of the Sisters of the Wantage Mission she came to England at last. A slight defect of hearing made it
impossible for her to take the course in medicine that she had contemplated.
At Cheltenham College she formed a life-long friendship with that pioneer educationalist, Miss Beale; and here she
perfected her knowledge of the English language and published a book, The High Caste Hindu Woman.
Ramabai went next to America, where her book had a wide circulation. American women, with their charm,
eagerness and love for women of other lands, gave a great welcome to the pandita, and took her to their hearts
and homes. She stood before them, a fragile little woman clad in the spotless white flowing garb of ancient India,
whither she proposed to return to work for the emancipation of widows.
*
Finally, equipped with funds and experience, Ramabai arrived in Bombay and opened an educational institution,
the Sharada Sadan in a bungalow at Chowpatty, Bombay. There were present on this auspicious occasion many friends
of female education, amongst whom were the most prominent of the Hindus. The entrance to the house was decorated
with plantain trees, and yellow-flowered garlands told of emancipation for the oppressed widows for whom educational
facilities were now provided.
It was the privilege of myself and my husband to be there that day and I well remember what a wonderful sight
it seemed. The pandita stood as hostess garbed in the white muslin of a Dakshini lady. Her hair was cut short,
she wore no bangles on her arms, and her feet were clad in Brahman shoes without stockings. We were chiefly
struck by the intellectuality of her brow, by her beautiful gray-blue eyes, and by her charming happy smile. She
was true, she was noble, she was great.
On this day, she was surrounded by grave pandits, among whom were Rao Sahib Mandlik, Rao Sahib V. A.
Modak, The Hon. Mr. Justice K. T. Telang, Dr. Bhandarkar, Mr. Chandavarkar, and others, all of whom were
keenly interested in the cause of women’s education.
The Sharada Sadan was so called from one of the names of the Goddess Saraswati, the goddess of Learning
and Wisdom; to this House of Wisdom came numerous high-caste girls and persecuted young widows. After
having become a Theist, the pandita had adopted Christianity and the Sadan became a Christian Institution.
Great as its work was, it still seemed circumscribed to the pandita’s great spirit. With the terrible famine of 1896
came a vast extension. She had herself suffered terrific privations from famine during her wander years. She had
begged food for her dying mother, and had lived with her brother on roots and wild berries. She departed now for the
stricken area. The first sight of three little famished skeleton-like forms determined her in her resolve to admit into
her institution all the destitute girls who needed refuge.
The Lord has put it into my heart to save three hundred girls out of the famine districts and I shall go to work in His
name. The funds sent to me by my friends in America are barely enough to feed and educate fifty girls and several people
are asking me how I am going to support all these girls who may come from Central India. But the Lord knows what I
need.

Her helpers at the Sadan received loyally the burden of their new charges, wild, undisciplined, illiterate girls.
When the pandita returned, she organized at Khedgaon, near Poona, the Multi Sadan, or House of Salvation. It
meant an almost complete retirement along with these girls, from the active intellectual stimulus of life at Poona.
But as the pandita said,
There is no room for murmuring.

In time, all the work was concentrated at Khedgaon. The Sharada Sadan was transferred there as part of the
larger project. It continued its work of providing higher education for girls who could take advantage of it. But the
reach of the pandita’s compassion was henceforth unlimited. A third department was opened, the Kripa Sadan or
Rescue Home.
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In 1900, with the Gujerat famine, came a new time of trial and test. Twenty of her helpers went out to the area,
“eight of them women who had been saved from starvation in 1896.” When she had had resources in 1896 for
fifty girls, she had admitted three hundred. Now she had resources for five or six hundred, and she admitted
thirteen hundred and fifty, bringing the total population at Mukti up to nineteen hundred, “with over a hundred
cattle.”
With the help of a hundred and fifty devoted young women, she dealt with this new situation. A school was
organized with over fifty classes and teachers. Four hundred children were occupied in the Kindergarten. A
Training School for Teachers was opened, and an Industrial School with garden, fields, oil-press, dairy, laundry,
departments for baking, sewing, weaving and embroidery. For those who could only do very coarse work there
were grain-parching, tinning culinary utensils, dyeing.
It was a wonderful piece of organization. We are told that the pandita’s day began well before four o’clock in
the morning, during the last twenty-two years. One can well believe it. Never were the gates of the Sadan shut to
any who were in need.
And yet in this vast work of organizing, she never lost her serenity and her spirituality; no sign of bustle or
worry marred the repose of her beautiful spirit. Her nights were spent in prayer and vigil; her great aim was to
bring joyousness and blessedness into the lives of these girls, often so untrained, sullen, gross on their first
admission. She never forgot this in the detail of management of this large scale work. Through the busy, bustling
life of the place moved the slight serene figure with the great brow and the wide gray eyes, her spirit soaring
above age, sorrow, labour, till at last she was called in 1922 to the rest she had always denied herself.
*
My own work for married ladies began when I joined Pandita Ramabai’s staff in Bombay. When she moved her
school to Poona, I remained in Bombay and gradually developed the Married Women’s School which has now been in
existence for sixteen years, during which time 1000 women have taken advantage of the school courses; amongst whom
have been child wives and widows in large numbers, also the wives of many professional men.
The married woman in India presents a problem. As a rule she is not given much chance for education as she is
bound by caste and tradition and she is called upon to fulfill solemn duties and responsibilities long before she is
fit for them. Homes being sacred temples, the Hindu woman is in the right sense of the term a priestess in her own
house.
Home is also the first school of every child, the mother being the child’s first teacher. It is therefore very
important to bring enlightenment and a fitting training to the married women, so that the foundations of home life
may be truly built. Every girl’s natural ambition is to possess her own home, but if she should become a widow her
life can be consecrated to some special service for her country, such as has been rendered in the West by sisterhoods
or cloisters. Widows have been sent for specialized training in Colleges or Hospitals where they learn to be teachers
or nurses.
The work of my school has met with support from both Government and the general public. The success of
this work in Bombay proves, I think, that special schools for married women might well be attached to every
Primary or High School for girls in which general and special courses of study are being followed.
Educated women are waking up to their real responsibilities in public matters and, provided there is right
guidance and proper organization, there is hope that some of the crying problems which affect women may be
solved through an improvement in public opinion which has been brought about by extended education. Women
who have become alive to the needs of their sisters are seeking opportunities, for helpfulness and efforts are being
made to break the bonds of custom and caste. In such work lies a most important sphere for the married woman
and the widow. If educated on proper lines these women will prove to be the fit ones to solve all the great and
small problems that involve the progress and prosperity of our land.
This call then is to the married women and widows. Let them in their leisure hours take up their duties, them
form committees and organize and open classes, special schools for widows and married women and as far is
possible let the teachers in such schools be married women. Education has so far advanced that it is possible for
married woman to spare her leisure hours for this import work.
There is no need to wait for Government or Municipalities to take the lead. It is the duty of individual women to
start such work and Government and Municipalities should supplement the funds.
Public bodies however do not need educated women their committees as much as those are needed on
committees of homes and families. It is in the Home that the prime duty of the mother and wife lies.
Let us then seek out those and give them educational relief and then mark the changes which will follow.
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Two royal ladies, one a Maharani and the other Nawab Shah Begum have come forward to take the lead and it
is hoped that many others will follow them.
No structure dare be built without a solid foundation and that foundation is brave wives and mothers; therefore
let us offer as many facilities as possible for the married women and widows that they may advance along the
right lines and fulfill the needs of that noble domain the HOME with its many responsibilities.
78.141 Regulus\fn{by Joseph Rudyard Kipling (1865-1936)} Bombay, Maharashtra State, India (M) 11

† A Portrait of Joseph Rudyard Kipling, painted iin 1891 †
Regulus\fn{by Rudyard Kipling (1865-1936). Regulus, a Roman general, defeated the Carthaginians in 256 BC, but was himself
defeated by them in 255, taken prisoner, and set under parole to Rome with an embassy to ask for peace or an exchange of prisoners. He
strongly advised the Senate to make no terms with Carthage, returned to that city (as he was honor-bound to do), and was by them put to
death by torture. W and I are responsible for the footnotes, unless otherwise indicated. The internal sub-divisions are mine:H }
The Fifth Form\fn{ The story is set in an English public school, an all-male educational institution where entry was usually
accomplished at the age of 12-14 years (as at Eton), with matriculation normally occurring near 17. Attendance here preceded enrollment at
University. The focus in such a place is upon the building of character, rather more than upon strict academic success, and there was
customarily a heavy emphasis upon honorable behavior at all times, based upon the theory (perhaps rather thinly stressed in these
degenerate and undeniably more stressful days) that one should not avoid participation in the contact sport of life, but strive to be the very
best person one could be under adverse conditions; and that this sort of education was best inculcated at the time when a man ceases being
a child and enters adolescence. Most of the adolescents in this tale seem to be about 16. | Kipling himself attended one of these places: a
private boys’ public boarding school for the sons of military officers called the United Services College at Westward Ho!, Devon. Near the
end of his time there (1878-1882) it was decided that he lacked the academic ability to get into Oxford University on a scholarship and his
parents lacked the wherewithal to finance him, so Lockwood obtained a job for his son in Lahore, Punjab (now in Pakistan), where he was
Principal of the Mayo College of Art and Curator of the Lahore Museum. Kipling was to be assistant editor of a small local newspaper, the
Civil & Military Gazette. He sailed for India on 20 September 1882, and arrived in Bombay on 18 October. He described this moment
years later: “So, at sixteen years and nine months, but looking four or five years older, and adorned with real whiskers which the
scandalized Mother abolished within one hour of beholding, I found myself at Bombay where I was born, moving among sights and smells
that made me deliver in the vernacular sentences whose meaning I knew not. Other Indian-born boys have told me how the same thing
happened to them.” This arrival changed Kipling, as he explains: “There were yet three or four days’ rail to Lahore, where my people lived.
After these, my English years fell away, nor ever, I think, came back in full strength”. } had been dragged several times in its
collective life, from one end of the school Horace\fn{ As opposed to any other type of edition.} to the other. Those were
the years when Army examiners\fn {Written and oral examinations are still required for commission as an officer in the British
Army.} gave thousands of marks\fn { Points.} for Latin, and it was Mr. King’s hated business to defeat them.\fn{ I.e.,
the students; for Latin was for most of them a drudgery; but it was their duty to learn it, for it was their eventual business (as far at least as
their families were concerned) to wind up as commissioned officers, or as religious, or as a member of the professional class; but before
any of that could happen to them, they must matriculate from here to University, and then graduate from that.}
Hear him, then, on a raw November morning at second lesson.
*
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“Aha!” he began, rubbing his hands. “Cras ingens interabimus aequor. Our portion today is the Fifth Ode of
the Third Book, I believe—concerning one Regulus, a gentleman. And how often have we been through it?”
“Twice, sir,” said Malpas, head of the Form.
Mr. King shuddered. “Yes, twice, quite literally,” he said. “Today, with an eye to your Army viva-voce examinations—ugh!—I shall exact somewhat freer and more florid renditions. With feeling and comprehension if that
be possible. I except”—here his eye swept the back benches—“our friend and companion Beetle, from whom,
now as always, I demand an absolutely literal translation.” The Form laughed subserviently.
“Spare his blushes! Beetle charms us first.”
Beetle stood up, confident in the possession of a guaranteed construe, left behind by M’Turk, who had that day
gone into the sick-house with a cold. Yet he was too wary a hand to show confidence.
“Credidimus, we—believe—we have believed,” he opened in hesitating slow time, “tonantem Jovem, thundering Jove—regnare, to reign—caelo, in heaven. Augustus, Augustus—habebitur, will be held or considered—
prae-sens divus, a present God—adjectis Britannis, the Britons being added—imperio, to the Empire—
gravibusque Persis, with the heavy—er, stern Persians.”\fn{ MMM renders this: We believe that Jove is king in heaven
because we hear his thunders peal; Augustus shall be deemed a god on earth for adding to our empire the Britons and dread Parthians.}
“What?”
“The grave or stern Persians.’ Beetle pulled up with the ‘Thank-God-I-have-done-my-duty’ air of Nelson in the
cockpit.
“I am quite aware,” said King, “that the first stanza is about the extent of your knowledge, but continue, sweet
one, continue. Gravibus, by the way, is usually translated as ‘troublesome’.”
Beetle drew a long and tortured breath. The second stanza (which carries over to the third) of that Ode is what
is technically called a ‘stinker’. But M’Turk had done him handsomely.
“Milesne Crassi, had—has the soldiers of Crassus—vixit, lived—turpis maritus, a disgraceful husband—“
“You slurred the quantity of the word after turpis,” said King. “Let’s hear it.”
Beetle guessed again, and for a wonder hit the correct quantity. “Er—a disgraceful husband—conjuge barbara,
with a barbarous spouse.”
“Why do you select that disgustful equivalent out of all the dictionary?” King snapped. “Isn’t ‘wife’ good
enough for you?”
“Yes, sir. But what do I do about this bracket, sir? Shall I take it now?”
“Confine yourself at present to the soldier of Crassus.”
“Yes, sir. Et, and—consenuit, has he grown old—in armis, in the—er—arms—hostium socerorum, of his
father-in-law’s enemies.”
“Who? How? Which?”
“Arms of his enemies’ fathers-in-law, sir.”
“Tha-anks. By the way, what meaning might you attach to in armis?”
“Oh, weapons—weapons of war, sir.” There was a virginal note in Beetle’s voice as though he had been falsely
accused of uttering indecencies. “Shall I take the bracket now, sir?”
“Since it seems to be troubling you.”
“Pro Curia, O for the Senate House—inversique mores, and manners upset—upside down.”
“Ve-ry like your translation. Meantime, the soldier of Crassus?”
“Sub rege Medo, under a Median King—Marsus et Apulus, he being a Marsian and an Apulian.”
“Who? The Median King?”
“No, sir. The soldier of Crassus. Oblitus agrees with milesne Crassi, sir,” volunteered too hasty Beetle.
“Does it? It doesn’t with me.”
“Oh-blight-us,” Beetle corrected hastily, “forgetful—anciliorum, of the shields, or trophies—et nominis, and
the—his name—et togae, and the toga—eternaeque Vestae, and eternal Vesta—incolumi Jove, Jove being safe—
et urbe Roma, and the Roman city.” With an air of hardly restrained zeal—“Shall I go on, sir?”\fn{ MMM renders
this: Did Crassus’s troops live in base wedlock with barbarian wives and (alas, our sunken Senate and our altered ways!) grow old in
service of the foes whose daughters they had wedded,—Marsian and Apulian submissive to a Parthian king, forgetful of the sacred shields,
the Roman name, the toga, and eternal Vesta, while Jove’s temples and the town of Rome remained still standing? }

Mr. King winced. “No, thank you. You have indeed given us a translation! May I ask if it conveys any meaning
whatever to your so-called mind?”
“Oh, I think so, sir.” This with gentle toleration for Horace and all his works.
“We envy you. Sit down.”
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Beetle sat down relieved, well knowing that a reef of uncharted genitives stretched ahead of him, on which in
spite of M’Turk’s sailing-directions he would infallibly have been wrecked.\fn{ MMM renders this part: ‘Twas against
this the far-seeing mind of Regulus had guarded when he revolted from the shameful terms and from an act destined to bring ruin for the
time to come, should not the prisoners perish without pity.}

Rattray, who took up the task, steered neatly through them and came unscathed to port.
“Here we require drama,” said King. “Regulus himself is speaking now. Who shall represent the providentminded Regulus? Winton, will you kindly oblige?”
Winton of King’s House,\fn{Boys lived in these schools in dormitories nominally under the superintendence of members of the
faculty, but in practicality under the day-by-day authority of faculty-appointed fellow-students, who carried the titles of Prefect and Subprefect. These Houses competed against each other in both academics and sports, and loyalty to one’s own House was (and probably still
is) one of the maturing hallmarks of this type of learning experience .} a long, heavy, tow-headed Second Fifteen forward\fn
{There are throughout this essay many offhand, passing references to the game of rugby, that most excellent of character-building sports,
which will have achieved its modern form only some 70 years prior to the writing of this composition.} overdue for his First Fifteen

colors, and in aspect like an earnest, elderly horse, rose up, and announced, among other things, that he had seen
“signs affixed to Punic deluges.” Half the Form shouted for joy, and the other half for joy that there was
something to shout about.
Mr. King opened and shut his eyes with great swiftness. “Signa adfixa delubris,” he gasped. “So delubris is
‘deluges’ is it? Winton, in all our dealings, have I ever suspected you of a jest?”
“No, sir,” said the rigid and angular Winton, while the Form rocked about him.
“And yet you assert delubris means ‘deluges’. Whether I am a fit subject for such a jape is, of course, a matter
of opinion, but. … Winton, you are normally conscientious. May we assume you looked out\fn{ Looked up; in a
dictionary.} delubris?”
“No, sir.” Winton was privileged to speak that truth dangerous to all who stand before Kings.
“Made a shot at it then?”
Every line of Winton’s body showed he had done nothing of the sort. Indeed, the very idea that ‘Pater’ Winton
(and a boy is not called ‘Pater’ by companions for his frivolity) would make a shot at anything was beyond
belief.\fn{Nicknames are a common feature of English public school life.} But he replied, “Yes,” and all the while worked
with his right heel as though he were heeling a ball at punt-about.
Though none dared to boast of being a favorite with King, the taciturn, three-cornered Winton stood high in his
House-Master’s opinion. It seemed to save him neither rebuke nor punishment, but the two were in some fashion
sympathetic.
“Hmm!” said King dryly. “I was going to say—Flagitio additis damnum, but I think—I think I see the process.
Beetle, the translation of delubris, please.”
Beetle raised his head from his shaking arm long enough to answer: “Ruins, sir.”
There was an impressive pause while King checked off crimes on his fingers. Then to Beetle the muchenduring man addressed winged words:
“Guessing,” said he. “Guessing, Beetle, as usual, from the look of delubris that it bore some relation to
diluvium or deluge, you imparted the result of your half-baked lucubrations to Winton who seems to have been
lost enough to have accepted it. Observing next, your companion’s fall, from the presumed security of your
undistinguished position in the rear-guard, you took another pot-shot. The turbid chaos of your mind threw up
some memory of the word ‘dilapidations’ which you have pitifully attempted to disguise under the synonym of
‘ruins’.”
As this was precisely what Beetle had done he looked hurt but forgiving.
“We will attend to this later,” said King. “Go on, Winton, and retrieve yourself.”
Delubris happened to be the one word which Winton had not looked out and had asked Beetle for, when they
were settling into their places. He forged ahead with no further trouble. Only when he rendered scilicet as
‘forsooth’, King erupted.
“Regulus,” he said, “was not a leader-writer for the penny press, nor, for that matter, was Horace. Regulus
says: ‘The soldier ransomed by gold will come keener for the fight—will he by—by gum!’ That’s the meaning of
scilicet. It indicates contempt—bitter contempt. ‘Forsooth’, forsooth! You’ll be talking about ‘speckled beauties’
and ‘eventually transpire’ next. Howell, what do you make of that doubled ‘Vidi ego—ego vidi’? It wasn’t put in
to fill up the meter, you know.”
“Isn’t it intensive, sir?” said Howell, afflicted by a genuine interest in what he read. “Regulus was a bit in
earnest about Rome making no terms with Carthage—and he wanted to let the Romans understand it, didn’t he,
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sir?”
“Less than your usual grace, but the fact. Regulus was in earnest. He was also engaged at the same time in
cutting his own throat with every word he uttered. He knew Carthage which (your examiners won’t ask you this
so you needn’t take notes) was a sort of God-forsaken nigger Manchester. Regulus was not thinking about his own
life. He was telling Rome the truth. He was playing for his side. Those lines from the eighteenth to the fortieth
ought to be written in blood. Yet there are things in human garments which will tell you that Horace was a flâneur
—a man about town. Avoid such beings. Horace knew a very great deal. He knew! Erit ille fortis—‘will he be
brave who once to faithless foes has knelt?’ And again (stop pawing with your hooves, Thornton!) hic unde vitam
sumeret inscius. That means roughly—but I perceive I am ahead of my translators. Begin at hic unde, Vernon, and
let us see if you have the spirit of Regulus.”
Now no one expected fireworks from gentle Paddy Vernon, Sub-prefect of Hartopp’s House, but, as must often
be the case with growing boys, his mind was in abeyance for the time being, and he said, all in a rush, on behalf
of Regulus: “O magna Carthago probrosis altior Italiae ruinis, O Carthage, thou wilt stand forth higher than the
ruins of Italy.”\fn{MMM translates this next part thus: “With mine own eyes,” he said, “have I seen our standards hung up in Punic
shrines, and weapons wrested from our soldiers without bloodshed; with mine own eyes have I seen the hands of freemen pinioned behind
their backs, the gates of Carthage open wide, the fields once ravaged by our warfare tilled again. Redeemed by gold, forsooth, our soldiers
will renew the strife with greater bravery. To shame ye are but adding loss; the wool by lichens dyed never regains the hues it once has lost,
nor does true manhood when it once has vanished care to be restored to degenerate breasts. If the deer gives fight when loosened from the
close-meshed toils, then will he be brave who has trusted himself to perfidious foes, and he will crush the Carthaginians in a second war
who has tamely felt the thongs upon his fettered arms and has stood in fear of death. Such an one, not knowing how to make existence sure,
has confounded war with peace. Alas the shame! O mighty Carthage, raised high on Italy’s disgraceful ruins.” }

Even Beetle, most lenient of critics, was interested at this point, though he did not join the half-groan of
reprobation from the wiser heads of the Form.
“Please don’t mind me,” said King, and Vernon very kindly did not. He ploughed on thus: “He (Regulus) is
related to have removed from himself the kiss of the shameful wife and of his small children as less by the head,
and, being stern, to have placed his virile visage on the ground.”
Since King loved ‘virile’ about as much as he did ‘spouse’ or ‘forsooth’ the Form looked up hopefully. But
Jove thundered not.
“Until,” Vernon continued, “he should have confirmed the sliding fathers as being the author of counsel never
given under an alias.”
He stopped, conscious of stillness round him like the dread calm of the typhoon’s center. King’s opening voice
was sweeter than honey.
“I am painfully aware by bitter experience that I cannot give you any idea of the passion, the power, the—the
es-sential guts of the lines which you have so foully outraged in our presence. But—” the note changed, “so far as
in me lies, I will strive to bring home to you, Vernon, the fact that there exist in Latin a few pitiful rules of
grammar, of syntax, nay, even of declension, which were not created for your incult sport—your Boeotian
diversion. You will, therefore, Vernon, write out and bring to me tomorrow a word-for-word English-Latin
translation of the Ode, together with a full list of all adjectives—an adjective is not a verb, Vernon, as the Lower
Third will tell you—all adjectives, their number, case, and gender. Even now I haven’t begun to deal with you
faithfully.”
“I—I’m very sorry, sir,” Vernon stammered.
“You mistake the symptoms, Vernon. You are possibly discomfited by the imposition,\fn{ Later in this story
abbreviated to “impot”.} but sorrow postulates some sort of mind, intellect, nous. Your rendering of probrosis alone
stamps you as lower than the beasts of the field. Will someone take the taste out of our mouths? And—talking of
tastes— ” He coughed. There was a distinct flavor of chlorine gas in the air. Up went an eyebrow, though King
knew perfectly well what it meant.
“Mr. Hartopp’s sc—science class next door,” said Malpass.
“Oh yes. I had forgotten. Our newly established Modern Side, of course. Perowne, open the windows; and
Winton, go on once more from interque maerentes.”
“And hastened away,” said Winton, “surrounded by his mourning friends, into—into illustrious banishment.
But I got that out of Conington, sir,” he added in one conscientious breath.
“I am aware. The master generally knows his ass’s crib, though I acquit you of any intention that way. Can you
suggest anything for egregius exul? Only ‘egregious exile’? I fear ‘egregious’ is a good word ruined. No! You
can’t in this case improve on Conington. Now then for atqui sciebat quae sibi barbarus tyortor pararet. The
whole force of it lies in the atqui.”
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“Although he knew,” Winton suggested.
“Stronger than that, I think.”
“He who knew well,” Malpass interpolated.
“Ye-es. ‘Well though he knew.’ I don’t like Conington’s ‘well-witting’. It’s Wardour Street.”\fn{ Meaning Wardour
Street English, i.e., as Schur says (N. W. Schur, British English, A to Zed, 1987, 392), sham-antique diction, of the type common in inferior
historical novels. The expression was derived from the name of a real thoroughfare, which, Schur writes, used to be noted for its antique
and imitation-antique shops.)}

“Well though he knew what the savage torturer was—was getting ready for him,” said Winton.
“Ye-es. Had in store for him.”
“Yet he brushed aside his kinsmen and the people delaying his return.””
“Ye-es; but then how do you render obstantes?”
“If it’s a free translation mightn’t obstantes and morantem come to about the same thing, sir?”
“Nothing comes to ‘about the same thing’ with Horace, Winton. As I have said, Horace was not a journalist.
No, I take it that his kinsmen bodily withstood his departure, whereas the crowd—populumque—the democracy
stood about futilely pitying him and getting in the way. Now for that noblest of endings—quam si clientum,’ and
King ran off into the quotation:
‘As though some tedious business o’er
Of clients’ court, his journey lay
Towards Venafrum’s grassy floor
Or Sparta-built Tarentum’s bay.

All right, Winton.\fn{MMM finishes the Ode thus: ‘Tis said he put away his chaste wife’s kisses and his little children, as one bereft of
civil rights, and sternly bent his manly gaze upon the ground, till he should strengthen the Senate’s wavering purpose by advice ne’er given
before and amid sorrowing friends should hurry forth a noble exile. Full well he knew what torment the barbarian was making ready for
him; and yet he pushed aside the kinsmen who blocked his path and the people who would stay his going, as if, having settled a case in
court, he were leaving the tedious business of his clients, speeding to Venafran haunts, or Spartan Tarentum.} Beetle, when you’ve

quite finished dodging the fresh air yonder, give me the meaning of tendens—and turn down your collar.”
“Me, sir? Tendens, sir? Oh! Stretching away in the direction of, sir.”
“Idiot! Regulus was not a feature of the landscape. He was a man, self-doomed to death by torture. Atqui
sciebat—knowing it—having achieved it for his country’s sake—can’t you hear that atqui cut like a knife?—he
moved off with some dignity. That is why Horace out of the whole golden Latin tongue chose the one word
“tendens”—which is utterly untranslatable.”
The gross injustice of being asked to translate it, converted Beetle into a young Christian martyr, till King
buried his nose in his handkerchief again.
“I think they’ve broken another gas-bottle next door, sir,” said Howell. “They’re always doing it.” The Form
coughed as more chlorine came in.
“Well, I suppose we must be patient with the Modern Side,” said King. “But it is almost insupportable for this
Side. Vernon, what are you grinning at?”
Vernon’s mind had returned to him glowing and inspired. He chuckled as he underlined his Horace.
“It appears to amuse you,” said King. “Let us participate. What is it?”
“The last two lines of the Tenth Ode, in this book, sir,” was Vernon’s amazing reply.
“What? Oh, I see. Non hoc semper erit liminis aut aquae caelestis patiens latus.”\fn{“This side will not always be
patient of rain and waiting on the threshold.”} King’s mouth twitched to hide a grin. “Was that done with intention?”
“I—I thought it fitted, sir.”
“It does. It’s distinctly happy. What put it into your thick head, Paddy?”
“I don’t know, sir, except we did the Ode last term.”
“And you remembered? The same head that minted probrosis as a verb! Vernon, you are an enigma. No! This
Side will not always be patient of unheavenly gasses and waters. I will make representations to our so-called
Moderns. Meantime (who shall say I am not just?) I remit you your accrued pains and penalties in regard to
probrosim, probrosis, probrosit and other enormities. I oughtn’t to do it, but this Side is occasionally human. By
no means bad, Paddy.”
“Thank you, sir,” said Vernon, wondering how inspiration had visited him.
Then King, with a few brisk remarks about Science, headed them back to Regulus, of whom and of Horace and
Rome and evil-minded commercial Carthage and of the democracy eternally futile, he explained, in all ages and
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climes, he spoke for ten minutes; passing thence to the next Ode—Delicta majorum\fn{MMM: Religion and Purity.}
—where he fetched up, full-voiced, upon—‘Dis te minorem quod geris imperas’ (Thou rulest because thou
bearest thyself as lower than the Gods)\fn{ MMM renders this: ‘Tis by holding thyself dependent on the gods that thou dost rule.}
—making it a text for a discourse on manners, morals, and respect for authority as distinct from bottled gasses,
which lasted till the bell rang. Then Beetle, concertinaing his books,\fn{ Piling them one on top of another; the (fanciful)
image of a concertina is intended.} observed to Winton, “When King’s really on tap he’s an interestin’ dog. Hartopp’s
chlorine uncorked him.”
“Yes; but why did you tell me delubris was ‘deluges’, you silly ass?” said Winton.
“Well, that uncorked him too. Look out, you hoof-handed old owl!” Winton had cleared for action as the Form
poured out like puppies at play and was scragging\fn{ Throttling.} Beetle. Stalky from behind collared Winton low.
The three fell in confusion.
‘Dis te minorem quod geris imperas,’ quoth Stalky, ruffling Winton’s lint-white locks. “Mustn’t jape with
Number Five study. Don’t be too virtuous. Don’t brood over it. ’Twon’t count against you in your future caree-ah.
Cheer up, Pater.”
“Pull him off my—er—essential guts, will you?” said Beetle from beneath. “He’s suqashin’ ’em.”
They dispersed to their studies.
*
No one, the owner least of all, can explain what is in a growing boy’s mind. It might have been the blind
ferment of adolescence; Stalky’s random remarks about virtue might have stirred him; like his betters he might
have sought popularity by way of clowning; or, as the Head\fn{ Headmaster; the final authority in all disciplinary matters,
among other things.} asserted years later, the only known jest of his serious life might have worked on him, as a
sober-sided man’s one love colors and dislocates all his after days. But, at the next lesson, mechanical drawing
with Mr. Lidgett who as drawing-master had very limited powers of punishment, Winton fell suddenly from grace
and let loose a live mouse in the form-room. The whole form, shrieking and leaping high, threw at it all the plaster
cones, pyramids, and fruit in high relief—not to mention ink-pots—that they could lay hand on. Mr. Lidgett
reported at once to the Head; Winton owned up to his crime, which, venial in the Upper Third, pardonable at a
price in the Lower Fourth, was, of course, rank ruffianism on the part of the Fifth Form boy;\fn{ Something, that is,
that should have been outgrown; Kipling is being deliberately—increasingly—hyperbolic.} and so, by graduated stages, he
arrived at the Head’s study just before lunch, penitent, perturbed, annoyed with himself and—as the Head said to
King in the corridor after the meal—more human than he had known him in seven years.\fn{ Which indicates that
Winton had entered this public school at the tender age of nine; but such a thing would not have been unknown.}
“You see,” the Head drawled on, “Winton’s only fault is a certain costive and unaccommodating virtue. So this
comes very happily.”
“I’ve never noticed any sign of it,” said King. Winton was in King’s House, and though King was pro-consul
might, and did, infernally oppress his own Province, once a black and yellow cap\fn{ The boys would wear caps of
different colors identifying them as members of the particular House in which they lived .} was in trouble at the hands of the
Imperial authority King fought for him to the very last steps of Caesar’s throne.
“Well, you yourself admitted just now that a mouse was beneath the occasion,” the Head answered.
“It was.” Mr. King did not love Mr. Lidgett. “It should have been a rat. But—but—I hate to plead it—it’s the
lad’s first offence.”
“Could you have damned him more completely, King?”
“Hmm. What is the penalty?” said King, in retreat, but keeping up a rear-guard action.
“Only my usual few lines of Virgil to be shown up by tea-time.”
The Head’s eyes turned slightly to that end of the corridor where Mullins, Captain of the Games (‘Pot’, ‘Old
Pot’ or ‘Potiphar’ Mullins), was pinning up the usual Wednesday notice—‘Big, Middle, and little Side Football—
A to K, L to Z, 3 to 4.45 p.m.’
You cannot write out the Head’s usual few (which means five hundred) Latin lines and play football for one
hour and three-quarters between the hours of 1.30 and 5 p.m. Winton had evidently no intention of trying to do so,
for he hung about the corridor with a set face and an uneasy foot. Yet it was law in the school, compared with
which that of the Medes and Persians was no more than a non-committal resolution, that any boy, outside the First
Fifteen, who missed his football for any reason whatever, and had not a written excuse, duly signed by competent
authority to explain his absence, would receive not less than three strokes with a ground-ash from the Captain of
the Games, generally a youth between seventeen and eighteen years, rarely under eleven stone\fn{ A British
measurement: 1 stone = 14 pounds.} (‘Pot’ was nearer thirteen), and always in hard condition.\fn{ Hard-bodied; studly}
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King knew without inquiry that the Head had given Winton no such excuse.
“But he is practically a member of the First Fifteen. He has played for it all this term,” said King. “I believe his
Cap should have arrived last week.”
“His Cap has not been given him. Officially, therefore, he is naught. I rely on old Pot.”
“But Mullins is Winton’s study-mate,” King persisted. Pot Mullins and Pater Winton were cousins and rather
close friends.
“That will make no difference to Mullins—or Winton, if I know ’em,” said the Head.
“But—but,” King played his last card desperately, “I was going to recommend Winton for extra Sub-prefect in
my House, now Carton has gone.”\fn{ Perhaps the reader will remember Sidney Carton, the reckless young vagabond with a good
heart who gives his life of his beloved, Lucy Mannete, in A Tale of Two Cities, during the Reign of Terror in France in the last decade of the
18th century? Well, this Carton was that Carton’s great-grandson. The family continues to flourish, if sub-rosa.}

“Certainly,” said the Head. “Why not? He will be excellent by tea-time, I hope.”
At that moment they saw Mr. Lidgett, tripping down the corridor, waylaid by Winton.
“It’s about that mouse-business at mechanical drawing,” Winton opened, swinging across his path.
“Yes, yes, highly disgraceful,” Mr. Lidgett panted.
“I know it was,” said Winton. “It—it was a cad’s trick because—”
“Because you knew I couldn’t give you more than fifty lines,” said Mr. Lidgett.
“Well, anyhow I’ve come to apologize for it.”
“Certainly,” said Mr. Lidgett, and added, for he was a kindly man, “I think that shows quite right feeling. I’ll
tell the head at once I’m satisfied.”
“No—no!” The boy’s still unmended voice jumped from the growl to the squeak. “I didn’t mean that! I—I did
it on principle. Please don’t—er—do anything of that kind.”
Mr. Lidgett looked him up and down and, being an artist, understood.
“Thank you, Winton,” he said. “This shall be between ourselves.”
“You heard?” said King, indecent pride in his voice.
“Of course. You thought he was going to get Lidgett to beg him off the impot.”\fn{ The imposition; of the Latin.}
King denied this with so much warmth that the Head laughed and King went away in a huff.
“By the way,” said the Head, “I’ve told Winton to do his lines in your form-room—not in his study.”
“Thanks,” said King over his shoulder, for the Head’s orders had saved Winton and Mullins, who was doing
extra Army work in the study, from an embarrassing afternoon together.
*
An hour later, King wandered into his still form-room as though by accident. Winton was hard at work.
“Aha!” said King, rubbing his hands. “This does not look like games, Winton. Don’t let me arrest your facile
pen. Whence this sudden love for Virgil?”
“Impot from the Head, sir, for that mouse-business this morning.”
“Rumors thereof have reached us. That was a lapse on your part into Lower Thirdery which I don’t quite
understand.”
The ‘tump-tump’ of the puntabouts before the sides settled to games came through the open window. Winton,
like his House-master, loved fresh air. Then they heard Paddy Vernon, Sub-prefect on duty, calling the roll in the
field and marking defaulters. Winton wrote steadily. King curled himself up on a desk, hands round knees. One
would have said that the man was gloating over the boy’s misfortune, but the boy understood.
‘Dis te minorem quod geris imperas,’ King quoted presently, “It is necessary to bear oneself as lower than the
local gods—even than drawing-masters who are precluded from effective retaliation. I do wish you’d tried that
mouse-game with me, Pater.”
Winton grinned; then sobered. “It was a cad’s trick, sir, to play on Mr. Lidgett.” He peered forward at the page
he was copying.
“Well, ‘the sin I impute to each frustrate ghost’—” King stopped himself. “Why do you goggle like an owl?
Hand me the Mantuan and I’ll dictate. No matter. Any rich Virgilian measures will serve. I may peradventure
recall a few.” He began:
‘Tu regere imperio populos Romane memento
Hae tibi erunt artes pascisque imponere morem,
Parcere subjectis et debellare superbos.
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There you have it all, Winton. Write that out twice and yet once again.”
For the next forty minutes, with never a glance at the book, King paid out the glorious hexameters (and King
could read Latin as though it were alive), Winton hauling them in and coiling them away behind him as trimmers
in a telegraph-ship’s hold coil away deep-sea cable. King broke from the Aeneid to the Georgics and back again,
pausing now and then to translate some specially loved line or to dwell on the treble-shot texture of the ancient
fabric. He did not allude to the coming interview with Mullins except at the last, when he said, “I think at this
juncture, Pater, I need not ask you for the precise significance of atqui sciebat quae sibi barbarus tortor.’
The ungrateful Winton flushed angrily, and King loafed out to take five o’clock call-over, after which he
invited little Hartopp to tea and a talk on chlorine-gas. Hartopp accepted the challenge like a bantam, and the two
went up to King’s study about the same time as Winton returned to the form-room beneath it to finish his lines.
*
Then half a dozen of the Second Fifteen who should have been washing strolled in to condole with ‘Pater’
Winton, whose misfortune and its consequences were common talk. No one was more sincere than the long, redheaded, knotty-knuckled ‘Paddy’ Vernon, but, being a careless animal, he joggled Winton’s desk.
“Curse you for a silly ass!” said Winton. “Don’t do that.”
No one is expected to be polite while under punishment, so Vernon, sinking his Sub-prefectship, replied
peacefully enough:
“Well, don’t be wrathy, Pater.”
“I’m not,” said Winton. “Get out! This ain’t your House form-room.”
“Form-room don’t belong to you. Why don’t you go to our own study?” Vernon replied.
“Because Mullins is there waitin’ for the victim,” said Stalky delicately, and they all laughed. “You ought to
have shaken that mouse out of your trouser-leg, Pater. That’s the way I did in my youth. Pater’s revertiun’ to his
second childhood. Never mind, Pater, we all respect you and your future caree-ah.”
Winton, still writing, growled. Vernon leaning on the desk somehow shook it again. Then he laughed.
“What are you grinning at?” Winton asked.
“I was only thinkin’ of you being sent up to take a lickin’ from Pot. I swear I don’t think it’s fair. You’ve never
shirked a game in your life, and you’re as good as in the First Fifteen already. Your Cap ought to have been
delivered last week, oughtn’t it?”
It was law in the school that no man could by any means enjoy the privileges and immunities of the First
Fifteen till the black velvet cap with the gold tassel, made by dilatory Exeter outfitters, had been actually set on
his head. Ages ago, a large-built and unruly Second Fifteen had attempted to change this law, but the prefects of
that age were still larger, and the lively experiment had never been repeated.
“Will you,” said Winton very slowly, “kindly mind your own damned business, you cursed, clumsy, fat-headed
fool?”
The form-room was as silent as the empty field in the darkness outside. Vernon shifted his feet uneasily.
“Well, I shouldn’t like to take a lickin’ from Pot,” he said.
“Wouldn’t you?” Winton asked, as he paged the sheets of lines with hands that shook.
“No, I shouldn’t,” said Vernon, his freckles growing more distinct on the bridge of his white nose.
“Well, I’m going to take it”— Winton moved clear of the desk as he spoke. “But you’re going to take a lickin’
from me first.” Before any one realized it, he had flung himself neighing against Vernon. No decencies were
observed on either side, and the rest looked on amazed. The two met confusedly, Vernon trying to do what he
could with his longer reach; Winton, insensible to blows, only concerned to drive his enemy into a corner and
batter him to pulp. This he managed over against the fireplace, where Vernon dropped half-stunned. “Now I’m
going to give you your lickin’,” said Winton. “Lie there till I get a ground-ash and I’ll cut you to pieces. If you
move, I’ll chuck you out of the window.” He wound his hands into the boy’s collar and waistband, and had
actually heaved him half off the ground before the others with one accord dropped on his head, shoulders, and
legs. He fought them crazily in an awful hissing silence. Stalky’s sensitive nose was rubbed along the floor;
Beetle received a jolt in the wind\fn{ The gut.} that sent him whistling and crowing against the wall; Perowne’s
forehead was cut, and Malpass came out with an eye that explained itself like a dying rainbow through a whole
week.
“Mad! Quite mad!” said Stalky, and for the third time wriggled back to Winton’s throat. The door opened and
King came in, Hartopp’s little figure just behind him. The mound on the floor panted and heaved but did not rise,
for Winton still squirmed vengefully.
“Only a little play, sir,” said Perowne. “Only hit my head against a form.”\fn{ Bench.} This was quite true.
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“Oh,” said King. “Dimovit obstantes propinquos. You, I presume, are the populus delaying Winton’s return to
—Mullins, eh?”
“No, sir,” said Stalky behind his claret-colored handkerchief. “We’re the maerentes amicos.”
“Not bad! You see, some of it sticks after all,” King chuckled to Hartopp, and the two Masters left without
further inquiries.
The boys sat still on the now passive Winton.
“Well,” said Stalkey at last, “of all the putrid he-asses, Pater, you are the —”
“I’m sorry, I’m awfully sorry,” Winton began, and they let him rise. He held out his hand to the bruised and
bewildered Vernon. “Sorry, Paddy. I—I must have lost my temper. I—I don’t know what’s the matter with me.”
“Fat lot of good that’ll do my face at tea,” Vernon grunted. “Why couldn’t you say there was something wrong
with you instead of lamming out like a lunatic? Is my lip puffy?”
“Just a trifle. Look at my beak! Well, we got all these pretty marks at footer—owin’ to the zeal with which we
played the game,” said Stalky, dusting himself. “But d’you think you’re fit to be lot loose again, Pater? ’Sure you
don’t want to kill another Sub-prefect? I wish I was Pot. I’d cut your sprightly young soul out.”
“I s’pose I ought to go to Pot now,” said Winton.
“And let all the other asses see you lookin’ like this! Not much.\fn{ This expression is rendered Not likely by Injun Joe in
the scene in the haunted house on Cardiff Hill in Tom Sawyer.} We’ll all come up to Number Five Study\fn{ Probably Stalkey’s
room; they are called ‘studies’ in these places. } and wash off in hot water. Beetle, you aren’t damaged. Go along and light
the gas-stove.”
“There’s a tin of cocoa in my study somewhere,” Perowne shouted after him. “Rootle round till you find it, and
take it up.”
Separately, by different roads, Veron’s jersey pulled half over his head, the boys repaired to Number Five
Study. Little Hartopp and King, I am sorry to say,\fn{ For it was, after all, a private affair .} leaned over the banisters of
King’s landing and watched.
“Ve-ry human,” said little Hartopp. “Your virtuous Winton, having got himself into trouble, takes it out of my
poor old Paddy. I wonder what precise lie Paddy will tell about his face.”
“But surely you aren’t going to embarrass him by asking?” said King.
“Your boy won,” said Hartopp.\fn{ The your and my here refer to the fact that the two combatants lived in different Houses, so
under different Heads—or, as these men are more properly known, as Ushers. This name will come up shortly.}
“To go back to what we were discussing,” said King quickly, “do you pretend that your modern system of
inculcating unrelated facts about chlorine, for instance, all of which may be proved fallacies by the time the boys
grow up, can have any real bearing on education—even the low type of it that examiners expect?”
“I maintain nothing. But is it any worse than your Chinese reiteration of uncomprehended syllables in a dead
tongue?”
“Dead, forsooth!” King fairly danced. “The only living tongue on earth! Chinese! On my word, Hartopp!”
“And at the end of seven years—how often have I said it?” Hartopp went on,—“seven years of two hundred
and twenty days of six hours each, your victims go away with nothing, absolutely nothing, except, perhaps, if
they’ve been very attentive, a dozen—no, I’ll grant you twenty—one score of totally unrelated Latin tags which
any child of twelve could have absorbed in two terms.”
“But—but can’t you realize that if our system brings later—at any rate—at a pinch—a simple understanding—
grammar and Latinity apart—a mere glimpse of the significance (four word!) of, we’ll say, one Ode of Horace,
one twenty lines of Virgil, we’ve got what we poor devils of ushers are striving after?”
“And what might that be?” said Hartopp.
“Balance, proportion, perspective—life. Your scientific man is the unrelated animal—the beast without
background. Haven’t you ever realized that in your atmosphere of stinks?”
“Meantime you make them lose life for the sake of living, eh?”
“Blind again, Hartopp! I told you about Paddy’s quotation this morning. (But he made probrosis a verb, he
did!) You yourself heard young Corkran’s reference to maerentes amicos. It sticks—a little of it sticks among the
barbarians.”
“Absolutely and essentially Chinese,” said little Hartopp, who, alone of the common-room,\fn{ The collective
name in England for the American faculty lounge.} refused to be outfaced by King. “But I don’t yet understand how Paddy
came to be licked by Winton. Paddy’s supposed to be something of a boxer.”
“Beware of vinegar made from honey,” king replied. “Pater, like some other people, is patient and longsuffering, but he had his limits. The Head is oppressing him damnably, too. As I pointed out, the boy has
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practically been in the First Fifteen since term began.”\fn{ It is difficult to overemphasize the importance of sport (particularly
rugby and cricket) in English public schools to all segments of the campus population—even today, I suspect, at Eton and some few others
of comparable status.}

“But, my dear fellow, I’ve known you give a boy an impot and refuse him leave off games, again and again.”
“Ah, but that was when there was real need to get at some oaf who couldn’t be sensitized in any other way.
Now, in our esteemed head’s action I see nothing but—”
The conversation from this point does not concern us.
*
Meantime Winton, very penitent and especially polite towards Vernon, was being cheered with cocoa in
Number Five study. They had some difficulty in stemming the flood of his apologies. He himself pointed out to
Vernon that he had attacked a sub-prefect for no reason whatever, and, therefore, deserved official punishment.
“I can’t think what was the matter with me today,” he mourned. “Ever since that blasted mouse business—”
“Well, then, don’t think,” said Stalky. “Or do you want Paddy to make a row about it before all the school?”
Here Vernon was understood to say that he would see Winton and all the school somewhere else.
“And if you imagine Perowne and Malpass and me are goin’ to give evidence at a prefects’ meeting just to
soothe your beastly conscience, you jolly well err,” said beetle. “I know what you did.”
“What?” croaked Pater, out of the valley of his humiliation.
“You went Berserk. I’ve read all about it in Hypatia.”
“What’s ‘going Berserk’?” Winton asked.
“Never you mind,” was the reply. “Now, don’t you feel awfully weak and seedy?”
“I am rather tired,” said Winton, sighing.
“That’s what you ought to be. You’ve gone berserk and pretty soon you’ll go to sleep. But you’ll probably be
liable to fits of it all your life,” Beetle concluded. “’Shouldn’t wonder if you murdered some one some day.”
“Shut up—you and your Berserks!” said Stalky. “Go to Mullins now and get it over, Pater.”
“I call it filthy unjust of the head,” said Vernon. “Anyhow, you’ve given me my lickin’, old man. I hope Pot’ll
give you yours.”
“I’m awfully sorry—awfully sorry,” was Winton’s last word.
*
It was the custom in that consulship to deal with games’ defaulters between five o’clock call-over and tea.
Mullins, who was old enough to pity, did not believe in letting boys wait through the night till the chill of the next
morning for their punishments. He was finishing off the last of the small fry and their excuses when Winton
arrived.
“But, please, Mullins”—this was Babcock tertius,\fn{ The Third; as in so-and-so Backock III.} a dear little twelveyear-old mother’s darling—“I had an awful hack on the knee. I’ve been to the matron about it and she gave me
some iodine. I’ve been rubbing it in all day. I thought that would be an excuse off.”
“Let’s have a look at it,” said the impassive Mullins. “That’s a shin-bruise—about a week old. Touch your toes.
I’ll give you the iodine.”
Babcock yelled loudly as he had many times before. The face of Jevons, aged eleven, a new boy that dark wet
term, low in the House, low in the Lower School, and lowest of all in his homesick little mind, turned white at the
horror of the sight. They could hear his working lips part stickily as Babcock wailed his way out of hearing.
“Hullo, Jevons! What brings you here?” said Mullins.
“Pl-ease, sir, I went for a walk with Babcock tertius.”\fn{ I.e., he went illegally off campus into the town; this is called in
England going out-of-bounds.}
“Did you? Then I bet you sent to the tuck-shop—and you paid, didn’t you?”
A nod. Jevons was too terrified to speak.
“Of course, and I bet Babcock told you that old Pot ’ud let you off because it was the first time.”
Another nod with a ghost of a smile in it.
“All right.” Mullins picked Jevons up before he could guess what was coming, laid him on the table with one
hand, with the other gave him three emphatic spanks, then held him high in the air.
“Now you tell Babcock tertius that he’s got you a licking from me, and see you jolly well pay it back to him.
And when you’re prefect of games don’t you let any one shirk his footer without a written excuse. Where d’you
play in your game?”
“Forward, sir.”
“You can do better than that. I’ve seen you run like a young buck-rabbit. Ask Dickson from me to try you as
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three-quarter next game, will you? Cut along.”\fn{Run along.}
Jevons left, warm for the first time that day, enormously set up in his own esteem, and very hot against the
deceitful Babcock.
Mullins turned to Winton. “Your name’s on the list, Pater.” Winton nodded.
“I know it. The Head landed me with an impot for that mouse-business at mechanical drawing. No excuse.”
“He meant it then?” Mullins jerked his head delicately towards the ground-ash on the table. “I heard something
about it.”
Winton nodded. “A rotten thing to do,” he said, “Can’t think what I was doing ever to do it. It counts against a
fellow so; and there’s some more too—”
“All right, Pater. Just stand clear of our photo-bracket, will you?”
The little formality over, there was a pause. Winton swung round, yawned in Pot’s astonished face and
staggered towards the window-seat.
“What’s the matter with you, Dick? Ill?”
“No. Perfectly all right thanks. Only—only a little sleepy.” Winton stretched himself out, and then and there
fell deeply and placidly asleep.
“It isn’t a faint,” said the experienced Mullins, “or his pulse wouldn’t act. ’Tisn’t a fit or he’d snort and twitch.
It can’t be sunstroke, this term, and he hasn’t been over-training for anything.” He opened Winton’s collar, packed
a cushion under his head, threw a rug over him and sat down to listen to the regular breathing. Before long Stalky
arrived, on pretence of borrowing a book. He looked at the window-seat.
“Noticed anything wrong with Winton lately?” said Mullins.
“Notice anything wrong with my beak?” Stalky replied. “Pater went Berserk after call-over, and fell on a lot of
us for jesting with him about his impot. You ought to see Malpass’s eye.”
“You mean that Pater fought?” said Mullins.
“Like a devil. Then he nearly went to sleep in our study just now. I expect he’ll be all right when he wakes up.
Rummy business! Conscientious old bargee. You ought to have heard his apologies.”
“But Pater can’t fight one little bit,” Mullins repeated.
“’Twasn’t fighting. He just tried to murder everyone.” Stalky described the affair, and when he left Mullins
went off to take counsel with the Head, who, out of a cloud of blue smoke, told him that all would yet be well.
“Winton,” said he, “is a little stiff in his moral joints. He’ll get over that. If he asks you whether today’s doing
will count against him in his—”
“But you know it’s important to him, sir. His people aren’t—very well off,” said Mullins.
“That’s why I’m taking all this trouble. You must reassure him, Pot. I have overcrowded him with new
experiences. Oh, by the way, has his Cap come?”
“It came at dinner, sir.” Mullins laughed.
Sure enough, when he waked at tea-time, Winton proposed to take Mullins all through every one of his day’s
lapses from grace, and “Do you think it will count against me?” said he.
“Don’t you fuss so much about yourself and your silly career,” said Mullins. “You’re all right. And oh—here’s
your First Cap at last. Shove it up on the bracket and come on to tea.”
They met King on their way, stepping stately\fn{ Walking confidently.} and rubbing his hands. “I have applied,”
said he, “for the services of an additional Sub-prefect in Carton’s unlamented absence. Your name, Winton, seems
to have found favour with the powers that be, and—and all things considered—I am disposed to give my support
to the nomination. You are therefore a quasi-lictor.”\fn{ A sort-of judge, playing on the duties of the Roman office.}
“Then it didn’t count against me,” Winton gasped as soon as they were out of hearing.
A Captain of Games can jest with a Sub-prefect publicly.
“You utter ass!” said Mullins, and caught him by the back of his stiff neck and ran him down to the hall where
the Sub-prefects, who sit below the salt, made him welcome with the economical bloater-paste of mid-term.
King and little Hartopp were sparring in the Reverend John Gillett’s study at 10 p.m.—classical versus modern
as usual.
“Character—proportion—background,” snarled King. “That is the essence of the Humanities.”
“Analects of Confucius,” little Hartopp answered.
“Time,” said the Reverend John behind the soda-water. “You men oppress me. Hartopp, what did you say to
Paddy in your dormitories tonight? Even you couldn’t have overlooked his face.”
“But I did,” said Hartopp calmly. “I wasn’t even humorous about it, as some clerics might have been. I went
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straight through and said naught.”
“Poor Paddy! Now, for my part,” said King, “and you know I am not lavish in my praises, I consider Winton a
first-class type; absolutely first-class.”
“Ha-ardly,” said the Reverend John. “First-class of the second class, I admit. The very best type of second
class but”—he shook his head—“it should have been a rat. Pater’ll never be anything more than a Colonel of
Engineers.”
“What do you base that verdict on?” said King stiffly.
“He came to me after prayers—with all his conscience.”
“Poor old Pater. Was it the mouse?” said little Hartopp.
“That, and what he called his uncontrollable temper, and his responsibilities as Sub-prefect.”
“And you?”
“If we had had what is vulgarly called a pi-jaw\fn{ A pious or moralizing talk} he’d have had hysterics. So I
recommended a dose of Epsom salts. He’ll take it, too—conscientiously. Don’t eat me, King. Perhaps he’ll be a
K.C.B.\fn{Knight of the British Empire.}
Ten o’clock struck and the Army class boys in the further studies coming to their houses after an hour’s extra
work passed along the gravel path below. Some one was chanting, to the tune of ‘White sand and grey sand,’ Dis
te minorem quod geris imperas. He stopped outside Mullins’ study. They heard Mullins’ window slide up and then
Stalky’s voice:
“Ah! Good-evening, Mullins, my barbarus tortor. We’re the waits. We have come to inquire after the local
berserk. Is he doin’ as well as can be expected in his new caree-ah?”
“Better than you will, in a sec, Stalkey,” Mullins grunted.
“Glad of that. We thought he’d like to know that Paddy has been carried to the sick-house in ravin’ delirium.
They think it’s concussion of the brain.”
“Why, he was all right at prayers,” Winton began earnestly, and they heard a laugh in the background as
Mullins slammed down the window.
“’Night, Regulus,” Stalky sang out, and the light footsteps went on.
“You see. It sticks. A little of it sticks among the barbarians,” said King.
“Amen,” said the Reverend John. “Go to bed.”
241.93 Women’s Liberation\fn{by Panuganti Lakshmi Narasimha Rao (1865-1940)} Seetha Nagaram, East Godavari
District, Andhra Pradesh, India (M) 1
By the time I reached our meeting-hall with the intention of completing this night the rest of the talk on the
qualities of a critic, which was given up all of a sudden in the middle of the last appearance, the place was so
overcrowded that it was impossible to set foot in. People were listening to what was being said by Janghala Sastri
with rapt attention and bated breath.
Standing on a table Janghala Sastri was rattling away. He was rolling his eyes, making wild gestures with his
hands and feet with great ease, bending and tossing himself, dancing, turning round and round on his heels and
spouting forth in a nonchalant way. Perhaps struck by the mode of his eloquence some people from the
neighboring houses arrived and left no room for me.
Feeling that my entry might either be unnerving to the speaker or uncongenial to the packed audience, I
decided to stand outside and listen. I was unaware since when he had been speaking and on what, but after I set
foot at the entrance he harangued in the following manner.
*
“Oh! It was a grove of peacock’s pride in full blossom! Ripe cucumber garden! A mine of gold pieces! Hurrah!
Must see it. Must enjoy the sight.
“What an estate. How large an estate! Women everywhere from the meanest to the loftiest! Oh! Tinkling of
bangles from every corner; clinking of anklets; jingling of cestus bells;\fn{ Tiny bells sown on gloves} glitter of bright
cheeks; brimming of breasts; flashing of golden chains; sheen of cascading tresses; sparkle of charming faces;
incense, fragrance, whithersoever you turn; aroma of sandal-paste; perfume of musk.
“Who were there to see? Who were there to listen? Who were there to enjoy? Who were there to rejoice?
“Even a male insect was forbidden to enter the estate! In the stables all were mares! In the elephant stables all
were cow-elephants! In the streets all bitches and female donkeys! All the cats in the households were females!
“At that time there were attempts to identify and snuff out the male ones among cats, rats and ants. Oh! What
determination on the part of the queen of that estate! What perseverance against the male race! What rage! What
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cruelty! What abhorrence! Let alone not looking at, hearing about and thinking of a male, she would not even
listen to a word about a male or the mention of his name!
“Her minister was a female. In place of a niyogi minister conducting state affairs twirling his moustache, a
woman with teeth fine as pomegranate seeds, setting her hair in order, was standing and conducting the affairs.
Women with round golden embossed tiaras in place of turbaned ones, bloused ones in place of armored men,
trailing breast veils in place of the ones with scarves athwart the shoulders, women with flowing skirts in place of
trussed-up ones, were seated in proper positions and, as pendants from the ears moved lightly and the chains
around the necks spread over the tables and the bangles on the right hands stirred, were rapidly writing various
accounts with goose-quills in their hands!
“Tightly securing the breasts, tightening their cummerbunds, henchwomen were toiling with swords, daggers
and sticks in hands. Women with delicate fingers fit to milk the milch-cows, positioned firmly behind horses and
gripping lashes, were furrowing the land. Women fit to imprint their nail-marks over their husbands’ cheeks,
holding hammers in their hands, were breaking mountains. Breasts of women to glow with garlands, were pressed
against gun-butts. Women everywhere as if the earth yearned!
“The estate which is a mine of women, a variety of splendorous graces, bonanza of various ornaments, acorns
of various ages, plenitude of varied complexions, varying oratorical prowesses, multi-faceted skills and natures,
was in all respects laudable. One day a woman beating a drum that sounded similar to a slap on the cheek of the
husband who was in her embrace, for his misdemeanor, went round the streets and announced,
“‘There is a talk by a yogini today evening at 3 o’clock at Lakshmi Vilas.’
“The queen, the minister and all others arrived there to see the orators. She was of my height, of elongated
face, flat-chested, of hairy calf muscles, of rough visage and a masculine voice. She stood up and began to speak
in this vein.
*
“‘Oh sisters! The topic on which I am going to speak today is the un-civility of man. It is true that there are
rules for us against writing, talking and thinking of men. No race—no vile race born into this world would be an
amalgam of all the bad traits. It would have at least one or two virtues. In the same way, the males among human
beings may have iotas of virtues.
“‘The purport of the rules is that we should not talk, write or even think about how few these virtues are. But it
does not mean that we should not talk of the infinite, the most despicable and unparalleled ill-traits of evil men. If
we do not talk of their lack of civility, bad conduct, vile arrogance, wily intentions, worst pride and evil mind how
can they be disclosed to the world?
“‘How can it be made plain in the most loathsome manner? How can boundless abomination be generated
against the race? Can there be a worse pride than this? Can there be a greater inconsistency than this? Can there
be a greater ungratefulness than this?’
“‘It seems he is the master of creation. Is not this assuming divinity for himself? Let it be! A treacherous
individual will be brought down by his own evil acts. If we are to keep quiet unconcernedly, why should he have
subjected all our womenfolk to such a great disgrace? If he is the master of creation, is not woman the mistress of
creation? Has he granted us such a high status? Has he thought a little whether we deserve the granting of such a
status?
“‘In what way is he superior to us? Specially, when philosophy tells us that all creation is the diversification of
nature and man is an onlooker, is it not plain to see that the woman is the real queen of creation? Let it be! Let us
concede that we are not to mind the inimical words of these deranged philosophers! On observing human nature
a:nd considering the physical, mental and spiritual aspects, what difference is there in the natures of man and
woman? When there is no difference, why should he not give us equal freedom? Who has granted him authority
over us? What is the reason to trample us down assuming a non-existent superiority? Is it not that he has grown so
big, turned so impudent and has become dizzy of head on account of our obeying and serving him in implicit
obedience in dispiritedness?
“‘Leaping on to our heads he is dancing there. Our patience has only made us lose ground and he has cut our
throats. His exaltation is on the rise as we tolerate. It seems that he alone needs education when it is needed by all!
We do not need it! It seems it enlightens him! It encourages bad conduct in us! A man alone could say such a
disgraceful word! Tut! Tut!
“‘But though he is well-learned in all the branches of knowledge, has he taught us even the rudiments? Why
has he not? If we become educated his superiority would certainly go down. Would not his eminence be brought
down? It matters not that he has not given us any education. Has he rested at that? He has started giving lectures
shamelessly that female education is reprehensible.
“‘Has he not spoken in meetings devoid of courtesy and humanity, unspeakable foolish words to the effect that
for us home is the school, kitchen is the slate, dish-cloth is the pen, dung-water is ink, smearing the floor with
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dung is writing of letters, cooking at the hearth is natural science, draining water from boiled rice is critical
appreciation of books and what not?’”
245.143 Excerpt from Ramananda Chatterjee: Selected Writings & Tributes\fn{by Ramananda Chatterjee (18651943)} Bankura, Bankura District, West Bengal State, India (M) 8
1
The sublimation of politics by infusion into it of spirituality and asceticism has been carried further and higher
by Mahatma Gandhi than by any previous political worker.
We have great respect for the Mahatma’s faith in human nature, which makes time believe in the feasibility of
converting the British people. But we cannot truthfully say that we are as sanguine or optimistic as he.\fn{ No
citation:H}
2
We think we have given not less than its due importance to Mr. C.R. Das’s address. Hence, it is to be hoped we
shall not be misunderstood if we make it the occasion for some general reflections on the non-co-operation
movement as conceived by Mahatma Gandhi, as understood by us, and as understood by many who belong to the
movement so far as that can be inferred from their public activity and utterances.
In our view, the name “Non-co-operation Movement” does not correctly and adequately indicate its character
and essence, as it refers to and emphasizes only as principal political weapon in its armory. As enunciated by
Mahatma Gandhi, it is a spiritual, social, economic, educational and political movement, and forms a synthetic
and organic whole. His emphasis on love and non-violence and on truth and honor and open and straightforward
methods, and his characterization of the movement as one of individual and national self-purification show its
spiritual character. The stress laid on the simple life indicates both its spiritual and social character. The fact that
he gave the first place in his programme to the removal of untouchability, and the deep sympathy which he has
shown for the lowly and the fallen, combined with his repeated declarations of his belief that even if the well-todo and the educated classes did not co-operate with him, he would be able to win swaraj with the help of the poor
illiterate mass of the people, mark it out par excellence as a people’s movement and therefore a social one. That it
has waged war against the drink evil proves its spiritual, social and economic character. By making the production
and use of khaddar\fn{Natively-woven cloth} essential. it manifests its economic character; and because that implies
a life free from luxury, it may indirectly stimulate spiritual progress, too. By its watch-word of national education
it demonstrates its educational character. Its political character requires no description.
That is so far as can be judged from the Mahatma’s utterances, writings and actions. We think the logical
implications of the programme of the movement go much further than he has advocated. Untouchability, taken in
its literal sense, is only the very acme and the worst phase active feeling. The Mahatma has declared himself a
Hindu and a supporter of Varnasrama.
But if untouchability is to go, we cannot understand why its younger brothers are not to go. If a man eats food
cooked by members of his family or by his caste people, there is no other real reason why he should not eat food
cooked by others than that some degree of untouchability attaches, in his opinion, to them. If a man is to marry
and get his sons and daughters or brothers and sisters married among his caste folk, there is no other real reason
why he should not do so among others than that some degree of untouchability attaches to the latter in his
opinion.
Therefore, as we have said, if untouchability has to go, lesser disabilities and restrictions cannot be logically
kept up or upheld. Hence we have thought that a sincere adherence to the principles of the movement would raise
it to a higher level and a wider outlook than are generally associated with it.
Even when the Mahatma was not in jail, many non-cooperators looked upon and spoke of it as mainly a
political movement. But since his imprisonment, many among its so-called adherents have openly scoffed at the
idea of its being taken as a religious or spiritual movement. But whether its leading exponents scoff at its spiritual
or social aspect or not, it is clear that with them the emphasis lies on its political character. In Mr. Das’s speech,
there is no sneer or scoffing, except perhaps a trace of it in speaking of khaddar, but its predominant, political
note is unmistakable. Words like spiritual self-purification, removal of untouchability, Hindu-Moslem unity,
national education, economic self-sufficiency etc. or their like, are there.
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As we have not got the whole address before us, we cannot say whether the anti-drink campaign, etc., have not
been mentioned by him. But granting that all the planks in the non-cooperation platform are there, it is plain that
the clarion call of politics is the loudest in his utterance. We say this not by way of complaint or disparagement,
but only to show that as soon as we are not in the presence of the Mahatma, speaking figuratively, we find the
emphasis has shifted from everything else to politics.
Let non-cooperators fight among themselves the battle of Council Entry or No Council Entry. What most
concerns us is that if it be decided that elections to the legislatures are to be contested, the movement is sure to
become explicitly a mere political one, as it has already been implicitly, with most. Politics is such an exciting,
sensational and all-engrossing game, that the humdrum, unexciting constructive programme is bound to have an
assured back-seat.
Though from youth upwards we have believed in and repeatedly discoursed on the interdependence of all
kinds of reforms, we have also exposed the hollowness of the interested cry that the people of India must not
claim self-rule so long as there is any social injustice or impurity left among them. Even now there is not one
politically free country in the world in which there is perfect social justice or social purity. Every people, at
whatever stage of social evolution, is entitled to political self-rule. But it should be, at the same time, its own
primary duty to see that no social injustice or social disability exists among its members. Whoever is subject to
social disability, injustice, degradation or ignominy, drags down the whole nation along with him and weakens it.
By making the movement synthetic and organic Mahatma Gandhi showed his deep insight into the problem. of
national regeneration. He had discovered where our weakness lay, and also the remedy. But his followers do not
generally share his insight and strength.
Council Entry may enable the movement to be more in evidence, it may even give it a more showy and
attractive political weapon, we do not know. But what we want is that its leaders should think less of its name
than of its essence and substance, and care more of its synthetic and organic character than they appear to do.
Hindu or Moslem, Christian or Buddhist, Sikh or Jaina, man is man, and should have full opportunities for free
and unhampered growth, spiritual, social, educational, economic and political. The programme of movement
which includes development in all these directions, should be synthetic and organic, not only on paper, but as
attempted to be carried out day after day.\fn{Written in 1923:H}
3
A calf in Mr. M. K. Gandhi’s asram had been suffering excruciating pain and in the opinion of Mr. Gandhi and
others in touch with him there was no hope of its recovery. Therefore, to shorten and put an end to its sufferings
he asked a doctor to inject poison into its body, which caused its death in two minutes.
Mr. Gandhi argues that as the killing of [the] calf was meant to relieve it of pain and as the motive was
altruistic, not selfish, the injection cannot be characterized as hinsa. As orthodox Hindus look upon cows as
sacred, the killing of any animal of the bovine species is in their eyes entirely different in character from tbe
killing of other animal.
What they think of Gandhiji’s act and reasoning they are best fitted to say. Others who object to the killing of
any animal for food or other selfish purpose, except self-defense, must admit that the killing of the calf in
question was different from other kinds of killing. Whether possibly Mr. Gandhi was in the least actuated by the
subconscious or unconscious motive of relieving himself of the pain of witnessing the agonies of the calf, is a
subtle question which we are not competent to solve. Nor can it be said that human judgment can arrive at
absolute certainty regarding the incurable nature of any malady.
Mr. Gandhi has said that even in the case of human beings, when it is thought that they are suffering from a
painful and incurable disease, it would be a religious act to kill them. We have not before us the actual words used
by him, but we give from memory the gist of what he wrote.
We do not consider the principle laid down by him satisfactory. The desire to relieve a patient’s misery is apt to
get mixed up with the unconscious desire of his relatives or other attendants to free themselves from the suffering
caused by witnessing his pain and nursing him.
The incurability or otherwise of a disease is a matter of opinion. It would be risky in the highest degree to
accept the opinion of all local physicians combined, even were they unanimous, as infallible The greatest
physician in tbe world, if any were really entitled to be called such, may hold and pronounce an erroneous opinion
regarding the incurability of the disease of a particular patient. Patients have recovered from diseases pronounced
incurable by physicians locally available.
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Next comes the question of the degree of suffering which it would be legitimate to end by killing. Then one
has to judge how long before the probably natural death of a patient he should be killed.
Suppose the best physicians locally available say that a patient suffering indescribable pain from cancer would
die six months hence. When would it be right to kill him? Six months before the probable day of his death? Or six
days, or six hours? If it be right to kill him at all, why allow him to suffer any preventable pain even for an hour?
All excruciatingly painful diseases do not render the patients entirely incapable of rendering some little service
or other to other persons. Would it be right to deprive the world of this advantage by killing a patient before the
moment of his natural expiry?
There is also the question of self-determination. The lower animals cannot say whether in spite of pain they
would like to live. Human beings can generally do so. If a patient whom physicians, relatives and neighbors
decide to kill for his benefit, hopes and desires to live, ought he to be killed?
Take the opposite kind of case. Some curable diseases, from which many patients recover, often become so
painful that the patients’ express a desire to commit suicide or to be killed. They do so because the agony becomes
unbearable. Would it be right to fulfill their desire to terminate their connection with the body?
In the last place, it should be noted that pain is not an unmixed evil. Apart from the fact that pain is nature’s
warning and is also often part of the curative process, it has a disciplinary value; it chastens, purifies and
humanises. At what point it ceases to have such value and becomes an unmixed evil which may and ought to be
put an end to by killing the patient, we are not presumptuous enough to attempt to determine.
On the whole, though we admit Mr. Gandhi’s good intention and sincerity and courage of conviction, we
unhesitatingly and definitely reject his doctrine, so far as it relates to human beings.\fn{ Written in 1928:H}
4
Mahatma Gandhi has declared in his letter to the Viceroy that his “ambition is no less than to convert the
British people through non-violence, and thus make them see the wrong they have done to India.” He says that he
has always served the British people and that when he conceived non-co-operation, the object was still to serve
them.
I employed the same weapon that I have in all humility successfully used against the dearest members of my family.
If I have equal love for your people with mine, it will not long remain hidden. It will be acknowledged by them even as
the members of my family acknowledged it after they had tried me for several years. If the people join me as I expect
they will, the sufferings they will undergo, unless the British nation sooner retraces its steps, will be enough to melt the
stoniest hearts.

We have great respect for the Mahatma’s faith in human nature, which makes him believe in the feasibility of
converting the British people. But we cannot truthfully say that we are as sanguine or optimistic as he. Our people
may undergo such sufferings as may be enough “to melt the stoniest hearts.” But in the world’s history, including
India’s history during the last two hundred years, people have undergone such sufferings without melting the
hearts of those for whose greed and lust of power they had to suffer. But we wish with all our heart that Gandhiji’s
hope may be fulfilled and our apprehensions may be falsified.
Mahatmaji hopes that he expects Englishmen to acknowledge that he loves them as the members of his family
acknowledged his love for them. May his hope be fulfilled. But we may be allowed to point out that the members
of his family acknowledged his love for them after trying him for several years because they originally had love
for him and probably it persisted sub-consciously in the background of their hearts even when consciously there
was dislike in their minds. This cannot be said to be the attitude of the British people in general to Mahatmaji.
It is claimed that civil disobedience, as a part of non-co-operation, is a measure of self-help, as opposed to the
mendicancy involved in protests and petitions and passing of resolutions, etc., constituting constitutional agitation
as it is generally understood. But the advocates of the latter may say that if civil resisters are to have the redress of
wrongs done to India by melting the hearts of Englishmen, they depend on the latter’s good graces as much as the
constitutional agitators.
We do not know what Gandhiji will say to this argument. But as we understand the matter, if there be a change
of heart among Englishmen owing to the sufferings of our people and if in consequence they agree to the righting
of wrongs, such undoing of wrongs would be the work of converted Englishmen, who would be, inwardly or
morally or spiritually, not the same as their unconverted selves of today. And as their conversion and spiritual
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rebirth would be due to the sufferings of self-dedicated Indians, the righting of wrongs would really be the work
of the sufferers.\fn{Written in 1930:H}
5
Large armies marching to the front with big guns, poison gas, tanks, reconnoitering and bombing aeroplanes,
and clash of arms and rivers of blood, hamlets, villages and cities reduced to ashes—these and things like these
impress the minds of the many and the few alike. But it requires some insight and imagination, some spiritual
awakening, to understand, appreciate and be impressed by the march of an old unarmed man at the head of a few
dozens of unarmed followers to break the iniquitous laws of the mightiest empire in the world in order to gain
freedom for his people.
However the enemy may pretend to laugh, the stages and incidents of this historic march are being eagerly
scanned by an expectant world, and the cables of the British Empire itself have to convey its news to London and
perhaps to all corners of the earth. It has already produced its moral effect in various directions.
The march was filmed, but the films have to convey its news to London and perhaps to all corners of the earth.
It has already produced its moral effect in various directions.
The march was filmed, but the films have been banned. Why? Let Mahatma Gandhi’s opponents and critics
give the true reply. The Mahatma has not yet been arrested, prosecuted or sentenced for publishing his letter to the
Viceroy, which contains the quintessence of all the sedition for which men have been suppressed. He has not been
arrested and imprisoned for repeatedly doing on his march the very things for which Sardar Patel has been sent to
jail.
And, again, why has Sir George Schuster, the Finance Member, made the statement in the Assembly that the
Government intended to provide the masses with the best eatable salt at as low a price as though the salt tax had
been abolished? The carrying out of that intention will depend on the increase or at least the maintenance of the
pressure which has extorted the statement.
Why again these consultations between Viceroy and Governors? And why are big officers going home on
leave?
*
The Ramayan and the Mahabharat have so impressed the imagination of India, Further India, Indo-China and
Islaoo\fn{Islamic?} India, that not only do people in many parts of India through which Ram or the Pandavas could
not have passed claim many places to have been connected with their stories, but even at present the people of
Java and other regions believe that the events narrated in these epics took place in those regions. These are sacred
story or sacred history. The Meghaduta or “Cloud-Messenger” of Kalidas is not a sacred poem. But it has so
caught the imagination of the people that even serious antiquarians have racked their brains to identify Rama-giri
and the other places over which the Yaksba in the poem made the cloud-messenger fly in its march to his home
where his beloved lived.
Mr. Gandhi’s march is contemporary history. It is taking place before our very eyes. But if in some distant
future it takes the shape of a mythical memory in the race consciousness, villages and towns may then vie with
one another in claiming that the great-souled and pure-hearted meek liberator of his people passed through their
by ways and highways in his sacred pilgrimage and made their very dust holy.\fn{ Written in 1930:H}
6
The completion of the 62 nd year of Mahatma Gandhi’s life on October 2 last has been an occasion for rejoicing.
in India and wherever abroad he is known. His life marks the beginning of an epoch in the history of India in
particular and of the world in general.
The ascetic view of life, combined with the service of humanity and of all that lives, is not new. But whoever
cherishes and lives up to it in all sincerity, as Mahatma Gandhi does, is entitled to loving homage. Not that it is a
complete view or ideal of life. But that need not be discussed here.
In ancient and modern times, others have laid stress above all on the spiritual element in religion, on freeing
oneself and society from the trammels of outward observances which have become lifeless and meaningless, on
following the dictates of reason and on listening to the inner light which is heard and which shines when the lust
of the flesh is renounced, when thought, word and deed are pure, and wealth and power cease to be sought for the
earthly advantages and enjoyment they bring.
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But as no morning is a copy of any previous morning, so is no pure and inspired life a repetition of any
previous one. Every such life, as Mahatma Gandhi’s is, has elements of singular power and beauty.
That there have been social reformers before Mahatma Gandhi and there are such persons among his
contemporaries now, does not in the least derogate from the value of the reforms which his precepts and practice
have been helping to bring about. Though he has not denounced caste with the thoroughness of some other
reformers and has in fact defended it according to his conception and interpretation of it, he has been instrumental
in lessening its rigors. The campaign against “untouchability” started by him, by word and deed, is being
prosecuted with unprecedented rigor and on a more extended front than ever before. The satyagraha movement
initiated by him has given an unexampled and unexpected fillip to the movement for the broadening and
deepening of woman’s life in India and for restoring it to its pristine power and effulgence, which began in the last
century.
The sublimation of politics by the infusion into it of spirituality and asceticism has been carried further and
higher by Mahatma Gandhi than by any previous political worker. He has enthroned truth and open dealing in
political negotiations and other political work. In the movement for winning freedom for India his inner spirit and
word and work have installed full confidence where there was doubt, hope where there was despondency, selfreliance where there was cringing beggary, calm courage where there was either fear or bluff or bravado or violent
outbursts of daring.
There may be, as there is, difference of opinion regarding the value and probability of ultimate success of the
movement for clothing India with hand-spun and hand-woven textiles. But its principle and objects are valuable
and laudable. It seeks to make India self-sufficing as regards clothing, to make the peasant industrious throughout
the year by filling up his idle months and moments, to supply a second string to his bow, to make man superior to
the machine instead of his being a slave and part of it, to keep the spinner and weaver in the wholesome
environments of the village home and the village society, and to put an end to the exploitation of the unorganized
and backward peoples by industrial nations and magnates.
As war is an epitome of all crimes, a moral equivalent of war has been a desideratum. The worthiest object of
war has ever been the gaining of freedom and independence by subject peoples. Mahatma Gandhi has sought to
gain this worthy object by ahinsa (non-violence) and jatyagraha (soul-force and unflinching devotion to truth).
He has been the first man in history to wage a bloodless war for independence. It required a man of his spiritual
elevation, self-control and profound faith in the perfectibility or human nature to make this new departure.
Sufficient pressure of some kind had to be brought to bear on Great Britain to make it agree to India’s
acquisition of freedom. Mahatma Gandhi started sayagraha for that purpose, as, on the one hand, he was opposed
on moral and spiritual grounds to all violence and therefore to any armed war of independence; and, on the other,
he believed that civil disobedience, coupled with the endurance—without even the thought of retaliation—of all
sufferings, even unto death, which it might bring on the civil resisters, was an active force sufficient for winning
freedom.
The success of satyagraha in India would be a gain not only to India but to all mankind. Armed warfare for
independence or for the settlement of international disagreements would then no longer be absolutely necessary.
That would mean the saving of much expense on both sides. The economic ruin brought on by war would also be
prevented. But the moral and spiritual gain would be far greater.
*
The chief redeeming feature of war is the heroism it evokes. In war men bear endless suffering, carry their
lives in their hands and meet death with perfect nonchalance. In satyagraha, while the satyagrahis remain nonviolent, their opponents can be and often are violent and oppressive. Hence satyagraha makes men not less heroic
than war.
The excitement of battle makes it easy to forget fear. The calm courage of unresisting satyagrahis is more
difficult to attain. Thus in satyagraha there is no less of heroism, and in addition there is great moral and spiritual
gain.
Ordinary war is violent. Satyagraha is non-violent. The former necessarily involves bloodshed; the latter does
not. There is certain to be hatred at some stage or other of ordinary warfare, if not throughout; but in satyagraha
as actually carried on by Mahatma Gandhi, there was not and could not be any hatred.
In ordinary wars, keeping one’s plans secret, taking the enemy by surprise, ambuscades, camouflage and other
falsehoods, treachery and trickery of various kinds are not only considered legitimate and permissible but are
taught, recommended and enjoined. In Mr. Gandhi’s ideal of civil fight everything is open and above board and
honorable. His objective and plans have been made known to all the world. He has placed all his cards before his
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antagonists, has kept nothing concealed up his sleeve. He has, when necessary, been generous, too, to his
opponents, as some well-known episodes in his South African career testify.
In war, pillage is not considered wrong, is often ordered and sometimes held out as an inducement to soldiers.
In satyagraha there is nothing of the kind.
Though in war ravishment is not recommended nor enjoined, few campaigns of any large proportions and long
duration have been free from this cruel and odious crime and outrage on womanhood. Also, an army of fallen
women often accompanies bigger armies of far more sinful men. Civil resistance is entirely free from menace of
either kind to womanhood. What is more, in Mahatma Gandhi’s last satyagraha campaign it so appealed to the
heart of India’s womanhood that mother and wife and maid flocked to its standard.
*
There is no question, then, that satyagraha, as understood, expounded and conducted by Mahatma Gandhi, can
be a more economical, more humane, more moral and more spiritual weapon than war. Whether it can prove more
or equally effective in fact, must await the course of events. We think that it can and ought to, and that it is the
part of wisdom for all men to see that it does prove effective.\fn{ Written in 1931:H}
7
In the course of an article on “How to Combat Hitlerism” Mahatma Gandhi writes in Harijan (June 22, 1940):
As against this imagine the state of Europe today if the Czechs, the Poles, the Norwegians, the French and the
English had all said to Hitler, “You need not make your scientific preparation for destruction. We will meet your
violence with non-violence. You will, therefore, be able to destroy our non-violent army without tanks, battleships and
airships.” It may be retorted that the only difference would be that Hitler would have got without fighting what he has
gained after a bloody fight. Exactly, the History of Europe would then have been written differently. Possession might
(but only might) have been then taken under non-violent resistance, as it has been taken now after perpetration of
untold barbarities. Under non-violence only those would have been killed who had trained themselves to be killed, if
need be, but without killing anyone and without bearing malice towards anybody. I dare say that in that case Europe
would have added several inches to its moral stature. And in the end I expect it is the moral worth that will count. All
else is dross.

We have a sincere desire to have faith in thorough-going ahinsa. We honor Mahatmaji for his whole-souled
adherence to ahimsa, though we are thorough-going ahinsaists. Our comments on the efficacy of ahinsa do not,
therefore, proceed from captiousness.
We admit that if the nations named by Gandhiji had acted in the non-violent way suggested by him there might
have been or would have been (we are not sure which) less bloodshed than what the present European war has
caused. But we are not sure that such non-violent resistance would have enabled the nations to maintain their
freedom and independence, which many people value more highly than life or a whole skin.
As regards Europe adding several inches to its moral stature by non-violent resistance, we doubt if a person
who uses physical force, including armed force, in defense of his liberty and life and those of his near and dear
ones and countrymen is necessarily morally inferior to a non-violent resister in all circumstances. But let us
assume that forcible resistance is always and under all circumstances ethically inferior to non-violent resistance.
And let us also admit what we believe to be true, that it is moral worth that counts and that all else is dross.
We have said above that we are not sure if national freedom and independence can be preserved by non-violent
resistance to the aggression of enemies like Hitler and his hordes. Enemies like these would not rest satisfied with
merely taking possession of things. They would put an end to the freedom of their subjects; for without the
destruction of their liberty material possession would not be safe in the hands of the enemy.
The Congress repeats year after year from a thousand platforms that subjection has ruined India spiritually,
culturally, politically and economically. Professor Seeley has observed that “subjection to foreign yoke is one of
the most potent causes of national deterioration.” What the Congress means by spiritual and cultural ruin and
what Professor Seeley means by national deterioration connote among other things moral degradation. So, if
Europe could not maintain its freedom and independence by non-violent resistance, the addition to its moral
stature by the adoption of non-violence could not be a fait accompli at all or for long.
Hence, to prove that the adoption of non-violent resistance would have raised Europe’s moral condition
permanently or for a long period, one must prove that the adoption of such means would have enabled Europe to
preserve its freedom and independence. That has not yet been proved.
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In order to prove his thesis Mahatmaji requires the fulfillment of a condition precedent, namely, the recourse to
non-violent resistance by the Czechs, the Poles, the Norwegians, the French and the English. One who is not an
ahimsaist, thorough-going or partial, may on his part try to prove the efficacy of armed resistance by requiring the
fulfillment of another condition precedent, namely, the arming to the teeth of all the nations and their acting
conjointly. We would say that if this condition were fulfilled, these nations would certainly prevail against Hitler.
The ahimsaist might retort that the fulfillment of this condition was impossible or extremely unlikely. The
advocate of armed force might rejoin that fulfillment of Mahatmaji’s condition was also impossible or extremely
unlikely.
So the only thing which can be asserted is that non-violent resistance would lead to less bloodshed than armed
resistance. Even this anticipation may sometimes be falsified. Nadir Shah massacred the non-fighting and nonresisting civilian population of Delhi in cold blood. In modern times scientific inventions have vastly increased
the power of destruction. Modern aggressors have made the most ruthless use of such power by killing far greater
numbers of non-fighting and non-resisting civilian populations in many European countries and in China than
were ever killed by Tamarlane, Ghengis Khan and Nadir Shah combined.
We have already said that it may be admitted that non-violent resistance would cause less bloodshed than
armed resistance. But the numbers of deaths in battle are not the only deaths caused by the subjugation of one
people by another. Vastly greater numbers of people die of famines, inanition\fn{ Exhaustion caused by lack of
nourishment} and epidemics than in warfare. And deaths due to famine, malnutrition and epidemics are far greater
in subject countries than in free self-ruling countries.
Therefore, in order to prove the efficacy of non-violent resistance and its superiority to armed resistance it is
not sufficient merely to show that the former involves less bloodshed than the latter; it has also to be shown, and it
is more important to show, that the former can avert subjection to a foreign yoke which is the cause of untold
moral and other evils.
We have already indicated that it has not been proved that non-violent resistance can prevent subjection to the
foreign yoke. As armed warfare is not Hitlerism, when the war of American Independence was fought, neither
party was guilty of Hitlerism. The victorious American colonies, now the U.S.A., and defeated Britain have not
nursed feelings of mutual hatred. They are good friends now.
Force used by men like Hitler and his hordes in an unjust, unrighteous and cruel manner can and should be
overcome by superior force applied in accordance with the dictates of reason, conscience (sense of right and
wrong and justice) and humanity. After brute force has been thus overcome, those who used it should be treated
with justice and generosity, without any attempt to take revenge. This it not impossible.\fn{ Written in 1940:H}
8
We hold that, just as force has to be used to meet the attacks of wild animals or to bring them under control, so
also, if men behave like wild animals, force should be used to meet their onslaughts, and bring them under
control. This should be done as dispassionately as possible. After the aggressor’s attempts have been frustrated,
they should receive just and considerate treatment. Then comes the time to bring the quality of ahinsa into full
play.
Ahinsa is the highest ideal, but the use of force also has its proper use. It was not given to man for nothing. Its
wrong use is, of course, reprehensible and should be scrupulously eschewed.\fn{ Written in 1940:H}
9
We respect thoroughgoing ahinsa-ists. We, too, believe that hatred can be conquered by love and justice, but
not in all cases and under all circumstances. In the case of individuals, if a man who is an ahinsa-ist is threatened
even with death and if he courageously prefers not to resist the aggressive in spite of possessing the power of
resistance but chooses even to be killed, that is undoubtedly highly ideal conduct, though non-resistance
proceeding from helplessness or cowardice is not at all to be praised.
The ideal and duty of a woman ahinsa-ist is the same as that of a man who is an ahinsa-ist—the same in all
cases except one. The exception arises if any attempt be made to rob her of her most precious treasure. There is no
harm if she dies in the attempt. That is woman’s God-given additional right, which many members of the sex have
courageously exercised in faithful discharge of the duty implied in the right.
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Nations are collections of individuals. If a nation be attacked, resistance in case of the possibility of its success
is justifiable. Whether in certain circumstances there is a possibility of resistance being successful, it is for the
nation attacked to judge.
A nation which is attacked may also choose not to resist. This choice may be due to different causes.
Successful resistance may be out of the question; or the nation attacked may be too chicken-hearted or serviletempered to think of resistance; or, though capable of resistance and possessed of the courage to resist, it may
choose not to resist out of whole-hearted devotion to the principle of ahinsa and pacifism.
When a powerful nation which is in a position to resist because of full faith in ahinsa, it is only then that the
efficacy of the principle can be tested and a claim may be made that there has been no resistance because of
devotion to non-violence. If Great Britain had chosen not to resist, she could have justly claimed that her nonresistance was due to whole-souled faith in ahinsa.\fn{Written in 1940}
10
It may be permissible to think that Mahatma Gandhi’s appeal to all Britons not to resist proceeded from his
belief that Great Britain had the courage and the power to resist and that, therefore, she was in the ideal position
to offer non-resistance. Therefore, Gandhiji paid the highest compliment to Britons by his appeal.
We think that Gandhiji as ahinsa-ist was justified in making the appeal that he did. He had the moral and
spiritual justification for doing so. It would have been a dereliction of duty on his part and he would have fallen
from his high ideal if he bad not done so.\fn{Written in 1940:H}
1866

246.36 Excerpts from Speeches And Writings Of Gopal Krishna Gokhale: 1. “On The Indian Problem”
(November 14, 1905) 2. “Constitutional Reforms In India” (March 1909) 3. “East And West In India” (July
1911)\fn{by Gopal Krishna Gokhale (1866-1919)} Kothluk, Ratnagiri District, Maharastra State, India (M) 13
1
It is difficult for me to find words to express in an adequate manner my sense of the great honor which the
New Reform Club had done me this evening.\fn{ This speech was made on November 14, 1905 } I am sure my
countrymen in India will be profoundly gratified to read the terms in which the invitation of this Club has been
couched. The invitation states that this banquet is intended to be a mark of the Club’s sense of the high Imperial
responsibility of the people of the United Kingdom for the welfare of their Indian fellow subjects.
It was precisely to rouse the British people to a sense of this responsibility that I was charged by my
countrymen to undertake this mission, and I have no doubt they will feel greatly encouraged when they see an
important political body like the New Reform Club expressing in so signal a manner their sympathy with our aims
and our work. You, Sir, and those Englishmen who think with you, very often speak of the awakening of India. To
my mind this banquet is a sign, a most gratifying and unmistakable sign, of another awakening, the awakening of
England to the claims of India. I think it is time such an awakening took place.
*
It was in 1833 that your Parliament announced to the people of India that the Government of the country
would be so conducted that there would be no governing caste in that country, and that the rule would be one of
equality for the two races in that land. Three-fourths of a century have since elapsed, and still you not only find a
governing caste in that land, but that caste is as vigorous, as dominant, as exclusive as ever. It was, perhaps,
inevitable that in the earlier years of your rule, when an administrative machinery of the Western type had to be
introduced into India, that all power should be placed in the hands of English officials, who alone then understood
Western standards of government. But now that the schools and colleges and universities have been doing their
work for half a century and more, and a large class of educated men has grown up—men qualified to take a part in
the government of the country, and desirous of taking such a part, there is no excuse whatever for maintaining the
monopoly.
For the last twenty years the Indian people have been agitating for a greater voice in the affairs of their
country, through the Indian National Congress. The bureaucracy, however, pays little attention to what we say in
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India, and so my countrymen thought it desirable that an appeal should now be addressed direct to the electors of
this country.
*
The natural evils inseparable from a foreign bureaucracy monopolizing all power have, during the last ten
years, been intensified by the reactionary policy of the Indian Government, and this reaction and repression has
been the darkest during the last three years. You, Sir, have said, and I am glad you have said it, that my personal
feeling towards Lord Curzon,\fn{Viceroy and Governor-General of India, 1899-1905 } on whom the chief responsibility for
the repression of the last three years mainly rests, is one of respect. That is so. I have been in his Council now for
four years. And nobody could come in contact with him without being profoundly impressed by his great ability,
his indefatigable energy, his high sense of duty, and his id devotion to the interests of England, as he understands
them. Lord Curzon is a brilliant and gifted man, and he has striven as hard as he could to promote, according to
his lights, the interests of England in India.
He has done several things for which he is entitled to great credit, but his main aim has been to strengthen the
position of the Englishman in India, and weaken correspondingly the position of the Indian, so as to make it more
and more difficult for the latter to urge his claim to that equality which has been promised him by Parliament and
the Sovereign, and which it is his legitimate ambition to attain.
You will find—and I am anxious to be fair to Lord Curzon—that while he has done a great deal of good work
in certain directions—giving larger grants to irrigation, to agricultural education, and to primary education,
putting down assaults by Europeans on Indians, rousing local governments to greater energy, and so on—where
he had to deal with the educated classes of the country and their legitimate position and aspiration, he has been
reactionary, and even repressive. And it is this reaction and this repression that has driven my countrymen to a
position bordering on despair.
*
Let me explain my meaning to you in a few words.
There are four fields in which the educated classes—that is to say, those who have received a Western
education for we have our own Eastern learning, and men who receive that education are among the most learned
in certain fields; but I am speaking now of Western education, because that education inspires one with an
appreciation of free institutions—there are four fields in which the educated classes have been steadily making
their influence felt, and in all those four fields the reactionary policy of recent years has sought to put them back.
In the first place, a little local self-government was given us by Lord Ripon\fn{ Governor-General of India, 18801884} and these educated classes naturally exercise much influence in that limited fields.
Secondly, they are able to exercise some influence in the spread of higher education.
Thirdly, they have a powerful Press, which, in spite of defects inseparable from a state of transition, is steadily
gaining in weight and importance, and its influence means the influence of educated Indians.
Lastly, a few fairly high offices in the Public Service are held by Indians; almost everything worth having is
monopolized by Englishmen; but a very few offices of some importance are allowed to be held by Indians, and
appointments to these offices were hitherto made by means of an open competitive examination, with the result
that men of ability, who are usually also men of independence, had an opportunity of entering the public service.
*
Now in all these fields, Lord Curzon has put the clock back. Moreover, it is not only his measures, but also the
manner in which he has forced them on the country about which my countrymen feel most bitter.
I think this has been the result of the limitations imposed upon him by his temperament and his training. In Mr.
Morley’s\fn{Vicount Morley (1838-1923), Secretary of State for India, 1905-1910} life of Gladstone, one striking expression
repeatedly occurs; it is what Mr. Gladstone calls “the profound principle of liberty.” Mr. Gladstone says again and
again that though Oxford had taught him many things, Oxford did not teach him an appreciation of the profound
principle of liberty as a factor of human progress.
Well, it seems other Oxford men, too, have not learnt how to appreciate that principle. Lord Curzon is no
believer in free institutions, or in national aspirations. I believe if he were allowed a free hand he would hand the
people of this country back to the rule of the aristocracy that governed here before 1832.
Well, Lord Curzon sees that the educated classes of India are pressing forward more and more to be associated
with the government of their own country, and he thinks it is not to the interest of England, as he understands that
interest, that this should be so. He therefore has tried to put back these men in every one of the four fields of
which I have spoken.
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He has tried to fetter the Press by his Official Secrets Act. In regard to higher education he has transferred the
control of it to the hands of the officials and to such Indians as will always agree with the officials. Then, as
regards the few fairly high offices open to us in our own country, he has abolished competition, and made
everything dependent upon the pleasure of the officials, thereby enormously increasing official patronage, and
making it more difficult for able and independent Indians to enter the public service of their own country. Lastly,
he has tried to take away, especially in Bengal, a portion of that self-government which had been given to the
people a quarter of a century ago.
*
As if all this retrogression were not sufficient, he ventured last year, in open Council, to explain away the
Queen’s Proclamation.\fn{Announced in India on November 1, 1858. The full text of the proclamation will be found at the end of
this speech; it is particularly to the ninth paragraph that reference is made in this speech:H }
Ladies and gentlemen, it is with difficulty that I can speak with due restraint of this offending of his. The
Queen’s Proclamation has hitherto been regarded, both for its contents and the circumstances connected with the
issuing of it, with feelings of gratitude and satisfaction by the people of India. It was issued on the morrow of the
dark mutiny by a Royal woman, in the name of a mighty nation, to a people who had just suffered most dreadful
calamities in their own country. And I think England may well be proud of it for all time.
The Proclamation assures the people of India that the Queen considered herself bound to them by the same ties
which bound her to her other subjects in the Empire, that the prosperity and happiness of the Indian people was
the sole aim of her rule, and that everything in India would be freely and equally open to all without distinction of
race, or color, or creed. It is thus that in practice this equality has been a mere legal fiction. But then even as a
legal fiction it was a very important thing as laying down in theory the policy of a great nation towards a subject
people.
Now, Lord Curzon, who dearly loves debating, thought it proper to attack the educated classes in regard to
their constant reference to this Proclamation. He said, in effect:
“You base your claim for equality on the Queen’s Proclamation. But what does it promise you? It says that you
will have equality when you are “qualified” for it. Now, here we have certain qualifications which can only be
attained by heredity or race. Therefore, as you cannot acquire race, you really cannot have equality with
Englishmen in India as long as British rule lasts.”
Now, apart from the question of your national honor being involved in this, the explaining away of a
“Sovereign’s word”, look at the unwisdom, the stupendous unwisdom, of the whole thing, telling the people of
India that unless they were content to remain permanently a subject race in their own country, their interests and
those of British rule were not identical. After this, how can any Englishman complain if my countrymen regarded,
as they have been latterly regarding, your rule in India as maintained, not to promote their interests, but for a
selfish purpose?
*
But Lord Curzon has not stopped even at this. Some time ago he made a speech in Convocation at Calcutta, in
which he attacked not only the educated classes of today, but also their ancestors, of whom he knows nothing, and
the ideals of their race, of which every Indian is justly proud. And then on the top of these things has come the
partition of Bengal.
Ladies and gentlemen, I don’t wish to say anything tonight about the merits of the measure, now it has been
carried out. I regret it profoundly. I think it has been a terrible mistake, and it will take long to undo its evil
effects, if ever you are able to undo them. But I want to say a word about the manner in which thc measure has
been forced on that province.
About two years ago Lord Curzon started the idea; and instantly there was strenuous opposition to it
throughout the province. About 500 meetings were held in different parts in which the people begged Lord
Curzon to leave them alone. For a time nothing more was heard of the proposal, and people thought Lord Curzon
had abandoned the partition. A few months ago it was suddenly announced not only that the partition would take
place, but that a much larger scheme than was originally proposed had been sanctioned by the Secretary of State.
Now consider the position. The people had held 500 meetings, they had appealed to the Viceroy, they had
appealed to the Secretary of State, they had sent a petition, signed by 60,000 persons, to the British House of
Commons; and yet, in spite of all these things, this measure has been forced upon the people.
The Lieutenant-Governor of Bengal says that he had consulted his senior officials, as if they were the only
people to be consulted in a matter of this kind! No Indians were consulted, not even the men who never take part
in politics, who are the friends of Viceroys and Lieutenant-Governors, heads of distinguished families, not one
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even of these was consulted: and you find all these men ranged against the partition today. Now is this the way
British rule is to be maintained in India after a hundred years? It is this which has driven the people of Bengal to
the present feeling of despair. The majority of people there have lost their faith in the character of your rule; and
that to my mind is a serious situation.
*
Now though the main part of the responsibility for this state of things must rest on Lord Curzon, after all it is
your system of administration in India that has enabled him to attempt all this repression. My quarrel, therefore, is
less with him personally, or with the officials, than with the system—this bureaucratic system, this monopoly of
power by officials. Many of these officials are, no doubt, conscientious men, who are trying to do their duty
according to their lights. But I contend that these lights are dim.
Their highest idea of British rule is efficiency. They think that if they give India an efficient administration the
whole of their duty is discharged. But this really is not the whole duty, nor even the main duty, which England has
professed to undertake in India. But you have pledged your word before God and man to so govern India as to
enable the Indian people to govern themselves according to the higher standards of the West. If your policy is not
directed to this end, I shall consider you have failed. I recognize the enormous difficulties, but I say, for one thing,
your faces should be set in one direction and one direction only, and there must be no attempt at turning back.
*
Again, even as regards efficiency, my own conviction is that it is impossible for the present system to produce
more than a certain very limited amount of efficiency; and that standard has now been already reached. The
higher efficiency, which comes of self-government, that you can never secure under a bureaucratic system. There
are obvious disadvantages inseparable from the system. I will mention only three of them.
In the first place, there is nobody in the Government who is permanently identified with the interests of the
people. It is a strongly centralized system, and all initiation of important measures can only come from the centre.
The centre, however, consists of men who only hold power for five years, and then come away here. It is
impossible for them to study vast and complicated problems affecting three hundred millions of people and
attempt to deal with them during their time. And when they come away, other men who take their place have to
begin where they did, and are deterred by the same difficulty.
The Civil Service, taken as a body, is very strong, but each member of it individually is not important enough,
owing to the centralized character of the system, to be able to initiate any large measure. Then, as soon as these
men have earned their pension, they return to this country. And thus the knowledge and experience acquired by
them at the expense of the country, which might have been useful to the people after their retirement, if they had
remained in India, is wholly lost to the country, and this goes on generation after generation. When these men
come back to this country, they get lost in the crowd, their knowledge and experience finding, perhaps, occasional
expression in a letter to the newspapers.
The result is that large questions affecting the welfare of the people are generally left to themselves, we, who
are permanently in India, have no voice in the Government, and can initiate nothing, and this is the first great
disadvantage of the system, even from the standpoint of efficiency.
The second disadvantage is that which comes of the exclusion of the educated classes from power. This class is
steadily growing, and unless you close your schools, colleges, and universities, it will continue to grow. And with
the growth of this class, larger and larger grows the number of men who are discontented with the present state of
things. Public opinion is practically limited to these men in the first instance, but what they think today the whole
country thinks tomorrow. And there is no other public opinion in the country.
Now you never can get much efficiency with the whole country in a discontented frame of mind.
Lastly, the officials look at every question from the standpoint of their own power. They jealously guard their
own monopoly of power, and subordinate everything to this consideration. The interests of the services are thus
allowed to take precedence of the interests of the people. You thus see the revenue of the country eaten up by the
enormous and steadily growing military expenditure, the increasing Home Charges, and the extravagant salaries
paid to the English officials, while next to nothing is spent on primary education, and industrial education is
absolutely neglected.
*
In the old times, when your rule had to be consolidated, and Western standards had to be introduced into the
country, your work was done in a manner which secured the gratitude of the people; but that gratitude is, I fear,
now over. The new generation does not know what was done two generations ago. They only know your rule as it
now is, and they only see your officials enjoying a monopoly of power and resisting all the legitimate efforts of
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the people to participate in that power. New generations are thus growing up full of bitterness for the exclusion of
which they have every right to complain. They see the marvelous rise of Japan, and they see that while in Japan,
the whole weight of the government has been thrown on the side of popular progress, in India the whole weight of
the government has been against popular progress.
Now I want you to consider whether such a state of things can be indefinitely prolonged. And, after all, though
the bureaucracy actually exercises power, it is on you, the people of this country, that the real responsibility for
the government of India rests. I am aware that much good has been done by England in India in certain directions.
The Western type of the administrative machinery had been substituted in place of what we once had. The country
enjoys now uninterrupted peace and order. Justice, though costly, is fairly dispensed, as between Indian and
Indian, though when it comes to be a matter between Indian and Englishman, it is quite another story. Then you
have introduced Western education, with freedom of speech and freedom of writing. These are all things that
stand to your credit.
*
Side by side with these there have been great evils. One such evil is a steady dwarfing of the race in
consequence of its exclusion from power. Our natural abilities, owing to sheer disuse, are growing less and less;
and this stunting, is, in my opinion, an enormous evil.
Another evil is economic, and there I hold strongly British rule has produced disastrous results. On this point, I
claim some right to speak, for I have been studying this phase of the question for nearly twenty years now. Now,
as a temporary necessity of a state of transition, even these great evils might be borne, though they are
undoubtedly most serious. But when your bureaucracy attempts to make the present arrangements permanent, the
position is simply impossible.
The only solution that is possible—a solution demanded alike by our interests and by your interests—as also
by your national honor, is the steady introduction of self-government in India, substituting the Indian, for the
English agency, expanding and reforming the Legislative Councils till they become in reality true controlling
bodies, and letting the people generally manage their own affairs themselves. The task, though difficult, is not
impossible. What is needed is large\fn{Generous and broadly-minded} statesmanship and a resolute determination to
see to it that the pledges given to the people of India are redeemed within a reasonable span of time.
The bureaucracy, no doubt, will not like to part with power, and will do everything it can to thwart this
consummation. But, after all, they are only the servants of the British people, and when you have definitely made
up your minds they will be bound to carry out your policy.
I appeal to you, ladies and gentlemen, to realize the great responsibility that rests on you in this matter. Already
the difficulties have been gravely aggravated, and unless radical remedies are applied at once everything might be
too late. I earnestly trust that you will be guided aright in your judgment, and in that faith I have addressed you
tonight.\fn{The proclamation legally substituting direct rule of the Indian Empire by the British government in place of the private rule
of the East India Company is below subjoined for reference:H }
Proclamation by the Queen in Council,
To the Princes, Chiefs, and Peoples of India.
Victoria,
By the Grace of God, of the United Kingdom of Great Britain
and Ireland, and of the Colonies and Dependencies Thereof in
Europe, Asia, Africa, America, and Australasia,
Queen, Defender of the Faith.
Whereas, for divers weighty reasons, We have resolved, by and with the advice and consent of the Lords Spiritual
and Temporal, and Commons, in Parliament assembled, to take upon Ourselves the Government of the Territories in
India heretofore administered in trust for Us by the Honorable East India Company:
Now, therefore, We do by these Presents notify and declare that, by the advice and consent aforesaid, We have taken
upon Ourselves the said Government; and We hereby call upon all Our Subjects within the said Territories to be
faithful, and to bear true Allegiance to Us, Our Heirs and Successors, and to submit themselves to the authority of those
whom We may hereafter, from time to time, see fit to appoint to administer the Government of Our said Territories, in
Our name and on Our behalf:
And We, reposing especial trust and confidence in the loyalty, ability and judgment of Our right trusty and wellbeloved Cousin and Councilor, Charles John Viscount Canning, do hereby constitute and appoint him, the said
Viscount Canning, to be Our first Viceroy and Governor-General in and over Our said Territories, and to administer the
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Government thereof in Our name, and generally to act in Our name and on Our behalf, subject to such Orders and
Regulations as he shall, from time to time, receive from Us through one of Our principal Secretaries of State:
And We do hereby confirm in their several Offices, Civil and Military, all Persons now employed in the Service of
the Honorable East India Company, subject to Our future pleasure, and to such Laws and Regulations as may hereafter
be enacted.
We hereby announce to the Native Princes of India that all Treaties and Engagements made with them by or under
the authority of the Honorable East India Company are by Us accepted, and will be scrupulously maintained: and We
look for the like observance on their part.
We desire no extension of Our present territorial Possessions; and while We will permit no aggression upon Our
Dominions or Our Rights to be attempted with impunity, We shall sanction no encroachment on those of others. We
shall respect the Rights, Dignity, and Honor of Native Princes as Our own; and We desire that they, as well as Our own
Subjects, should enjoy that Prosperity and that social Advancement which can only be secured by internal Peace and
good Government.
We hold Ourselves bound to the natives of Our Indian Territories by the same Obligations of Duty which bind Us to
all Our other subjects; and those Obligations by the Blessing of Almighty God, We shall faithfully and conscientiously
fulfill.
Firmly relying Ourselves on the truth of Christianity, and acknowledging with gratitude the solace of Religion, We
disclaim alike the Right and the Desire to impose our Convictions on any of Our Subjects. We declare it to be Our
Royal Will and Pleasure that none be in any wise favored, none molested or disquieted, by the reason of their Religious
Faith or Observances; but that all shall alike enjoy the equal and impartial protection of the Law: and We do strictly
charge and enjoin all those who may be in authority under Us, that they abstain from all interference with the Religious
Belief or Worship of any of Our Subjects, on pain of Our highest Displeasure.
And it is Our further Will that, so far as may be, Our Subjects, of whatever Race or Creed, be freely and impartially
admitted to Offices in Our Service, the Duties of which they may be qualified, by their education, ability, and integrity,
duly to discharge.
We know, and respect, the feelings of attachment with which the Natives of India regard the Lands inherited by
them from their Ancestors; and We desire to protect them in all Rights connected therewith, subject to the equitable
demands of the State; and We will that generally, in framing and administering the Law, due regard be paid to the
ancient Rights, Usages, and Customs of India.
We deeply lament the evils and misery which have been brought upon India by the acts of ambitious Men, who have
deceived their Countrymen by false reports, and led them into open Rebellion. Our Power has been shown by the
Suppression of that Rebellion in the field; We desire to show our Mercy, by pardoning the Offences of those who have
been thus misled, but who desire to return to the path of Duty.
Already in one Province, with a view to stop the farther effusion of blood, and to hasten the Pacification of Our
Indian Dominions, Our Viceroy and Governor-General has held out the expectation of Pardon, on certain terms, to the
great majority of those who, in the late unhappy Disturbances, have been guilty of Offences against our Government,
and has declared the Punishment which will be inflicted on those whose Crimes place them beyond the reach of
Forgiveness. We approve and confirm the said act of Our Viceroy and Governor-General, and do further announce and
proclaim as follows:—
Our Clemency will be extended to all Offenders, save and except those who have been, or shall be, convicted of
having directly taken part in the Murder of British Subjects. With regard to such, the demands of Justice forbid the
exercise of Mercy.
To those who have willingly given asylum to Murderers, knowing them to be such, or who may have acted as
Leaders or Instigators in Revolt, their Lives alone can be guaranteed; but in apportioning the Penalty due to such
Persons, full consideration will be given to the circumstances under which they have been induced to throw off their
Allegiance, and large indulgence will be shown to them whose Crimes may appear to have originated in too credulous
acceptance of the false reports circulated by designing Men.
To all others in Arms against the Government, We hereby promise unconditional Pardon, Amnesty, and Oblivion of
all Offence against Ourselves, Our Crown and Dignity, on their return to their homes and peaceful pursuits.
It is Our Royal Pleasure that these Terms of Grace and Amnesty should be extended to all those who comply with
their Conditions before the First Day of January next.
When, by the Blessing of Providence, internal Tranquility shall be restored, it is Our earnest Desire to stimulate the
peaceful Industry of India, to promote Works of Public Utility and Improvement, and to administer its Government for
the benefit of all Our Subjects resident therein. In their Prosperity will be Our Strength; in their Contentment, Our
Security; and in their Gratitude, Our best Reward. And may the God of all Power grant to Us, and to those in authority
under Us, Strength to carry out these Our Wishes for the good of Our People.

2
The statement made by Lord Morley! in the House of Lords in December last\fn{ This article by Gokhale appeared in
Contemporary Review, March, 1909, then a monthly (in 2012 a quarterly) journal and perhaps even then published in Oxford:H } on
Indian reforms and the publication of the dispatches that have passed between the Government of India and the
Secretary of State on the subject have gone far to clear the air throughout India. It has become possible now not
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only to survey the existing situation but in some respects even to regard the immediate future with mind freed
largely from that anxiety which has haunted us during the last four or five years.
The position that had been reached before the announcement of the reforms was indeed one of extreme gravity.
A long period of reaction had culminated in a Viceroyalty, which, however brilliant in some of its aspects, had left
great bitterness behind and a task of unexampled difficulty to the successor. In more than one matter it had cut
athwart the higher interests of the country, as understood by its educated classes, and by repeatedly trampling on
their feelings and susceptibilities and their cherished aspirations, it had driven those classes to brood gloomily
over their utter helplessness.
As a result, a great movement for constitutional reform, which had been in existence in the country for twentytwo years, was for the time engulfed by the growing tide of popular resentment and despair. The old faith in the
purpose and character of British rule, on which the movement was largely based, had well-nigh vanished, and
those few who still clung to that faith stood more or less discredited with their countrymen. Passive resistance to
authority, so as to paralyze what had come to be regarded as an unsympathetic and unprogressive administration,
was being widely and openly preached.
A few of the wilder spirits in the country had gone even further. Breaking loose from all restraint, they were
planning desperate deeds of violence to mark their hatred of the administration, and such deeds were exercising a
fatal fascination over thoughtless and immature minds. The Government was answering violent attacks in the
press and on the platform by prosecutions for sedition of writers and speakers on an unprecedented scale, by
deportations without trial and by enactments after enactments of a most drastic character, directed against
freedom of speech and writing. And these in their turn were strengthening the hold of the physical violence party,
especially on young minds, and were directly leading to increased underground activity on their part. The air
throughout the country was heavily laden with a strong anti-English feeling, and on the English side, too, there
was a growing feeling of wrath which was likely to terminate in an open cry for violent reprisals. Never since the
Mutiny was the situation so full of peril and anxiety.
*
Happily the long night seems to be over,\fn{ Scarcely a year into his second term as Viceroy, Curzon resigned:H } and we
already see the faint streaks of a new dawn. In some respects the crisis had been precipitated by the presence of
Lord Morley at the India Office. The feeling with which, as an honored teacher of Liberalism, he was regarded by
successive generations of University men in India was one of deep reverence, and their hearts were stirred
strangely with a new hope when his appointment as Secretary of State for India was announced. By a curious
irony of fate, however, the three years that have since elapsed have, for the most part, been years of violent
repression in Indian administration. This was no doubt due to causes which had been in operation before, but in
the public mind Lord Morely came to be closely associated with this repression, and this produced a most painful
impression generally, and confirmed, largely, the prevailing distrust of Englishmen in the country.
It is a noteworthy circumstance that during the last two years, while there has been a vehement feeling of
disappointment and indignation against Lord Morley, the warm personal regard entertained for Lord Minto from
the time of his arrival has not been in the least affected by his repressive measures. The vindication of Lord
Morley’s Liberalism was thus a necessary element in any real improvement of the situation, and those who
continued to believe in him in spite of all appearances rejoiced to think that such vindication has now been
supplied by the reforms that have been announced.
*
To understand what these reforms really mean for the people of India, it is necessary to take them with the
appointment of two Indian members made by Lord Morley last year to his own Council and with the changes in
the administration that are expected to follow as a result of the labors of the Decentralization Commission.
Unfortunately the Report of the Commission is not yet out. Partly on this account, and partly because the effect of
the new reforms in practice must largely depend on the manner in which the details are worked out and—they
have yet to be worked out—any opinion expressed today on the scheme must be regarded as more or less
tentative.
Even with this uncertainty, however, I have no doubt in my own mind that the reforms announced constitute a
notable advance, that they go a long way to bring the administration of the country into harmony with its present
requirements, and that when they come into full operation they will mark for the people the commencement of a
new era of peaceful progress under British rule.
Briefly stated, these reforms are as follows:
An Indian member is to be appointed to the Viceroy’s Executive Council.
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At least one Indian member is to be appointed to the Executive Councils at Madras and Bombay.
Executive Councils are to be established in other provinces where they do not at present exist, and it is
expected that Indian members will be placed on them.
The number of members in the Viceroy’s Legislative Council is to be more than doubled; and though the
official majority there is to be retained, there is to be a large increase in the elected element.
In the Provincial Legislative Councils the number of members is to be doubled, but the present official
majority in them is to be abolished.
The functions of all Legislative Councils are to be expanded. Members are to be empowered to bring up
administrative questions for discussion before them and to embody their views in the form of resolutions. They
are also to be empowered to divide the Councils when the financial statement is under consideration, and to
embody their suggestions in the shape of recommendations. The non-official members being in a majority in
Provincial Councils, will have a preventive control over Provincial legislation.
The fabric of rural and urban self-government is to be completed, and it is to be built up from the village at the
bottom. It is to be freed from official trammels, Government exercising control from without instead of dictating
or interfering from within.
*
So much has been definitely promised. In addition to this any devolution of authority from the Supreme to
Provincial Governments, and from the latter to district authorities, such as is expected when final orders are
passed on the Decentralization Commission’s Report, is bound to lead to increased opportunities to
representatives of the people to influence the course of the administration.
*
These proposals must, no doubt, appear most modest to those who are enjoying a full measure of selfgovernment. But to the people of India, as they are situated today, they mean a really great step forward. With
Indian members in the Secretary of State’s Council, the Viceroy’s Executive Council and Provincial Executive
Councils, we shall have reasonable access to those seats of authority where policies are determined and all
important matters connected with the administration disposed of.
Moreover, the appointment of Indians to these Councils means the admission of the people of India to a
participation in the highest responsibilities of Government, and it carries with it an access of dignity to their status
under British rule.
The proposed reform of Legislative Councils is a far-reaching measure, and will for the first time bring the
administration under some sort of popular control. At present the administration is carried on entirely in the dark,
behind the backs of the people. It will now have to be in the light of day and under the scrutiny of public
discussion. Local self-government, too, will become a reality, and will afford, as it was intended to do by Lord
Ripon, valuable training ground for the people to manage their own affairs.
If the whole government of the country is compared to a building with rural and urban boards as its base,
district and provincial administrations as its centre, and executive councils and the Secretary of State’s Council as
the top, it may be said that while at present there is only partial light from the base, with darkness round the
centre, and thick darkness at the top, under the proposed scheme there will be full light round the base, partial
light on the centre, and faint light at the top.
*
The scheme thus taken as a whole is a substantial installment of reform, and as such it has given deep and
sincere satisfaction throughout India. There are no doubt differences of opinion as regards details; but Lord
Morley himself has recognized that in a matter of this magnitude and importance there must naturally be room for
a variety of opinions on minor points.
The effect that the publication of the scheme has already produced on the situation is, to my mind, the best
tribute to its statesmanship. The task of pacifying the country—and such pacification is necessary as much in the
interests of India as of England—has been rendered sensibly easier since the announcement of the reforms. Of
course, much yet depends upon how effect is given to the scheme; and even when it is fully carried out it will
have to be supplemented by other measures before the task of pacification is completed. But the time to speak of
those measures will be when these reforms are out of !he way.
*
One word of warning here may be uttered.
It will be absolutely disastrous if any attempt is made to go back on the scheme in any important particular.
The people of this country have accepted it in the spirit in which it has been conceived by the Viceroy and the
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Secretary of State; and if they are now subjected to any disappointment in connection with it there will be a
violent reaction, which will be in every way deplorable. One most gratifying feature of the situation is the manner
in which the bulk of the Anglo-Indian community in India has recognized the importance and necessity of reform.
Lord Morley and Lord Minto have both really deserved well of India.
3
The object of the Universal Races Congress\fn{ Held in London, July, 1911, at which this paper was read by Gokhale } has
been described by the organizers to be “to discuss, in the light of modern knowledge and the modern conscience,
the general relations subsisting between the peoples of the West and those of the East, between so-called white
and so-called colored peoples with a view to encouraging between them a fuller understanding, the most friendly
feelings and a heartier co-operation.”
With the commencement of the twentieth century, the relations between the East and the West may be regarded
as having entered on a new phase, and it is, I think, in accord with the changed spirit of the times that the West
should think of summoning a Congress, where the representatives of all races, “with developed types of
civilization might meet each other face to face and might, in friendly rivalry, further the causes of mutual trust and
respect between Occident and Orient.” To the people of the East such a desire on the part of the people of the
West is naturally a matter of profound interest and of far-reaching significance.
*
The traditional view, so well expressed by the poet, of the changeless and unresisting East—beholding with
awe the legions of the West, as they thundered past her, bowing low before the storm, while the storm lasted, and
plunging back again in thought, when the storm was over—seemed for centuries to encourage, almost invite,
unchecked aggression by Western nations in Eastern lands, in utter disregard of the rights or feelings of Eastern
peoples. Such aggression, however, could not go on forever, and the protest of the Eastern world against it, as
evidenced by the steady growth of a feeling of national self-respect in different Eastern lands, has now gathered
sufficient strength and volume to render its continuance on old lines extremely improbable, if not altogether
impossible. The victories of Japan over Russia, the entry of Turkey among constitutionally-governed countries,
the awakening of China, the spread of the national movement in India, Persia and Egypt, all point to the necessity
of the West revising her conception of the East—revising also the standards by which she has sought in the past to
regulate her relations with the East. East and West may now meet on more equal terms than was hitherto possible,
and as a first step towards such meeting the value of the Universal Races Congress cannot be overestimated.
The problem—how to ensure “a fuller understanding, the most friendly feelings and a heartier co-operation”
between the East and the West, so difficult, everywhere, is nowhere else so difficult and so delicate as it is in
India.
In the case of other countries, the contact of the West with the East is largely external only; in India the West
has, so to say, entered into the very bone and marrow of the East. For a hundred years now, more or less, India has
been under the political sway of England, and the industrial domination of the country has been no less complete
than the political. This peculiar relationship introduces into the problem factors of great complexity, and the
conflict of interests which it involves has to be harmonized before attempts made with the object which the
Congress has in view can possess an enduring value or produce solid results.
*
It is recognized on all sides that the relations between Europeans and Indians in India have grown greatly
strained during the last quarter of a century. And yet Englishmen started with uncommon advantages in India.
Owing to India’s peculiar development, the establishment of British rule, so far from being resented, was actually
regarded with feelings of satisfaction, if not enthusiasm, by the people over the greater part of the country.
It is true that England never conquered India in the sense in which the word “conquer” is ordinarily used. She
did not come to the country as an invader, nor did she fight her battles, when she had to fight them, with armies
composed of her own people. The establishment and the consolidation of her rule, which undoubtedly is one of
the most wonderful phenomena\fn{I.e., one of the most unusual:H} of modern times, was entirely the result of her
superior power of organization, her superior patriotism and her superior capacity for government, applied to the
conditions that prevailed in India during the second half of the eighteenth and the first half of the nineteenth
century.
And, strange as it may seem to many, the new rule was accepted by the mass of the people as bringing them
welcome relief from a more or less chronic state of disorder, and conferring on them advantages, outweighing all
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considerations on the other side. This was due to the fact that with all her contribution to human progress in many
fields, religion, philosophy, literature, science, art—a contribution which the world is coming to recognize more
and more every day, and of which Indians may well remain proud for all time—India did not develop the national
idea or the idea of political freedom as developed in the West.
Who exercised the sovereign authority was to her people a minor matter, as long as it was well exercised and
did not seriously interfere with their religious, social or communal life. And it cannot be denied that in many
essential respects the standards of government of the new rulers compared favorably with those of the indigenous
powers that were then struggling for supremacy in the land.
The advantageous start thus secured was further improved by the declarations of wise and far-seeing statesmen
made from time to time in those early days, as regards the policy in accordance with which the affairs of this
country were to be administered. India, they declared, was to them a trust. Not England’s profit but India’s moral
and material well-being was to be the object of the rule; Englishmen were not to form a governing caste in the
country; the people of India were to be helped to advance steadily to a position of equality with them so that they
might in due course acquire the capacity to govern themselves in accordance with the higher standards of the
West.
To fit the youth of the country for their new responsibilities, institutions were started for imparting to them
Western education, and the class thus trained in the ideas of the West was expected to act as interpreter between
the Government and the people, bringing its active goodwill to the support of the former. The establishment of
Universities and Queen Victoria’s noble Proclamation, addressed to the princes and people of India, on the
morrow of the mutiny, set the final seal on this large-hearted policy.
*
It is necessary to bear these facts in mind to understand clearly the estrangement that has taken place, as
observed above, during the last quarter of a century, between Englishmen and Indians, especially that class among
the Indians which has come, directly or indirectly, under the influence of the education of the West.
Numerically this class still constitutes but a small proportion of the whole population, but it is undoubtedly the
brain of the country doing its thinking for it, and determining its public opinion. For several years this class was
keenly appreciative of England’s work in India and its attitude towards Englishmen, on the whole, was that of
pupils to their teachers—an attitude of respect, of confidence, even of affection. The first effect of Western
teaching on those who received it was to incline them strongly in favour of the Western way of looking at things,
and under this influence they bent their energies, in the first instance, to a re-examination of the whole of their
ancient civilization—their social usages and institutions, their religious beliefs, their science, their art, in fact,
their entire conception and realization of life. This brought them into violent collision with their own society, but
that very collision drove them closer to the Englishmen in the country, to whom they felt deeply grateful for
introducing into India the liberal thought of the West with its protest against caste or sex disabilities and its
recognition of man’s dignity as man—a teaching which they regarded as of the highest value in serving both as a
corrective and a stimulant to their old civilization.
On one point they entertained no doubt whatever in their minds. They firmly believed that it was England’s
settled policy to raise steadily their political status till at last they fully participated in the possession of those free
institutions, which it is the glory of the English race to have evolved.
*
This belief, so strong at one time, began, however, gradually to weaken, when it was seen that English
administrators were not in practice as ready to advance along lines of constitutional development as had been
hoped and that the bulk of Englishmen in the country were far from friendly even to the most reasonable
aspirations of Indians in political matters.
With the rise of the new Imperialism in England during the last quarter of a century, new and clear signs
became visible of a disinclination on the part of the ruling nation to carry into effect the policy to which it stood
committed. Then indeed the faith of Indian reformers in the character and purposes of British rule, already tried
by a feeling of suspicion, began definitely to give way. Suspicion was followed by surprise, by disappointment,
by anger, and these inevitably produced a rapidly-rising anti-English feeling which especially affected the
younger minds throughout the country.
Things now came to be regarded in a new light. The old readiness to acknowledge freely and gratefully the
benefits which India had derived from the British connection gave way to a tendency to indulge in bitter and
fault-finding criticism, directed indiscriminately against everything done by Englishmen. “Wrong in the one thing
rare,” what mattered it to the Indians what Englishmen did, or how they conducted themselves in other respects?”
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*
While this development was taking place within the borders of India, the whole East was already being driven
by those mysterious forces, which shape great events, to a new life, in which a new longing to enjoy the solid
advantages of a constitutional government and realize the dignity of nationhood, was combined with a new pride
in the special culture and civilization of the East, a new impatience of Western aggression and Western
domination and a new faith in the destiny of Eastern peoples. India could not but be affected by those thoughtcurrents with the rest of Asia, and the influences at work naturally received a powerful stimulus when Japan
astonished the world with her victories over Russia.\fn{ A reference to the almost complete annihilation of the Russian Baltic
Fleet by a numerically inferior Japanese fleet in 1905 (only 3 out of 38 Russian ships escaped being sunk); together with equally
impressive destruction of the Russian fleet at Port Arthur by land-based Japanese artillery the year before (sinking every Russian capital
ship in the harbor, in the words of W, “probably the only example in military history when such a scale of devastation was achieved by
land-based artillery against major warships”:H}

The steady growth of the anti-English feeling in the country was recognized by all thoughtful persons to be
fraught with a serious menace to the cause of peaceful progress and the outlook was undoubtedly very dark, when
English statesmanship came to the rescue and by granting to the country a measure of constitutional reform,
sufficiently substantial to meet the more pressing requirements of the day, helped largely to ease the tension and
restore a more friendly feeling between the two sides. There is no doubt whatever that the reform measures of two
years ago arrested the growing estrangement between Europeans and Indians in India, and since then the situation
has undergone a steady and continuous change for the better.
So marked is this change over the greater part of the country that there are many who hold that the desire to
understand each other and respect each other’s feelings and susceptibilities was never so great as it is at the
present moment. For how long these relations will thus continue to improve, and whether they will again tend to
grow worse, and if so when, are questions more difficult to answer.
It is well to remember that certain causes are constantly at work to produce misunderstandings and make
harmonious relations between the two sides a matter of considerable difficulty. Thus the differences in
temperament, the natural predisposition to look at questions from different standpoints, the tone habitually
adopted by a section of the Press, both English and Indian: these make a demand on the patience of either side,
which it is not always easy to meet.
Then there are those cases of personal ill-treatment—happily rarer now than before—which, from time to time,
attract public attention and cause infinite mischief; cases in which Indians are found to suffer insult and even
violence at the hands of individual Englishmen for no other reason than that they are Indians. These are, so to say,
among the standing factors of the situation, and they must, I fear, be accepted as inevitable, at any rate, in the
present circumstances of the country.
Were these the only elements tending to give rise to misunderstanding and friction, the matter would be
comparatively simple, for the interests which depend on the two communities working together with a sufficient
degree of harmony are so vast and of such paramount importance to both that it would not be a very difficult task
to keep within reasonable limits such misunderstanding and friction, whenever it arose.
*
But the real sources of trouble, which invest the future with uncertainty, lie much deeper.
Is British rule to remain a rigidly foreign rule, as it lasts, or will it conform more and more to standards which
alone may be accepted in these days as compatible with the self-respect of civilized people?
What is to be the objective of England’s policy in India?
How is the conflict of interest between the two communities to be reconciled and what sacrifices may be
reasonably expected from either side to render such reconciliation a living and potent reality?
These and other allied questions, which really go to the root of England’s connection with India, have to be
answered before any prediction about the probable future of the relations between the Englishmen and Indians in
India can be hazarded. The opinion is often expressed that if only Indians and Europeans will mix more largely
socially, or if Indians will participate in the games and sports of Englishmen in greater numbers, a better
understanding between the two sides will be established, resulting in better relations generally. There is, of course,
a certain amount of truth in this and it is necessary to acknowledge that earnest efforts, very recently made in
several places by prominent members of the two communities to provide facilities for a better social intercourse,
have contributed their share to the improvement in the situation that has taken place.
But apart from the fact that such freer intercourse, unless it is restricted to individuals on either side, who are
anxious to see each other’s good points and are tolerant to each other’s weaknesses, may produce difficulties of its
1439

own. I am firmly persuaded that as long as the consciousness of political inequality continues to be behind such
intercourse, it cannot carry us far. I have no doubt that there are Englishmen in India who put away from them all
thought of such inequality in their dealings with Indians, and there are also Indians who are not influenced by this
consideration in their relations with Englishmen.
*
But when this admission is made, the fact remains that as things are today, the humblest Englishman in the
country goes about with the prestige of the whole Empire behind him, whereas the proudest and most
distinguished Indian cannot shake off from himself a certain sense that he belongs to a subject race.
The soul of social friendship is mutual appreciation and respect, which ordinarily is not found to co-exist with
a consciousness of inequality. This does not mean that where equality does not exist, the relations are necessarily
unfriendly. It is not an uncommon thing for a party which is in what may be called a state of subordinate
dependence on another to be warmly attached to that other party. But such relations are only possible if the
subordinate party—assuming, of course, that its sense of self-respect is properly developed—is enabled to feel
that its dependent state is necessary in its own interest and that the other party is taking no undue advantage of it
for other ends. And this, I think, is roughly the position as between India and England.
*
It must be admitted that the present inequality between Englishmen and Indians, as regards their political status
can only be reduced by degrees and that a considerable period must elapse before it is removed altogether.
Meanwhile Indians must be content to continue in a position of subordinate dependence and the extent to which
“a fuller understanding, the most friendly feelings and a heartier co-operation” can be promoted between them
and Englishmen, must depend upon how they are enabled to realize that British rule is necessary for their progress
and that British policy in India has no other aim than their advancement. Any doubt on this point in the Indian
mind will mean the weakening of the tie which binds the two countries and will not fail in the end to nullify the
most beneficent administrative measures.
Assured on this point, on the other hand, Indians will not allow even serious administrative mistakes to alienate
them in feeling or sympathy from the country under whose sway they find themselves placed and with whose
guidance they hope to advance to their appointed destiny.
*
It may appear to some that too much stress is being laid in this paper on what may be termed the political
development of the people of India and that no attempt is being made to discuss how, leaving political
considerations alone, Europeans and Indians may be helped to acquire a deeper and more sympathetic
understanding of each other’s special culture and civilization and how a heartier co-operation may be established
between them in the pursuit of knowledge, or the service of humanity, “for the greater glory of God and the relief
of man’s estate.”
So far as the understanding of Europe by India is concerned, the work is being carried on with great vigour
under the auspices of the Indian Universities, which have now been in existence for more than fifty years. The
very object of these Universities is to promote Western learning in the land and successive generations of Indian
students have been and are being introduced by them to a study of Western literature and history, Western
philosophy and Western sciences. And various missionary bodies have been presenting, for a century and more,
the religion of the West to the people of India. Through these agencies, a knowledge of Western society, of its
traditions, its standards, its achievements, its ideals, its outlook on life and its problems, its methods of realizing
itself-has been rapidly spreading in the country, and the insight thus acquired is, on the whole, sympathetic and
marked by deep and genuine appreciation.
*
It is to be regretted that in the English side there is no corresponding attempt to study and understand India.
It is true that individual Englishmen have done monumental work in interpreting India to the West, but neither
in England nor among Englishmen in this country is there any sympathetic study of Indian culture and
civilization, with the result that very few Englishmen, in spite of a fairly prolonged stay in this country, acquire
any real insight into them. It is a curious fact, and one of no small significance, that in this matter Germany is far
ahead of England, and even America bids fair to go beyond her.
It is obvious that there is great room for improvement here, and if one result of the present Congress will be to
stimulate among Englishmen a study of Indian culture and civilization in a sympathetic spirit, the Congress will
have rendered a great service to India. But while it is undoubted that such study, especially if it leads to increased
respect for India by Englishmen, will contribute materially to improve the relations between the two sides, there is
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no getting away from the fact that as the contact as between England and India at present is predominantly
political, it is on the attitude of Englishmen towards the political advancement of India that the future of these
relations will mainly turn. The question, therefore, how to promote “the most friendly feelings” between the East
and the West in India, resolves itself largely into how England may assist India’s political advancement.
*
The political evolution to which Indian reformers look forward is representative Government on a democratic
basis. The course of this evolution must necessarily be slow in India, though it need not be as slow as some
people imagine. It is true, as Lord Morley pointed out three years ago, that a long time must elapse before India
takes those countless, weary steps that are necessary to develop a strong political personality.
But a beginning has been made and the movement can now only be forward and not backward. The difficulties
that tend to retard the movement are undoubtedly great and at times they threaten to prove quite overwhelming.
But every day the forces urge us grow stronger and in the end the difficulties will be overcome. It is unnecessary
to say that it is largely in England’s power to hasten or delay this evolution. If England wants to play her part
nobly in this mysterious and wonderful drama, her resolve to help forward this advance must be firm and
irrevocable and not dependent on the views, predilections or sympathies of individual administrators, whom she
may, from time to time, charge with the direction of Indian affairs.
I think the time has come when a definite pronouncement on this subject should be made by the highest
authority entitled to speak in the name of England, and the British Government in India should keep such
pronouncement in view in all its actions. There is a class of thinkers and writers among Englishmen with whom it
is an axiom that Oriental people have no desire, at any rate, no capacity for representative institutions. This cool
and convenient assumption is not standing the test of experience and in any case no self-respecting Indian will
accept it; and it is astonishing that those men who thus seek to shut the door in the face of Indian aspirations do
not realize how thereby they turn the Indian mind against those very interests for whose support they probably
evolve their theories.
*
The first requisite then of improved relations, on an enduring basis, between Englishmen and Indians, is an
unequivocal declaration on England’s part of her resolve to help forward the growth of representative institutions
in India and a determination to stand by this policy, in spite of all temptations or difficulties. The second requisite
is that Indians should be enabled to feel that the Government, under which they live, whatever its personnel, is
largely and in an ever-increasing measure, national in spirit and sentiment and in its devotion to the moral and
material interests of the country.
Thus, outside India, Indians should feel the protecting arm of the British Government behind them, ready to
help them in resisting oppression and injustice. The monstrous indignities and ill-treatment to which the people of
this country are being subjected in South Africa, have aroused the bitterest resentment throughout the land. On the
other hand, the recent action of the Government of India in prohibiting the supply of indentured labour from this
country to Natal has evoked a feeling of deep and widespread satisfaction, which cannot fail to have its effect on
the general relations between Europeans and Indians in the country.
*
Among matters bearing on the moral and material well-being of the people, the Government should lose no
more time now in dealing with education in all its branches, in a national spirit—especially with mass education
and technical education.
It is a humiliating reflection that while in most other civilized countries universal elementary education has
long been accepted as one of the first duties of the State, while within the borders of India itself the Feudatory
State of Baroda has found it practicable to introduce a system of free and compulsory primary education for both
boys and girls. In India seven children out of eight are still allowed to grow up in ignorance and darkness, and
four villages out of five are without a school! And as regards technical education, while our Engineering Colleges,
which were started as far back as fifty years ago, are still training only subordinates for the Public Works
Department of Government, Japan, starting much later, has already provided herself with a complete system of
technical education in all its grades.
*
The third requisite, on which it is necessary to insist, is that England should send out to India less and less of
those who are not of her best.
From the best Englishmen, Indians have yet to learn a great deal and their presence in the country will
strengthen and not weaken India’s appreciation of what she owes to England. But it should be realized that though
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the Indian average is still inferior to the English average and will continue to be so for some time, indivi dual
Indians are to be found in all parts of the country, who, in character, capacity and attainments, will be able to hold
their own anywhere. And when Englishmen, inferior to such men, are introduced into the country and placed in
higher positions, a sense of unfairness and injustice comes to pervade the whole Indian community, which is very
prejudicial to the cultivation or maintenance of good feeling.
Fewer and better men, sent out from England, better paid if necessary, will prevent England’s prestige from
being lowered in India, and this in present circumstances is a consideration of great importance.
*
The fourth and last requisite that I would like to mention is the extreme necessity of such Englishmen as come
out to this country realizing the profound wisdom of the advice urged on them some time ago by Lord Morley,
that while bad manners are a fault everywhere, they are in India “a crime”. I think Englishmen in India cannot be
too careful in this respect.
*
The only safe thing that anyone can say about the future of India is that it is still enveloped in obscurity, but I
believe whole-heartedly in a great destiny for the people of my land. We still retain many of those characteristics
which once placed us in the van of the world’s civilization—the depth of our spirituality, our serene outlook on
life, our conceptions of domestic and social duty. And other races that have from time to time come to make their
home here have brought their own treasure into the common stock.
The India of the future will be compounded of all these elements reinforcing one another, but a long process of
discipline and purification and real adjustment is necessary, before she gathers again the strength required for her
allotted task. In this work of preparation, it has been given to a great Western nation to guide and help her.
And if craven or selfish counsels are not allowed to prevail, England will have played the noblest international
part that has yet fallen to the lot of humanity. When the men and women of India begin again to grow to the full
height of their stature and proclaim to the world the mission that shall be theirs, a great stream of moral and
spiritual energy, long lost to view, will have returned to its channel, and East and West, white and dark and yellow
and brown—all have cause alike to rejoice.
22.21 Love And Death\fn{by Cornelia Sorabji (1866-1954)} Nashik, Nashik District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 4
“I tell you, Stewart, it’s playing the very deuce with a man’s life to treat him as I’ve been treated.”
“I thought that had been uncommonly well: by Fate certainly, in the way of fulfilled desires; and by your
father, also undoubtedly, in the way of allowance. And what more can a man want?”
“Nothing—unless he’s a married man.”
“Ah! an indiscretion. You have my condolences, old chap: our follies always do vex us more than our sins, I
know.”
“Yes! and the offence is aggravated when you consider that it was someone else’s folly. Listen, Stewart, and
I’ll tell you—I’m feeling communicative tonight, and this weed draws nicely.”
*
The two men stood on the forward deck of the P. & O. S. S. Khartoum, bound for India, and now in harbor off
Brindisi, awaiting the mails.
A bright moon looked down on the squalid town and the great expanse of sea, on the farther shore with its
Turkish gardens and its tale of handsome brigands, and on the lithe Indian sailors, bending their supple bodies
under the precious weight of the post-office consignments. One after another they crossed the bridge in welltrained rapidity. Pity the night was so brilliant! What thrill might not the darkness have lent to that scene of swift,
noiseless activity!
Presently the foreigner spoke.
“I was but seven years old,” said he, “when my grandfather sent me to England, and, as you know, I have had
no other home ever since. But there still linger with me Indian sights and sounds—music, and bright colors, and
the scent of roses. I remember her, who must have been my mother, surrounded by chattering serving-women,
who fed me with sweets, and flattered and spoilt me.
“But the memories all grow out of a noisy procession on a glaring day in midsummer. Dressed in garments of
some startling hue, and smothered under the combined weight of heavy necklets and sickly odorous flowers, I
rode gaily on a prancing nag, while the singers went before and the minstrels followed after. In the midst,
however, was a single damsel, only—and she was not playing on a timbrel, but drumming two small henna-dyed
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hands on the horse’s neck, as she sat astride in front of me. They tell me now that that meant my marriage!
“It must, I think, have been almost immediately afterwards that I was packed away to the dear old dame’s at
Summerton, where we first met, you know, Stewart; for my memory comes to its finis about India when I have
worried the past so far. And not a word, it’s odd, has my father said on the subject all this long while; but in his
last letter he tells me placidly, that both a welcome and a wife await me, in the land of my birth! I tell you,
Stewart, it is infamous! She has most likely been kept a semi-prisoner all her life, knowing certainly nothing of
the world, either as God or man has made it, and probably also nothing of books, even in her vernacular. I daresay
she can cook a palatable Indian dinner, and scour the cooking-pans—but, well! It has not been fair to me at all.
Systems cannot alter in a day, you will say. Exactly so! But why alter them at all in this one-sided way? Why
create a false position for a pair of innocent children—oh yes! I know it’s hard on her too. Everything is a huge
mistake: new patches can never mean aught but worsened rents to an old garment!”
“Poor old fellow!” said Stewart. “I never guessed such a complication. However, there’ll be your work, you
know, and perhaps she’s not impossible, after all. You may even be able to educate her.”
*
The conversation was not renewed through the voyage, and, on landing, the young Indian doctor and his friend
found that stress of plague-work claimed their immediate presence. The welcome and the wife had alike to wait.
“Incidental freedom,” said the Indian grimly; but indeed there was scant time for reflection, whether
congratulatory or self-compassionate. He was on search duty, and hunting the dread infection from street to street
demanded the exercise of every nerve and faculty. Ah, the sadness of it all! The feeble subterfuges, the brave fight
against the most patent symptoms, the gasping attempt to propitiate the microbe—and finally, the sullen
submission to Fate! The hearts of the two young doctors were heavy within them. Disease and death were
sufficiently appalling—but with superstition for ally!—
Only this morning they had passed a mad procession carrying the dead plague-infected rats on spikes, while
broken-hearted mothers and anxious wives wailed a propitiatory serenade, ghastly in its pathos!
“We can’t hold out any longer,” said the Indian one morning after breakfast. “Write to headquarters, Stewart,
and beg for a lady-doctor and a nurse.\fn{A note reads: They would be able to gain access to women in purdah.} They must
spare them to us. The poor women whom we find in the bazaar have to submit to our ministrations. What
alternative is there? But the better classes, as you see, choose death rather than be looked upon by a man; and
indeed I must confess that I greatly dislike having to search their houses. Don’t you yourself agree with me, that it
is our inability to deal with this class of patient which fosters the microbe?”
“Yes,” said Stewart, “I do, and I’ll write this very moment. The fear of the microbe is the mother of virtue.”
“I wish it were the mother of sanitation,” growled the Indian. “That’s the kind of offspring I’m seeking just
now.”
In a week came the answer. The request was only just in time. An Indian lady with European qualifications
was temporarily at the disposal of the chief medical officer. He had meant to send her elsewhere, but, as this was
so sacred and orthodox a town, and as she knew the vernacular of the district, Stewart might have her for six
months. They might expect her and a nurse in a fortnight.
“That’s well done,” said the Indian. “Now we’ll get the thing under!”\fn{ The pestilence under control.}
She was tall and slender, intelligent and eager in face rather than pretty; and she carried herself with the ease
and freedom of her race. Indeed her attraction lay in grace of movement, in fineness of proportion, and in a
certain delicate sensitiveness, which could hardly escape even the least observant. For such work as fell to her she
was pre-eminently suited—tactful, gentle, persuasive; and if she gave out so largely of her sympathizing self to
each sufferer, was that a fault? Her masculine colleagues thought that it was certainly so.
“You’ll break down,” they said. “Besides, it’s not professional!”
And they devised common recreation to relieve the tension—golf, on the brown maidan\fn{A note reads: An open
space or common, earthen rather than grassed, which first developed to separate native from Anglo-Indian living quarters .} to
westward, clear of the temples and the odors; and tennis in the garden of the civil engineer, whose wife and the
wife of the padre\fn{Church of England clergy are free to marry .} were indeed the only other ladies in the station, and
both were ready to do everything that was hospitable and kindly.
Such patches of sunlight were those afternoons! Suffering and death and all ugliness were forgotten in
congenial and healthful companionship. The girl had evidently been responsive to all the best influences of her
Western training, while losing nothing of her own charming individuality. The effect was that of brilliant coloring
under the brush of a master-painter. Even the women loved her.
What of the men? Well! as to one of them, you must have guessed. That which happened was hopelessly
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inevitable. Could it be avoided between two young people of similar tastes, doing the same work, bearing the
same sad burden, seeing the best and most unselfish side of each other, day after day, amid scenes which excited
the keenest of sympathies? That it was a surprise to both, made the remedy no easier. The ludicrous side of it all
was the similarity of experience. The obstacle was double-barreled. There was a baby-husband as there had been a
baby-wife!
“I always thought it very nice of him to allow me an English education,” she said; “and I have often built him
up round that one kind fact. But I begged a year’s freedom on coming to India—and now, however am I to face
that inevitable introduction?
“Where is he?”
“Ah! that I cannot tell; but I expect you would find him in his native village, a pampered only son, too
orthodox to cross the waters\fn{A note reads: Go abroad, by sea, forbidden to orthodox Brahmins. In this, the fourth and last age of
the present cosmic aeon, the Kali-yuga, which is marked by decline and chaos, Hindu practice recommended that Brahmins keep strictly to
caste laws, which precluded travel to foreign lands across the “black water” .} himself, and managing the family property, in

ignorant and comfortable self-satisfaction. What I cannot understand is my own liberty! There must be some third
person acting a reformed up-to-date Providence, I’m sure! Till lately I’ve been so curious about it all, but now
curiosity is swallowed up in loathing!”
“Pity we can’t marry those two!” said the man.
It was the festival of the fire-god.\fn{ Agni.} “Though thou passest through the fire, thou shalt not be burned!”
Who would make good the promise of the deity and face the ordeal? Through long months of prayer and fasting,
certain rapt fanatics, and of good women not a few, had been preparing themselves to answer that question. And
here was the very day at last! Down the heights into the hollows came the crowds of pilgrims—intending victims
and applauding gallery all huddled together—one chattering, rattling, rumbling, seething mass, like to some
mountain torrent seeking the level, and, when found, glittering light-imprisoned under the brilliant rays of a
lingering sun.
By their dress shall ye know them—many-hued, many-fashioned—and also by their equipages.\fn{ A note reads:
Sorabji is contrasting hill cultures and cultures of the plain .} That long, low, wicker cart, likest to a racing-boat on
lumbering wheels, has had other geographical genesis than that flat cradle-shaped construction of wooden poles
and bamboos.
The great milk-white, soft-eyed bulls, easing tired necks with a graceful sweep of hoary tongue, have not
before known as neighbor the small, perky, wiry cattle, tossing impertinent heads to the jingle of aggressive bells,
and bellowing staccato inquiries.
But the crowd has one manner of encamping. Under each cart is tied a primitive hammock, and into this are
thrown the squalling babies, safely out of the way, while their parents water the beasts and cook the evening meal.
Secure are they here from intrusion. Do not the mountains stand sentinel? And are not the very clouds frowning a
watchful cave?\fn{Latin for beware.} Yet it behooved them to do quickly that which they were purposing, for a wise
Government approved not of the rash sacrifice of life; and even now some message of prohibition may be
travelling from the camp of the nearest collector.
“In the blackest watch of the night—the inrush!” said the priestly herald, beating a muffled drum among the
al- fresco cooking-pots.
Gradually, like a long, stealthy shadow, silence creeps over the face of the valley, and out of the wordless
darkness arises a great lurid fiery furnace. It shows the mass of onlookers, earnest, fanatic-ringing the sacred
enclosure—a phalanx strong enough to withstand any band of venturesome intruders; and, at a sanctified distance,
the knot of priests and white-robed devotees.
The head priest was speaking:
“To the holy,” said he, “this is no wanton sacrifice of life, but merely a hymn to the praise of the Deity—the
rhythm of your bodies to the accompaniment of that angry roar. The evil do indeed take hurt, but is that not the
just reward of their offences?”
“Let us go and see the festival,” had said the doctor-girl to her friend. “My mother belonged to these hill-folk,
and something stirs within me at thought of the great ordeal. I believe the instincts of the savage still survive. Do
let us go, and I will—yes, I shall appear in the white garments of the devotee.”
So they went, man and woman, in high spirits at the dubious adventure. They arrived in time to hear the
introductory address. The drums were growling now, and quaint pathetic incantations rose and fell on the
midnight air. The first rush was just about to be made. One poor candidate has fainted. Carry her aside.
Now!
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They are through, unsinged, and a great shout of enthusiasm greets the semi-deities—canonization dearly
bought!
But more stirring matters still are afoot. For now a group of young girls stand hand in hand, gladly responsive
to the heavenly call, thrilling with the joy of martyrdom. But a moment, and the priest will give the signal for the
fresh inrush!
“The gods will stay the plague,” declares their messenger, “for the willing sacrifice of a band of virgins. Who
will come, who will be the brides of death, to buy life for the millions? Who? Who? One short black moment for
you, brave virgins. For others, years of glad happiness. See! the corn is ready to harvest, but the hand which
would gather it is stiff; the grain is garnered, but the arm which would grind it is withered; the meal is prepared,
but they who would eat it are dead! dead and defiled! with no sacred rites to buy them the best eternity … Buy
you it for them, O virgins! You! Buy life now, and life hereafter—a double gift—and your own the hand to bestow
it. Virgin life-givers!”
In the silence one can almost hear life pulse! Then there is a sudden quick, convulsive sob—for, carried past all
self-control, the doctor-girl has joined the band of vestal virgins. The word is given, and there they are, the whiterobed seven, treading the flames.\fn{A note reads: The imagery of fire-sacrifice carries reflections of sati or widow-burning, which
had been outlawed by Britain in 1829.}
“O Agni! do not burn them altogether,” chanted the priests. “Let the eye go to the sun, and the breath to the
wind! Go to sky or earth, as is right; or to the waters, if it is good to be there. But the immortal, the unborn part,
warm it with thy heat and flame! Carry them in thy kindliest shape to the world of those who have done well!”
“Peste!\fn{A note reads: an expression of anger, from the French pester (plague).} Why sings he the death chant!'
murmured the crowd. 'It is ill luck!'
And then-no one knew how it happened:
“The doctor-lady,” they shrieked.
“She was tainted with infidel observances!” said the didactic priest; “the gods were angry!”
“She was not quick enough,” said her companions.
“Hi! hi!” mourned the multitude. Her friend alone said not a word. And she, poor girl, lay terribly scarred in
the accident ward of her own hospital.
The end was not long in coming.
“The decision of the gods,” she murmured, and so slept, her hand in his.
Postscriptum.
It was a month later, and the doctor sat in his consulting room. His face wore the look of the man to whom life
has proved a resented discipline. There were arrears of correspondence clamoring for attention, and he settled
wearily to the pile of multifarious envelopes.
Presently his eye flashed, and the sensitive mouth quivered, as he read a letter longer than the rest.
Son,

wrote, after much circumlocution, the father of whom he knew so little,
Forgive the deception. It was part of your fate. The girl who worked in the hospital was your wife. We experimented
for your good; but we were wrong. The gods resent experiments. In the path of orthodox monotony alone lieth safety.
So perish all reform!

But the man thought otherwise.
1867

22.34 The Rise Of Ram Din\fn{by Alice Perrin (1867-1934)} Calcutta?, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India
(F) 3
It was in the year of the famine when my father, Ram Bux of Kansrao in the Mathura district,\fn{ A note reads: In
bade me make ready to go with him to the City of Kings—which is two
days’ journey by road from the village—that I might there obtain employment as dish-washer in the service of a
sahib; for there were many of us in my father’s house, and his crops had failed for want of rain, so that there was
not enough food to fill our stomachs.
northern India, present-day Uttar Pradesh .}
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In his youth my father, Ram Bux, had himself served the Feringhees,\fn{A note reads: Foreigners, from Persian,
and having heard him speak much of those days I felt that I should learn my
duties with the greater ease; and as we journeyed through the dry, empty fields in the early morning time, he also
told me many more things concerning the ways of the sahibs, which are not the ways of the dark people. I was but
a stripling, and knew little of what happened beyond the village of my birth where I worked in the fields and
tended the cattle until the day came of which I now speak; and I learned from my father that it is well to obey the
orders of the master without thought or question, even when it might be hard to understand the reason of his
wishes.
“Thou art somewhat of an owl,” my father told me, “and not so sharp or clever as was I, who rose to be headservant in my master’s house. But thou hast enough sense to understand an order, and maybe with diligence and
obedience thou mayest rise from dishwasher to table-servant, and from table-servant to khansama, and then will it
be easy with the bazaar accounts in thy keeping, and power in the establishment, to gather rupees till thou canst
return to thy home a person of wealth and importance, even as I did.”
“And what if the sahib beats me for no fault, as thou sayest will happen on occasions?”
“Take thy beating and say nothing. Above all things, do not run away. The Feringhees themselves are brave,
though they are dogs and sons of dogs, and when they behold courage in others do they respect it. A beating does
little harm. I lived once with a colonel-sahib who gave medicine as a punishment, and that was bad. There are
certain sahibs who neither drink, nor beat, nor swear, but it is hard for a newcomer without recommendations or
experience to obtain service with such, and the sahibs whom I served in the old days have now all died or gone
back across the black water many years since. Thou must be content at first with what thou canst get; only
remember this—obey orders without question, quarrel not with thy fellow-servants, and squander not thy wages
in the bazaar.”
I pondered over the wise words of my father and laid them up in my heart, and I resolved that I would rise,
even as he had done, to be the head servant of a sahib’s household, that in time I might return to my village with
riches and influence.
When we reached the city, we stayed for the night in the serai,\fn{Government travel-lodging.} and until dawn I
could not sleep for the strange sights and sounds, and the crowd that came and went; never before had I seen so
many men together. In the morning sunshine we went through the streets, and I stared at the glittering vessels in
the brass-shops, at the display of sweetmeats, toys, and jewels, and the gay materials shown by the clothmerchants. My father bought me a white muslin coat, a pair of calico trousers tight below the knee, and a new
puggaree;\fn{Turban.} and we took seats in the ekka\fn{Small, one-horse carriage.} and drove out to the part where the
sahibs dwell beyond the city. Here it was all open space and broad roads, with trees of mango, teak, and tamarind,
and the gardens were very beautiful. My father told me that, though the native city was wide and full of people,
there were now but few sahibs, and no regiments at all; whereas he remembered that before the Mutiny there had
been a large cantonment and many sepoys.
There was no service to be had at the house of the magistrate-sahib, or with the colonel-sahib of police, nor
with the doctor-sahib, so we went to the bungalow of the engineer-sahib who looked after the roads and buildings
of the district. There we heard that a dishwasher was needed, and the khansamah-jee said that if my father gave
him a backsheesh,\fn{Bribe.} and I promised him a percentage of my pay, he could get me the place without any
recommendation. He also said that the engineer-sahib was a good sahib, and the service to be desired, and that I
should be well treated. So after some argument my father paid the khansamah, who was named Kullan, and I gave
the promise. My father told me again to obey orders and answer not to abuse, and then he left me and went back
to his village.
But after he had gone I learned from the bearer, who was also a follower of the Prophet,\fn{ Mohammed is meant.}
that no servant ever stayed long with the engineer-sahib.
“For,” he said, “the sahib is truly a devil, and when I am near him my fear of him is such that my liver melts.
Sometimes for weeks will he be quiet, and then he will drink too much whisky, and for days we go in fear of our
lives.”
I felt angered that Kullan should have told my father naught of this, and though I said nothing I determined
that, should the chance arise to do him an evil in return, I would remember how he had lied and taken my father’s
money, and bound me to give him percentage on my pay.
When I beheld my master I could well believe that what the bearer had told me was true, for the sahib had hair
that was the color of a polished copper cooking-vessel, and the flesh of his face was like unto raw meat; he ate his
food with haste like a pariah dog, and looked about him as though he feared an enemy. Nevertheless, I stayed in
derived from Frank, meaning European.}
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his service, for was I not more or less in bondage to the khansamah-jee; and also for the first few weeks matters
went well. The sahib sometimes beat and abused the other servants, but not badly, and me he never noticed. I took
care to be diligent over my work, I learned the ways of the compound, Kullan taught me how to cook (for this
spared him trouble when he wished to stay late in the bazaar), and I helped the bearer to brush the sahib’s clothes
and to keep the rooms tidy.
But the peace did not continue. The sahib began to drink much whisky, and one evening, when some matter
displeased him during dinner he sprang at the bearer, who was also table-servant, and smote him heavily, using
words that burned mine ears as I sat in the pantry washing the dishes. The bearer cried out that he was hurt unto
death; his puggaree came off, and the sahib kicked it through the open door and across the verandah into the
bushes; then he shook the man as a dog will shake vermin, and all the time he smote and kicked him, and roared
abuse.
For some hours afterwards the bearer lay in his outhouse groaning, and later in the night-time he rose and took
his belongings and ran away without his arrears of wages or a written recommendation. Thus was the khansamah
forced to do the bearer’s work as well as his own, whereat he grumbled sorely; and my duties were doubled also,
for I now helped to wait at table; and all the time I watched for a chance of letting the sahib see that I feared him
not, for I remembered my father’s words.
Two days later, when the sahib was sitting at breakfast eating but little and drinking whisky, the khansamah
spilt some sauce on the tablecloth, and my knees shook as the sahib rose slowly from his seat, and, looking at
Kullan with eyes like those of a tiger, walked towards him just as the striped-one approaches its victim. Kullan
knelt and prayed for mercy, but the sahib dragged him over the floor till his coat came off in the sahib’s hand, and
he kicked the man along the ground like a game ball, driving him into the verandah. Kullan rose quickly, looking
like a beast that is hunted, but before he could flee the sahib caught him and pushed him into the lamp-closet that
led from the verandah, and locked the door. He laughed as he put the padlock key in his pocket, and heard Kullan
crying and smiting at the door from the darkness within the go-down.\fn{ Store-room or cupboard.} When he turned
and saw me looking, he shook his fist at me, and told me to go to my work.
Then the sahib went to his room and lay on the bed and slept, and I cleared away the breakfast and washed up
everything; afterwards I went to the kitchen and found it empty; the servants’ houses were also empty, and none
answered to my call. They had all fled in fear, having doubtless heard the noise of the sahib’s rage, and there was
no one left save I, Ram Din the dishwasher, and Kullan the khansamah, who was crying and calling in the lamp
go-down.
Towards sundown a telegram came for the sahib, and not without misgiving in my heart I took it to his room.
He awoke and read the telegram, and then arose in haste, speaking of trouble concerning a bridge in the district,
and bidding me pack his bag with clothes sufficient for a day and night, and order his trap to be got ready, and
bring him whisky.
I packed the bag and brought the whisky, and I said, “Your highness, there is no syce\fn{Groom.} in the stables,
they have all run away. But thy slave can harness the horse.”
I went straightaway, and with trouble and patience I put the horse to the cart and brought it to the door. The
sahib did not beat me, though from want of knowledge I had done it badly, and when I told him there were no
servants left at all he cursed their souls to hell, and bade me stay and take care of everything till he should return.
I asked him, “What are the orders concerning Kullan khansamah who is imprisoned within the lamp godown?”
He laughed, and the sound was like the cry of the hyena round the walls of the village at dusk. “The order is
that he stay there till I return. Dost thou understand?”
I salaamed, and he drove away. Then did my heart glow within me, for now had my time come, and the sahib
should see that I was of use, and could obey. All that evening was I alone in the kitchen, and Kullan cried in the
go-down. I fed the horses and the fowls, and after locking up the house at night I took my bed and placed it in the
verandah that I might guard against thieves. But I could not sleep by reason of the noise made by the khansamah,
and I answered him not, for I feared he might persuade me to disobey orders and break open the padlock, and I
remembered my father’s words. Also did I rejoice that Kullan was in trouble, for had he not deceived my father
and taken money under false pretences, and did he not exact percentage from my miserable pay as dishwasher?
So I smiled when I heard him beating on the door and calling, and I only feared that when the sahib returned and
let him out Kullan might kill me for heeding not his entreaties.
But the sahib did not return the next evening nor the next, and I was forced to move my bed from the front
verandah to the back of the house on account of the howling of Kullan in the go-down. I slept the other side of the
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house, and I kept away from the front verandah, but still could I hear him wailing and calling, and I refrained
from bursting open the padlock on the door because of the orders of the sahib.
On the fourth day the sahib had not returned; and the voice of Kullan was hoarse and faint. By the sixth day it
was altogether silent, and I thought, “Now shall I rise to be chief servant, and I shall appoint and have dominion
over the other servants; also now will the household accounts be in my hands, and I shall amass wealth.”
When the sahib came back on the morning of the seventh day he looked weary, and as though he had suffered
much care and anxiety; he took no notice of me nor did he ask me any questions. I led his horse and trap to the
stables, I got his bath and laid out his clean clothes, and brought his breakfast. All the time he was deep in thought
and was making figures with a pencil on a piece of paper. I wished to speak, and remind him about Kullan, but it
was hard to attract his attention. I coughed and walked about the room, and moved the plates on the breakfasttable, and I took a fly-trap and killed flies with some noise.
At last, when the sahib began to light a big cheroot, I craved permission to speak, and he told me to say what I
had to say quickly and not to disturb him.
“Sahib,” I said, with humility, “concerning the matter of Kullan khansamah who is in the go-down, it is
necessary to get out the lamp oil.”
He stared at me maybe for one minute, and then he dropped his cheroot, and his red face became white as my
clean muslin coat. He rose and pushed me aside, saying no word, and strode into the verandah, I following him.
He searched for the key of the padlock in his pockets, but found it not: so he wrenched the chain from the
woodwork of the door with great force, and the dead body of Kullan khansamah fell out of the go-down face
downwards on the verandah floor.
Then the sahib caught me by the shoulder and shook me backwards and forwards, shouting in mine ear and
calling me names, and his voice sounded as though his throat were filled with dust. He cried out that he had meant
to return in a day and a night, but that the damage to the bridge had delayed him, and he had forgotten all about
Kullan the khansamah. He cursed me for a fool because I had not broken open the padlock.
“Sahib,” I said, and bowed my head before him, “the order was that Kullan should stay in the go-down until
the day of thine honor’s return. This slave did but obey thy commands.”
Then the face of the sahib grew purple, and he choked and gasped, and fell at my feet with foam on his lips;
and with much effort I got him into the house, and laid him on his bed.
Afterwards he was ill for many days; but no one, not even the doctor-sahib, or the nurse-mem\fn{Short for
memsahib.} who came to take care of him, ever knew what had happened, for before I fetched the doctor-sahib I
pushed the body of Kullan khansamah back into the go-down and left it there till the night-time, when I buried it
in a comer of the compound with all precaution.
There were none to witness the burial or to ask any question, for he was a down-country man, and I said in the
bazaar that he had departed to his home.
While the sahib lay sick I made for him jelly, soup and custard, for I had learned from Kullan how to cook. I
took my turn in watching by his bedside, and when his health returned I told him privately of what I had done.
*
For many years after this was I the sahib's head servant on thirty rupees a month, and he was as wax in the
hands of his slave, Ram Din. I it was who had charge of the sahib’s keys and kept his money. It was I <who>
appointed the other servants, and exacted percentage from their wages. It was I who made payments and gave the
orders, and the sahib ever settled my accounts without argument. I had authority in the compound. I grew
prosperous, and had a large stomach, and a watch and chain.
Now has the sahib retired from the service of the Government and has gone to England, and I, Ram Din, have
bought land in mine own district and have married four wives and am a person of importance in the village.
So is it true what my father had told me: that by obeying orders and being fearless may a man rise in the
service of the sahib people, and gain wealth and honor.
237.191 Excerpt from Miri Jiyori—A Love Story\fn{by Rajanikanta Borodoloi (1867-1940)} Guwahati?, Guwahati
District, Assam State, India (M) 9
1
In the district of Lakhimpur in the state of Assam, there is a river called Sovansiri. It has originated from the
Miri and Dafla ranges of hills situated to the north of Assam, and it flows through North Lakhimpur before
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joining the river Kherkatia in Majuli. Kherkatia is not, however, a separate river—it is only a tributary of the
Brahmaputra. It has branched itself off from the mighty river and converged with the Sovansiri. Even today there
is a belief in the common people of Assam that Lord Brahmaputra pressed forward to welcome his most beautiful
and accomplished consort Sovansiri. The river that has arisen from the confluence of the Sovansiri and Kherkatia
is known as the Luit. Running through Lakhimpur and Majuli, this river has joined the Brahmaputra to the west.
The river Sovansiri is about one-fifth of the Brahmaputra in width. Its water is clearer than that of the
Brahmaputra. The more you advance upstream, the clearer the water you find. At certain points it is so lucid that
you can even see the bed. At some places, grains of gold are mixed with its water. In olden days, the Sovansiri
was one of the main rivers from where people used to cull gold. Even today, gold dust can be traced in the water
of the Sovansiri.
But nowadays, the Assamese people have given up the practice of extracting gold from the sand of the river
because as a trade it is very laborious and not at all rewarding. Only when luck favors can one expect to extract an
ounce of gold after one whole month’s labor. Earlier, in the days of the kings, rice and paddy and other necessities
of life were very cheap. A gram of gold was sufficient to buy a month’s provision for a family. But things have
now so changed that even a single person cannot manage without a minimum of five to six rupees.
As a result, the Assamese people have been forced to abandon such professions. But even today, apart from her
generosity of yielding gold, the river has retained all her other virtues. Precisely, therefore, the people have not
ceased to praise her for the comfort and sustenance that she provides them. Variegated is the beauty of the river’s
form—now running through a lovely forest, now meandering through villages and bestowing upon them the gifts
of cool breeze and pure water which have guaranteed them perfect health of body and mind.
The mother river loves the simple Miris who have descended from the hills more than the Assamese people of
the plains. The true-hearted Miri men and women can never do without her. Coming down from the cool of the
hills to live on the plains of the valley,\fn{The Miris believed that in earlier times they were a part of the Bor Abors who lived in
the upper reaches of the hills of Sadiya. But unable to live there in peace as a result of clashes among various ethnic groups, they decided to
descend to the plains. They are said to have come along the path where the wild cardamom and the arum grew. They felled those plants as
they came down to open their path. By the time they cleared one point, at the point of the path they had cleared earlier, the plants began to
put up new leaves. As a consequence, the Bor Abors who pursued them were led to believe that the Miris fled long ago and that it would be
futile to follow them, and so retreated. The Miris settled themselves on the plains. They had two main clans—the clan of the ten gams
(headmen) and the clan of twelve gams. Minor clans like the Chutiya and the Daityal are said to be included among the latter. The former
includes sub-clans like the Aiyengia, Mayengia, Charengia, Damukial, Samuguria and the like. All these constitute the clans of the Miris
living in the plains. In the hills also, there are various groups of the Miris. They are said to be very ferocious even now. They, too, are said
to have different sub-groups. We’ve heard about the various clans of the hill Miris like the Gasi, the Ghasi, the Sarog, the Chili and the like.
In the matter of their ways and conduct, their habits of food and rituals of worship, these Miris show close affinity with the Akas and the
Nagas. The Miris today form a part of the Assamese society. Though they have different dialects they all speak Assamese. They put on
dresses in the manner of the Assamese. Some of them have also adopted Hinduism } these unassuming people cannot live but by
her side. In the ritual of the worship called sarag puja,\fn{It is a form of worship of the Miris. Any wealthy Miri can perform
it. It is observed once in two, three, or four years. One who does it once has to do it always. This is done for the good of all the members of
the family. In this form of worship wine and pork and chicken are offered to propitiate the presiding deities of the cloud, the lightning, the
sun, the moon, the stars, the earth and water. It is an elaborate exercise, which cannot be detailed here for want of space } and in the
worship called mugling mirema,\fn{They are the gods of lightning and clouds respectively. Lightning often strikes the Miri villages
on the banks of the Sovansiri. Therefore, and also because the flash of lightning and the roar of clouds generally frighten the people, the
simple-minded Miris consider the lightning and the cloud to be two great gods. After giving it a proper bathing, a pig is laid prostrate on a
banana leaf, and then struck on the head with a stick. The blood that oozes out of the cracked head is collected on another leaf and offered
to mugling mirema with this prayer: “O thou lightning and thou cloud, we’ve offered you a five year old pig, with four white hoofs and
horns (tusks). Enjoy it and deign to keep us safe and sound. May we not suffer from headache and stomach trouble. Keep us cool.” It is not
necessary that the pig must be strictly five years old. To be five years old means to be mature. As per the reckoning of the Miris, to be five
years old is index enough of a pig being mature and adequately fat. Even if they offer a two-year old pig, they would call it five-year old. A
pig develops tusks, and no horns. The reason why they refer to it as having horns is that in former times the Miris used bulls and buffaloes
in their worship, and ate their flesh. But because of their contact with the Hindus in the plains, they have abandoned this practice. Headache
is a common ailment of the Miris. They drink heavily and, therefore, often suffer from headache. The Miris are terribly afraid of stomach
disorder. They would even abandon a cholera victim and run for safety to the woods. The path along which they flee is made untraceable
by placing leaves and branches of trees upon it so that the deity of cholera cannot follow them. The Miris consider a little heat to be too
much. It is said that, in earlier times, they lived in the cool of the mountains } they entreat the lightning and the cloud to be

pleased to accept the offering of a grown up pig, and keep them safe and sound.
They cannot but have mother Sovansiri by their side. They cannot breathe without the cool breeze blowing
over her water. Their thirst is not satisfied without her water. They do not enjoy themselves without a chance to
roam over her in small boats. Therefore, most of the Miris live on the banks of the mother Sovansiri. At places, on
both the banks, Miri villages are situated. At some points, on one side there is a Miri village, and on the opposite
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side there is a patch of jungle which they clear up for cultivation.
To the west of such a Miri village, there were two fields of ahu paddy. They were just on the bank of the
Sovansiri, only five to six nals (a nal is a measuring rod twelve feet in length) from the bank. At the centre of
each field, there was a bamboo platform. On one of them, there was seated a girl of nine to ten years old. On the
other, there was a boy in his early teens. Both of them had a bamboo clapper in hand. Now and then funis (a
variety of small bird) and tokoras (a variety of small sparrow) infest the fields in large swarms. The two strike the
clappers to frighten them away
*
It was about four in the afternoon. The sun was slowly retiring to the western sky. The rays of the setting sun
were glowing on the water of the Sovansiri. The boy and the girl were sitting alone in their fields. Suddenly there
emerged a bear from the jungle nearby. The very sight of the beast horrified them. Bewildered, they started
running for their dear life. After covering a short distance, the girl stumbled and fell. But the boy, ignoring the
dread of the beast, ran to her, and raised her up, and asked,
“Panei, are you hurt?” At the words of the boy, the girl giggled and said,
“No, not at all, Jonki.” The girl’s name was Panei, and the boy’s Jonki. Then Jonki said, “We had better
withdraw from this place now, Panei,” and the girl agreed.
“Yes, let’s go, Jonki,” she said. “It’s getting dark.”
Both of them boarded a small boat. The boy started steering it. The girl, too, helped him by plying the oar. To
the stroke of the oar. she sang:
Do not place bundles of seedlings much apart from each other, my dear;
For then, going up and down, the tender waist and legs will pain.

Then the boy sang:
The water of the river Brahmaputra is lucid my beloved, lucid indeed it is.
But more lucid is the mind of my young beloved, like the water in a tumbler.

Thus singing and roving, they reached the other bank. Both of them then got down from the boat and while taking
leave of each other, Panei said to Jonki,
“Jonki, there would be much merry-making at our place tomorrow. You must join us.”
“Surely, I shall,” replied Tonki. Then they parted.
2
Today is the first day of Bohag Bihu. People of all the classes of society, high and low alike, have made
themselves merry. There has been much feasting in every household. Forgetting all the stress and strain and
discord of the year gone by, people have celebrated Bihu with gaiety and abandon. They have given a welcoming
cry to each other. Friends have met, and the young have shown due respect to their elders who, in turn, have
blessed them to live in peace and happiness all the years ahead. The young, in groups, have abandoned themselves
to fun and frolic. Women of respectable families have joined over a group of cowries. Here and there a few young
men also have joined in the game with the ladies. At one place, a mother and her son have taken their positions to
play the game as rivals. A woman is quite adept at this game. The mother easily scored sixes and tens. Seeing this,
the son also tried to show his adroitness, but the alert mother warned him not to play foul. Thus, in a mood of
playful rivalry, the game proceeded until the son yielded to the tricks of the mother, and withdrew. Then the
mother invited a young woman to take her son’s place, and the game continued.
Outside, several men have sat over a game of cards. A young maid, sore over not getting a chance either to
play a game or witness one, has been supplying endless doses of smoke to the players. Among the men, there was
one of a fair complexion, and sporting a beard. He was a jolly good fellow and his facial complex appeared to be
tender. His interest was not so much in the game as in merry-making.
Against him there sat a youngish sort of man whose beard has just sprouted. His face was rather long-drawn.
He was a simple-minded person. He was an expert in the game of cards. He forgets the entire world when he is
engrossed in the game. His only concern was how fast he could throw his cards. He is prone to playing tricks and
often snubs his opposite with the words, “You’re down” and bursts into a loud laughter.
A short, stout fellow has joined the game but he is not much interested in it. When his turn comes, he asks,
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“Is it my turn, really?” He is mechanically throwing the cards. He talks much.
Another participant, short and stocky, has taken as much interest in the game as in the partners. He has a sense
of humor, and has thrown a jolly word now and then.
This is how the game of cards is progressing—different participants with their peculiar habits and manners
have added to the gaiety of the place. Here and there the young men and women have been dancing and singing
Bihu songs. Some are sporting themselves with a ball of cloth. Thus, the entire township of Lakhimpur is lost in
jubilation.
The day was slowly drawing to a close. Evening was descending. Young Miris from the nearby areas arrived at
the town and went on dancing Bihu dances and singing Bihu songs from door to door.
The number of young merry-making Miris, both men and women, increased. Some of them idly loitered here
and there with drums hanging from their shoulders, and cymbals in their hands. Some of them visited respectable
families, and collected small amounts as their prize after performing Bihu in their yards.
Among all these revelers, a particular group attracted everybody’s notice. The young men of the group had
four or five drums, two or three pair of cymbals, and two pen pas (pipes, wind instruments). They had among
them several young girls who could dance well. This group first performed Bihu (i.e., danced Bihu dances in tune
with Bihu songs). Several drums were sounded together. Then followed the beating of cymbals, accompanied by
singing of tuneful melodies, and dancing by young maidens. Then the drummers and pipers began to move in a
circle. So did the young maidens, dancing and singing. The drummers vied with one another in showing their skill
at drum-beating, now by the right hand, now by the left, and then by both hands together.
At one point drumming and piping ceased. The babus (i.e., the gentleman) then desired that the young girls
should dance, clap and sing. Instantly, the drummers and the pipers separated themselves from the group. The
young women stood in a line. Then a girl started:
Plump are the fern that grow on the bank of the Ranga river,
Growing four fingers’ width a day.
And plump are our lovely damsels like champa flowers;
Who can resist looking at them?

Then they began to dance. After some time, another girl sang this song:
Our master has come to the porch.
The palanquin bearers have got the palanquin ready, my sweet heart,
The palanquin-bearers have set the palanquin.
In his ears glitter the amber ear-rings,
His person is bedecked with a tunic of gomcheng\fn{The name of a kind of fine silk that was once upon a time produced in Assam. It is now extinct}
silk.

Still another young girl sang:
A comb I carved out of a round piece of wood,\fn{It is a common practice for the Miri people to comb their hair with a small wooden comb which
they normally stick to the knot of hair on the head. A comb is a fancy item for the Miri people }
Keeping in mind his coiffure.
Tonight I dreamt a bad dream;
I’m afraid the comb may be lost.

She was followed by still another:
The danseuse was taken ill, my beloved,
The danseuse was taken ill,
For her recovery I sacrificed a fowl,\fn{In place of “sacrificed a fowl”, some sing, “offered obeisance to the
sprit.” The Miris are not normally wont to take medicine when ill. [It’s no longer so.] They try to ascertain from divination by the deodhai (a diviner) as to
what god has caused the illness. Then that god is worshipped by offering him wine, pork, and fowl}

And, instantly she sat up all right.

Then the revelers collected what the babus offered them for their entertainment. One of them said:
“Ha, you played foul upon us. Not all the young girls danced. Those two didn’t join.” Then two particular girls
replied:
“For us to dance, we must be given five rupees each.” One of the babus sportively said:
1451

“No problem. You’ll get what you have demanded. Only start dancing now.”
These two young women were both slim-figured. One was of a rather dark complexion, the other was perfectly
fair. The faces of both were comely. They sported flowers in their finely woven knot of hair. They were in wellpolished reha and mekhela made of muga silk.
As the two young girls came forward to dance, out came a young man of about twenty from among the youths,
with a pipe in his mouth. He also had his hair neatly combed. He was sporting a pugree on the head and, on his
neck, a chain of gold beads interspersed with large coral ones. He was also wearing a pair of ear-rings of amber
inlaid with gold. He had a Chinese vest on. He was enwrapped neatly with a dhoti. The young man was neither
very tall nor short. His face was well shaped and comely.
As soon as the two girls were ready, the young man blew his pipe. The trio began to dance to the
accompaniment of the tuneful pipes. Their gaiety and abandon in singing and dancing gave you the illusion of two
heavenly nymphs descending on earth with Chitraratha, the king of the gandharvas. Of the two girls, the fair one
smiled furtively at the young man as they danced. She was about fourteen years old.
The young man now playing the pipe is no other then the young boy watching the paddy crop, as described in
the first chapter. The girl is Panei. Today, five years since then, they have become full grownup adults.
The dancing came to an end. The babu gave them a rupee. The beautiful Miri danseuses then left. The babus
spent some time there smoking and appreciating the performers and ranking them. After some time they, too,
dispersed.
3
It is now six months since all that narrated in the first chapter had taken place. Today is the seventh day of the
month of Kati (i.e., October-November). The day has just dawned on the Miri village on the bank of Sovansiri.
The whole village is out of bed and about. Young men and women, putting on new cloths, have been moving from
door to door, collecting rice, salt, oil and lentils. Each household is collecting leaves and plates. About a dozen
persons have carried a pig on a pole placed on their shoulders. Two other men have brought about forty fowls in a
cage. The elderly women have brought out various utensils like cooking vessels, small water pots, wash-basins,
and pails. The young men and women have been putting them at one place with great enthusiasm. The young sun
slowly matured.
All the items collected were placed at the marang.\fn{A community hall, a dormitory; it is on a raised platform } By and
by, young boys and girls made a beeline to the marang. They all took their positions there.
The old Miris are mostly members of a fraternity called rati sewa (nocturnal service).\fn{There is a religious cult in
Assam called rati-sewa or nocturnal service. The members of this cult are known as paka bhakats (the initiates) who include people from
all faiths. The principle of the cult has remained a guarded secret. Its rituals begin and end at night. It is said that there are several rites
called gopidhora, naga kirton, phul kirton, digamvari, and the like. But none has discovered so far as to what actually takes place in the
rites. They say that there are occult religious practices to be found in all countries. In Shillong and Jayantia, there is, we’re told, an occult
practice called kisori bhajan (carnal enjoyment of tender-aged girl?). In the civilized western world also, there is, among the Europeans, a
secret brotherhood called the Free Masons or Lodges. None has so far unveiled the secret of this cult for this two thousand years. Those
who join the community to know its secret, however learned, wealthy, and respectable they be, will not disclose its secret, after their
initiation to it, to anybody, be they even their own wives and children. Why they do not reveal the light of wisdom or religion for the good
of all on earth, has remained a puzzle } The poka bhakats (i.e., the initiates of the practice of worship) sat apart from the

keca bhakats (i.e., the uninitiated members of this sect).
Apart from them, and at a short distance, sat their preceptor on a mat. Those belonging to the kecapanth (i.e.,
the uninitiated) including the deodhai (the diviner) seated themselves in a separate row. After everyone took his or
her seat, the initiates cast their look at the eyes of their master who then uttered (the word) “Oum”.
Instantly, five fowls and two pigs, duly cleansed, were placed in front of them. Simultaneously, all the other
items to be cooked were placed before the initiated ones by young men and women. Then the master cast his
glance sideways, and once again uttered “Oum”.
Immediately, all the men and women present fell on their knees in a line. Then the master blessed them,
invoking the holy names of Sri Sankardeva and Sri Madhav Deva, the two Vaishnavite preceptors, thus:
“May Their Divine Graces bestow upon these young men and women the strength and the spirit to worship at
Their holy feet in the year to come! May all fare well, may the minds of all be ever in joy! May the harvest be
good in the coming year! May cloud and lightning do them no harm! May our Lord Preceptor keep us ever cool!
May His Divine names flourish. Glory be unto Ram, glory be unto Hari.”\fn{ The Miris call their priest deodhai or
mibui.ya. There are startling accounts in the works of some British writers like Dalton and Hunter about the deodhai and how one is so
baptized. It is believed that one destined to be deodhai bears a special mark on his person. When he comes of age, he is benignly possessed
by the spirits in whom the Miris believe. Then he retreats to a forest where he is said to go into a frenzy. Then he returns home. From that
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day onward, he is christened a deodhai or mibuiya}

The pronouncement of the benediction ended. The young men and women stood up. The cook also got ready
with permission from the master. They began to cook the eatables offered to the Divine One. The initiates began
to gulp down avidly bowl after bowl of what they considered to be nectar, i.e., liquor. For the initiates to hold the
bowls themselves is not permissible—a female initiate has to help them drink the nectar by holding the bowl in
their hands. Only then the practice is properly observed.
After sometime, the drinking session came to an end. It was now the turn for singing lyrics pertaining to the
initiates. Such a song is known as deh bicharar geet (i.e., a lyric imparting knowledge about the soul and the
senses). The master began:
On the bank of the river of death are waiting the beings
they wait on my Lord—
See and realize, my friends, the ultimate sufferance of the body of flesh and blood.
Being torn apart by crows and vultures and the rapacious fox—he is indeed rapacious—the fox.
The she-vulture feeds upon the flesh and invites others as well to partake of it.

The session of singing deh bicharar geet came to a close. The cooking of the eatables offered was, however,
continuing.
Among the young men and women who were blessed by the initiates, there were Janki and Panei also whom
we have mentioned in the second chapter. It’s a mystery as to what divine power brought them close to each other
as they bowed on their knees for benediction. We didn’t see them talk to each other at all. It’s a mystery to us as to
what power made them accept, in each other’s company, the blessings on such an auspicious occasion as this.
In due time, cooking was over, and all the items cooked, along with the cooking utensils, were placed before
the assembly of the initiates. Those whose charge it was to distribute the cooked food, now started their work.
All the old men and women, the initiates and the non-initiates, all enjoyed their meal. However, the young men
and women did not sit for their meal. As the other partook of the meal, they were on their knees.
The ritual pertaining to the initiates was now over. They, both men and women, pronounced their benediction
and left for their homes. It was then about one o’clock in the afternoon.
Then the young men and women merrily partook of what was left on the dishes of the initiates. As they ate the
young men sat apart in one line, the young women in another. Strangely enough even while eating, Panei and
Janki happened to sit face to face.
Slowly, over their eating and merry-making, the day ended. It was now night. The young men and women
began to hang pitchers of wine on the roof from one end to another. Then the venerable deodhai, after washing his
hands and feet, ascended the morong. The young men and women, and those members of the sect who were not
yet initiates, encircled him. Immediately, he commenced:
dormisi tulai oi tirmeke tirmangai
okobe kambon apune reyepe reyabai.*\fn{This, and all the other passages marked with an asterisk, are songs of the Miri community. Not to speak of
us, even some Miris do not know what they mean}

And the young men and women repeated the verses in chorus.
As the singing ended, the drum-beating started. Taking the deodhai at the centre, the youth, both men and
women, very much in the manner of the Kacharis dancing to the beating of their modal (a tambour) or, like the
Santhals dancing their jhumur, danced, to the accompaniment of drum-beating, a new form of dance. After some
time, the dancing ceased. Then the deodhai led again:
dormisi tulai oi tirmeke tirmangai
okobe kambon apune reyepe reyabai.*

Singing and dancing started and ended as before. Then all of a sudden, the deodhai jumped up to a height of
almost a cubit, and commenced:
“Wongkkeromone, tare likore …\fn{O ye gods who created me, you all …}

The young men and women responded by chanting in unison:
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dormisi tulai oi tirmeke tirmangai
okobe kambon apune reyepe reyabai.*

The deodhai jumped up and commenced:
“Kangre bokayoga.” (Teach us)

The young men and women sang:
dormisi tulai oi tirmeke tirmangai
okobe kambon apune reyepe reyabai.*

By now the deodhai and the young group were all tired. They avidly swallowed bowls of spirits from the
pitchers hanging from the roof. As drinking ended, they formed a group as before. With renewed vigor, the
deodhai started:
dadam baneng baneng dadingpekama kamdama kolpi-kolpi
kamdang nitunga kolpi-kolpi.*

The young men and women quickly took it up and rehearsed.
Once again the drums and cymbals were beaten The young men and women began to dance in abandon. The
village resounded with the tune of the laobahi flute (i.e., a flute resembling one played by snake-charmers) and
the beating of the cymbals. The night advanced.
Thus the changdop ritual of the Miris continued.\fn{ The activity that is accompanied by singing and dancing is called
changdop or deodop. Almost all the hill tribes like the Miris and Nagas have the practice of this activity. It’s a form of divination, a sort of
falling into frenzy} Along with it, drinking flourished.

The deodhai was more deeply possessed. Gradually, the dances pertaining to the gods of the Miris and the
chanting by the deodhai grew slow and somber.
Now, the day was about to dawn. The deodhai sang:
pankeya regrege
pankaya regrege\fn{These two are also parts of a song the meaning of which is not known. They say that in the theology of the Miris there
is a mention of a hill called regi regam. All their gods dwell on this hill. Those who perform good deeds in the world go to regi regam after
their death, it is believed. In Hunter’s Statistical Account, it is remarked thus: “They have a region which is the abode of all their gods and
from whose bourn no traveler returns.”}

Now the deodhai was in a frenzy. Karchin kartan descended from regi regam and occupied his faculties. He
then grew senseless. The young men and women knelt before him and asked:
“O Master, pray tell us if our cultivation will thrive in the coming year.” Deodhai:
“Surely, you’ll harvest a good crop.” The young men and women:
“Clouds and lightning will not strike us?” Deodhai:
“No harm will you face if you propitiate me well.” The young men and women:
“There will be no cold and fever in the village? Deodhai:
“No, but you must offer me proper worship.” The young men and women:
“That we shall surely offer. But tell us, please, if all of us young men and women will fare well.” Deodhai
(after a pause):
“Yes, you will. But there is a mischance also.” The young men and women:
“Pray, tell us master, what’s the ill about?”
At this, the diviner remained mute for a few moments and then mumbled something of which they could not
make any sense. Just then the spirit left him. He sat up, and could divine no more.
With the changdop divination coming to a close, the night also ended. Then everybody went to the river for a
bath, and, returning therefrom, began to prepare juror puja.\fn{It is a form of community worship performed by singing
devotional songs. The whole village contributes to it. This is performed on the occasion of Yarachinga Bihu and on the outbreak of cholera
and small pox. Here also the chief deities are propitiated by offering them wine, pork and chicken }

By the time it ended, it was midday. Kanchin-kartan, mottobe, chinek, dohmukh, dongkong, louji-leitang,
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mughng-mirema and all the other gods, duly satisfied with the offering of wine, pork, and chicken, retired to their
abode. The deodhai collected what remained of the offerings, rupees five, a piece of cloth, and returned home.
The other elderly Miris also went their ways.
But the rejoicings of the young did not cease. The sun was on the decline. They celebrated Bihu with much fun
and mirth. They began to dance in groups. Everyone was free to join his or her group.
Panei and Janki remained in the old group; they did not change to a new one. Now Jonki gave the lead:
Chol (March-April) has slowly yielded to Bohag (April-May).
The bhebeli creepers are a bloom.
There’s no end to praising the glory of my young beloved.

Jonki finished singing. The drums were sounded. The young damsels led by Panei began to dance. After the
dance, it was Panei’s turn to lead. She sang:
The lovely bird whistled under the thorny brinjal plant.
How have I offended you, my dear,
that I see you not either in the morning or in the evening?

One of the young men sang:
The dove built its nest high on the top of the betel nut tree!
It looks like falling off, falling off, alas!
My young sweet heart has fallen sick.
How my heart pains to think that she may die!

Then a young girl sang:
I bend down, O down I bend to gather the babarj
And collect firewood from the haram trees.
Searing indeed must be my eyes
Not to see him whom I yearn for.

Thus they sang and danced. It appeared as if there would be no end to the frolic of the young. The youthful
Miris are always prone to jollity: and now, since they have taken a drop too much, their excitement grew
boundless. During the course of their dancing, Jonki took a furtive chance to say to Panei:
“I would like to have a word with you, Panei. Could you meet me somewhere?” Panei replied,
“Not at the moment. I shall steal out to the sands of the Sovansiri at the opportune moment. You’ll follow me
and tell me what you want to.”
Their chit-chat ended in a trice, before drawing anybody’s attention. The revelry lasted till late in the night. It
was no time for a short break for a meal. Then Panei, true to her word to Jonki, had an excuse to go out stealthily
to the river bank. Janki also left. on the pretext of visiting his home, but he directed his course, instead, to the
bank of the Sovansiri, and. in the twinkling of an eye, with lightning speed, he met her.
“Panei, dear,” he said.
“So you’re here, Jonki.”
“Yes. I’ve come to ask you a thing.”
“Feel free to ask whatever you want, Jonki.”
“Do you love me, Panei?” Smilingly she replied,
“Why do you want to know it?” Jonki said,
“Have I hurt you, Panei? Let me then not ask anything.” Wearing a pleasant smile on her face, Panei replied.
“But why not? Ask whatever you would.”
“Then tell me if you have love for me.”
“I don’t know,” Panei replied.
“It’s now clear to me,” Jonki replied. “You love me not. Were it not so, why did you cast frequent glances at
Komud while dancing?” Panei replied,
“Woe is me! What nonsense you utter!” Jonki said,
“To me it’s crystal-clear: Komud alone you love. You seem to have forgotten totally our childhood
companionship: how we watched our fields, ran together for dear life when a bear showed itself before us, rowed
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up and down the river together singing songs, roamed over places hand in hand—all this you seem to have
forgotten altogether. But not me: everything is ever green in my memory. I’ve been alive so long only in the hope
of getting you. Panei, if you now say that you love me not, then there’s no need for me to live. I lost my parents
when I was yet very young, Panei. Since my childhood, I’ve grown up with you. You alone I took to be my friend
But Panei, you, too, have ceased to love me.”
Panei was stunned at Jonki’s words. The guileless girl felt hurt. The flow of the streamlet of her heart, which
she had so carefully blocked for so long, was now opened up by the assault of Jonki’s words. It began to run in
torrents. Tears rolled down her cheeks. She grew speechless. Jonki then took her in his anus and softly wiped her
tears. Panei then said:
“I love you Jonki. My heart is full of love for you. You are constantly before my eyes. You, too, were very
unkind to accuse me of casting quick glances at Komud.” Jonki, with a heavy heart, replied:
“Forgive me my fault, Panei. Do not grieve. Beloved, I, too, shall love you as long as life lasts. Do not leave
me, Panei. Tell me, dear, will you marry me?”
“Surely I shall, if my parents allow.”
“Your parents are unlikely to give you in marriage to me. I am all alone. I do not have any money either.”
Panei consoled him and said,
“It’s in your power to make money the hard way. Try to collect some money. I shall not marry anyone else
until and unless you offer some money to my parents and take me as your wife. You alone shall I marry, and none
else. I’ve taken the vow today on the sands of the Sovansiri. May karchin kartan remain witnesses.” Jonki replied,
“You have today imparted to me renewed vigour. Let’s now part, Panei. From today I shall labor hard to earn
money to take you as my own. I shall not live without you.”
After this tete-a-tete, the two parted and went away in two separate directions, and joined the festivities at the
morong. This time Panei and Jonki began to dance in a more carefree manner, waving their arms in abandon.
After a few days the Bihu festivities came to a close.
4
It is now twp months since the nora chiga Bihu was over.
After her talk with Jonki that night on the river bank, Panei was much changed in her demeanor. A grave and
careworn manner took hold of her carefree ways of the earlier pays. Her comely face looked darkened by a pall of
gloom.
Actually, even in the early days of her childhood, particularly since the day when, confronted by a bear while
keeping watch over her field she had run in panic for dear life, she developed a vague fondness for Jonki. Even as
a little girl she desired his company, and did not enjoy a game if it was not joined by him. She could not explain
the weakness for him. She searched her mind but got no clue.
Is it at all likely that a girl of only eight or nine years of age knows what love means? How, then, to account
for her rage for him? She has no answer, nor, dear reader, have we. Was it an abrupt bourgeoning of love? Even
for that to happen, they were too tender-aged then. Each was a mere child. She was only nine, and he fourteen.
How is it then possible to think that they developed love for each other, as in a fairy tale?
Was it possibly out of a spirit of submission to Jonki? That, too, seems unlikely in the case of a girl who is yet
to reach her teens! What then is it?
We also have asked ourselves as to what it is. After long deliberations, we have come to the conclusion that it
had its origin in the mutual child-like feeling that was generated by their companionship in the midst of nature.
Panei and Jonki tended cattle together. They both roamed over the sands of the Sovansiri hand in hand. They often
went for a row together. They danced together at Vagh Bihu and Bohag Bihu. Theu went to town together to dance
on the occasion of the Bihus.
This close companionship slowly, and almost unknowingly to themselves, aroused in their hearts a feeling of
admiration. Had they lived apart before the generation of such sympathy, they would have probably forgotten
each other.
How can we know why God kept them together? In course of time, they reached their youth. Their old, mutual
sympathy remained unabated. Even in her youth, Panei’s childlike ways did not leave her. She was of a nature
free and frank and even though she had grown up, she would prefer to play games with Jonki, her childhood
companion. Thus, their love for each other was firmly rooted in their hearts.
She did not know why in her youthful age also she had the same old desire to love him As for Jonki, similar
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sentiments assailed him but, being a man, it was perhaps a little late when he grew aware of his feelings for her.
He was, however, fully conscious of them some time before the nara chiga Bihu.
The moment Jonki declared his love for Panei on the bank of the Sovansiri, the long-simmering passion in
Panei’s heart flared up. The simple and innocent (bashful?) Miri damsel, having karching kartan for witness,
installed Jonki in her heart with utmost warmth. She gave him her pledge. From that day onwards, her love for
Jonki deepened all the more. She was totally seized by the one and only thought as to when she would be united
with the god of her heart.
*
Since the morning after that night Jonki devoted himself to cultivating his land with vigor. He cleared three
times the area he had tilled before for raising the mustard crop. Such, indeed, is the force of love!
After her meeting with Jonki on the riverbank, Panei showed greater obedience to her parents Whatever
pleased them she did earnestly. She visited the Bihu performances less frequently, and took every care to satisfy
them.
The name of Panei’s mother was Nirama, and that of her father Tamed. They were very poor. Panei was their
only child. So they loved her dearly.
The changed ways of Panei surprised her parents a little. They realized that their daughter had attained youth,
and it was time for her to be given in marriage.
Before this, a young man named Komud who lived in the same village had sought Panei’s hand. This young
man was the son of the gam, the village chief. Tamed and Nirama were considering the proposal but had not made
any commitment. Now, observing the demeanor of their daughter, they realized that it was ripe time to marry their
daughter. They thought that she was sad because of not being married so long. One evening, the couple, seated by
the fireside on a raised plinth of their house, was discussing the matter. Panei had then gone to the river to fetch
water. Nirama said:
“Panei has now grown up. We should arrange for her marriage.” Tamed:
“I’m also giving thought to the matter. To whom should we marry her?” Nirama:
“Don’t you think it will be good to ask that young man called Jonki to come and live with us for the purpose of
giving our daughter to him? He is all alone. He has no family.” Tamed:
“I’ve no mind to give our daughter to him exactly for that reason. What good will it do to give our daughter to
him, he being so poor?” Nirama:
“We have no son. He will be a son to us.” Tamed:
“How much do you expect to benefit from his being a son to us?” Nirama:
“Then whom have you decided upon for her?” Tamed:
“In my consideration, she should be given to Komud, the son of Women, the gam. He himself talked to me
once on this. I shall give her to him.” Nirama:
“But I think it will be wise to discuss the matter with Panei before we finally decide.” Tamed:
“A strange thing to suggest! Who ever heard of asking a daughter for her opinion before her marriage?
Suppose she says: ‘I shall marry a gachi Miri’? Are you then going to allow her to do that? I’ve made up my mind
—I shall marry her to Komud. I’ve given word to his father.” Nirama:
“Well, then, let her be given to Komud.” Tamed:
“Yes, that is my decision. You start telling her about Komud now and then. After two months he will come to
us to apprentice as our future son-in-law.”
Hardly had old Tamed finished his words when Panei returned with the pitcher of water. And just before
crossing the threshold, the ominous words of her father that Komud would, after two months, come to apprentice
as the future son-in-law, reached her ears.
She realized which way the wind was blowing. Instantly my simple Miri girl felt as if a thousand thunders had
struck her on the head. But she kept quiet with the hope that she might prevail upon her parents to change their
decision.
But an unnamed fear assailed her heart. She wept bitter tears. …
1868

54.119 Excerpt from Sprite: The Story Of A Red Fox: “What We Found In A Fox Den”\fn{by Ernest Harold Baynes
(1868-1925)} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 2
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… We wanted some fox cubs to study, and we wanted them that very spring.
We were living not far from Boston, on the edge of the Reservation, and close to Spot Pond. There were plenty
of foxes in the Reservation, and at first we expected to get some young ones near at hand. In this we were
disappointed. To be sure we found several dens, but they were not to be disturbed by any ordinary digging.
The foxes, in their wisdom, had taken advantage of the natural condition of the country and had made their
homes in certain rocky ravines. Here, in deep-mouthed fissures, their young were safe when they came out to
romp on the grass before the den.
We had almost given up hope when we received a letter from a friend in Topsfield, telling us that he had found
a promising fox burrow and inviting us to come and help him dig it out. Of course we were delighted at the
prospect.
The next morning, the eleventh of April, we arose before daylight and caught a very early train for Topsfield.
Our friend met us at the station and in a light trap we were soon rattling away over the country roads, with a very
wise-looking foxhound, Diana, sitting in front of our knees.
What a morning it was, with blue sky and white clouds and just a touch of frost in the bracing air! Bluebirds
were purling in the smoke-gray orchards, and red-winged blackbirds called from the alders which lined the
swamps. By the side of the road the maples and elms were budding and the grass was tinged with green. The
pussy willows were in full bloom, and sent us occasional fragrant whiffs of spring.
After trotting along for perhaps two miles, we turned into a pine forest, through which we drove as far as we
could. Presently we reached a point where the closeness of the trees made it impossible to drive any farther, so we
unhitched and blanketed the horse, took from the trap sundry shovels, an ax, a pick, and a crowbar, and forced our
way through a thicket of scrub oaks, until we came to a thinly wooded bit of country near the shore of a lake.
Here we came upon the foxhound, who had run on ahead of us. All we could see of her was her tail; the rest of
her body was out of sight in a burrow, which started near the foot of a tree, and descended into the ground at a
gentle slope. This was the fox den we had come to dig out.
There was nothing remarkable about the entrance; I have seen a bigger one at the home of a woodchuck. But
the amount of sand which had been thrown out in digging the burrow was good proof that the tunnel was a long
one. Over this pile of sand, and down into the burrow, ran several lines of fox tracks, most of the footprints being
those of a small fox, probably the vixen. There were no bones or feathers about, for of course the young ones
were not yet old enough to eat solid food.
On examining the burrow a little closer we found numerous yellowish hairs, and there were other evidences
that the den was occupied. So we cut a straight stick about ten feet long, and thrust it into the hole to get the
general direction. It ran about northwest, as far as we could reach.
Ten feet from the entrance, we started to dig a pit. For a few inches we dug through loam and leaf mold, and
then we struck sand, which of course made the work easy.
At a depth of two feet we came to the burrow, which at this point was running toward the surface. Here we
found another tunnel, branching toward the south, and it was a question which of the two we should follow.
The answer was given by Diana, who evinced such a lively interest in the main burrow, to the neglect of the
branch, that we decided to take her advice. So we thrust in a stick again, and were soon digging our second pit.
This time we had to go a little deeper before we reached the burrow. Pit after pit we dug, each time having to go a
little deeper than before, until at a depth of over six feet, and about forty-five feet from the entrance, we heard a
sound which led us to believe that our reward was near. It was a soft singing or whining, and came from a point
not far beyond where I was digging.
After throwing out a few more shovelfuls of earth, I stooped and thrust my arm into the burrow. The tunnel
took a sharp bend at this point, and turning the corner with my hand, my fingers clutched a warm little ball of fur.
I drew it out and handed it up to Mrs. Baynes, who laid it in her lap. Reaching in again, I took out two other balls
of fur, and not finding any more, I climbed out to take a good look at our prizes.
We set them on the ground, and there they lay on the dry leaves, among the hepatica blossoms, three woolly
little fox cubs, two of them still blind, the third taking his first look at the world through a pair of the most
innocent blue eyes I had ever seen. It did not seem possible that from such soft, trembling, helpless mites as these
could come the sly, resourceful, and destructive poultry thieves of the future.
The color of their fur was dark gray on the bodies, legs, and tails, tawny on the faces, while the tips of the tails
were white. Nearly every foot had some white on it, if only on one toe. The feet were the feet of puppies, but the
texture of the fur was more like that of kittens. The noses only were decidedly foxy.
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Our friend now got into the pit and dug out to the end of the burrow, which did not extend more than a foot
around the turn. He found no more cubs, however. The spot from which I had taken the three youngsters was
entirely fresh and sweet and there was no evidence to show that they had been born there. As they were too young
to move about much, our conclusion was that probably they had been carried by one of the parents.
It seemed likely that they had been born in one of the branch burrows, and perhaps the mother, hearing us
digging nearby, had picked up her children one at a time, and carried them to the farthest corner of the whole den.
Very likely there were some more cubs, which she did not have time to carry off, and these, contrary to her
calculations, were the ones we did not find.
I now went to the branch burrow, which ran toward the south, and putting my ear to the mouth of it, I could
hear a distant whining which told me that the cubs we had found were only a part of the litter. We were very glad
to know that, for it is sad to cause heartaches even in the interest of science, and now we knew that the mother fox
would have a part of her family, at any rate, to console her for the loss of the babies we had stolen.
The latter we took home to study. After a good meal of warm cow's milk, administered with a dropper, two of
them curled up in a box of dry leaves, and soon they were as sound asleep as they would have been in their own
sandy burrow. The third was more lively and, though quite blind, seemed bent on adventure. I let him crawl about
a bit, but he soon grew tired, and I picked him up. Even at this age he was different from his brothers. As we
studied his face and compared it with theirs, there seemed to be something finer, more appealing about him. As
we gazed at the mysterious little countenance, we could not wonder that foxes and folklore always have been
closely interwoven. There was something fairylike about him, at least in our imagination; so we named him
“Sprite.”
After I had squeezed a few more drops of warm milk between his sleepy lips, he curled up in my hand, his
little limbs relaxed. With his white-tipped brush hanging limp, he passed into the land of dreams. …
63.7 The Shrew And The Spirit\fn{by Madhira Subbanna Dikshitulu (1868-1928)} Andhra Pradesh, India (M) 2
There was a Brahmin, Sanubuhti, in the agraharam\fn{A note reads: A village gifted to one or more Brahmins ) of
Vinnakota. Poor right from his birth, he begged for alms for livelihood. The like of his wife could not be anywhere in all the three worlds. She cooked the rice brought in by her husband and ate as much as she could. Her
husband would pick up what was left of the cooked food, ate and cleaned the vessels. Besides, she collected each
day a good measure of the tough fiber of hemp, made a rope and gave him a thrashing till the rope was worn out.
All this merely to appease an itch!
It so happened once that the Brahmin was commissioned to deliver invitations for some auspicious function at
some addresses in the neighboring villages. He was away on this errand for about ten days. His wife continued to
make ropes one per each day. She could not contain herself any more and so she took all her ropes on a cart to a
raavi tree on the outskirts of the village and thrashed it severely till all the ropes exhausted.
It is usual for brahmaaakshasas\fn{A note reads: Much dreaded evil spirits who are believed to be Brahmins and vedic
scholars while living but fallen due to some vice or sin } to make their abode on raavi trees for a long time. Like the fire
receiving the hammering along with the iron while red hot, he had to receive her thrashing, all of it. Finally, he
left the tree and started fleeing sway in mortal fear.
Besides delivering the invitations, the husband had also gathered some rice through begging and he was
returning to his house with the heavy sacks. The brahmarakshasa met him on the way and inquired who he was
and where he was going. When the Brahmin told him that he was to go to the village of Vinnakota, he anxiously
exclaimed:
“Don’t you know a woman with a wild temper lives there? She gave a terrific thrashing to the raavi tree on
which I lived with ropes of hemp. How could you live in a village where such woman lives?” The brahmin then
knew him to be a spirit and trembling with fear said:
“O! Sir! That woman you refer is none else but my wife! It is customary for her to use her ropes on me. Would
you mind looking at my back?” He showed him his back hardened by the thrashing. The Spirit was deeply moved
and said:
“I fail to understand why you stick up to her in spite of this. What happiness is there for you at home? I could
not withstand her wild temper on a single occasion and it is beyond me to guess how you could put up with her so
long! [I] wonder\fn{I.e., am amazed:H} that you are running to her with all these sacks, only to be thrashed. Why
don’t you run away to some place of safety?” The Brahmin replied:
“Sir! The only inducement is that she is cooking for me. Even if I were to discard her I am so poor that I
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cannot hope to get married again. Moreover, I have no kith and kin who can look after my simple needs. I know
she must have piled up a good number of ropes that should be exhausted on my back. I do not know how long this
has to go on.” And he wailed.
The spirit, who generally devoured humans and was devoid of all compassion, took pity on him. He advised:
“O Brahmin! Don’t wail like that. And don’t go home, for I shall tell you what to do. Not far from here is a
city. Vanadurgam by name. Durgadatta is the king there. He has an only daughter. I shall go over there and
possess her. I shall defy all the exorcists and bring her nearer death. Let a few days pass and you go over there.
You ask of the king whatever you want, lands or villages and get an assurance from him. Later you come to me
and identify yourself as the Brahmin of the ravvi tree. I shall dispossess the princess and go away. You can thus
come into opulence.
The Brahmin fell on his feet and thanked him profusely.
The brahmarakshasa in no time reached Vanadurgam and possessed the princess at midnight. She woke up and
let out a thundering cry. Her husband too woke up and enquired what it was about. She rushed to him and
attempted to break his neck. The shocked husband managed to escape and fled for [his] life. He directly went to
the King and the Queen and narrated what all happened.. The Royal parents rushed to the bedchamber of their
daughter with escort and gently asked her what was wrong. Grinding her teeth she rushed to catch them. They
realized that she became possessed and closing the doors on her came out.
The king sent for efficient exorcists, who tried with ail their might to free her from the spirit, but the spirit was
too much for them. The princess became thinner and thinner and knew neither sleep nor food. The king and
relatives started despairing about her survival.
It was then that Sanubhuti reached the city. There was no other talk in the city but the sad plight of the
princess. Sanubhuti went near the royal palace and informed the officials there that he would be able to free the
princess from the tyranny of the spirit. The officials looked on him with reverence and veneration and took him to
the king. The king viewed the simple man and said:
“Does he look like one who could achieve what eminent exorcists couldn’t? Enough of it. Let him go.” But
Sanubhuti said:
“O king! Don’t be misled by mere appearances. If I can’t dispossess her in less than quarter of an hour, you
may hang me to death. On the other hand what is it you offer me if I succeed?”
The king readily agreed to make a gift of a hundred villages to him.
Sanubhuti then requested the king to take him to the princess. The king not only gave him an escort of ten
armed constables but himself went there to see how he performed the miracle
The Brahmin opened the door and was about to enter the chamber. The king was astonished to see him walking
in without any elaborate paraphernalia and cautioned him. He bolted the door from inside.
The chamber presented a spectacle of ruin and deluge. All the glass lay strewn in broken pieces, all the
furniture smashed, and all drapery torn. Meanwhile the possessed princess who was lying in a corner stood up and
arming herself with a solid piece of the cot rushed forward to attack him. Sanubhuti, though shaken, folded his
hands in salutation and gently said:
“Sir, accept my respects to you! I am the Brahmin of the raavi tree. I came here as you ordered. The king was
good enough to make a gift of a hundred villages to me. Here is the order. By your benign grace, I am now free
from poverty.”
The brahmarakshasa was pacified:
“So you have come! Much of the fright I created here is only to benefit you. Now that you are rich, marry a
nice young woman and I wish you all happiness. Now shall I leave this princess and go away. But let me add a
piece of advice! We the brahmarakshasas derive immense pleasure when we possess youthful princesses. I shall
now go away to look out for another princess. Since you have succeeded here, no doubt, the father of that other
princess would beg you to come and cure his daughter too. But never commit that folly. Should you come there, I
shall kill you first without any hesitation. Is it clear?”
With this caution the brahmarakshasa kicked off the ceiling and flew away.
As soon as the Spirit dispossessed her, the princess lay down in exhaustion. The King and his retinue made
anxious enquiries and showered questions on him. He only said:
“Please go in and see.”
They went in and asked the princess how she felt. She replied that she was weak and hungry and requested
them to give her something to eat. The Queen too came and made necessary arrangements for feeding and looking
after her.
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The grateful King looked on the Brahmin as a god, descended on earth. He gave him more than what he
promised. He found him a suitable building and a deserving wife.
*
A few months passed away when came a messenger from the neighboring King, an intimate friend of
Durgadatta to inform that the princess there was possessed and that the services of Sanubhuti were required
immediately. Things were much more worse and alarming since three of the exorcists were bitten to death by the
possessed princess.
Durgaddata sent for Sanubhuti and told him of his friend’s request. He said:
“If you succeed there also, your fame will spread over far and wide.”
Sanubhuti was dumb-struck. After a while he appealed to the king:
“Sir! Driving away a Spirit is not a joke; over a very long time I did penance and acquired the magic powers to
perform the miracle here, If I am to repeat the act, I shall become a bankrupt devoid of all the grace that could
otherwise easily sustain my soul after death. So I beg you not to insist on my accepting this job.” But the King
said:
“O pious Brahmin! The king who had now made this humble request is a very great friend of mine. He is
related to me also, I have therefore to press you to do this service to him, I assure you that in future I would never
compel you to do such a thing again.”
Sanubhuti could not but accept to go. He traveled by a palanquin sent by the other king, surrounded by all
pomp and glory. But to himself he said:
“I am going over there against the clear instructions of the Spirit. He would certainly kill me. Curse on me that
I had not the wisdom or guts to take Durgadatta into confidence and plainly confess what all happened. Why did I
speak gloriously and all that?”
The near and dear of the king met on the outskirts of the city, received him with music and flourish and took
him in procession to the palace. The exorcists present swarmed around him seeking to know from him his
methods and what paraphernalia he needed. He seriously waved them off and asked to be directed to the chamber
where the princess was.
The king and his people took him into the inner chambers and showed him the room from a distance.
Summoning up courage. Sanubhuti left them where they stood and walked towards the door, opened it and went
in.
The possessed princess on seeing him sprang at him waging warlike cries. Sanubhuti folded his hands
submissively and said:
“Sir, it’s me, the Brahmin of the raavi tree. I came in for an audience.”
The brahmarakshasa was plainly irritated. He thundered:
“Did I not tell you not to come here? Don’t you remember what I told you? I helped you to earn enough to
live in luxury. Was it not sufficient to satisfy your greed? Do you take me to be an ever obliging imbecile?”
Sanubhuti broke in gentle tones:
“Sir, I can never forget your kind help, never in my life. Would I dare defy your orders? I only came to seek
your guidance as I was caught up in a difficulty. The fact is that my former wife somehow learnt that I have
deserted her and am leading a happy life in the city of Vanadurgam. She also came to know, that I accomplished it
through your benign help. She then loaded all the ropes she had made in these months on several carts and
reached Vanadurgam. The moment I learnt the news, I came running in search of you with the fond hope that you
would again find me a way out. Oh! What am I to do?”
The Spirit visibly trembled. He spoke in a shaking voice:
“Look here you? What did you say? She came to that city with cart loads of ropes! Are you sure she would be
waiting for you there or do you think she might try to follow you here? Come, answer me, quick!”
And said Sanubhuti:
“How can I be sure? I am really amazed how she could find out my whereabouts! Without asking anybody for
any direction she could reach the city and my humble dwelling therein. She must have started immediately on
discovering my flight. I was only running but she was traveling by cart. She could be here any minute. Won’t you
please advise me without further loss of time?”
The spirit stared at him and replied in a dry tone:
“'Damn it, what do I care about you? Since you are her husband, it is your lot to be whipped by her and be
thrashed or killed. But I would not allow her to catch me again. This moment am I going off to a far off place
across the seas!!”
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The next moment, the brahmarakshasa left the princess and flew off. Sanubhuti thanked his stars and gods in
the heaven for the nice little trick he could conceive at the crucial time.
The king was amazed at the magic powers of Sanubhuti; and rewarded him with plenty.

† Shrimati Ramabai Ranade (1863-1924) †
71.54 Excerpt from Women In Modern India: Shrimati Ramabai Ranade\fn{by Susie Sorabji (1868-1931)} Solapur,
Solapur District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 5
Ramabai Ranade the founder and president of the now famous Seva Sadan of Poona, was born in a little hillgirt town, in the Satara district, of a family whose faithful service to the Peshwas had won for them a jagir in
Devarashtra.
We picture the little Brahmin maiden, sitting on her father’s knee, listening wide-eyed, to his stories of saints
and gods, and spirits, or watching her mother who was skilled in the knowledge of herbs and plants, distilling
remedies for the villagers who came to her to be cured of their ills.
It was in such a wholesome unselfish atmosphere that Ramabai learned her first lessons of love for her fellowmen. No wonder that Justice Ranade found in her an apt pupil, when he began to prepare her (the little thirteenyear-old bride, whom he had been compelled by his father to wed) for this great work that she was to do in Poona,
after his death—a work that stands today a magnificent monument, showing what a good woman can achieve, if
she will but yield herself, a willing instrument, to God’s Omnipotent Hand.
We have illuminating glimpses of Ramabai Ranade’s early life, in her Reminiscences—one such is peculiarly
interesting. Her father was going to Poona—that wonderful town of which he used to bring home great stories to
amuse his little daughter, as they sat under the shade of the dark trees in the hot afternoons, or beneath the
feathery bamboos when the harvest moon rode high in the cloudless sky. For very long Ramabai had coveted a
doll—a beautiful doll, such as he told her was to be purchased in the wonder shops, patronized by English people.
Now she ventured, as he bade her goodbye, to whisper her wish to him, and obtained a ready promise that when
he returned he would bring her what she so desired. For days she went about hugging her delightful secret. At last,
to make matters doubly sure, she thought she would breathe her hopes to the tutelary Deity of the house, when she
did her morning pooja. No one else should know about it! Oh no, it must be a secret between her father, herself
and Shiwa the Omnipotent, who was able to make her dream come true! So it was with a certain shock of surprise
that she heard her brother say:
“So father is bringing a doll home, for you!”
“How did you know?” asked the little maiden. Was it possible—but not it could not be!—the silent Shiwa
would never have betrayed her! Seeing her mystification the teasing brother would not tell her that the simple
explanation of her puzzle was a letter he had received from his father, that morning. It is natural incidents like this
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that help us to see why Mrs. Ranade understood children so well, and was so loved by, them. She never forgot,
when with them, that she had once been a child, and so their little troubles and joys were always shared with a
sympathy that was as natural to her as it is rare with others.
When Justice Ranade decided to educate his girl-wife he set himself a task in which he had many opponents in
his own household. From the time Ramabai, in the sanctuary of her learned husband’s own room, made her first
obeisance to the god of learning (Ganesh), to the day when she made her first speech before Sir James Fergusson,
the Governor of Bombay, in the Town Hall, in Poona, regarding the necessity of establishing a High School for
Indian girls, she had to suffer quiet but bitter persecution from the orthodox old women in her own house. But she
allowed nothing to deter her from the course her husband had laid down for her. The bitter taunts she heard,
downstairs, could not damp the joy she felt as she sat upstairs, and recited Sanskrit shloks, or read Meadows
Taylor's thrilling Tara or Sita aloud to the Judge. What did it matter if, after a joyous afternoon at one of Pandita
Ramabai’s lectures, on coming home she was outcasted, so to speak, and not allowed to help in the kitchen work
with the women of the family until she had had a bath of purification? Even the water for the bath had to be
drawn, (so said the scandalized ladies) from a well outside, not from the fountain, within the sacred precincts of
their home. Patiently the brave-hearted girl, bent on learning all her husband wished her to know, and on attaining
his ideal of an educated wife, pursued her course, unmurmuringly. Quietly would she pick up the brass or copper
vessel given to her, and go out to the dark well to draw water for the ablutions that would fit her to sit amongst her
women relations again.
But this dark water brought on a fever which confined her to her bed for many a day. Then it was that Justice
Ranade discovered all that she had been enduring, and put his foot down on the petty persecutions that had been
going on, under his own roof, of the little girl-wife.
One cannot help thinking that it was thus that Ramabai Ranade learned the lesson of tolerance, and acquired
that broadmindedness and sympathy which so fitted her for the presidentship of an institution that aims at giving
to Indian women every opportunity for self-realization and self-expression, and helps them to develop every Godgiven faculty. In the bracing atmosphere of her Seva Sadan she was able to give to her countrywomen what the
human soul craves so ardently, and what is, in fact, its birthright.
Happy days, however, were in store for her—the Judge was appointed to Nasik, and there, at last, Ramabai had
the joy of managing her own house. The golden memories, stored up in those days, helped immeasurably in
brightening the dreariness of the ones that followed her husband’s death. Whether in the house attending to the
duties that every wife loves to perform, the duties that constitute the mysterious art of home-making (and are of
an intellectual as much as of a social character) or in the garden which she so loved, where she coaxed the
fragrant mogra or the stately rose to grow, Ramabai’s heart sang merrily.
She used to tell of how, when the Judge, in order to test her practical knowledge, asked her what sum she need
for the household monthly expenses, she who had never been allowed in Poona to know anything of the inner
working of the domestic arrangements, named a figure below what was actually needed, and how, as the end of
the month approached, when it hardly seemed possible that the little sum would last out the time, she was
overcome with anxiety and shame, because she feared the emptiness of the household exchequer was due to her
lack of economy. She would not speak, however, of the trouble, and tried to eke out the sum, till the true state of
affairs was discovered by the kind Judge who assured her she had done splendidly, and that he had only been
waiting for her to ask him for more money. The next household budget was, you may be sure, more accurately
and more generously drawn up.
In Nasik, where some of the happiest days of her life were spent, Ramabai found a family that seemed a link,
between the old orthodox world that had tried to hold so tyrannical a sway over her, and the new progressive
world that was beckoning to her to come and taste the joys of freedom, education, culture and reform. This family
were keenly interested in social service, and, encouraged by their example, Ramabai began taking part in activities that had the good of others as their object. She presided, at a school prize-giving, about this time, and was
much interested in the school-children to whom she distributed the prizes.
But life is made up of sunshine and shadow, and the clouds gathered over Ramabai’s horizon, when Justice
Ranade in the course of his duties contracted cholera in a cholera-infected district. In a public rest house the
faithful young wife nursed him. Who can describe the agony of mind through which she passed in that lonely
vigil by the sick man’s bed. The local doctor declared his pulse was failing, and in her anguish she felt she must
seek comfort in prayer, and so she stole out into the gathering darkness and made her way into the little temple in
the courtyard, where sad and weary pilgrims for scores of years had sought and found relief in their despair,
1463

bowing, not surely as much to the little stone image there, as to the great God Who bids us seek His face; and to
Whom the heavy-laden, stretching forth imploring hands into the darkness, cry:
“Have mercy on me!”
There, in the dimly lighted temple, the weeping women fell prostrate and poured out her heart to him Who
alone could help her, and felt a sudden peace steal over her. Somehow she knew her prayer had been answered,
and she stole back to her post at the sick man’s side, comforted and strengthened. Mr. Ranade recovered, and it
was not till 1901 that he passed away.
Smitten, and well nigh overwhelmed, Ramabai shut herself up for a little; but then came the thought of the
suffering womanhood around her, and it was in that temporary seclusion that she consecrated her life to the
service of her country-women. Forgetting, or rather laying aside, her own sorrow, she went forth to minister to
others in like trouble and to lift their eyes to the great fields of labor, the golden harvest of opportunity that
awaited their sickles. New vistas opened before them, where hitherto they had seen nothing but a blank wall. Yes,
to these hopeless and despairing ones she, like her friend Pandita Ramabai, came with a message of hope, of
possibilities of service and usefulness, and bade them rise and follow her.
Together they ministered to the captive women in prison, to whom she took the sympathy and cheer they so
much needed, to keep them from despair. They visited the little lads in the Reformatory, who were being given a
chance to make good, and fit themselves for honest citizenship. Nor was the bedside of the sick and dying
forgotten; and the hospital where lived the mentally afflicted ones. Around her she gathered a band of women who
used to gather, week by week, to listen to lectures on how to render First Aid to the injured, to work for the poor,
and to hear accounts of women in other lands who served their fellows.
Where did she dream that beautiful dream of a Home of Service, where would come as helpers all those whose
hearts God had touched with love for the great suffering world? One cannot tell: perhaps, as she sat at the feet of
her husband, that prince of reformers, listening to his inspiring words; or in those dark days, where a simple
English or Sanskrit lesson was taken in her husband’s room; or when attendance at a lecture given by her friend
Pandita Ramabai would bring down a storm of opposition and reproach. At any rate the dream became a reality,
and one wonderful day, she formulated her plans, organized the work which has grown, so marvelously, into the
colossal Institution, known as the Poona Seva Sadan, with its branches all over the Presidency of Bombay.
How does the mighty oak grow from the little acorn? Who can follow the miraculous process? One can only
watch, and wonder, and rejoice.
As early as 1904, at the All-India Women’s Conference in Bombay, Mrs. Ranade outlined the nature of the
social service she proposed should be carried on by those whose motto, she declared, was to be “Life is a sacred
trust.” How fully she herself realized her trusteeship, every day of her selfless life proved.
The great Seva Sadan had its inaugural meetings in Mrs. Ranade’s own house {that home where her husband
had brought the girl-wife whom he was to train for service. From a small attempt on the part of the members of
“The Hindu Ladies Social and Literary Club” to educate women by means of regular classes and institutions,
started to impart instruction of a religious, literary, medical and industries character, the work gradually grew into
the splendid organization it is, and was at the time of Mrs. Ranade’s death.
In a brief review, written by her ten years after she began, she set forth some of the principal objects of the
Seva Sadan. These were:
To teach and educate women by means of regular classes and to impart instruction of a religious, literary, scientific,
medical, and industrial character.
To teach them the principles of First Aid, Hygiene, Sanitation and Domestic Economy.
To widen the range of women's knowledge by means of libraries, lectures, publications, books, magazines
etc.,
and by tours, excursions, and other popular methods.
To enable women to participate intelligently in all domestic, social and national responsibilities, and to inculcate in
their minds, the principles of self-reliance and mutual helpfulness.
To train women to render in a patriotic spirit, educational, medical, and philanthropic service to the mother-land, and
to their brothers and sisters in specially backward areas.
To help in the promotion of national work in all these, and similar ways for the social, material, and educational
uplift of Indian women.
To promote greater fellowship amongst the women of India.
To start institutions for the promotion of these objects and ideals, and to affiliate those that are working for them.
To adopt such measures as will be conducive to the furtherance of these objects.
To work directly to promote the all-round well-being of Indian womanhood.
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Every one of these objects this brave worker kept in view throughout the fifteen years she presided over the
destiny of this Institution.
One of Mrs. Ranade’s greatest achievements was the establishment of the Seva Sadan Nursing and Medical
Associations. It was due to her inspiration and influence, alone, that high caste Hindu widows and girls
volunteered to take up a work that above all others is crying out to be done in India. What marvelous forces she
was harnessing for the service of the women and children of India when she took her first batch of probationers to
the Samona Hospital Nursing Department, even Mrs. Ranade did not know! But all through the coming years,
there will be a stream of women pouring into the hospitals, to be equipped for service to the suffering women and
girls of this land! It was her hand that unlocked the door that will and must remain open, as long as there are pain
and suffering in our land.
The ordinary social worker, surveying the field of work before her might easily have been discouraged, but
Mrs. Ranade’s incurable optimism saw no obstacles—saw indeed only the greatest opportunities for service and
seized them. There was hardly a phase of work to which she and her workers did not turn their attention. To the
Home with its wide open doors came widows, who sought hope and comfort, and found it in serving others;
young girls with aims and hopes, and a longing to fit themselves for a wider life; little children who needed
protection and love; the sick and sorrowful who claimed aid and advice.
For all and sundry the Seva Sadan had help and to all Mrs. Ranade, the loving mother and sympathizer, opened
her heart. In the world of education, her help was claimed on text book and similar committees; she was the leader
in Poona of an agitation for compulsory primary education for girls. Her reputation as a writer was established by
the production of her book Reminiscences, now regarded as a Marathi classic. In politics, the versatility of this
wonderful woman was evidenced when she threw herself heart and soul into the campaign begun to obtain the
vote for Indian women. Surely a new era dawned for India, when she presided over a gigantic meeting of women
who crowded (twenty or thirty deep) round the courtyard of the Seva Sadan, up to the second or third story and
even on the roof, to listen in rapt silence, to the eloquent speeches of those, who like their western sisters, were
awakened to their duties and privileges as citizens.
Sir H. Lawrence, a member of the Executive Council, declared at the excited debate on the question of
Woman’s Suffrage, that he would consider it an honor to serve on a Council of which Mrs. Ramabai Ranade was a
member.
She anticipated members of Council who today are introducing bills regarding a widow’s title, or the lack of it,
to her husband’s property, by organizing lectures and debates in order to educate public opinion, to demand the
alteration of the law to suit present day conditions. Before she could accomplish much, however, she died.
A few years before her death, she was asked by the Poona Municipality to undertake the care of the thousands
of women pilgrims and their little children, who attend the Annual Fair at Alandi. With her faithful band of
workers, who seemed, from the very first, to have caught her spirit of love and devotion, she set forth for the
sacred place, and there in the temple courtyard, day and night, she and her co-workers stood, organizing the
women’s visits to the shrine, taking charge of the infants while some weary pilgrim slipped in to lay her offerings
and her prayers at the feet of the god. Through the hot days, they would deal out cool draughts of water to the
poor thirsty ones, and so really and materially did they improve the condition of these countless frightened hordes
of women, that they came and fell at Mrs. Ranade’s feet in gratitude for the very real help rendered them.
Since her initiation of this great branch of Social Work, the Seva Sadan has been asked to work in cooperation
with the provincial Committee in organizing National Health, and Baby Sections, in the Exhibition that is held by
the Municipality for the benefit of the pilgrims that flock to Alandi from all over India.
One of her outstanding characteristics was her inability to see that there was anything extraordinary in her
undertakings. Some one said to her one day:
“Dear Mrs. Ranade, how wonderful it is, that you should be able to do so much, and such great things for
God!”
“Oh no!” she exclaimed quickly, “there is nothing wonderful in what I am doing. I was fortunate in being the
instrument that happened to be lying nearest God’s Hand; and so He picked me up, and used me!”
“There lies the secret,” answered her friend. “It is because you lie so near His Hand, that He uses you.”
Soon after her husband’s death, when in her utter misery she shut herself up for a little, there went to her an
English friend, one who divined that the only consolation for Mrs. Ranade lay in consoling others.
“Come with me,” she said, “and let us carry a ray of sunshine to those who are shut out, alas, by their own
wrong-doing, from the world.”
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And so she carried her off to the captive women in Yeravda jail. With that wonderful gift of sympathy that she
possessed in such limitless measure, this good woman became the “prison angel” to these unfortunate women,
throwing herself, heart and soul, into the work she continued so faithfully for over twenty years.
Nothing deterred her from those fortnightly visits to the jail, not the length, and loneliness of the drive out
there nor yet the apparent hopelessness of the task before her. Summer or winter rain or shine, her brougham used
to be seen driving up to the big iron gates, behind which were so many miserable sin-burdened souls. Her gentle
sympathetic inquiries about their health and comfort soon drew a crowd of women round her; and then, when they
had all gathered—generally about two hundred in the open courtyard—she would read aloud an Abhang of
Tukaram’s which she would translate into simple language, explaining the uplifting thoughts, and sentiments, to
those who had wandered so far—so very far. Alas—from the path of righteousness. And as she read, into the hard
faces would steal a softness as new as it was beautiful, and eyes, unused to tears, would grow moist and wistful,
as new thoughts and aspirations and longings were aroused by the gentle pleading of the one whose visits made
the prison less dismal, and their lot less intolerable.
Is it surprising that away in far-off Africa a dying Indian woman on being told she could not live much longer,
gathered her new-born babe to her breast, and made up her mind, in her agony of fear, to cross the (to her) terrible
ocean, in order to lay it in the motherly arms of her friend Ramabai Ranade? How faithfully she tended the
helpless infant, till the boy grew to manhood, is a story by itself.
Then came the end.
It was a hot April afternoon, when the Angel of Death hovered over the chamber where the great woman lay
dying. For some days she had been ill—in agony, but oh so brave, so uncomplaining, so calm, even to the very
end, thinking of others, rather than of herself. It was not, however, till the western sun had dipped behind the
ghats, and the sudden darkness of the oriental night had settled down, upon the crowded city, that her soul took its
flight to God.
They laid her in the large hall that bore her name—a noble beautiful figure she lay there, wrapped in her snowwhite draperies, and covered with the fragrant roses and mogras she had loved so well to weave into garlands to
adorn the life-sized portrait of her husband that always held the place of honor in her simple room.
The news of her passing, soon spread through the city and they came, one and all—men, women and children
—an endless procession, to file in silent reverence past her who had been a mother to her people, Ramabai, the
friend the enthusiast, the worker! She had spent her years in the uplift of her people. She had blazed the trail for
them in a practically trackless wild! Who, who would follow her? Thank God, there are many, many noble
women from her own dearly loved Seva Sadan, who have taken up the torch her dying hands dropped, who are
now carrying on the glorious work she started and who are adding to their ranks every day, devoted, wellequipped, enthusiastic workers whose one object in life is to strive for the uplift and betterment of suffering
humanity.
33. 29 & 46.132 & 238.77 1. Excerpts from Memory Sketches 2. Excerpts from I Follow After: An
Autobiography\fn{by Lakshmibai Tilak (1868-1936)} Nashik, Nashik District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 18
1
… Tilak forsook the house of the landlord of Chandori to walk up the front doorsteps of Dr. Justin Abbott. He
left the train at Bombay, sought out the American Mission High School, and entered.
Tilak and Dr. Abbott had been corresponding for a long time. Tilak was taken in, and after they had made him
study the Christian religion for four months he was baptized in the American Mission Church in the Bhendi
Bazar, Bombay. It is possible to say that the course of the thought of the Christian community was changed from
the day of Tilak’s baptism.
The news of Tilak’s baptism spread like wildfire on all sides. It was heard at once in Nasik. All his friends and
relatives began to come in a steady stream to see Pendse, but Pendse arranged that no one should say a word
inside the house. When people came they sat in silence. Some of them would turn toward me and Dattu, screw up
their faces and wipe their eyes. When I saw this pantomime I fell into an indescribable state of mind. I wondered
if Tilak had been killed in some terrible accident.
“A man’s own mind is his worst enemy.”
Pendse sat stolidly leaning his head outside the window, his brow clasped tightly in his hands. We gazed at one
another with vacant eyes. No one spoke. At the most we just wiped away our tears.
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Dattu was in an extraordinary position. People were forever lifting him up, or giving him something to eat, but
no one would speak. When I saw all this the strength in my hands and knees turned to water.
One day Pendse hired two bullock carts and sent the whole family off to see the Pandav Leni caves near Nasik.
Only Bhiku and Pendse stayed behind. Next he sent a tonga to Jalalpur to fetch Keshav. He wanted to discuss
freely with Bhiku and Keshav what should be said and done without letting me overhear anything.
Pendse began.
“Well, Keshav, what has happened has happened. What is to be done now?”
Keshav replied, “We are two brothers. We must look after her as if she were a third maimed, lamed brother,
whom it is our duty to support.”
Pendse said, “That is so, but we shall see presently what is to be done with her. First of all we must get reliable
information about Tilak. I think you should go to Bala in Bombay, and the two of you can look for him. If he has
really changed his religion it is another matter. If not, take this ring, drop it into his pocket or somewhere, and
then inform the Police. The prosecution will be held here. We can see then what to do. Here are twenty-five
rupees to take with you.”
Keshav left at once. Bala was the son of Pendse’s elder brother. The two men searched every Mission in
Bombay. Finally they learned that Tilak was at Bassein, and at once followed him there.
Tilak met the pair of them, and asked them why they had come. Keshav replied:
“We came to look for you.”
Tilak said, “I have become a Christian. Look after your sister. The river Godavari runs by both Nasik and
Jalalpur. See that she does not commit suicide.”
“Whether she lives or dies you have now nothing to do with her.”
So saying Keshav and Bala left Bassein, their hearts very heavy. As he left Keshav saw that the sacred lock of
hair on Tilak’s head had been cut, and he sobbed aloud. However angry he had tried to appear, his eyes had been
brimming over from the beginning, now the very last tear was drained out of his heart.
As soon as Keshav returned home he went and sat near the bed where Bhiku lay. He told her everything. She
was nearly choked with tears.
“Tell Lakshmi anything you like,” she said, “I cannot say a word to her.”
I was called upstairs. I was so overcome with apprehension I could not climb the steps. Like a small child,
drawing myself up by my hands I came, and sat before my brother and sister. My brother began a sermon: how
many chaste and dutiful wives had there been, Sita, Savitri, Tara and Draupadi, whose fame would last for ever. I
broke in:
“I know all the scriptures. Did you call me to give me a sermon? You went to Bombay to get word of Tilak.
Tell me first, is he alive?”
“Yes, he is alive, safe, happy. He has got work as a teacher there but … but …”
“Then why ‘But’?”
“He is a Christian.”
“Then let him be one! Enough that he is somewhere, and that he is well. Though he has gone he has not taken
so much as a bit of skin off my forehead, or touched my fate written on it.”
I spoke, rose, and descended the stairs in a hurry. Having reached the bottom, the strength flowed out of me
completely. The rest of the women in the house were waiting anxiously by the door. They caught me, and made
me sit down. They had all heard the news before I had, and now began to comfort me.
“Never mind if he has gone. God has given you a son of gold. One child is worth all the world. He will prove a
dutiful son to his mother. You will enjoy as much happiness in the future as you endure sorrow now.”
The whole of this sermon was as water poured onto an upturned vessel. I had become as stone. I could not
shed a tear. My throat was completely dry.
Most of our relations came to spend the night with Pendse. No one ate any dinner. No one spoke a word. One
after another they came, spread on the floor whatever they could find and lay down to sleep where they fell. Not
one said to another, “Come in,” “Sit down,” “Eat something, drink something.”
There was a large number of us sleeping in the house. I was in the middle. On one side lay Keshav and on the
other Bhiku. Each of them had thrown an arm over me. At about one or two o’clock sleep began to weave her net.
Everyone was caught in it except me. Very gently I drew off the arms encircling me from either side. Binding up
the loose end of my sari tightly I looked for Dattu, but could not see him. I then retraced my steps. Going to the
front door I began to lift the wooden bar.
At that instant the night watchman’s “All’s well” fell on my ears, making a new thought master of my mind. If
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these men should catch me and take me to the Police Station, and if there were an inquiry on the morrow, the
world would babble that I was the sister-in-law of such and such a man, and Pendse would be put to shame. It had
been my intention to throw myself into a deep pool in the river, but I changed my mind, and went and stood by
the household well. It was a very narrow well. Now came the thought, that if I committed suicide here my body
could not be retrieved without infinite trouble; and at the Police investigation the next day Pendse would have to
hang his head for me. My ears were buzzing. I could see no way open before me.
I returned to my bed, and lay down. In a little while I grasped Keshav’s hand so fiercely that he woke in a
fright, and roused Bhiku with: “Bhiku, look at what Lakshmi is doing.”
Everyone awoke, and sat up. They all began asking each other, “What has happened? What has happened?”
Keshav managed to unclasp my hand, and with that it seemed that all the strength drained out of me. I was quite
conscious. I knew all that was going on about me, but in no wise could I move.
Each one had a different remedy of his own to suggest. My jaws were locked. Some said I had had a shock,
some that I had taken poison. Bhiku replied:
“She has not a farthing. How could she buy poison?”
Someone suggested that I had swallowed powdered glass. A new kind of glass bangle had just appeared on the
market and my sister had bought nine each for Gharu and me. She at once counted mine.
A doctor was brought. He could not find my pulse, and he also gave the opinion that I had taken poison. They
began to try to open my teeth, and pour a little medicine between them. I was aware of everything, but lay like a
log of wood. My tongue was drawn together and covered with prickles which did not go away for a whole month.
Bhiku’s sickness vanished, and rolling up her bed she now spent night and day standing beside me. She had to
wait on me hand and foot. I could only lie [down]. She even had to brush my teeth. From time to time I was given
milk and butter milk. Many days later my strength returned a little, and I began to sit up in bed.
Now were the flood gates of my tears opened. I cried continuously. My tears could not be dammed, unless
indeed there was respite in sleep. I spoke to no one. One day I went to the house of someone living in the same
courtyard, and sat down weeping. Dattu spent all his time with Bhiku, but seeing me now sitting in a new place,
he came up, and taking my hand led me to the shrine of the house, and made me sit down; then he said:
“Mother, cry in my aunt and uncle’s house. Do not cry in other people’s. Tell me what you want. Do you want
lots of jewelry like cousin Gharu, or bangles and bracelets like Aunty? Or do you want a beautiful bordered sari?
Tell me, but do not sit crying!”
Bhiku was standing nearby. Clasping him to her breast, and weeping herself, she said:
“Borrow a little of his good sense.”
Dattu’s comforting words only increased my grief.
*
Gopal\fn{A note reads: One of Tilak’s students, son of a rich landlord, Appasaheb Buti, whose tenants Tilak and Lakshrnibai were.
Gopal was practically brought up in the Tilak household .} heard in Nagpur that Tilak had become a Christian, and at once
went to Bassein to see him; he then came on to Nasik to me. At the sight of him I burst out sobbing, and so did he.
Through his tears he said:
“Bai, look on me as your elder son and Dattu as your younger.”
Having said this he left. Immediately afterwards he sent me ten rupees from Panchwati, meaning to send the
same amount every month, but my brothers and sisters did not approve, and let him know, though in such a way
as would not hurt his feelings. He also wrote to say he would bring his wife and children to see me. This plan did
not materialize either.
That hot weather Tilak went for the first time to Mahabaleshwar. Gopal also rented a bungalow there intending
to take me and Dattu. For some unavoidable reason that I cannot remember this plan too came to nothing.
While in Mahabaleshwar Tilak began to write the first of his famous poems on flowers and children. Dr. R. A.
Hume of Nagar, more or less kept him in his own house. There were Dr. Hume’s children, his sister’s children and
all the wild flowers growing in Mahabaleshwar, and well did it suit Tilak’s mood to write of them. His famous
poem, The brown hair flowing freely down her back, was written about that graceful child, Miss Fairbank. His
alleged consumption vanished in this happy environment.
When he left Mahabaleshwar, Tilak began to study in Nagar Theological College under Dr. Hume, and at the
same time also began to teach some subjects as well.
Pendse was transferred to Pandharpur. Sakharam was already there, and I went with Pendse. Yet as I was, so I
remained; that is, the tears never dried out of my eyes, and no speech fell from my lips. Everything had to be done
for me by Bhiku and Vahini, the widow of Pendse’s brother.\fn{ A note reads: Vahini is an affectionate term for sister-in1468

law.}

She was the stepmother of Bala and a child widow. Dattu was very fond of her. From the color of her
widow’s sari he called her Red Aunty. He had named all his aunts in this way: “Short Aunt,” “Thin Aunt,” “Red
Aunt.” And each aunt was amused when she heard her own name. Bhiku was fat, so she was called “Fat Aunty.”
No sooner had we arrived in Pandharpur, than Bhiku engaged a master for Dattu. She thought that if Dattu
could learn and make good, all would be mended, she need have no more anxiety for her sister. She was forever
urging him on to study. Pendse would protest:
“Why worry him? Let him play. He is not so old yet. He will learn in time.”
But Bhiku never swerved from her set purpose.
Pendse used to spoil Dattu. He would never sit down to a meal without him. Bhiku thought Dattu should not
be present when his uncle was eating. When it was time for a meal she would say, “Dinner time,” and Dattu
would say, “I shall play outside Aunt.” Pendse was always grieved to hear this suggestion and its answer. Bhiku
was afraid Dattu would annoy him. Better, she thought, that Pendse himself should call for him.
Nevertheless, not for one day did Pendse dine without Dattu. He used to call him Tilak, and as soon as he was
back from his work he would look for him.
“Where is Tilak? Call him for dinner. Tilak, ho Tilak! Here is a sweet for you.”
Then Dattu would come, and both sit down to dinner. This was the daily routine.
“Red Aunt” had to ask Dattu’s advice everyday about what should be cooked for their light supper, and dishes
were prepared accordingly.
I just lay on my bed. With difficulty I was forced to eat. Presently I began to tear my sari to pieces, and Bhiku
thought I would lose my reason altogether. Better that I should die! Who would look after a mad woman after she,
Bhiku, was gone? Tilak heard of the state in which I was, and a telegram came from him. Up to now we had not
even had a letter from him, but at last I received one, and in it an addressed envelope. In absolute secrecy I wrote
to him. I was not allowed to send letters, and I never wrote anything but poetry. I remember three or four lines of
the one in my first letter.
Oh Friend, as cruel as a second wife,
My own thoughts make a burden of my life,
I have a sister, Hope, relief to bring;
Yet slave Anxiety hath words that sting.

One other poem I sent to him [was entitled] A Husband. My new occupation brought back some semblance of
life to me, but Tilak would not believe it was I who wrote and sent the poems.
Sakharam was also in Pandharpur and used to come and see me every day. There was a rumor in circulation
that Sakharam sent Tilak a hundred rupees a month to spend. Even though Tilak was a Christian and she was very
angry with him, Bhiku could not help feeling proud of him. When she heard the rumor she scolded Sakharam
well.
One day he came when Pendse was at his dinner. A low wooden seat was set for Sakharam. Bhiku came and
stood before him saying:
“Since when has your brother become no better than a barber?”
Sakharam completely failed to understand her action and words. He said:
“I do not understand what you are saying.”
“Why shouldn’t you understand? Who will believe that you send your brother one hundred rupees a month
when you do not even see that Lakshmi’s saris here are in rags!”
Sakharam listened to all this quietly, his head bowed. The next day he sent me a sari and Dattu two shirts.
Another day Sakharam came and sat down beside me. Having talked of this and that he gently broached the
subject of Tilak. I was lying [down,] giving only grunts in reply.
“Lakshmi,” he said, “you are ill. See how many people there are to look after you. Do you think anyone is
looking after Tilak? Tell me. If you give him a divorce, he will be free. There are plenty of people to care for
you.”
When I heard this I sat up promptly.
“And was there no one to take care of him? Who keeps him away now? How can I give him a divorce? Have I
run away? Or have I left him? I have no money, no education, my child is young, what can I do? Shall I not sit
and polish pots for all of you till I die? Enough of your interference! Send him a letter saying, ‘First get your wife
married properly and then arrange for your own marriage.’ Do you not realize to whom you are speaking?”
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As I spoke, I stood up.
Sakharam listened to it all with his head down.
I got a letter from Tilak every day, sometimes even three at a time. If I wrote at all, it was only a poem. I had
nothing to ask of him, nothing to tell him. A wire to Pendse one day said:
I am coming to see Lakshmi.
Pendse sent a return wire:
Do not come to my house.
The household fell straightway into the state we were in in Nasik. No one ate, no one slept, no one spoke to
anyone else. I knew nothing of the cause of it.
At eight o’clock in the morning Tilak was in Pandharpur. By two in the afternoon there was still no answer
from Pendse. Tilak was very annoyed to get no reply to so many letters, and in the end wrote this:
I have come on purpose to see my wife, because I hear she is not well. Since my arrival I
have sent three or four conciliatory letters from here. You have not replied to one. I am very
hurt. I shall not leave until I have seen her. I did not intend to go against you, but tomorrow I
shall meet her in the court of law.

*
The letter arrived. Pendse called Bhiku and asked her what way she could see out of the predicament.
“You must do what is right,” she said. “I know no law, but rather than have a scene tomorrow let us take
Lakshmi quietly to meet him today. Then he will go away.”
“Do not be at all anxious about Lakshmi. I shall never let her run away with him. We shall send her for an
interview. Vahini can go with her. I shall also provide two servants.”
Pendse then wrote to Tilak saying he would send me to meet him after nine o’clock at night. If he had time he
should wait, if not there was no help for it. All I knew was that Tilak was in Pandharpur. I knew nothing of the
commotion it had caused.
Pendse and Bhiku were in the sitting room talking, and I was stretched on my bed as usual, when Yesu came to
call me. Yesu, later the wife of Dr. Bhat of Yaola, was Pendse’s granddaughter. She delivered her message that
Pendse had sent for me. Accordingly I went and sat down before the two of them. Pendse began:
“Lakshmi, do you want to see Tilak?”
I said, “Yes,” and at once he rejoined:
“Then lay your hands on my feet and swear that you will not go away with him.”
I touched his feet, and swore, “I shall not go with Tilak,” then straightway retired. Bhiku followed me talking
volubly.
“Out of sheer love have I given hospitality to my sister, and now we are faced with a court case.”
These words had an extraordinary effect upon me. I hardly knew myself what I was doing, but was afflicted
with a desire for motion. From upstairs to the centre hall, centre hall to the flat roof, from the roof to my bed, back
upstairs to recommence the round, I went. Bhiku was very upset when she saw me.
“What insane behavior is this? Go mad and complete the orphaned state of a son [who is like] gold. Your
husband has lit a torch so you must start a bonfire!”
I heard everything she said and understood too, but as I had begun, so did I continue till evening. Why I should
have behaved like this I myself still do not understand.
Evening came and then supper time for all. I still had a great deal of doubt as to whether they would send me
to meet Tilak or not. My whole attention was fixed on the tonga, horses and servants. I could not speak to anyone,
because everyone was keeping watch over me. I was besieged by the fatal nine constellations: office-servants,
house-servants, women-servants, water-carriers, cook, sister, Vahini, Yesu, Pendse. I could not move from here to
there for the strictness of their guard. I was pestered with questions from everyone:
“What are you doing?”
“What are you eating?”
“Where are you going?”
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“What are you writing?”
Though I only went out of the back door, someone was with me.
The clock struck nine, and my heart began to beat faster. I had doubts whether I should see Tilak or not, and
my suspicion grew. I watched the courtyard below steadily. At last the horse was harnessed. Vahini threw her
shawl round her shoulders, and her call of “Lakshmi” fell upon my ears. I came out as soon as I heard her, and
seeing me, Pendse said:
“Lakshmi, do you remember what I told you? Take care or I shall put the police onto you. You know who I
am.”
I only nodded my head.
Pendse having finished, Bhiku came forward. Her blow was on the other side:
“Lakshmi have pity on this child.”
To her too I answered with a nod of my head. My mind was full of fear, and my heart aquiver at the thought of
what was in store for me. I was trembling in every limb. My mouth was dry. All my life was in my eyes, and the
end of my sari took its measure in tears from time to time.
Somehow or other I descended the stairs, then I was lifted into the tonga. We five people—two servants, the
driver, myself, and Vahini—with five mouths entreated God’s mercy as we sped along.
Tilak was standing at the door of the rest-house for travelers, watch in hand. As soon as he saw the tonga he
went inside. I was lifted down and placed before him by two men. He was standing. Straightway I laid my
forehead on his feet.
“Tell me in what I have sinned against you that you should behave so strangely, then I shall loose your feet.”
“You have not sinned against me in anything,” he said, and withdrew his feet. Done! That was all we said.
Tilak was leaning up against a post. Neither of us could say any more.
*
Ever since I was a child of eleven, I had lived with and by the side of Tilak. We had lived apart for five years in
between, but not for a single moment of those five years had Tilak moved from before my eyes, nor I from before
his. What I am today is because of him. If he wished to reach a goal, I was there to help him to it; if he wrote a
poem I was there to sing it; if he had to beg, I was there to carry the begging bowl.
We quarreled only when I found it impossible to keep up with the speed of his progress. I was like a cart tied to
the Deccan Queen\fn{A note reads: A “superfast” train, running between Bombay and Pune, that had just been introduced when
Lakshmibai was writing in 1936.} in full speed, bumping and crashing along behind him. But when he slowed down to
a speed I could manage and gave me enough time to understand which way he was going, then our carriage ran
smooth on the rails. Tilak was like a steam engine, running on his own power, and I like a carriage that ran on the
speed imparted by the engine. Once I had worked up momentum, though, there was no stopping me.

† Below: a photograph of the Deccan Queen, taken at some time during the 1930s. †
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But now he who had held the strings of my life had left me. A new world sprang up around me. A new life
began.
I could not live in Bombay by bhajans and kirtans. The missionaries offered me a job that was made for
widows. Most women who lose the prefix Saubhagyawati (married woman) automatically become matrons of
girls’ hostels. I became a matron at forty-five rupees a month with spacious living space and permission to keep
my family with me. I cannot describe my joy. It is true Tilak was no more; but at least I had my children, Dattu
and Baby, and my daughter-in-law Ruth, with me. I was content.
And so I stepped into the kindergarten class. I began to learn the alphabet. I had to check accounts written in
English. Dattu used to be out at work, Baby at college, and Ruth was away at her parents. So they gave me a key
to the accounts. They taught me numbers and showed me how I could recognize grocery items by their initial
letters. C was coconut, S was sugar, P was potatoes, and T was tea. That is how I managed to check the accounts
and sign for them.
One of my jobs as matron was to open the mail and read it before passing it out to the girls. I'd get Dattu or
Baby to read out the English letters to me. The world had always been kind to me. Nobody had ever refused me
help. Even here there were many who helped me. There were about 250 girls in the hostel. Some of the older ones
had volunteered to take over some of my chores completely. They swept and dusted, dealt with the washerman
and kept an eye on the bhakri makers.
Madamsahib\fn{A note reads: Madamsahib is the term for the white “madam” in charge of the hostel. Lakshmibai deliberately
does not use her name.} was in the habit of making two visits a day, though I wasn’t sure why. I had never been in
this kind of a job before. But I was told by the girls that the matron was expected to whisper complaints in madamsahib’s ear twice a day. The whisperings might, for instance, be about the secret letter this one had received,
or the secret glance that one had cast; about how this one had answered back or how that one was not on speaking
terms with the other one. The whispering over, punishments would be meted out to fit every crime.
But how could all the girls be alike? Two hundred and fifty girls from 250 homes. Even children born of the
same parents are so different from each other. And that is the fun of it. What would we have done with 250 Pune
dolls? If there is no wickedness, how is goodness to be recognized?
Certainly, many of the girls were mischievous. They picked up pranks from each other. One evening during
study time I thought I heard men’s voices upstairs. I went up to investigate, but I only saw girls. As I came down,
I again heard men's voices. I went back up and once again I could see only girls there. I thought I was going crazy.
Finally one girl felt sorry for me and let out the secret. She even spoke in a man’s voice to show me how.
By and large, though, the girls were kind to me, which is not to say that they didn’t get difficult once in a
while.
One day a girl asked me to let her see the mail. This wasn’t allowed, so I didn’t show it to her. She instantly
made it the mission of her life to harass me. She carried her intention to the point of burning up my saris in a heap
of dried leaves and twigs. I could smell cloth burning but couldn’t think what it was.
I hadn’t shown the girl the mail because it often contained anonymous letters full of obscenities. I used to burn
these letters without showing them either to the management or to the girls for whom they were meant. If I had
shown them to the authorities, the concerned girls would have been immediately punished. If I had shown them to
the girls, their minds would have been adversely affected. So I thought it better to make burnt offerings of such
letters. Not content with obscene letters, the fire god had demanded my saris as well!
Things had happened exactly as Tilak had wished. He had always said that he would not want anybody to
mourn for him. He said he would leave behind money enough for a month and then each one would have to fend
for himself We came to Bawkar Hall a month after Tilak’s death and we had just one rupee left by then. There
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was no time to mourn for anybody after that. It was work all day, and fear all night.
Bawkar Hall had a basement. It looked like a vault through the cracks in the floorboards. Cockroaches
abounded. In the dead of the night, this cockroach army would march out through the cracks and pitter patter all
around us. The girls’ empty heads were stuffed as it [was] with ghost stories. The sound of cockroaches
scampering around made them behave like crazed ghosts themselves. So, though the work was hard and long,
there was never any paucity of excitement.
I carried out an experiment there, which turned out to be successful. I couldn’t bring myself to hit the girls
when they misbehaved. So I would make the smaller ones stand before me and I would cane myself instead. They
felt terribly upset to see their granny punished and they would stop playing pranks. The older girls were made to
stand in a corner.
One girl whom I had punished in this way couldn’t stomach it. She decided to pay me back.
I had kept hens in the backyard to help out with household expenses. I had ordered hens worth twenty-two
rupees from Rahuri. Now this girl stole into the backyard at night and killed seven or eight hens by swinging
them around and hitting them against the ground. The following day she felt terrible about what she had done. Her
anger had drained away completely. She caught a dove and brought it to me.
“See how big and lovely this dove is,” she said. “It is for you.”
I put the dove in a cage. He ate half a chapati at one go, had a drink of water and only then did he raise his
head and look around him. Who knows how many days he had been starving. When Dattu got home in the
evening, I showed him the bird.
“I’ve always wanted to have a dove,” I said. “Tilak used to say he’d get a Zanzibar\fn{ Now part of Tanzania.}
dove for me one day. Now I have one.”
“Ai, we are in such straits. How much did you pay for him?”
“Sixty rupees.”
Suddenly the dove began to talk. He sounded just like a man. He even sang. But for the life of us we couldn’t
make out what language he was speaking and singing in. We were all astounded.
This dove stayed with us till 1932. He learned to imitate the voice and speech of every person in the house. I
had always wished to have a dove for a pet. My wish had been granted. …
2
a
… Dattu was about eighteen years old. I began to enjoy happy visions. I imagined my son the most learned
man in all the world. He was such a good boy, and had now gone to college! I was his mother. I never saw any
fault in him. I used to wonder why, since he was so good, no offer of marriage came for him. Unlike high-cast
Hindus, among Christians the girl’s parents do not look for a husband. The boy’s people ask for the girl. Having
no personal experience of this custom I forgot all about it.
In Nagar there was a matron called Rakhmabai Kukas, and between the two of us there was much coming and
going. I used to unburden my mind to her, and she used to comfort me.
“Lakshmibai, you have to ask for the girl here. The bridegroom’s people have to look for the bride. Besides,
your son is not so very old yet.”
I, however, did not agree to this.
“What does it matter if the boy is not old enough?” said I. “He will continue his studies in college, and the girl
[can] stay with us.”
We had decided to go to Nasik that year in the hot weather. Rakhmabai’s brother Krishnarao Sarode, from
Bombay, was there also for a change of air. We stayed nearby and shared a woman who cooked for both of us,
which meant that for two months we did not need to bother ourselves with either cooking or shopping. We met the
Sarodes twice a day at meal times because the woman did the serving in our house. Sarode’s party took a great
pride in the Marathi tongue, so they got on well with Tilak. They were very good people and sociable, and in no
time we were fast friends.
I was extremely anxious that Dattu should be married, or at least that his marriage should be arranged. Had we
been Hindus I should already have had a little daughter-in-law at my right hand, but among Christians this seemed
impossible. If no offer could come from some girl’s parents, then that could not be helped; but there was no
reason why one should not put out a feeler oneself, and see what would happen. Without telling Tilak I dropped a
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hint or two, only to get the answer:
“But, Bai, the boy is still only studying. Why are you so bent on marrying him off now?”
I, however, could not agree. Sarode’s daughter Ruth and Dattu had become good friends in Nasik, and I began
to think I would like her for a daughter-in-law. She was good, virtuous and clever, so all was well, and it was easy
to see they liked each other.
Ruth at this time was in the fifth standard English, and she was only fourteen years old. Among Christians this
is by no means the age for marrying: there is no thought even of marriage, and now among Hindus too this age is
considered too young. Nothing daunted, I took Ruth aside, and when we were alone asked her if she would be my
daughter-in-law.
“What can I say?” she replied. “If you like, ask my father.”
I set about goading Tilak on. It was not possible to have a wedding, but what was there to prevent an
engagement? In the end he gave in, and asked Krishnarao Sarode. He said he would ask his sister before replying.
Naturally my mind was in a ferment again. Now they will go to Bombay! Then ask the sister! Then write to us!
How could I have so much patience?
It was the end of the hot weather by now. We returned to Nagar, Dattu went to college, but no letter came from
Sarode. After waiting one or two months Tilak wrote to him; needless to say, because I told him to. He was in no
hurry, though I was. I was consumed with the desire to see my son married. At long last, Sarode’s letter came
saying they would agree to give their daughter, but only after a certain time. There was to be no mention of
marriage until she had passed her Matriculation examination. Tilak replied that he would be in no hurry till his
son had passed his B.A. And so, though there was no wedding and no little daughter-in-law to keep me company,
at least I knew who would be my daughter-in-law four years hence, and I was completely satisfied.
They say thoughts of marriage upset a boy’s studies. What did I know? So people say, but it was not the case
with these two. Ruth passed her Matriculation and in the whole University examination stood first in English, and
took a prize. On the other hand, when Dattu got his B.A., the agreement that they should be married immediately
was shelved, and not until the education of both of them was complete, that is, till she had her B.A. too, were they
married. I, who was not willing to put off my son’s wedding for eight months, had to wait through an eight years’
engagement. …
b
… Some of these few first memories are but tales overheard. My mother and my aunt were standing in the
temple of Trimbak when Mother said to her,
“My next child, no matter whether it is a boy or a girl, I shall give to you.”
My aunt had no children, and this was all that Mother could do to comfort her. My mother kept her promise
and, as I was her next baby, it followed that I grew up under my aunt’s roof. It might even be said that my
brothers and sisters too were brought up by her.
We had no great love for our own home. We children, our mother, and grandmother had all to endure such
persecution that we were only too glad to escape to our aunt. Father had become “holy”, a word which you will
understand better as you read this story, and in his “holiness” all our troubles had their roots. The cause of his
becoming “holy” was as follows.
1857. The days of the Mutiny! Mother’s father was a keeper of the treasury of the god in the Hindu temple of
Trimbak. He also acted as village banker for the local people and hill-tribes of the district. He was trusted by all
the poor, and generally beloved by the village. This however did not prevent his prosperity giving rise to jealousy,
and his enemies, taking advantage of the confusion during the rebellion, poisoned the minds of the Government
officials against him. Grandfather was arrested in Trimbak and hanged upon the spot.
Father was in Nasik when he heard this news. He loved Grandfather as dearly as if he had been his own father,
and as soon as he heard the manner of his death, he rose and went out into a lonely place in the jungle of
Tapowan. Leaving him there, let us see what was happening at my home in Jalalpur, four or five miles away,
where Mother and Grannie were living.
At that time my eldest sister was fifteen months old and my eldest brother one and a half months. I was not yet
born. Grannie heard the news that Grandfather had been hanged, but concealed it from Mothler. The village was
rude and ignorant, on all sides the confusion and tumult of revolt. Only the old lady herself could know the state
of her own mind at such a time. Stones came flyIng over the house and her baby granddaughter would say,
“Let’s go out and see the fun.”
1474

Yet Grannie kept her grandchildren as a cat keeps her kittens. She heard the news of the execution while
Mother knew nothing of it. Driven by her awful secret she began goading Mother to go to her sister in Nasik for
the Diwali Festival of Lights.
“Your husband is not at home, and we are only two women here. What can we do in the midst of this trouble?
An out-of-the-way village! Two small children! No one to fall back upon!”
Mother never listened to a word. Her only reply was,
“How can I leave you alone?”
At last the old lady succeeded in getting her ready. Neither horse nor cart could be found to carry her. She was
mounted on a bullock. Her baby was tied to her back, and the little girl given to a man-servant to carry. The
procession set off for Nasik.
In Nasik itself my aunt was sitting waiting for my father, who was nowhere to be found. It was the day in the
Hindu calendar when sisters have to provide their brothers with a ceremonial bath, and she had everything
prepared for the ritual.
It was morning when Father had left the house. He did not return till evening, when the lamps were being lit.
He had already bathed and washed his clothes; they were still wet on his body, it being the Hindu custom for
religious ceremonies to put on freshly washed clothes before they can be contaminated by contact with anything
considered unclean.
“Where have you been?” everyone asked.
“I went to Tapowan. A low-caste Mahar was rinsing his mouth; a drop of his water splashed on to me, and I am
defiled. Pour water over me, but do not touch me. I must bathe again.”
From that day in the year 1857 till his death, twenty-five or twenty-six years later, Father clung tenaciously to
his rites of purification. These purifications brought, not only his own house, but the whole village to the verge of
despair. He held himself contaminated even by the touch of another Brahman, a man of his own caste. What then
of Marathas or even lower castes? When the women of the house went out to a haldi-kunku ceremony, on their
return he insisted that they should bathe, and even wash their hair before coming in.
The news of Grandfather’s execution had been too great a shock for Father’s mind. From henceforth all things
in contact with the outside world were considered unclean until they had been specially washed.
Some twelve or thirteen years after Father became “holy” I was born.
*
In front of the entrance gate of our house was a low earthen platform, immediately inside was the byre, in the
centre an open courtyard, and beyond that a verandah. The household shrine was at the left of the verandah, and
behind it lay the kitchen. The shrine had a great big window like a door. To anyone sitting there every last stick
and stone outside was visible. This was where Father always sat.
He used to go out every morning at eight o’clock, and return in the evening at six. As we had no watches in
those days, the sun falling on the coping meant eight o’clock, and the cattle coming home in the evening meant
six o’clock. Our clock was a guesswork one. Father returned with the returning cattle; his routine never varied. As
soon as he came in, he bathed, then said his prayers, fingered his rosary and made his offerings to the dogs.
His stern eye watched even the kitchen. Among Hindus, cooking is considered almost a religious rite, so
whoever was doing it—and this was invariably my mother—had first to bathe and wash her sari, and put it on
again still wet. Everything had to be done with the right hand, the left, which is “unclean”, hanging on one side as
if broken. It took at least two hours for Father to finish his evening prayers and all his acts of worship. By that
time dinner would be ready, and at ten or eleven at night he would dine.
We were a family of five brothers and sisters. There had been several others, but only five of us survived. My
oldest sister was Bhiku, who married Pendse, and of whom much is to be told. After her came Keshav, then
Bhagirathi, Vishnu and lastly myself. There were fifteen or sixteen years between Bhiku and me.
Not one of us ever sat near Father, or dined with him. Even on high days and holidays it was the same. This by
no means implies that he paid no attention to his children. From the window of the shrine his severe eyes
followed everyone and everything. All our neighbors were high-caste Brahmans like ourselves; if even one of
them came to call, Mother had to sprinkle water over their footprints when they left, to purify the ground made
“unclean” by their touch.
Nevertheless, when Father was out of the house in the morning, there was no lack of fun for all. As soon as his
back was turned the women nearby gathered in our house, and we children collected our friends to play. Mother
always hungered for companionship. She would bathe other people’s babies, comfort the young daughter-in-law,
dispense medicine to one, speak kindly to another. She even went into a Maratha woman’s house once, and baked
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big flat cakes with brown sugar stuffing, though the Marathas are of a lower caste than ours, and no Brahman can
touch them.
But all this she did secretly. Father’s rule was another story. To him everything brought in from outside was
“unclean” and had to be washed, down to the very salt and pepper. Once he ordered the children to wash the salt.
They determined to reform him, and tying up the salt in a piece of cloth, they soaked it well, and hung it on a peg.
In no time the salt had dissolved, and drained out. When Father came to look into the bag, behold, there was
nothing. From that day on, salt, sugar, both brown and white, oil and clarified butter, were permitted to go
unwashed.
The washing of all things fell for the most part to Mother and Grannie. According to orders they washed
everything, or at least made a pretence of washing; and so long as they did it themselves the salt and sugar never
dissolved. Many and many a time they practiced deception, and taught us to dissemble too, but not without
reason, for when the grain was brought in from the fields, father demanded that it should be washed before it was
stored.
How could Mother and Grannie wash twenty bushels of corn at a time? They washed a little of it, and spread
that over the rest of the heap. When Father came home in the evening, he would question all the children. They
had been well-coached beforehand, and for the most part told the same story; but if one took fright and made a
slip, that is, spoke the truth inadvertently, then the whole household would be thrown into confusion.
At that late hour of night everything that had been polluted must be washed under Father’s eye, the children
must be well whipped for telling lies, and lastly Father himself, being contaminated by them, must bathe again.
We endured this inquisition every evening.
Having answered the call of nature in the morning, Father needed four lumps of earth, each as big as a
coconut, with which to rub his hands and feet clean. For twenty-five years, without a break, he brought this earth
from the jungle two or three miles away, from a certain place where no one was ever likely to go and contaminate
it. They say a great pit is to be found there even now. Taking this earth he would sit hour after hour “purifying”
his hands and feet.
*
Once three baskets of guavas were left under the eaves. They lay there till evening. They should by rights have
been sent to Nisik to be sold, but, for lack of a man to take them, they remained where they were. They were
“unclean”; they were not washed.
Everyone wanted to eat the fruit, but no one had the courage. We spent the whole day wondering whether to
eat it or not. In the end it was decided that we should take turns, one watching by the door while another ate a
guava. At last my turn came, but no one would stand on guard for me. All by myself I went to the door and, seeing
no one coming, picked up a guava and began to eat it.
Like a gift dropped from heaven, Father appeared standing before me. The guava still in my hand, I fled for
my life, and hid behind a big wooden beam in the corner of the verandah. Out of the back door went Father, and
cut a stout rod from the custard-apple tree. He came back, crying, “Where is that brat?” dragged me out from
behind the beam, and thrashed me there and then. Grannie was grieved out of measure when she saw me, and
everyone else in the house was petrified with fright.
“If this child tells any tales,” they said one to another, “everyone will be beaten, and beyond that the whole
house will have to be spring-cleaned from top to bottom.”
One day I was lying near a heap of wheat. My doll was beside me. I had dressed her in a sari and then, in the
midst of my play, fallen asleep. The doll’s sari made a link between me and the wheat. Father came in and his eye
lighted upon it. Seeing the wheat polluted his anger knew no bounds. He seized me, and began beating me. One of
my sisters and my brother also were polluted by something, so having been well beaten, I was sent down to the
Godavari with them to bathe.
On our way there we decided that one of us should be drowned. By such a death of one of his children Father’s
eyes would be opened, and he would never trouble anyone again.
No sooner said than done. Together we went down into the river. We were all of one mind, to give Father the
fright of his life. It was I who had been beaten, therefore it was I who determined to carry out the plan, and teach
Father his lesson. I grew faint, water flowed into my nose and mouth. My face was towards the west, and my eyes
began to grow dim in the rays of the setting sun.
At that moment a neighbor was sitting saying his evening prayers in front of us. He happened to see me, and
jumping at once into the water pulled me out. Having revived me, he took me home. Father learned no lesson. It
was I who learned the lesson.
1476

One cannot but laugh at it all now. That childlike hiding behind the beam, reforming Father, these and other
things are as fresh before my eyes as the day they happened.
Once between one and two hundred rupees rent came in. The money was put down in the courtyard, and
covered with a heap of cow-dung, while Father departed on his usual business. We children had to mount guard
on the dung-hill all day long. When Father came back in the evening, he took the money down to the river to
wash. There he forgot all about it, and only remembered after he had reached home. But what was the use? What
is gone is gone.
In short even Father’s pennies and pounds were washed away in the flood of his purifications.
*
Govindrao Khambete was my aunt’s husband. As I said before they had no family. In spite of this, their house
was always swarming with children. They had a house in Nasik where I stayed with them. Nearby Uncle
Govindrao’s sister owned a house which was let, and in this house lived a girl called Sakhu. Sakhu was married
and her proper place was with her mother-in-law, but she had returned to her own people for a holiday. She was
only twelve or thirteen years old, and was the only woman in her house. The men-folk consisted of two dder
brothers, both still at school.
As far as was possible, Sakhu spent her time playing, and I used to play with her. Our games made Sakhu late
with her cooking, and her sorely tried brothers went hungry and cross to bed. Her elder brother preferred to play
with her himself rather than allow outside girls to come and encourage her to neglect the house. He played
everything, even songtya and chuckies. When they played chuckies, if he dropped one stone, no matter how well
he was doing, he would fling the game to the gods and begin again from the beginning. This gave rise to perpetual
quarrelling between them, because once the stones were in his hand, his sister had no more hope of seeing them
again.
He, therefore, having determined not to let everyone starve while Sakhu sat and played with her friends, began
to play with her himself, fully prepared to drive off the ragtag and bobtail of the neighborhood when they turned
up. As usual I went round to play. There were two staircases to the house. The moment he saw me, Sakhu’s
brother seized a stick, and stood guard on one of the stairs.
“Mind you don’t come into our house. I’ll break your leg if you do.”
Sakhu was calling down to me, so I tried the other stair. It was no use. Again came the word,
“Look out, or you will go home lamed!”
Then and there I vowed never to come back, and never to look on the face of Sakhu’s brother again. Later,
though Sakhu rented a house quite dose to us, I never set a foot inside it. It began to look as if I should keep my
vow for ever, because Uncle Govindrao built a house at Jalalpur and went to live there. I too went with him, so
Sakhu and her brothers were left behind, and there was no more temptation to visit them.
*
Uncle Govindrao was very fond of company. The village of Jalalpur was small, and his house was open to
everybody. It was not long before he was a great favorite. He acquired some fields, and also began to do some
banking. Jalalpur was my aunt’s native place, and she and the rest of the Gokhales owned considerable property
there. Uncle Govindrao began to supervise the expenditure of the whole Gokhale family, eventually becoming
responsible for everything, including fields, borrowing, lending, weddings and thread ceremonies. I was given to
them by my mother, and was brought up by them as their own daughter, and I was spoilt by both him and my
aunt.
According to the Hindu standards of those days, I was now quite a big girl, for I was fully ten years old. In
those days children were married to each other at the age of five and six or younger, and to have a girl of eleven
years unmarried was an unheard-of thing.
My Aunt and Uncle Govindrao were nearly out of their minds with anxiety about my marriage, but he was not
prepared to look for a husband for me. He used to say to my parents,
“You make the choice, I won’t. I cannot risk anyone saying that I married the child to the first boy that turned
up, just to save the expense of keeping her.”
I was nearly eleven years old, well fed and cared for, and with no troubles. I looked older than my years. Uncle
Govindrao was quite prepared to bear the expense of my wedding, but he would not accept the responsibility of
choosing a husband. Father being fully occupied with his purifications had no time; even if he had had time he
would never have found a son-in-law “holy” enough to please him. Mother too was worried, but she was only a
woman. What could she do? In the end the burden fell on Bhiku’s husband Pendse, Wamanrao Ranade,
Raghunathrao Mahabal and others.
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About this time a student called Narayan Waman Tilak was. becoming famous in Nasik as a poet and eloquent
speaker. Pendse gave Uncle Govindrao the necessary information. Uncle Govindrao began corresponding with
Wamanrao Tilak, the boy’s father, and invited him to come and see me. Wamanrao replied,
“I will not sell my son for a dowry. If. you will pay what you can for the wedding I shall do likewise. The only
thing that I insist on is that the girl’s horoscope must be auspicious, otherwise I cannot give my consent to the
match. Also, there are no women in my house. You must look after the girl until she is old enough to live with her
husband. I do not need to see her. I shall be pleased if everyone on the spot is pleased.”
We were all greatly delighted with this letter. My horoscope, astrological calculations and records had been
prepared beforehand. All we had needed was Wamanrao’s assent and that he had unexpectedly given. Uncle
Govindrao desired nothing better than to let me stay with him until I grew up. Only one thing now remained, and
that was to send me to Nasik for the approval of the bridegroom. I was sent to my sister Bhiku and her husband
Pendse.
Tilak came to Pendse’s house with his friends to see me. I was downstairs sitting on a large swing with Bhiku’s
daughter Gharu.
“Is Pendse sahib in?” the visitors asked.
“Yes, he is in the sitting-room upstairs,” I replied.
The visitors could not find the way up. They appeared completely bewildered, and I was doubled up with mirth
watching them. In the end I had to show them the staircase. After they had met Pendse, I was sent for. Decking me
out in my best Bhiku took me upstairs. .
I could have died on the spot.
For one thing I had just newly made a mock of the visitors; for another, who should have come to look at me
but Sakhu’s brother, who had driven me out of his house with a stick. Alas for my resolve never to set foot in that
house again! I was trapped indeed by the thing I dreaded most; and he, who had threatened to break my leg if I
dared to cross his threshold, without so much as looking at me, made a sign to his friends that I would do, and
turned and went out.
I had only to face my grandmother-in-law now, and in this examination too I passed. Gangabai, pinching the
lobe of my left ear sharply, announced,
“I approve of the girl.” When my ear was pinched, I neither exclaimed nor drew in my breath, so she must
have decided that I could be taken anywhere by anyone who liked to lead me by the ear.
I marveled that Tilak should have been pleased with me. In appearance and color I was very ordinary. For the
rest, though my eyes and nose were not beautiful, they were at least there, and in the right place.
*
Now follows an account of my wedding. Uncle Govindrao had made up his mind to spend no less than one
thousand rupees. It was quite evident what my father would do! My mother would have done anything and
everything, but it was not in her hands, poor thing. The kind of life she led at home has already been described.
Her only comfort there was to dispense kindness to others as far as was possible, and to toil for others as long as
she had strength.
God must have created people like my aunt and Uncle Govindrao, to help to look after her children, as a
reward for her virtue. Mother could neither read nor write, but as a recreation, she used to compose songs and
teach them to the neighbors’ daughters and young brides. This was the comforting oil she used on the laboring
wheels of household care. Now what could she do more than look at my uncle with eyes filled with tears of
gratitude?
Uncle Govindrao regarded this wedding as if it had been that of a child of his own. Indeed, he did more for me
than he would have done for his own daughter. He wrote to Wamanrao aying,
“I have a good standing in the village and the wedding must be in keeping. Also, this is the first event of its
kind in my house. Jalalpur is quite a small place, and I should like you to give a dinner to the whole village.”
Wamanrao agreed.
Imagine the excitement of my aunt and Uncle Govindrao. Wamanrao brought with him no less than twelve
bullock-carts laden with guests. Our house was bursting with them, and a pavilion was erected in front of our
door. Only four days remained till the wedding. Wamanrao saw his daughter-in-law. So far all had gone well.
Now appeared a Himalayan obstacle.
The lineage of the Gokhales and Tilaks is from Kashyap and Shandilya respectively, and those two lines
cannot mix! How could there be any marriage?
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Uncle Govindrao decided to have me formally adopted into his family. At Trimbak I had in fact been given to
the Khambetes before I was even born, and from then till the hour of my wedding they had done everything for
me, only the proper adoption ceremony had been omitted. It was therefore decided now that I, who was a
Gokhale, should become a Khambete by Hindu law.
Father, however, at the time of the adoption ceremony could not be found! Following his inflexible rule, he
had gone off into the jungle to fetch his ball of earth. There was no hope of his returning before nightfall. Would
that man give a thought to his daughter’s adoption ceremony, who could send a message to his mother on her
death bed,
“Wait! Do not die till I finish my evening prayers.”
Uncle Govindrao was furious. He was never known to lose his temper, but this time he was properly indignant.
He burst out,
“The girl is his; he can arrange the wedding! If he doesn’t care why should we? The girl is his; let him do what
he likes with her.” My aunt was in a passion too, and her wrath poured from her lips in a steady stream.
My mother was as one dead. It seemed as if the marriage would be broken off for a mere trifle. The spirits of
the wedding-party were completely damped. There was dismay and confusion everywhere.
Then, in the nick of time, one of our relations, Dinkar Shastri Khambete, came to Mother’s rescue. He
produced a text from the Scriptures proving that a mother has authority to give away her daughter. The text was
like a few drops of cold water to milk about to boil over. Peace reigned again. Her eyes wet with tears Mother
gave me to Uncle Govindrao.
In two or three days the wedding ceremony was completed. Uncle Govindrao gave me away.
The next day was the Hindu fast Ekadashi, when only a certain type of food may be eaten. All the
bridegroom’s relations rose up in a body to demand its due observance. There were a dozen cart-loads of guests
from a dozen different houses. There was no saying what each one would want. Plenty of light dishes had been
prepared, but they were all set aside, and every man served with his heart’s desire. The bridegroom’s friends stole
from the bride’s and when they were found out, laughed and said it was all a joke. .
A dozen cart-loads of guests from a dozen different houses! There was plenty of fun at our wedding.
On these occasions the bridegroom is encouraged to have a fit of the sulks. So too at our wedding. Tilak was
carefully instructed what to do. He had never sulked in his life. He would fly into a temper, but of sulking he
knew nothing. Neverthless his friends said to him,
“When you are called for dinner, do not get up and go. Say you want a ring, two tolas in weight, and sit tight.”
Having told him what to do, his friends returned to their places. At one o’clock in the afternoon, when my
brother Keshav went to call Tilak for dinner, Tilak answered,
“I am sulking, I shall come when my people come.”
The people on our side of the house were hungry; they had already eaten a little on the sly, before sitting down
to wait for the bridegroom. The bridegroom himself was hungry. Quietly he called Keshav aside, and whispered,
“Brother, I am hungry.”
Full of joy Keshav began to serve the dinner, and a message was sent to my father-in-law and his party.
“Dinner is served. The rice is getting cold. Tilak has sat down to dine.”
Enough! They all came running to sit down too, and no one so much as mentioned any ring.
Tilak liked none of the usual games, such as the bride and bridegroom trying their strength over a supari nut
hidden in the hand, exchanging glasses of water, or feeding each other; but in spite of him they all had to be
carried through. There was none of the usual quarrelling and ill-feeling from beginning to end.
A dinner for the whole village had been prepared according to the instructions of Tilak’s father, Wamanrao; but
Tilak had a friend called Khadilkar who conceived the following scheme which he actually put into operation. He
bought bhang, an intoxicant made from hemp, and put it into the flour to be used for bhajis. The bhajis were
pressed on the people and eaten with relish. Except for Wamanrao all the bridegroom’s party knew what had been
done. Tilak himself knew. He gently removed the bhajis from my plate, and of course ate none of them himself.
It was evening. A cool wind began to blow. Everyone got up and went out for a stroll. Everyone began to act
drunkenly. Never did I laugh so much.
A Maratha man had harnessed the bullock cart: Both yoke and bullocks were entangled in a tree, and the
bullocks were very nearly hanged. Some children who had gone for fruit were rolling on the ground. Pendse,
Bhiku’s husband, went to say his evening prayers by the riverside. Thinking his ring had fallen into the water he
began to search for it with the hand it still decorated.
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As soon as Bhiku came into the kitchen, between the light from the lamp and the heat from the stove the bhang
took effect; the pasties were lying ready to be fried. Having mixed them all together, she sat pounding them into a
solid mass. In the end, making one enormous ball of dough, she presented it to my aunt.
Tilak’s father was very grieved at such an exhibition. He felt as if all his plans had been turned topsy-turvy.
After the feast the bridal party returned to Nasik with the bride and bridegroom. Leaving us with Bhiku and
Pendse each went to his own house. That night saw the bridal procession, and the state entrance of the bride into
her new home. My feet had crossed irrevocably the threshold I had vowed they should never pass.
My husband was eighteen years old at the time of his marriage, and I was eleven. Here I shall give the names
of my husband’s relations: My husband—Narayan Waman Tilak. His father—Wamanrao Sakharam Tilak. His
mother—Jankibai (died before my marriage). His sisters—Mathura and Sakhu. His brothers—Sakharam and
Mahadev.
*
Once we got home, the visitors from the Konkan all went away. Only my grandmother-in-law, Sakhu and a
handful of other people were left. Tilak’s father went too. He used to come and go, intermittently.
Three months after our wedding fell the month of Chaitra. Grandmother made me have a haldi-kunku
ceremony. Sakhu was there. The three or four of us in the house set out the goddess Parvati in great state and
splendor. It was a Friday. The day Tilak’s father arrived for the ceremony he received a letter from his daughter’s
husband in the Konkan saying she had died of typhoid. It was ten days since the letter had been written, so we
were all set free from the customary, irksome, religious observances by one ceremonial bath. She had been at my
wedding.
Wamanrao was possessed by a goddess every Friday. He demanded that everyone in the house should be
present at the time. If anyone was missing he was very angry. It was the first time in my life that I had seen
anything of the kind. I was terrified. The goddess would be asked a great many questions, and her answers were
reeled off glibly. All the household squabbles of the week were settled before her. That Friday the goddess said,
“The girl who has come as a daughter-in-law is a bringer of great ill-luck. Neither peace nor happiness will
stay in the house now, and others will suffer continual loss. The death of this man’s daughter is due to her evil
influence.”
When he heard all this rigmarole Tilak was greatly upset.
It was the custom to worship the goddess with haldi-kunku and flowers as soon as she made her presence felt.
Everyone else made their offering as usual that day, but Tilak never lifted a finger. He sat before Wamanrao in
dead silence. The spirit having departed Wamanrao inquired what had happened. He was told, and learned, among
other things, that Tilak had not worshipped the goddess. He was naturally incensed, and began,
“You did not worship her, therefore the goddess is angry with you.” Tilak replied,
“The goddess is gone now, so how do you know she is angry with me? She is not here to tell you.”
This perverse answer roused not the goddess but Wamanrao to fury. The next day Wamanrao stripped me of all
my jewelry. He left only the red kunku for my forehead and my black wedding beads. Even my clothes went. The
only thing saved to give the lie to this was my sari with the deep gold border.
Tilak gave no heed to his father’s behavior in this matter. Three evil stars had apparently been born into
Wamanrao’s house, the first myself, the second Tilak, and the third Mahadev.
From the beginning he was suspicious of both Tilak and Mahadev,. because the lines on their hands did not
conform to his ideas. His favorites were Sakharam and Sakhu. His estimation of a person depended on goblins,
sorcery, demon-possession, luck, planets, horoscopes, and the length and shape of fingers and toes. The spirit that
took possession of him was his most beloved goddess. She always had something to say about the three of us.
During the week one of us was almost certain to have done something to offend Wamanrao, so that on Friday the
goddess could accuse us, and start a hue and cry.
Wamanrao lost his work when Tilak was born; this was Tilak’s fault. Wamanrao lost his eldest daughter
immediately after my wedding; that was my fault; Wamanrao lost his wife sometime after Mahadev’s birth; that
was Mahadev’s fault. Altogether the three of us were condemned as the curses of the family.
Wamanrao found work when Sakharam was born; it followed that he was counted lucky. From then on he was
treated as a true son of the house, and Tilak and Mahadev as stepsons. If there was tea in the house, Wamanrao
called Sakharam and Sakhu to sit beside him and share it. Tilak and Mahadev were not even supposed to ask if
there was any.
*
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I never saw my mother-in-law, but this seems the best place to tell a little of her story and some tales out of
Tilak’s early life, as I have heard them. Her fate was not unlike that of my mother. Tilak and Mahadev were their
father’s black sheep and their mother stood in my shoes before my arrival.
There were two or three reasons why she was in disfavor. In the first place she used to compose poetry, which
poems Wamanrao used to burn. From the flames of the stove and the devouring furnace of his wrath only two
lines survived. They are as follows:
See this small doll of rags, what dignity her share!
Our girls from her in childhood learn a Mother’s care.

It is no exaggeration to say that from her hands, Tilak quaffed his first dose of poetry. His mother composed
and wrote poetry, and his father was angry with her for doing it. His father was also perpetually angry with Tilak
himself, therefore he, in return, held both his mother and poetry in the deepest affection for all time. Though there
were four children after him Tilak always wanted to lie beside his mother.
This gave rise to daily quarrels at bedtime. He had no end of tricks and devices. Once when he thought she was
not paying him sufficient attention he won her over by pretending to have fever. He remembered this incident to
the very end, and introduced it into a song in 1918 as if it had happened the previous day:
How I remember, pretending fever,
All of a shiver, under a cover.
Mother a-trembling, closely embracing
Tears her eyes filling, my heart o’erflowing
Remorseful I cried, “No more could I hide
Love’s swift rising tide. Sit thou by my side
No fever have I, it is all a lie,
Thy love did I try. Forgive, never cry.”
Love brimming over, grief too and anger,
Saying “Deceiver,” my ear seized Mother.
Still tingles my ear, through many a year
Love’s madness is here, since pain is held dear
Saith Tilak, Thy servant.

This song shows how dearly Tilak loved his mother, but Wamanrao could not endure to see such love between
them, and his opposition only made Tilak cling to her more and more. This was the second reason for Wamanrao’s
hatred of his wife.
The third was that some missionary woman used to come and visit her, and taught her sewing, embroidery, and
other things. It was they who gave my mother-in-law the Book of Proverbs out of the Bible. She was forever
reading it. Wamanrao got hold of it one day, and burnt it.
Tilak was so angry with his father about this that he vowed vengeance at the first opportunity. Wamanrao was
addicted to tobacco. It was his habit to chew it mixed with lime. One day when Wamanrao was not looking Tilak
stole the little box of lime out of his pouch and flung it down the well.
A childish thing, no doubt! All the books of Proverbs in the world did not become ashes because Wamanrao
consigned one to the flames; nor would all the lime boxes jump into the well one after another because Tilak
threw his father’s down. The only result was that Wamanrao’s anger blazed up and broke all bounds. While he
was leading everyone else a dance, Tilak lay low, quietly enjoying the fun. Wamanrao, calling everyone before
him, questioned them minutely. No one would confess. At last he turned on Tilak in a fury, and thrashed him with
a heavy stick.
Three days later Tilak ran away. He was not heard of again for six months. The day after he was beaten Tilak
behaved so perfectly that even his father must have praised him in his heart. It was all for the sake of his mother
whom he wanted to make completely happy the day before he went away.
When she realized he had gone his mother was in a most pitiable state. She ran about telling one person and
imploring another, she made her vows to one god and then to another, and finally sent a message to her brother in
the Konkan about it.
He—Govindrao Bedekar—came from the Konkan to see her, and that very day another man arrived in Kalyan
from Poona saying,
“Aunty, I saw your son yesterday in a theatre in Poona.”
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Once she was certain he had really seen him, she was overjoyed. She got her brother to tell Wamanrao, and to
induce Tilak by any means to return home. Wamanrao began to treat Tilak very badly as soon as he returned. His
mother’s heart bled for him. What if Tilak should run away again?
Tilak and Sakharam used to go to school together. Sakharam stopped telling tales on Tilak as much as
previously, thinking it was his fault that Tilak had run away. Shortly after this both boys got guinea-worm in their
legs. Their mother treated them equally, but Wamanrao would say to Tilak,
“A good thing too! If you do become lame it will give me great pleasure. That will be the end of your wicked
pranks.”
Sakharam would be lying nearby. To him Wamanrao would say,
“Keep quiet my boy, you will be better soon.”
The barber was called in to draw out the worm for both of them; and while he was at work Wamanrao took
Sakharam on his knee, petted him and soothed him. For Tilak there was no such good fortune. On the contrary,
while Sakharam was taken jnto the house and given sweets after the operation, the weeping Tilak was threatened
with a beating.
These are not invented stories. Tilak has told me them in front of Sakharam himself.
*
Wamanrao and his wife had both a rooted aversion to debt. They never borrowed from anyone, and my
mother-in-law by her sewing used to “add her salt to his flour”. She was most anxious that their children should
study, and eventually add their bit also to the household income. She had moreover set her heart on having a
grandson to call her grandmother.
Without telling Wamanrao she had hidden a hundred rupees away for use in an emergency. This money
eventually procured her heart’s desire, the only difference being that it was according to God’s will rather than
hers.
Now the children were well again, and began going to school as before.
When Tilak was lost, his mother made a vow to Maruti, the monkey god, saying,
“O Maruti, only let my child be found, and I shall give you a garland of spiced cakes.”
She also promised some other things, which things she gave when Tilak was found, and only the garland was
left to be presented. Accordingly she prepared a garland of spiced cakes, and told her two boys to go and offer it
to Maruti. Tilak replied,
“Mother, why not give it to us?” She said,
“There is one left over for each of you.”
The two boys set off, but went to the lake where Tilak ate all the cakes off the garland by himself, drank water,
hiccoughed and returned home. Although Sakharam knew this he told no one. When they arrived home their
mother offered each of them a cake. Tilak said,
“No, thanks.” She said,
“But didn’t you want one?” He replied,
“I have eaten them.”
“Which?”
“The ones you gave me.”
“What! You have eaten the cakes meant for the god?”
“Yes.” His mother was truly grieved this time. Tilak said,
“But do you not say God is not far away, that He is in our hearts?”
“Dear, dear, but you should not have done that!” She was as amused as angry.
“I had no idea you would turn my words round to that meaning. “God is in our hearts” means He sees all the
evil things we do.” Next day she garlanded Maruti with cakes herself.
Wamanrao rented another house, and went to live there. Tilak always helped his mother, even in the house.
Watnanrao expected others to bring him his very drinking water. Seeing Tilak carrying water for his mother,
Wamanrao would say,
“Bah, go on drawing water. In your fate there is little else written but drawing water. Look at Sakharam,
younger than you, but see how he studies.”
When she heard these words, Tilak’s mother would see before her eyes the picture of her son as a water-carrier,
and she would be full of sorrow.

1482

During the hour for arithmetic Tilak would sit and write poetry. He never let anyone see what he wrote, but
always tore it up on the spot. This thing came to Wamanrao’s ear, and so to his wife’s. Wamanrao’s anger and her
anxiety flourished on Tilak’s poetry. She used to say,
“Child, what will become of you? I am at a loss to know what to do.” Tilak’s eyes would fill with tears and he
would reply,
“Now truly I will do everything you tell me.”
Later Wamanrao was transferred to Mokhada. There were no educational facilities there, so he decided to go
alone leaving his wife and children at Kalyan, and there he began his work.
With Wamanrao absent the new inmates were at peace, ease, contentment and happiness. Tilak’s mischief
became less, at least perhaps it was not noticed so much by his mother as by Wamanrao. He could now speak to
his mother to his heart’s content; when Wamanrao was in the house there was always too much work to do, and he
could not bear to hear the intimate conversation of mother and son. Now all was changed. Only a mother and her
children—what need to say more?
My mother-in-law was the perfect mirror of motherhood. She took the greatest care of her children. They
received plain food, but always hot. She supervised their studies, and watched over their conduct. Not for a
moment did Tilak leave the house without asking her permission. In the house he was most obedient. He never
tormented his younger brother. Sakharam understood perfectly that in the absence of his father he must obey his
mother and elder brother. Sometimes she would take thc boys to see Warnanrao’s aunt who had married a Mr.
Subhedar. She had only one anxiety left, and that was Wamanrao’s food and drink. Tilak used to say,
“Mother, isn’t it nice to be without Father? If he could always stay away, wouldn’t it be lovely? We should
have no trouble at all then.”
“Then who would feed us?”
“Shall I tell you the truth, Mother? I am so frightened of him, sometimes I think if he did not exist at all it
would be a good thing.”
“You should not talk such nonsense!”
“What have I done that I should always be in his black books? Do I not always do as you say? I don’t know
what gets into me when Father is about.”
“When you are big you will understand everything!” In this childlike manner mother and son would converse,
and Tilak would say further,
“Mother, I shall never, never leave you. You have put up with such a lot for me, haven’t you?”
“Well never mind, so long as you are good, that is enough.”
*
The plans and thoughts of men, future actions and events are all dependent on God’s will. A poisonous snake
now dropped its venom into this cup of nectar. A letter came one day from Mokhada with Wamanrao’s signature,
but in another’s handwriting. It read as follows:
Wamanrao is exceedingly ill. He must see you for the last time. Make no delay.

A lone woman, no money in the house, and now this letter from her husband! She was compassed about with
children and the road ahead was as bad as any could be. These black thoughts beclouded her mind and Tilak’s
mother did not know which way to turn. Her heart was overwhelmed.
Poor thing, what could she do? She could: see no way out. Nevertheless, taking her courage in both hands, she
said to the boys,
“Children, you stay here, I shall go alone.” Tilak said,
“Mother, I know what we can do. We two shall go, and Sakharam can stay with Subhedar. My coming will be
a great help to you. What would you do alone? Father is ill, all the housework is to be done, and water to be
brought from a distance. Take me with you. We shall both go and I shall do anything you tell me.”
A drowning man grasps at a straw. My mother-in-law agreed to the suggestion. The real truth was that Tilak
did not want to be separated from his mother. Sakharam was sent to Subhedars’, and they prepared to depart.
They took the money that had been hidden away for some emergency.
Anyone who may have known the Mokhada road of fifty years ago will remember it. My mother-in-law had a
baby on her back, Tilak, a little bundle; they left in stately procession.
It is the hot weather. The ground is burning under foot, above the fierce sun beating down; a heart full of care,
pangs of hunger to be endured, and no water by the way! Their feet, unprotected, are pierced with thorns and
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stones; thick trees all around, and the terrifying, thought of wild beasts; a mountain to descend and another to
climb; on one side a deep pass, and by the way little hamlets of gypsies; the possibility of huge snakes coming out
of ant-hills, and the rustling of dry leaves. Along this dreadful road went my mother-in-law, treading the path
towards the threshold of death.
“Mother, shall I take the baby now? You must be tired.”
“No, child, I am bigger than you, and therefore stronger.”
Lightening each other’s burden with kindly words, they trudged on and on till somehow they reached
Mokhada. This village is on a little hill. My mother-in-law kept saying,
“If I can only see him happy once, that is reward enough.”
“He is all right. Don’t worry. Nothing has happened to him.”
“Ah, that it may be so, son! That is what I pray. God grant it. Beyond that I have nothing to ask.”
Life is a road in which we must all help each other and be helped. Wherever our path may lead, the way is hard
like this one.
The little party climbed the hill. The village was small, the address found with no loss of time. Arrived, they
found Wamanrao sitting by the door gossiping. When his wife saw him, her joy knew no bounds. All her fatigue
vanished in an instant.
Soon she was at work. She swept out the house, then began to descend the hill again with the children. She
wanted to bathe at the well.
“Well, mother! What did I say? There was nothing wrong with him!”
“May sugar sweeten your mouth! Your words were true. Now, behave as you promised, and all will be well.”
*
My mother-in-law had a large brass water-pot on her head. Tilak was carrying Mahadev on his hip when they
left the well.
“I shall take the pot.”
“No, no, it is too heavy for you.”
“Are you not tired, Mother?”
“Not very.”
The pot was on her head, the washing on her shoulder, and as she returned she was thinking,
“Now I must go and do the cooking.” Wamanrao was still sitting by the door.
“Would you lift down the water pot from my head?” As the words fell on his ears, like a tiger gnashing his
teeth, he assailed her.
“I am not your servant!” he cried.
He seized her by the throat and kicked her from behind. With an invocation to Ram she fell to the ground. Both
children were in a frenzy of terror at the sight, and began to weep. Tilak putting down his brother went close to
her and asked,
“Are you hurt?” With her hand she said, “No,” but her lips repeated,
“Ram, Ram!”
Tilak brought her dry clothes. She put them on somehow and went to bed.
Again Tilak thought of taking revenge on his father, but back into his mind came the promise he had made his
mother, and he held his peace.
The neighbors could not understand what had happened. Wamanrao remained sitting quietly outside the house.
From time to time he would go in and come out.
For eight days my mother-in-law never spoke a word, except “Ram,” nor ate nor drank anything except water.
On the eighth day, leaving her husband a widower and her children to the care of the world, she passed away,
breathing,
“Ram, Ram!” …
238.87 Excerpt from A Marathi Saga: The Story Of Sir Moropant And Lady Yashodabi Joshi\fn{by Yashodabi
Joshi (1868-1948)} Satara, Satara District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 13
1
I was born in 1868 at Satara, a small but ancient town on the eastern slopes of the Western Ghats in India, in a
high caste Chitpavan Brahmin family surnamed Abhyankar. From the documents available, it is certain our family
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lived in Satara since the time of my great-grandfather, that is, since the 18 th century. My great-grandfather was an
official at the court of the Bhonsle kings, who were the descendants of Shivaji and were, even then, the titular
heads of the Great Maratha Confederacy headed by the Peshwas in Purie.
We were a Hindu joint family and everyone lived under one roof. My great-grandfather was a big landowner
and had a large income from his lands. The family was rich. He had only one son, my grandfather, who managed
the family property and also had a thriving money-lending business. His wife, my grandmother, was the daughter
of the rich and well-regarded merchant, Jog, of the neighborring town of Dudhgaon.
I do not remember my grandfather at all as he died when I was just three or four years old. But I do have a
clear memory of what had happened. One day, my grandmother and several of our family members had returned
to Satara from their pilgrimage to far-off Banaras. My grandmother had her face completely covered and, for
many days, stayed alone in a darkened room. My grandfather had died during the journey back from Banaras.
Now my father, Raoji, and his brother had to manage the family’s affairs. Raoji was the youngest, and he had
long ago declared that by virtue of this fact managing the property was none of his business. So my grandfather
had got him a post as a personal assistant to one of his friends. But Raoji stayed there only eight years and retired
on a small pension. Many years later, when my mother died, he lived by himself, doing his cooking, refusing all
assistance, and spending his time in religious observances and meditation. I do not remember his ever having
shown me any affection or having even seen me for months on end.
My mother was entirely different. She was a delicately beautiful woman and was on very affectionate terms
with my aunt. They called each other “Tai” and “Mai”; my mother being “Mai”.
As we were a joint family, I never knew, for many years, which of them was my mother! Often as not, I would
sleep with Tai in her bed and was most upset when, one day, someone told me that she was not my mother. In my
family, there was no distinction between brothers, sisters and cousins, of which there were over a dozen.
Sometimes, when I woke up at night I would find Tai and Mai massaging my grandmother’s legs. I would then go
and catch hold of my aunt’s sari to make sure that she wouldn’t run away.
My aunt’s parents, the Kanheres, were residents of Satara itself. But my grandmother still ruled the family and
would allow my aunt to visit her parents only once or twice a year and even then only for a day at a time.
Whenever my aunt went to her parents, they would always invite my mother and treat her like their daughter.
At that time, my aunt had a son three years older than me. I always thought he was my brother and that
Kanhere was my grandfather because Kanhere would always make much of me as compared to the other children
of his own family. The Kanheres used to live in style, and I used to feel that we should also live that way. But my
grandmother would have none of that and nobody could move her from this stand.
Every morning the children would get their breakfast of soft-boiled rice with some pickles and papads. We
loved it. Tea was, of course, unknown. Our maid, Baija, would remove our plates and, when told to do so by Tai,
would take me to her house to play. I used to like that very much as there I could play to my heart’s content. Baija
would spread a blanket on the floor and would seat me on it and give me some toys to play with. Then would
come the delicious smell of bhakris (a roti made of millet) being cooked by Baija for her meal. I would ask for
one, but she would say,
“My dear Balutai, Brahmins must not eat anything cooked by the lower castes.”
She was a Kunbi by caste, a lower caste, but she took all the caste taboos as a matter of course and was never
the least bit worried. She would bring me some puffed rice and gram that I relished. But even at that age, I
wondered why there should be such restrictions of caste.
Ours was a double-storied house with an enclosed courtyard in front and a raised platform at the back With an
attached backyard. The men of the family would sleep either upstairs or on the cots in the front courtyard. The
women and children would sleep on the raised platform at the back following a system begun by my grandmother
after she was widowed.
None of us could dare encroach on the male preserve. In fact, for days on end we would not even see the men
except at meal times when everyone ate together. We, the women, were like parrots in a cage except that our cage
was a little bigger, consisting of the kitchen, the dining place, the prayer room, our back platform and the
backyard. Our second cage was our family Ganapati temple just outside our house, which we could visit. Of the
world beyond, we knew nothing, but we were happy.
Grandmother had a quick temper and a fierce temperament, and she had a face to match. Once she is said to
have kicked open and broken down the door of the palanquin that had been sent to carry her to her parent’s house
because the palanquin bearer didn’t open the door fast enough.
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Her behaviour towards us was no different. She would torment her two daughters-in-law to distraction. She
succeeded not only in making others unhappy, but also closed the doors to her happiness.
Yet this was the accepted pattern of behavior in those days: daughters-in-law were expected to be entirely
subservient to their mothers-in-law. My mother and aunt had no rest from dawn till late at night. The children
were terrified of Grandma, and when she shouted “Balay!” at me, it would make me shiver (though my name was
Gangu, I was called Baloo). In the end, Grandma went blind, but before that she witnessed the deaths of both her
daughters-in-law, my aunt after her twenty-first childbirth and my mother two years later. It was only when she
was blind that she remembered how these two had cared for her, because then nobody bothered about her.
She lived to be 99.
The life of the household women was hard. Conventionally, the women of well-to-do households were not
supposed to do menial work like cleaning utensils, washing clothes, and looking after infants. But upper-caste
Brahmins like us followed various taboos regarding who could be touched by whom at what time. For example,
while cooking, women could not touch or be touched by anyone who had not bathed and had not worn the ritual
clothes. The food too had to be served in this “pure” state known as sovala. Daughters-in-law, even when they
had reached 40 years and beyond, remained under the thumb of their mothers-in-law, who usually acted like
ringmasters in a circus. In our house, there were also plenty of infants and grown-ups to be looked after. The day
of the women began at 4 a.m. and ended late at night after the washing up.
In the family Ganapati temple, we housed several learned Brahmins and students learning the Vedas.
Grandmother personally took care of all their arrangements at her own expense. In the evenings, some of them
would come to our courtyard and recite verses from the Vedas. The sonorous recitation would create an ambience
of peace and well-being and had a most joyful effect on my mind. Even today, almost 70 years later, I can hear
those chants and they still give me peace of mind. After a recitation, we were served puffed rice and shredded
coconut with sugar.
I remember an incident that touched me and had a far-reaching effect on my later life. Every morning and
evening, a servant used to bring a cow to our backyard for milking. He would put food before her, tie her to a post
and drag away her calf. Then he would milk the cow. The poor calf would try hard to go to its mother, and the
cow would look at it piteously. Tears would flow from the cow’s eyes, or so I thought, and my eyes would fill. I
would think:
“How bad we are! If we drink the milk, what will the poor calf get?”
When I was married and had to be taken in a palanquin every day, as was customary, to spend the day at the
house of my husband’s uncle Gopaldas Joshi—who represented my post-marriage family in Satara—I would
think I was like that calf. I would cry, and my aunt would console me, but my grandmother would angrily say,
“You have to go to your in-laws.” I thought she was as cruel as the servant who dragged the calf away.
Gopaldas was eccentric and hot-tempered. I think it was in this household that my earnest desire to improve
the lot of women was born. I did eventually get the chance to do something about it though I had to endure
obstruction, lies and lack of sympathy. But of that, later.
*
It was 1874, and I was in my sixth year. Grandma had asked over some girls to play with me. Three or four
older ladies, whom I did not know, were also present, sitting with Grandma. Anyway, we were having a good
romp playing Phugdi, a game in which two girls grip hands and whirl around like whirligigs. This was an unheard
of treat; my grandmother had never allowed such frolics. Suddenly, someone came and whispered,
“There’s your mother-in-law watching you.”
Imagine my shock. I screamed and began crying. One of the unknown ladies was, in fact, my mother-in-lawto-be, and she had come to look me over. She had been told that I was rather deaf and lame. This little plot had
been put on to prove otherwise.
Ten days later, I was married. Of the wedding itself, I remember absolutely nothing. I came to know about it
much later from my mother and aunt.
Eight days earlier, my father’s brother-in-law, Madhav Joshi, had come with a proposal for me to Grandma and
was most insistent that it be accepted. Grandma, at first, declined, saying I was too young, but relented on the
condition that she would decide only if and when she saw the boy. The same evening, Madhav came to our
Ganapati temple with the boy. Grandma was highly influenced by the fair-colored, gray-eyed boy. Madhavrao
then asked the boy to write a small prayer to Ganapati in the Modi script.\fn{ The Modi script was used in this area before
the Devanagri script for several centuries. It is a longhand script which can be written without taking the pen off the paper. Most family
accounts, land records and correspondence were in Modi } The boy’s beautiful calligraphy impressed everyone. Grandma

1486

declared that this handsome boy was indeed fit for me and got our family priest to perform the engagement on the
spot by offering the ritual betel nut, betel leaf and coconut.
I do remember one incident of the marriage. Our family was entitled the honor of having the palanquins and
elephants of the Bhonsles at our ceremonies. So my husband and I were riding an elephant. The fireworks and
crackers accompanying the procession made our elephant sway more than usual, and I was frightened. But my
husband took up a banana from the platter of fruits with us, peeled it and gave it to me. I promptly forgot my
fright and my tears.
*
The Joshi family into which I was now married had originally come from the Konkan to serve Shivaji, to
whom they were court astrologers. They had built a large wada or mansion at Satara. The post was hereditary and
a large income had been assigned to the Joshis, together with the honor of having a palanquin and an abdagir.\fn
{An embroidered sunshade held over a potentate by his retainers } The family records regarding this go back to that time—
250 years ago. The almanac prepared for Shahu Maharaj (Shivaji’s grandson) is extant as are the account books of
that time.
Custom forbids the use of the husband’s name by the wife. But it is now 1940. Times have changed so I, for
one, will now refer to my husband as “Annasaheb”, the nickname used by his family and intimates.
Annasaheb’s great-grandfather Nanasaheb had built another great wada at Pune in about 1800. He had invited
many learned Brahmins from Banaras for the religious ceremonies and the yagna associated with the opening of
the wada. In spite of the presence of the Banaras pundits, the Joshis conducted all the religious ceremonies and
brought in some improvements. The Banaras pundits approved of the innovations. Since then, the Joshis have
always been innovators and came to be known as sudharaks, or reformers.
The family was the hereditary keeper of the agnihotra, or eternal flame. It was said that so long as any member
of the family remained generous and honest, the Fire God would always bless him. The family built the badami
haud (water tank) for public use in Pune. Today, though the name remains, a great vegetable market called the
Reay market stands on the site.\fn{ The Reay market was named after the British Governor of Bombay Presidency, Lord Reay. After
Independence, it was named after Mahatma Phule, the reformer }

Now to Annasaheb’s father. He had three brothers, the eldest of whom was Sadashivrao, Diwan (or Chief
Minister) to the Raja of the State of Mudhol. Being by now the eldest of the family, it was he who supported his
three younger brothers and saw to their education.
The next eldest, Gopalrao, had become a lawyer at Satara. Annasaheb’s father Vishvanathrao and the youngest
brother, Wamanrao, were still in college when some distant relative taunted Vishvanath about how he was living
off his eldest brother. The fiery Vishvanath immediately left the house and went to Ellichpur in the Nizam’s
dominion of Berar, where he took up a post as a teacher in the Education Department. He was a good
mathematician and had excellent command of the English language; his calligraphy was superb. So he quickly got
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promotions. Eventually, he became Assistant Headmaster of the high school of Amravati, the district headquarter
of Berar.
It was there that his family lived thereafter. Thus Amravati became Annasaheb’s hometown for the rest of his
life.
Vishvanath was also an accomplished chess player; his house was always full of friends who were chess
players. These included many of the Nizam’s Muslim civil officers and officers of his cavalry who were stationed
there. He never made any distinction regarding religion or caste. Once a Muslim officer presented him with an
expensive shawl, which he politely returned, saying that though he was a Brahmin, he was an alms-giving
Brahmin and not an alms-taking one. Once when a Muslim friend of his fell ill with typhoid, he took him to his
own house and nursed him personally throughout the illness. He was also an accomplished musician. His love for
music resulted in every visiting musician being entertained and given presents at his house. Interestingly, in those
days most musicians were Muslims.
All this made inroads into his finances, but his wife, my mother-in-law, was an expert housewife and always
managed to make ends meet and show a brave face to the public. It seems Annasaheb had absorbed his secularism
from infancy. Vishvanath had a striking personality—tall, fair, lean, and gray-eyed. He was a handsome man, but
the facial expression was always grave and sometimes fierce.
His wife was my mother-in-law. Her father belonged to the Agashe family from the Bhor state. He had a large
amount of land and also a money-lending business. Her grandfather had been a soldier all his life in the Peshwa
army and bore the scars of many wounds. Perhaps it was these genes that surfaced in Annasaheb later.
My mother-in-law was childless for a long time after her first daughter, who died soon after, was born. She
would pray to various deities for a child. One day, a wandering Brahmin came to her door and called to her:
“Mai.”
At first she was frightened, but came out to give him alms. The Brahmin refused the alms but gave her a
rudraksha.\fn{A seed said to have spiritual powers} He asked her to wear it in her mangalsutra and foretold that within
a year she would give birth to a boy who would be virtuous as well as favored by fortune.
And so it happened. Before the year was out a boy was born on Dussera Day.\fn{ Considered the most auspicious day
in the Hindu calendar} The family priest, blessing the child said:
“This boy will fill all ten directions with the fragrance of his personality.” He was named Moreshwar, one of
the names of God Ganesha. His nickname was “Anna”.
The boy was ever fortunate; he got mother’s milk till the age of four. Perhaps that is why his constitution
became strong. He grew up to be very intelligent and quick-witted. For a long time he could not pronounce the
rolling “r” and would immediately substitute the word that presented that difficulty with synonyms which did not
have that consonant.
His mother firmly believed her son had the benediction of the visiting Brahmin. Her belief was reinforced
when one day, just about dawn, she saw her little son lying asleep in the sun, shaded by the hood of a great cobra.
She was terrified and could only think of reciting the names of Ram. Soon the snake glided away. A great many
people now gathered and said this was a sign from Heaven and she should give money in charity. A learned
Brahmin was called. He interpreted the sign to mean that the boy would either achieve royalty or would become a
great yogi.
*
I was only six years old at my wedding and I was not to be sent to live with my husband’s family in faraway
Amravati in Berar until I was ten years old. But custom decreed that I had to spend every day with my in-laws’
family. Since my husband’s uncle, Gopalrao Joshi, was resident in Satara itself, I went every day in a palanquin
and returned to my home every night. My husband and his parents had gone back to Amravati soon after the
wedding.
Gopalrao’s nature was such that everyone in the household was terrified of him. No one knew when or how his
temper would explode. His wife, my surrogate mother-in-law, was always hard put to keep her husband in a good
mood. He had extraordinary ideas about his food and meals. If ever he saw a stone or hair in his rice he would fly
into a rage and shout at his wife in the most intemperate language. At such times I would literally shiver.
Once I became the target of his tantrum. He always insisted on having, at his meals, water freshly drawn from
the well. One day I realized that my mother-in-law had forgotten this. So I went to the well and was just drawing
some water when Gopalrao saw me at it. He flew into a rage and shouted,
“I had told you not to go near the well. If you do it again, I shall hammer you to bits!”
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When he was out at work, the daughters-in-law would play Songtya\fn{A form of Ludo} and sing devotional
songs on the swing. One day Laxmibai had also joined us. I had never seen her so happy before because Gopalrao
was not expected till the evening. We were so engrossed that we never heard the knocking on the front door. The
next moment the back door had been broken down and Gopalrao came through it like a raging demon. All the
girls ran away, leaving Laxmibai in his clutches.
That night he beat and kicked Laxmibai for a long time and for the next three or four days she was dejected
and walked with a limp. In spite of her injuries, she went about her household business without demur.
Such were the times and their customs.
Once there was a ceremony in the house and several Brahmins had been invited to a meal. Laxmibai was
serving and had worn a large nath,\fn{Nose ring} which was mandatory at ceremonies. The ornament set off her
considerable natural beauty.
One of the Brahmins happened to look at her for a slightly long time. This so incensed Gopalrao that he
jumped up from his seat and slapped Laxmibai hard, saying,
“Aren’t you ashamed of yourself?”
God alone knows the feelings of Laxmibai and the assembled Brahmins. But what could she do? Women then
had to go through life submitting and pandering to the whims and moods of their men.
As Gopalrao’s was a joint family, there were many daughters-in-law and we all had to help Laxmibai. We used
to have two meals a day and nothing in between. Our meals were always taken after the elders had finished theirs.
I had been used to soft-boiled rice in my house, but here it was as if all soft rice had gone from my life.
But in spite of all this, Gopalrao favored me. His law practice had increased after my wedding, and he took it
as a sign that I had brought good luck to the family. It was he who gave me the marital name of “Yashoda”, or
Giver of Success.
2
After four years of this kind of life, I became ten years old and, at last, I was sent to my husband’s home at
Amravati.
Here, Vishvanathrao, my father-in-law, was the Assistant Head Master of the High School; the Head Master
was Vishnu Mahajani (later Rao Bahadur). Mr. Mahajani was fond of Annasaheb and this affection lasted all his
life. It was from this school that Annasaheb passed his matriculation in the First Class and received many prizes. .
Our Amravati rented house was in the walled city. It was very large, because besides the family members,
Vishvanathrao had housed seven or eight students. He held that giving free education was the bounden duty of a
Brahmin.
It was now that I really started my life with my husband, that is, in the same house. Of course, according to the
current custom, we hardly saw each other and that too only at meal times. Talking to him was considered the
height of insolence. Till I was 14 years old, Annasaheb spoke to me only once. And thereby hangs a tale.
I used to walk very fast. My mother-in-law had made me heavy silver ankle ornaments, as was the custom for
new brides, who wore them till they were 16 years old, together with bangles, earrings, nose rings and a gold
necklace. These had to be worn night and day. The jewelry used to make a loud jangle-jangle when I walked.
Annasaheb spoke to me on the point.
“How fast you walk!” he exclaimed. “Women should walk softly.”
I got frightened and learnt to walk without making a sound—but still I walked fast!
Of all the eight students in our house, I did not know, at first, who was my husband. I had quite forgotten what
he looked like. But my mother-in-law was clever and understood my dilemma. As soon as I came into the house,
she told one of the students,
“Go and call Annasaheb here.” When he came she made him stand next to me and said,
“Let me see how the husband and wife pair looks.” Now I knew who he was.
At that time, I used to notice that Annasaheb looked rather dejected. It was many years later that I came to
know that it was because his father used to treat his mother with utmost harshness. He had also decided that, if he
failed in his Matric examination, he would leave the house forever and continue his education on his own, thus
freeing his mother from this persecution. It was his mother’s suffering that generated in him the desire to improve
the lot of Indian women.
My mother-in-law was an accomplished planner. She used to say,
“Though Annasaheb is my only child, I never took him aside to give him something that I did not give to the
other seven students.”
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I think that is how Annasaheb’s nature became democratic. Vishvanathrao’s strict orders were that the students
were not to be made to do any household errands such as drawing water from the well, going to the market and so
on. But the boys used to do the work on their own anyway. However, Annasaheb could never shop: he just did not
know how to bargain for the prices.
Vishvanathrao would allow any number of women to be invited to the house, but his own women were never
allowed out. So till I was 14, I never saw the outside of the house. He had other eccentricities. Every day, he
required seven different pickles with his meals. When he drank water it had to be steadily poured into a saucer
from which he drank; the pouring had to be such that the saucer never overflowed and had to be empty when the
great man finished drinking.
It was difficult to keep him pleased yet my mother-in-law managed it. I used to pity her and tried my best to
help her out. In spite of her own temper, which was no better than her husband’s, she taught me many household
things. She looked after me like a daughter and was always kind to me, denying me nothing in reason.
After I had been in Amravati for a year, my father-in-law bought a large house that had three inner courtyards.
He believed that it was my luck that had enabled him to secure such a good bargain. The women had one
courtyard or square in this mansion, the men another in the upper floor. The previous owner had been a rich
moneylender, but when he died his two wives had to sell up.
It was said there was treasure buried in the house. All that was found was one heavy 24-carat bangle. It was
taken to the widows who, at first, refused to accept it saying they had sold the house with everything in it, but
were persuaded to take it later.
*
The next four years went by. I did not see much of Annasaheb because by now he had gone to the Deccan
College in Pune and, later, to Bombay to the Elphinstone College. In the meanwhile, my routine was set: get up
before dawn, bathe, sprinkle water on the courtyards, prepare the items needed for worship for my in-laws, check
the clothes washed by the maids, put on my own sovala clothes and again rinse the washed clothes, wring them
out and put them out to dry. If the maids had failed to come, I would do the washing. Then I would cut the
vegetables and make the small appetizers for the morning meal. The boys and father-in-law would have their
meal; only then did the women have their meal. When the men returned in the evening they would have milk (no
tea in those days). The evening meal was between 7:30 and 8:30 p.m., followed by washing up and, at last bed, at
about 10:30 in the night.
Around this time, a half-happy, half-disappointing event occurred—a wedding at the town of my mother-inlaw’s parents, Chikhalgaon, which is near Satara. We were all to go and I was in seventh heaven knowing that at
Chikhalgaon I would meet my own people. This was a new experience because when I had first come to Amravati
I had been asleep on the train.\fn{ The railway went from Bombay to Pune and on to the South, missing Wai and Chikhalgaon,
which had to be approached by road from an intermediate station such as Wathar } Even Satara was not connected directly. To go
to Wai and Mahabaleshwar one had to take a horse carriage from Wathar. At Pune we transferred to a bullock cart
to take us to Wai, which is on the way to Chikhalgaon. All the way I would scrutinize every vehicle coming the
other way hoping to see my people from Satara.
Suddenly, I thought I heard familiar voices from an approaching bullock cart. As it came abreast, I saw uncle
Bapu. I called out loudly to him, “I am Akka, Bapu; stop your vehicle!” and leapt out of our vehicle and ran to
him. Bapu came and asked my father-in-law to stop for a while. But he demurred, saying,
“We have no time, let her meet everyone for a little while and join us later.”
And off they went. I met my aunt, Tai, and some others. They had been to another wedding and were on their
way home to Satara. I hugged Tai tight and wept copious tears. What happiness! Just then Bapu said,
“Your carts are getting too far, you had better join them quickly.” I said,
“I have not seen my mother Mai so please take me to Satara soon.” He wiped his eyes and said,
“Sure, we will take you there soon.”
He gave me a man and I ran all the way to our own cart which had gone fairly far. I was afraid that I would be
scolded, but they did not do so perhaps due to my tear-streaked face. I relate this incident only to let today’s girls
know of our state in those days.
When we got to Chikhalgaon, I met many girls of my age, married and unmarried. For four years I had not had
such company so I enjoyed my stay with them, going down to the river to do the washing and chatting to women
of other castes freely. I loved it all until I “came of age”.
This was an event requiring ceremonies. The Agashes made all due preparations with enthusiasm and sent
invitations to my people in Satara. My uncle Bapu, with four or five others, came with the customary rich
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presents. But, alas, my hot-tempered father-in-law picked a quarrel with them, refused all presents and sent them
packing.
I was desolate. I was not even allowed to go to Satara to meet my people. So we returned to Amravati, but this
time with Annasaheb.
A while after this contretemps, Annasaheb passed his B.A. He was attracted to a military life, but in those days
there was no opening in the army for educated Indians. His uncle prevailed upon him to take up law as a
profession, and it was decided that he should study for the L.L.B at Bombay.
It was then that our life together really began. Annasaheb rented a small house, Gol Bungalow, in Byculla. My
mother-in-law came over to Bombay and stayed for six weeks and set up our house. She also left behind an old
woman servant from Amravati to cook for us and to be company for me.
This was in 1881. I was then all of 17 years old.
After that, Annasaheb never took any help or money from his father. He took a post in a Christian missionary
school and financed our stay and his fees for the L.L.B.
The stay in Bombay was important in many ways. It was here, in this cosmopolitan city and in this period, that
we came to know many learned and important people. Among them were V. N. Mandlik, the famous lawyer, Dr.
Bhalchandra Bhatavdekar and Dr. Kane, who were all friends of Annasaheb’s father. They treated us like family.
Also, my grandfather Kanhere’s friend, Morarji Gokuldas, also became a friend. The relationship was kept up by
his son Dharamsi Morarji. Nine years later, when we started to go regularly in summer to the hill resort of
Mahabaleshwar, we were again to renew our friendships with these persons.
In Bombay, Annasaheb’s friend from his Deccan College days, Khanderao (Dadasaheb) Chitnis, came to stay
with us. Chitnis was also to study law in Bombay. He belonged to the Prabhu caste. I mention his caste only to
illustrate how Annasaheb, right from the beginning, had refused to give credence to the caste system. This
particular friendship was to last throughout his life and into the next generation.
Chitnis was a descendant of the famous Khando Ballal Chitnis of the time of the Peshwas. He had won the
Shankarshet Sanskrit scholarship for Sanskrit at his matriculation. But the basis of the friendship with Annasaheb
was the community of intellectual capacity and shared moral values.
Other persons whom we came to know well were Hari Sitaram Dixit, who later became a leading scholar;
Chintaman Vinayak Vardey, who later became a well-known writer; P. J. Padshah, a future director of the Tatas;
and Daji Abaji Khare, a well-known lawyer. Annasaheb was always happy to invite these people and other
intellectuals of Bombay to our house and to encourage intelligent students. Our house was usually full with
people who were always welcome.
The discussions ranged over many subjects and as our home was small and as I hardly ever went out, I came to
be interested in and to understand these discussions. It was indeed my first glorious view of the outside world and
what went on in it.
In itself, this was a remarkable thing in that age for a woman. More so since I was still completely illiterate.
Here, I felt the strong desire to be educated and knowledgeable. But, so far, my mother-in-law had never asked
me to learn to read and write. So strong was the fear, that I did not dare tell even Annasaheb, with all his
freethinking, of my longing till I was 18.
In Bombay, I had all the responsibilities of running the house and looking after the guests. The cooking skills
imparted to me by my mother-in-law stood me in good stead. I also learnt sewing and darned the clothes of
Annasaheb and the guests.
The dress of the men at this time was a turban, long shirt and dhoti with the Pune-type curved front slippers.
But sometimes Annasaheb wore socks and shoes. Some students used to dispense with the shirt and wrap a long
length of cloth to cover the upper body. Annasaheb had decided right from the start to never wear expensive
clothing, a resolve he kept throughout his life. But, much later, when he had to go to England he did get expensive
Western-style suits made. Apparently, an English professor had told him that in England, a man’s worth was
judged by his clothes.
Annasaheb wore these clothes only in England. Later, he gave up the dhoti (though he would weal it at home
to please his mother) and took to wearing the tight pajamas worn by the Sardars in Maharashtra.
Annasaheb had no fastidious food quirks as his father had; all he wanted was orderliness in the house. Our life
in Bombay was happy and comfortable.
While yet in the Deccan College, Annasaheb had taken pains to look up his father’s relatives and friends. I
came to know of his work in the Deccan College through them. There, one of his essays had come to the notice of
his professor, Mr. Barett. The professor had consistently encouraged Annasaheb to broaden his knowledge by
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lending him many of his books. The books bequeathed to him the idea of nationhood for India. He was also an
avid Sanskrit scholar and, as was the custom of those days, had committed to memory many of the Sanskrit
classics.
*
Our Bombay stay came to an end in 1883. Annasaheb passed his L.L.B. with honors and prizes. I was
extremely happy, but my joy was tempered by the knowledge that soon I would have to go back to the restrictive
atmosphere of my in-laws’ house. I resolved to face everything with courage. How this resolve was tested, I shall
narrate later.
Respecting the wishes of his father, Annasaheb decided to start his law practice in Amravati. But Amravati was
in the Central Provinces and his degree was from Bombay. He would get his sanad\fn{Permit to practice} for the
Central Provinces after a delay of one-and-a-half years. He thought of going to England to become a barrister, but
the idea was given up on the advice of Mr. Mandlik, who told Annasaheb that they could teach him nothing new.
So he started his practice at Bhusaval, which was in Bombay Presidency, but 200 miles from Amravati.
He obtained a sanad immediately. He would come to Amravati on weekends, which was rather tiring. But as
soon as he got his Central Provinces sanad he started his practice in Amravati. Immediately, he began to get quite
a large amount of work.
The leading lawyers in Amravati, at the time, were P. Jog, G. Alashi, D.V. Digambar—all of the older
generation—and R.N. Mudholkar of Annasaheb’s generation. Dadasaheb Khaparde started his practice three years
after Annasaheb started his.
Annasaheb spent his first earnings buying pearls for his mother, for which he went to Bombay. His mother was
very pleased.
But in the meanwhile, his father had become increasingly eccentric. He retired from his job earlier than his age
required. He went up to the Englishman who was the Inspector of Schools, told him that he considered service to
be as bad as slavery and asked to be pensioned off. The Englishman was a fair man and released him on a
pension. Father-in-law was in the house all the time and the women of the house bore the full brunt of his
eccentricities and had a bad time catering to his moods and whims.
Around that time, my periods became increasingly painful. To aggravate the situation was the custom that
disallowed woman from entering the kitchen or from touching anyone during menstruation. My mother-in-law,
already under pressure, would think I was exaggerating my pain. But I still managed to do whatever work was
allowed, including picking out stones from the rice and wheat stock of more than a month.
My mother-in-law was very concerned that even at the advanced age of 18(!), I had not yet given birth to a
child. She started telling women visitors that it was my fault and that her son should marry again. I was very sad
and, one night, I spoke to my husband about it. He assured me that he would never take a second wife and went
off to consult the family doctor, Dr. Jog, who started me on some medicine.
As luck would have it, I soon became pregnant. My pregnancy was troublesome, and I was sick all the time.
But my mother-in-law softened and looked after me well. I thought that my bad times had, at last, come to an end.
Annasaheb’s practice kept on increasing and he had to employ a court clerk, Ganpat Dev, and a runner for his
court work
About this time, a large cobra started visiting our house regularly. This frightened everyone. My father-in-law
went through a form of worship, fed milk to the cobra and promised that my child would be named after the snake
if it would go away. By luck or coincidence, the snake was never seen after that day. Later, the promise was
fulfilled when my daughter was born. She was named Nagu.
Annasaheb had now started to teach me to read and write—at the age of 18. He regularly spent time coaching
me in spite of his growing practice, the time he kept for his parents and his increasing involvement in various
social and nationalistic movements. The All India National Congress had started in 1885 and there was much
curiosity about its work. With my Bombay background and my newly found literacy, I became increasingly
interested in these affairs and felt that I too should participate. In our talks, Annasaheb had told me that he had
decided that instead of waiting for public opinion to become interested and educated, whatever work was possible
in the existing situation must be done.
We decided that I should work for the uplift of women and he should work for national and social reform. He
was to guide me on how I was to set about my task.
Every day at dinner, we used to have guests who would discuss various social and political problems. My
intellectual horizon widened. Annasaheb always wished to act first and then talk. We decided our children would
be given the best of education and instruction in moral behavior.
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When my first child was a daughter, Annasaheb vowed that he would educate her and not marry her off as a
child. He was true to his word. Our daughter became one of the first women doctors in India and later a great
social reformer.
3
It was customary for a woman having her first child to be sent to her parents’ home in the seventh month of
pregnancy. So, at last, I returned to my home at Satara. I was escorted there by one Mr. Ranade, who was a
second-generation clerk of the Satara family. He was entertained in style at Amravati by my father-in-law for
seven days before he took me back to Satara.
I had left my home at Satara at the age of ten. I now returned to it at the age of 18—as it happened for the last
time. I was overjoyed to be back.
But there had been many changes in Satara during my eight-year absence. My uncle Bapu had begun liaisons.
with a courtesan and was steadily selling off the family property or mortgaging it. He took no interest in looking
after his farms and lands or collecting rent. My father, as already mentioned, had long detached himself from
family and worldly affairs and was no help.
The shortage of money was being felt. Worse, my mother Mai, had been getting low fever for the last four
years. Yet, my mother Mai and my aunt Tai spared no effort to make me happy and comfortable. Many relatives
invited me to ceremonial meals at which the Satara women thronged to see me.
But no concession was made in the matter of custom and modest behavior. Once, when I was more than eight
months gone, I was bending to draw water from one of the tanks. The custom was to tuck up the free end of the
sari into the waistband. I had not done so, with the result that the loose end fell off and my back became bare.
Just then Mai came up and gave a resounding slap on my bare back. She was outraged and reprimanded me.
“What is this unseemly behavior?” she cried.
I was not angry at all, but happy that it was my mother and no one else who had seen such “outrageous”
behavior.
During my stay at Satara I was able to closely study and understand the life of women, about whom
Annasaheb had given me a new and original viewpoint. I would gently air ideas with my relatives and try to get
their reactions. I saw that, by and large, they felt their lives were full of suffering and deprivation but also that
there was no way out. Brought up on the lives of Sita and Savitri, the great Pativratas\fn{Women who exist for their
husbands only} they yet felt the need for freedom from such a restrictive life. No one ever thought of becoming
literate or considered that they could better their lives by doing so. All that they would do would be to whisper
amongst themselves,
“Let us not be born again as women.”
*
The plight of widows was unspeakable. They would any day have preferred death to the existence forced upon
them. Child widows of six and seven years of age would have their heads shaved and were made to wear a single
garment, a white sari. They were not to be seen by anyone.
There is no support for this practice in the Vedas, but it seems that someone had forcibly inserted the injunction
into some obscure religious tome that if the widows did not behave thus their departed husbands would be thrown
into hell! I also knew that there was no mention of such a practice in the Ramayana and Mahabharata and had
even enquired about the matter with a learned Shastri. He told me this custom had come into being only after the
advent of Buddhism, the Sangha\fn{Or Order} admitting nuns who shaved their heads and wore single garments.
Also, he told me that the practice existed only among the Brahmins and no other caste had it.
Whatever it was, the custom was barbarous and the unfortunate widows had to suffer. They had no recourse
and accepted their fate as unchangeable. They lived in the joint family at a level little better than that of slaves. It
is strange how custom can make so many lives unhappy.
There was a good side also. The women had full faith in God and strove to keep the family, in most cases a
joint family, running smoothly. I realized that besides striving to better one’s conditions, full faith in the Almighty
is indispensable.
*
My first daughter was born at Satara on 1 February 1887. In those days the childbed system was rather strange.
The dark room, the brazier set under the string bed to give fomentation to the mother, laddoos of various types
said to have medicinal properties, Khus Khus, condensed milk and lots of ghee. The result was that the mother
would rise from the childbed several pounds plumper. She also had a minimum of 40 days of rest.
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Nowadays, they get up wan and thin after ten days and want to go off to cinemas and theatres immediately.
This undue haste does no good to health.
Six weeks after my delivery, my mother-in-law came to Satar to take me back to Amravati. This was to be my
last and only stay with my people and that, too, for such a short time. I did not know when and if I would be able
to come back again. This made me sad.
As was the custom, my mother-in-law had brought with her clothes and jewelry for her new granddaughter.
Annasaheb put on the baby the bonnet he had himself worn as an infant and which had been a gift from his
mother’s family. He also told me the bonnet should be put on every child born to us. He also preserved the skirt
and choli that I had worn at our marriage. I still have it with me. My people gave the baby gold earrings, silver
anklets and a gold necklace. To me and my mother-in-law they gave saris and choli pieces. Surprisingly, my uncle
also gave—and my mother-in-law accepted—the silver vessels and other gifts my father-in-law had angrily
refused and returned at Chikhalgaon so many years before. For a long time afterwards, my mother-in-law would
tell me,
“Since your people have given us so many silver vessels, silver has been increasing in our household. These
gifted vessels have been a good omen; never let them go out of your possession.”
We then left Satara for Pune, where we stayed for two months and then returned to Amravati.
At Satara, on the twelfth day, my daughter was named Sita. But then came a letter from my father-in-law
reminding me of the solemn promise he had made at the time of the cobra episode. He instructed us to change the
name to Nagu (nag being the Sanskrit term for cobra). The girl was nicknamed Tai, and it stuck.
From the beginning my mother-in-law used to make much of the baby. She would give her a bath and an oil
massage and the baby would sleep with her at night. I was relieved of much trouble. Even my father-in-law, who
did not like children, used to take her and sit with her for long periods. Tai was a good looking baby, spoilt a lot
and held by everyone till she was a good two years old. She did not start to walk till that time. My mother-in-law
thought nothing was too good for Tai and, for her weaning ceremony, she made her a silver plate, glass, lota and
five spoons as well as three wooden platforms with silver flowers. These were used everyday for Tai to eat in
great state. We all started eating from silver plates and vessels routinely, not making any distinction based on the
status of the guests.
Though Annasaheb thought nothing of pomp and show of any kind, he allowed his mother to have her own
way as he always did. After my mother-in-law’s death I carried on this custom. This was not generally followed,
so people used to criticize us for it though all our family members including the children had been trained to show
no surprise at other customs at other people’s houses.
About this time, our friend Madhavrao (Dadasaheb) Chitnis came to Amravati to practise law as Annasaheb’s
junior. He and his wife Yamutai came to live in our house and, when Tai was ten months old, a baby girl was born
to them. She was named Maina; we called her Mai. Thereafter Tai and Mai grew up as sisters.
*
I must repeat here that the Chitnises were not Brahmins but belonged to the Prabhu caste. Brahmins were not
supposed to associate with other castes as regards food. Annasaheb had never had any kind of caste
consciousness, but I was pleasantly surprised to see my orthodox mother-in-law accept the Chitnises without
reservation. Yamutai was an intelligent and accomplished lady, and I was glad of her company.
In his spare time, Dadasaheb used to read to us from reformist papers like Kesari, Kal and Sudharak. It was
because of these that we became aware of how necessary it was to reform our social system. Dadasaheb would
also read to us verses written by holy men and explain them. Sometimes Annasaheb would be present and there
would take place discussions on the existence of God. It was interesting because Dadasaheb was a follower of the
tenets of faith, whereas Annasaheb was an intellectual and pragmatist. In fact, had it not been for Dadasaheb I
would have become an atheist.
Another person who came to stay with us was Balwantrao Landge, the son of a famous eccentric lawyer of
Amravati. His father was a friend of my father-in-law. He and Mr. Mundle practiced for a short time in Amravati,
but later moved to Yeotmal where their practices flourished greatly. I mention these people because later they also
co-operated with Annasaheb in his reformist work.
Tai was now 14 months old. She was not comfortable in the excessive heat of the Amravati summer. So in
1888 we were taken to Mahabaleshwar, a hill station, by my in-laws. Annasaheb followed a month later, in May.
From then, this summer exodus to Mahabaleshwar became routine.\fn{ The British started the system of “hill stations” to
avoid the great heat of summer in the plains. They created these places on plateaus or on rolling terrains at higher altitudes in the
mountains. These altitudes ranged from 3,500 ft above sea level (e.g., Mahabaleshwar, Pachmarhi) to 7,000-8,000 ft (Ootacamand,

1494

Darjeeling). Mahabaleshwar was also the summer seat of the government of Bombay and the Governor would spend the summer here. An
official government house was built for this purpose}
For the journey, Annasaheb had insisted that we must all travel Second Class.\fn{ There were four classes in those
days: First Class and Second Class had sleeping berths arranged in compartments of two and four berths, each having its own lavatory and
washing place. There was also an Inter Class which had sleeping berths distributed in the entire bogey without any partitions. Then there
was the Third Class that just had a seating arrangement on wooden benches placed lengthwise. This class was most uncomfortable } Even

rich people who could afford otherwise used to make their family members travel Third Class. The head of the
family lorded it in the Second Class.
At that time, the First Class was meant only for the Europeans, and we often experienced the truth of this fact.
If Second Class was not available we used to make First Class reservations, and if there were Europeans also in
the compartment, they used to try to get us out and we used to assert our rights though it led to much acrimony—
especially as the station masters and railway officials were frightened of the Europeans. Twice Annasaheb had to
threaten to take legal action against the Europeans before we could get our seats. The conditions in the Third
Class were very bad, and Annasaheb made many efforts to get them bettered. But the British Administration cared
little about it and did nothing then and has not till today.\fn{I.e., before Independence}
In June, we came down from Mahabaleshwar to Pune. There were many illustrious personalities in the
Bombay-Pune area. Annasaheb already knew them, but now I got the chance of meeting and talking to their
women. Among these were Justice Ranade, Dr. R.G. Bhandarkar, Dr. B.K. Bhatavdekar, V.M. Bhide, Daji Abaji
Khare and Rambhau Joglekar. Family friendships developed with all of them and through them we shared
experiences that helped our later social work greatly.
Because of these annual visits to Mahabaleshwar and Pune, we came into contact with many personalities and
the movements and institutions they had started in Pune and Bombay. Annasaheb took great interest in these
social and political movements and supported them. The most notable of these were the institutions for women
and orphaned girl started by Dhondo Keshav Karve.
We developed a strong friendship with the Karve family. Annasaheb also took great interest in the Deccan
Education Society. He gave substantial financial support to this institution, and it was extraordinary how money
used to come in when it was required for these purposes.
But his greatest respect was for Mr. Justice Ranade and he would tell us many anecdotes about him: how he
could always pick out the good out of a mixture of good and bad; how when one day a youth came to him saying
that he wanted to set fire to everything, he told him to go ahead and set fire to the many rubbish heaps lying about
the city.
Once, a house near ours caught fire. My father-in-law and Annasaheb were among the first to rush to the
rescue. Annasaheb went into the burning house and brought out a woman, who then said that her newborn was
still inside on an upper floor. Annasaheb entered the house again and climbing the stairs brought out the child just
as the staircase collapsed moments later.
One of my father-in-law’s boyhood friends, Vishnu Sadashiv Paranjpe, had come to Pune in search of
employment. After much discussion, it was decided that Paranjpe should start a business of seeds and fruit plants.
There was a place in Pune called “Bhulai Khan” which had a well and ground water, and it was to be bought for
three thousand rupees. Father-in-law was against moneylending, but had already given his word to Paranjpe. So
he said to us,
“Can you two (myself and my mother-in-law) pawn your jewelry?”
We immediately agreed. The money was raised and lent to Paranjpe, who prospered and returned the sum in
two or three years. According to the custom of those times, he recognized me as his daughter and, thereafter, we
always stayed with him and his family whenever we were in Pune. Today, Vishnu Sadashiv & Co. is the leading
seed and plant merchant in Pune.
Among the many women in Pune, we came into contact with Pandita Ramabai. An extraordinary lady, she was
a crusader for women’s education and emancipation. But she got it into her mind that her work would be helped if
she became a Christian.
And she did. Her enthusiasm for her new faith prompted her to approach Annasaheb and try to persuade him to
become a Christian. At that time, it had become common for frustrated intellectual reformers to convert to
Christianity to further their work as well as to be freed from the bonds of Hindu orthodoxy. She took Annasaheb
aside and told him in confidence,
“Yesterday, Jesus Christ appeared to me and commanded me to come and convert you to Christianity.”
Annasaheb replied,
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“Very good, but please ask Jesus Christ to say so to Annasaheb, and he will immediately become a Christian.”
So the matter ended there. One of Annasaheb’s college friends, Mr. Kane, who was religious minded, became a
Christian; Annasaheb continued. his friendship with him as before.
*
In the political field, Annasaheb treated all political views in the same way. He was friendly with Tilak and
Gokhale. He greatly respected Dadabhai Naoroji and would go to meet him in Bombay as if he were a great sage.
I would also go with him. Of all political views, he considered Dadabhai Naoroji’s the most practical and best.
All kinds of political personalities would come to visit us and discuss their views and try to persuade
Annasaheb to join them. Of these many were extremists. Often I did not know who they were. Dadasaheb Chitnis
told me,
“Even with these, Annasaheb argues and persuades them to turn their energies into some solid social work.”
Many people labeled Annasaheb as a moderate in spite of the fact that many of his public speeches were so
outspoken that even his detractors had not dared speak so openly. His motto was:
“Let people come who want to do good work, we shall help them.”
About this time, the Indian National Congress resolved to send a delegation to England to put before the
British government the complaints of the Indians. Annasaheb was selected as one of the delegates. The leader was
Surendranath Banerjee from Bengal and another member was Mr. Mudholkar from Amravati. Though Annasaheb
was suffering from a bad stomach ailment, I did not oppose the idea in any way. Nor did his parents in spite of the
strong orthodox Brahmin opposition to all kinds of foreign travel.
There was also the question of money. No one was going to fund the expedition. Moreover, it was necessary to
make arrangements for household expenses back at home for at least seven or eight months and to take care of
expenses in England. But we did not have that much money.
Fortunately, a friend suggested that Annasaheb should approach the Maharaja of Baroda because he was
known to give scholarships for people going to England. He could then not only do the Congress work, but also
come back with a Barristership. Annasaheb did ask the Maharaja, who refused flatly.
Fifteen years later, when Annasaheb was a famous lawyer and political personality, he met the Maharaja again
at Mahabaleshwar. The Maharaja had come to admire his character and intellect and asked him to become his
chief minister. Annasaheb replied,
“I am gratified by this offer, but I am my own man and I could never accept service of anyone.” He also
reminded him of 15 years ago, whereupon the Maharaja exclaimed,
“What a mistake I have made? I have indeed lost a jewel. But forget the past and let us now start as friends.”
He was as good as his word; their friendship continued till the Maharaja’s death and was kept up thereafter by
his Maharani.
As luck would have it, when there was hardly a month left for the departure to England, important legal work
came to Annasaheb. Even though the work was to start a year later, the clients insisted in retaining him and
persuaded him to accept huge retaining fees. Thus the money problem was solved by fate.
Annasaheb left for England by ship on 25 April 1890. He could stay in England for only four months because
his stomach ailment worsened and he had to return to India, but most of the work there was accomplished.
*
While Annasaheb was away, I was sent away to my people at Satara as I was pregnant again. Part of the
journey had to be done by bullock cart and perhaps due to those jolts, I gave birth prematurely at only eight
months. He was a fine boy but as fate would have it, because of the custom of giving opium to a newborn, the
child died on the third day. It caused me great sorrow, which I cannot describe and which is with me till today.
A fortnight later my mother-in-law came to take me away to Amravati as Annasaheb was expected back from
England. She herself went to Bombay to receive him and worshipped the sea when the ship arrived, much to the
astonishment and amusement of the other passengers.
Though his disappointment was great, Annasaheb never showed it. He began again his social and political
work at Amravati and meetings with his associates. Among these were Dadasaheb Chitnis, Madhavrao Damle,
Advocates Angal and Kale and Bhausaheb Mundle. Mudholkar and Dadasaheb Khaparde also attended. Khaparde
was considered to be a radical and a follower of Tilak’s ideas, while Annasaheb and Mudholkar were considered
moderates because they subscribed to the ideas of Gokhale. During political discussions, these two groups
provided lively exchanges. But their views did not come in the way of their affectionate relations with each other
and social exchanges between our families went on without rancor.
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Khaparde’s wife Laxmibai used to call me sister and, extraordinarily, would not separate us from the others at
meals though we had refused to undergo the laid down “purification” ceremonies for having dared to go overseas.
This was indeed a token of their affection. Khaparde’s son Babasaheb would also call my daughter sister. The
Mudholkars also were and remained family friends in spite of canards that he and Annasaheb were rivals in the
profession and also in politics.
Mudholkar was quick tempered and often offended people. At such times Annasaheb would intervene and
persuade the offended person to look at the virtues of the man and make use of them!
Annasaheb continued to steadfastly refuse the purification ceremony (called the Prayaschitta, or atonement)
because it was against his principles. He was almost ostracized by the Brahmins. Mudholkar, however, was more
pragmatic and went through the rituals without any qualms.
After his return from England, Annasaheb introduced even more order in his private life. He would get up at 5
in the morning, do his exercises, go for a walk and then start his work. He never worked later than 9 p.m., so he
always had time later to sit and talk to his family, especially his mother. Because of this set timetable, we were
never put to trouble in our household work and everyone would go to bed by 10 at night.
But Annasaheb's stomach trouble would not go away. He consulted many doctors and vaidyas without relief.
So he started reading books to find a suitable diet, which he did, but not until two years had elapsed did his health
improve—not before an amusing occurrence. One day, in my new urge for tidy living, I was cleaning out
cupboards and pulled out a drawer arid was shocked to see an egg lying there.
Eggs and meat are anathema to Brahmins so I threw the eggs away and immediately had a ritual bath. I said
nothing about it to my mother-in-law, but asked Annasaheb about it when he came home. He calmly told me that
he had begun eating eggs for his health. What is more he had even eaten meat in England. He explained it all in
such a nice way that I was convinced. I even quietly started taking lessons from Yamutai Chitnis in nonvegetarian cooking!
Pinpricks continued for not having done the Prayaschitta. Annasaheb steadfastly refused to do anything
against his conscience and principles. Mudholkar often pleaded with him, but to no avail. Brahmins stopped
coming to our house for performing rituals.
But my father-in-law was supportive. He brought in a Brahmin student from Wai and taught him all the rituals,
saying,
“I am capable of doing all this, too. 1 do not care if outside Brahmins do not come to do it.”
For many years afterwards, we were to suffer indignities on this point. But there was no wavering in our stand.
262.59 1. Mine Enemy 2. In Camp 3. The Strength Of The Hills 4. When He Left Simla 5. Where Hoogli Flows:
Five Poems\fn{by Alice Macdonald Felming (1868-1948)} Bombay, Maharashtra State, India (F) 2
1
Tonk! Tonk! Tonk! Tonk! From his retreat,
Unwearying through the noonday heat,
The Coppersmith maintains his song.
*
A constant cadence like a gong,
A changeless hard metallic beat.
Tonk! Tonk! Tonk! Tonk!
*
I would that he and I might meet,
I think he would not then repeat
That one remark the whole day long—
Tonk! Tonk! Tonk! Tonk!
*
Today, I dreamt of you, my Sweet:
I sped to you on eager feet,
Forgotten pain, forgiven wrong,
Since Love was lord, enthroned and strong!
What woke me from that dear deceit?
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Tonk! Tonk! Tonk! Tonk!
2
Under green mango boughs
They pitch my little house;
Earth is the floor at my feet,
My walls are a canvas fold
To screen me from the heat
And to keep me from the cold.
Free from taxes and rents,
I am a dweller in tents.
*
Under the open sky
My simple stables lie—
Leaves and the sky are the roof
Whereunder my ponies chew,
Fidget, and paw the hoof
All the warm day through.
They have thick wadded coats for night,
Looking like armadillos!
How they sleep till the morning light
With straw for their beds and pillows.
*
At the edge of my kingdom scurry
Creatures in feathers and furs—
Crows in a furtive hurry—
Hungry and cringing curs—
I have birds as petitioners,
Squirrels for pensioners,
Monkeys are bold marauders
Making raids on my borders!
*
Nature is so much nearer
Than ever she seemed before.
Nature is so much dearer
Than when one looks through a door.
Sunshine and air are given
Straight and direct from heaven.
And the days come fresh and new,
With no walls to filter through.
Brother to gipsy and tramp,
I am a dweller in camp.
3
The pines are the shafts of the temple,
The wild rose burns incense on high,
The wind’s voice is chanting an anthem,
The roof is the infinite sky.
Now life has grown glad for the living,
We see them, we gain them at length,
Our help, and our shelter, health-giving,
The hills in their strength!
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*
A respite have we from the furnace,
A rest from the toil and the heat:
Before we return to our harness
The calm and the coolness are sweet.
Drinking deep of the pure air, redressed by
Its peace for our manifold ills:
We are gladdened, and heartened, and blessed by
The strength of the hills!
4
His Thoughts:
I did not know when first we met,
That parting would be half so bitter,
That Time brings love, and then regret
I did not know—when first we met.
I wonder will she soon forget.
Was it a tear that I saw glitter?
I did not know when first we met
That parting would be half so bitter.
Her Thoughts:
I shall miss him, at first, I know:
But still, he had grown rather silly.
Poor boy! How grieved he was to go!
I shall miss him at first I know.
No one could say I flirted though;
I always was quite stiff and chilly!
I shall miss him at first I know.
But still he had grown rather silly.
5
Where Hoogli flows, her city’s banks beside,
White domes and towers rise on a glittering plain:
The strong, bright sailing-ships at anchor ride,
Waiting to float their cargoes to the main,
Where Hoogli flows.
*
Brown waters, treacherous currents whirling by,
The painted fishing-boats haste to and fro,
Brown sails, brown sailors, crimsoned curiously,
Under the all-transfiguring sunset glow,
Where Hoogli flows.
*
Where Hoogli flows, our English eyes are weary,
Our hearts are sometimes very far away.
Needs must, that exile should be long and dreary:
How slow the hours, how lagging long the day,
Where Hoogli flows.
*
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Yet, years hence, when the steamer’s screw shall beat
The homeward track, for us without return,
Our bitter bread, by custom almost sweet,
We shall look back, perhaps through tears that burn,
Where Hoogli flows.
1869

265.22 & 265.37 1. A Song Of Britannia 2. London 3. Baby 4. Poplar, Beech, and Weeping Willow 5. Myvanwy
6. The Garden Passion 7. Elegy 8. April: Eight Poems\fn{by Manmohan Ghose (1869-1924)} Bhagalpur, Bhagalpur
District, Bihar State, India (M) 8
1
Muse, who art quick to fire
At the least noble thing,
And frankest praise to bring
Upon the quivering lyre,
Why art thou slow to sing
Now when the world beclouds
With battle, such as shrouds
Earth in a mist of tears?
For want of heart belike,
While thunder sings afar
And even the bravest fears.
Seekest thou a theme for song
No fears can ever wrong,
No tears can tarnish? Strike
And sing Britannia.
*
Britannia the fair,
Whom oceans girdle round,
With hill and valley crowned,
And purest wash of air
From her Atlantic bound.
What heaths so fresh as hers
With blossom? and how stirs
The soft wind in her pines.
Earth’s fairest isle, ‘tis said,
Where all things lovely are.
Yet beauty there not mines
Strength; for no cliff is there
No headland calmly fair
But fringed with wild sprays wed
To shout Britannia.
*
Britannia the strong,
Whom God designed should queen
The Ocean plain, serene
Though threatening foes bethrong:
Whose fate shall not belong,
While round her, every deck
Bristling with cannon, speck
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The seas her angry fleet.
Not earth to dominate
Or to embroil with war
Tower they: ‘tis to keep sweet
The world’s dear peace they bulk
So with their silent hulk
In all eyes power, elate
To speak Britannia.
*
Britannia the free,
Of soil so virtuous, such
No foot of slave can touch
But walks at liberty.
The staff she is, the crutch
By whom weak lands arise,
Who nourished in her eyes
Grow, and shake off the sloth
Of old anarchic power.
Two richly tokens are
Of her boon influence, both:
What man of Ind or Nile
Who sees his fat fields smile
But his lips burst aflower
To praise Britannia.
*
Britannia the sage,
With her own history wise;
The stars were her allies
To write that ample page.
‘Twas her victorious eyes
The vantage saw, whence she
To this wide regency
Through acts adventurous won:
Which if from strife and jar
She keep, the secret learn
From her mild brow alone;
Ho, not the world to daunt
Or power imperial flaunt
She makes the queen’d earth yearn
To serve Britannia.
*
Britannia the good,
With her own heart at school,
Whom flatterer cannot fool
Nor rebel sour; at flood
Her own strength taught to rule.
Hers are the mighty hands
That o’er a hundred lands
Weave good from dawn to gray.
Like fond words from afar
Hers are the winged sails
O'er ocean: words are they
Which in a moment bring
Her brood beneath her wing
1501

And none so small that fails
To knit Britannia.
*
Britannia wide-flung
Over the globe; its half
Her children, whether graft
Or scion mother-sprung;
Sons, now to be her staff
When her path glooms; though Rhine,
Danube and Elbe combine
Of these (O idlest dream!),
To reave\fn{Rob} her. Hers they are,
Roused, ardent in her right!
From Ganges utmost stream
Far as Canadian firs
And bush Australian, hers,
Joined even in hell’s despite
To help Britannia.
*
Britannia the heart
And brain that bulwarks power;
See, at the crucial hour
How well she bears her part!
From fields how peaceful flower
In millions arms and men!
Which now she pours again
To those old battlefields,
France, Flanders; makes her star
Of glory that she shields
The weak, confronts the strong.
Brute force let others sing
She shows in everything
To her it shall belong
To be—Britannia.
*
Britannia, sublime
To flame in generous deed;
In others’ cause to bleed.
So to the end of time
It shall be. Once she freed
The Iberian. Wellington
And Torres Vedras* spun
The lines of victory then.
Another Trafalgar
The bleak North Seas await;
Where her fleet towers the main
Each mighty battleship
Charged to the very lip
With thunder. Big with fate
They loom Britannia.*\fn{Lines of forts built (1809-1810) to (successfully) defend Lisbon during the Peninsular War:W }
2
Farewell, sweetest country; out of my heart, you roses,
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Wayside roses, nodding the slow traveler to keep.
Too long have I drowsed alone in the meadows deep,
Too long alone endured the silence Nature espouses.
O, the rush, the rapture of life !—throngs, lights, houses!
This is London. I wake as a sentinel from sleep.
*
Stunned with the fresh thunder, the harsh delightful noises,
I move entranced on the thronging pavement. How sweet,
To eyes sated with green, the dusty brick-walled street!
And the lone spirit, of self so weary, how it rejoices
To be lost in others, bathed in the tones of human voices,
And feel hurried along the happy tread of feet.
*
And a sense of vast sympathy my heart almost crazes,
The warmth of kindred hearts in thousands beating with mine.
Each fresh face, each figure, my spirit drinks like wine,
Thousands endlessly passing. Violets, daisies,
What is your charm to the passionate charm of faces,
This ravishing reality, this earthliness divine?
*
O murmur of men more sweet than all the wood’s caresses.
How sweet only to be an unknown leaf that sings
In the forest of life! Cease, nature, thy whisperings,
Can I talk with leaves, or fall in love with breezes?
Beautiful boughs, your shade not a human pang appeases,
This is London. I lie, and twine in the roots of things.
3
Baby dear! and shall we sever?
All your own
Mother is, and yours alone.
Father goes, he cares not he!
Comes, and now from other shores,
Baby dear, your deity
Woos he, and adores.
Never heed him! he was never
Yours!
*
My one bliss, and would you lonely
Leave my heart,
Thus from mother’s lap to part?
O what is it, charm of charms,
Seek your lips incarnadine,
Stretching forth your little arms,
With that cry divine?
Enchantment! art thou not only
Mine?
*
Fret not so, nor fear my raiment:
Heed not thou!
Softly though he flatters now.
Woods nor whispers thinks she sweet,
Mother, to thy vague murmurs:
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Men, the world, the roaring street,
Father, he prefers.
Hers you are ’gainst every claimant,
Hers!
*
Leave him! Not a kiss deserves he
Lonely here
To forsake us, baby dear.
Toils and troubles all the week
They possess him, toils like tares
For the rose of baby’s cheek
Not a thought he cares.
’Tis for them his heart preserves he,
Theirs!
*
Laughing, see, has baby known him,
And small hands
Stretching out, his beard demands.
O his flattery well I know,
Sweet he comes, as April showers;
Wait, poor prattler, he will go,
False as April flowers.
No, my joy, we cannot own him
Ours.
*
From his arms to keep you ? Never!
Baby dear!
From his arms, your native sphere.
Home from labor comes he tired,
You and I, his only bliss.
Crown him, crown our king desired
To adore and kiss,
You and I his slaves forever,
His.
4
Shapely poplar shivering white, poplar like a maiden,
Thinking, musing softly here so light and so unladen
That with every breath and stir perpetually you gladden,
Teach me your still secrecy of thoughts that never sadden.
*
From the heavy-hearted earth, earth of grief and passion,
Maiden, would you spring with me, and leave men’s lowly fashion?
Skyward lift with me your thoughts in cumberless elation,
Every leaf and every shoot a virgin aspiration.
*
The blue day, the floating clouds, the stars shall you for palace
Proffer their pure world of pomp, dawn her rosy chalice,
Where the birds are you shall wing and revel to be lonely,
In the clear of heaven to spire and sway with breezes only.
*
Beech of lofty aisles the queen, beech of trees the lady,
Soaring to a tower of sighs in branches soft and shady,
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You that sunward lift your strength to make of shadow duty,
Teach me tree your heavenly height and earth-remembering beauty.
*
Maiden, would you soar like me with sky-upclouding tresses?
Beauty into bounty change, bend down the eye that blesses,
Make from heaven a shelter cool for shepherd and sheep silly,
Shadow with shadiness hot rose and fainting lily.
*
Through your glorious heart of gloom the noonday wind awaking
In an ecstasy shall set swaying, blowing, shaking
Leafy branches, in their nests set the sweet birds rocking,
Till their happy song breaks out the noonday ardor mocking.
*
Willow sweet, willow sad, willow by the river
Taught by pensive love to droop where ceaseless waters shiver,
Teach me steadfast sorrower your mournful grace of graces
Weeping to make beautiful the silent water places.
*
Maiden, would you learn of me the loveliness of mourning?
Weep into the chill wan wave strength, hardness, lofty scorning;
Drench your drooping soul in tears content to love and languish,
Gaze in sorrow’s looking-glass and see the face of anguish.
*
In the very wash of woe as your bowed soul shall linger,
You shall touch the sheer bright stars and on the moon set finger.
You shall hear where brooks have birth the mountain pines’ emotion
Catch upon the broadening stream the sound and swell of ocean.
5
Virgin darkness, wet and deep
Where dwells but April, dwells but sleep,
What presence clear
Like a beam has entered here ?
What loved footstep, that the trees
Freshen their soliloquies,
Birds break into louder lays?
All fair Nature’s heart runs wild
To remember her sweet child
In the wood Myvanwy strays!
*
O what gladness thrills her through
Her wayward darling back to woo
From life again,
Thought, and passion, stir and men!
Clasp her now! From that great lure
O sweet Nature, clasp her sure,
Where no alien eye perceives
Lead her where dim brooks have birth,
Fill her with the smell of earth,
Shut her in a thousand leaves.
*
Born in foliage like the flowers,
Myvanwy, to that world of ours
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Of throng and street
O how strayed your vernal feet?
There where not a daisy smiles,
There where green earth’s pale exiles
Toil and toil and never cease!
“Who is this?” the passer said:
Rustic grass was in your tread,
In your laughter the wild breeze!
*
Ah! no gift of heath to city;
It was love led you, love and pity
To my sad heart,
Child, your rapture to impart.
The fast-bound, like wintry earth,
Your intoxicating mirth
Loosed and rained delightful showers:
Showed me where their song birds borrow,
All the uselessness of sorrow,
All the joy of April flowers!
6
It is a garden, shy and sweet,
For youth and tongue-tied passion meet;
A green dim garden shaded deep,
Breathing of lilies, love, and sleep.
Here only flowers in darkness grow;
Here only whispering waters flow,
And fishes glide, and linnets sing,
And Summer dances with the Spring,
And here in evenings gradual gloom
Have Julian and Irene come.
*
Speechless they stand beneath the shade
The burning youth, the lovely maid.
Bashfully drooped the lashes sheathe
The splendor of her eyes beneath
And o’er her cheek and brow of snow
The virgin roses come and go.
His heart too strong, his tongue too weak,
Only his lustrous eyes can speak;
And they seem all one pent desire
An incommunicable fire
*
Conscious of that impassioned gaze
She turns away her glowing face
As though too rich a joy and shame
In that deep crimson mantling came.
And with averted cheek and hands
Folded one rapturous moment stands.
Empress-like she smiles, and fain
Would linger o’er his gorgeous pain.
But ah! that passion-eaten look
Her gentle bosom cannot brook.
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Tears start into her eyes: she turns
With shining eyes, and cheek that burns.
Love and reluctant maidenhood
Her heart impelled, her heart withstood,
A rosy strife; but soon that glow
Of shame she checks, and, tranquil now,
Raising her soft-fringed eyelids dim,
Bends full her starry gaze on him.
*
O what a heaven, what land unknown
To Julian’s happy sight is shown
To all his agonies, all his sighs
What opening, sudden paradise!
Abandoned to that glorious gaze,
A moment in sweet dread he stays:
That gaze of speechless amethyst,
Its meaning, could it e’er be missed?
He takes her hand inflamed with bliss,
Her willing, trembling hand in his
And in glad tears she hides her face
Locked in his passionate embrace.
*
To his her darling cheek is pressed,
Against her own his fevered breast;
Love gleams from her eyes into his
In answer to each glowing kiss.
And while a smile, a sigh there springs,
Kisses and tears,—sweet idle things,
Things dearer than the world is worth,
In speech their brimming hearts break forth
Words that with ravishing music pierce
Each other’s hearts, each other’s ears.
Hers are dim murmurs, his a voice
That makes the silent air rejoice.
*
Health glows upon their cheeks, its flood
Courses impetuous in their blood;
They feel like some absorbing truth
The fullness of their godlike youth,
Its strength, its beauty, its delight
O’erflows their bosoms, fills their sight.
And all this garden, all this glade,
Water and wind and flower and shade,
The leaves that sigh, the bird that sings
Seem one ambrosial chain of things,
One happy whole, where they are parts.
It is the fragrance of their hearts
That the rose breathes: the water’s sound
Answers a feeling near, profound,
And flashing, eddying fast and bright
It leaps with their own heart’s delight.
Those spheres of solemn light on high
Shine but in glorious sympathy,
And heaven seems for no other end
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Spread there, but over them to bend.
Theirs is the pomp, theirs is the power
Of Nature in this sovereign hour.
For them the balmy woodlands show
Their virgin wealth: the hyacinths grow
For them, for them the nightingale
Tells all her rich melodious tale.
Earth seems one flowery empire green
And they its happy king and queen.
7
Where breathes who bloomless left the meadows
She!
Grave, in the wintriness of thee?
Her laughter might have thrilled the dead,
So real she seemed, so white and red
Gone, and the aching world she widows
With me!
*
O, of her presence any rumor,
Spring,
News of her sweetness canst thou bring?
In that mysterious underground
What charm, what fire, what fragrance bound?
There, from whence bursts the whole bright summer
On wing!
*
Her glorious kinsfolk, that forsook us,
Wake:
Each lily, for the light’s own sake.
But she, more strong, more swift to bloom,
Kept captive in the cold earth’s gloom,
Will she not with the beaming crocus
Upbreak?
*
Too well thy heart, bereaved lover,
Knows,
‘Tis dust that did her bloom compose
And she, so vivid and so sweet,
Is now a name, an image fleet;
All that the stars remember of her,
A rose!
8
April delicious
Young, sunny maiden.
Arch, gusty, capricious,
With fresh flowers laden,
After dead winter long
Thrill us with sweet bird-song,
After dry March’s drought.
Blow from thy rainy mouth
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Hasten to kiss us
With the fresh daffodil
Through and through golden!
On green bank, by every nil
Pale cowslips embolden,
And white narcissus
Make o’er his dreaming pool
His wan face beautiful
Hang like a lover.
Set for the honey-bees
Budding anemones
And pink white clover.
Now on the greening leas
Hasten, oh hasten up,
In yellow companies
The laughing buttercup,
And to the meadow-pomp
Lure, lure the children out.
In mad crowds with merry shout
To pull them, dance, and romp
By their glad nurses.
And fresh green sights to woo.
Thy lovely face to view
Lure, lure the poet too.
Humming his verses!
I will not praise thee, April, if thou spare
Of all thy stormy freshness, one slant shower
To take the grey east from the shrinking air
And slake the wind-choked miserable parch
Of a bleak world that trembles out of March.
I will not sing of thee, unless thou flower
Millions of daisies. hour by sunlit hour,
To jewel the simple grass out of the skies
With less cold, nearer stars, and make earth paradise.
*
Oh to be flowery,
Dripping and balmy,
Call up the showery
White clouds, an army
Shallow and freshet flush
Green as the grasses lush;
By shady soft degrees
Thicken the leafy trees
To reach out dreamily
Wall and lane over,
Till in fresh groves are heard,
In the green clover,
Warbling their lays each bird
Over and over.
Curd wild brooks creamily;
Let not the bulrush lag,
Quicken the flowering flag.
Till in reeds stilly
Soon the wild swan shall nest
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Preening his dazzling breast
By the oped lily.
Make listening echo sweet
By the full waterfall,
Dimly and oft repeat
The haunting cuckoo-call.
With all that shady is
Hasten to bower the land!
Elm, oak, and tall beach grand
Of dim isles that lady is
Where greenness shall hover,
And where a tall thin mist
Rises, the green wheat whist,
Chatters the crake; make tryst
Fond lass and lover!
Haste, April, upon city streets to blow
Thy purest, warmest breezes; fly beneath
The flower-girl’s rags, poor beggary’s basket stow
With lordliest gold of daffodils aglow.
I will not love thee, save with sighing breath
On pale, worn cheeks thou waft reprieve of death.
Come in a wash of fragrance, let sick eyes
See leaves bud, bird-song hear through windowed paradise.
263.137 Excerpt from Mysticism In English Literature: “Devotional And Religious Mystics”\fn{by Caroline
Frances Eleanor Spurgeon (1869-1942)} India (F) 16
… All mystics are devotional and all are religious in the truest sense of the terms. Yet it seems legitimate to
group under this special heading those writers whose views are expressed largely in the language of the
Christian religion, as is the case with our earliest mystics, with Crashaw and Francis Thomp son, and it applies
in some measure to Blake. But beyond this, it seems, in more general terms, to apply specially to those who
are so conscious of God that they seem to live in His presence, and who are chiefly concerned with
approaching Him, not by way of Love, Beauty, Wisdom, or Nature, but directly, through purgation and
adoration.
This description, it is obvious, though it fits fairly well the other writers here included, by no means
suffices for Blake. For he possessed in addition a philosophy, a system, and a profound scheme of the universe
revealed to him in vision. But within what category could Blake be imprisoned? He outsoars them all and
includes them all. We can only say that the dominant impression he leaves with us that is of his vivid, intimate
consciousness of the Divine presence and his attitude of devotion.
*
We have seen that the earliest mystical thought came into this country by way of the writings of
“Dionysius” and of the Victorines (Hugh and Richard of St. Victor), and it is this type of thought and
belief cast into the mould of the Catholic Church that we find mainly in the little group of early English
mystics, whose writings date from the middle of the thirteenth to the beginning of the fifteenth
century.\fn{ The mystical desire for close contact with God is expressed in English as early as before 1170, in Godrics song to
the Virgin. [Godric of Finchale (c.1065-1170), born in Walpole, Norfolk County; Thomas Becket and Pope Alexander III
reportedly (so W) sought his advice. His song to the Virgin, in Middle English is thus: (I) Saintë Marië Virginë, | Moder Iesu
Cristes Nazarenë, | Onfo, schild, help thin Godric, | Onfong bring hegilich | With the in Godës riche. (II) Saintë Marië Cristes bur, |
Maidenës clenhad, moderës flur; | Dilie min sinnë, rix in min mod, | Bring me to winnë with the selfd God.: H] }

These early Catholic mystics are interesting from a psychological point of view, and they are often subtle
exponents of the deepest mystical truths and teachings, and in some cases this is combined with great literary
power and beauty.
One of the earliest examples of this thought in English literature is the tender and charming lyric by Thomas de
Hales, written probably before 1240. Here is perhaps the first expression in our poetry of passionate yearning of
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the soul towards Christ as her true lover, and of the joy of mystic union with Him. A maid of Christ, says the poet,
has begged him to “wurche a luve ron” (make a love-song), which he does; and points out to her that this world’s
love is false and fickle, and that worldly lovers shall pass away like a wind’s blast.
Hwer is Paris and Heleyne
That weren so bright and feyre on bleo:
Amadas, Tristram and Dideyne
Yseudé and allé theo:
Ector with his scharpé meyne
And Cesar riche of wor[l]des feo?
Heo beoth iglyden ut of the reyne,
So the schef is of the cleo.

As the corn from the hill-side, Paris and Helen and all bright lovers have passed away, and it is as if they had
never lived.
But, maid, if you want a lover, he continues, I can direct you to one, the fairest, truest, and richest in the whole
world. Henry, King of England, is his vassal, and to thee, maid, this lover sends a message and desires to know
thee.
Mayde to the he send his sonde
And wilneth for to beo the cuth.

And so the poem goes on to express in simple terms of earthly love, the passionate delight and joy and peace
of the soul in attaining to union with her God, in whose dwelling is perfect bliss and safety.
This poem is a delicate example of what is called “erotic mysticism,” that is the love and attraction of the soul
for God, and of God for the soul, expressed in the terms of the love between man and woman. It is a type of
expression characteristic of the great mystics of the Catholic Church, especially in the Middle Ages,\fn{ See
Mysticism, by E. Underhill, pp. 162-166 [Evelyn Underhill, Mysticism, Methuen, 1911:H] } and we find a good deal of it in our
earliest mystical writers. One of the most charming examples of it other than this lyric, is the chapter “Of Love”
in the Ancren Riwle, or Rule for Anchoresses, written probably early in the thirteenth century. An account is there
given, quite unsurpassed for delicate beauty, of the wooing of the soul by God.\fn{ The Ancren Riwle, ed. J. Morton,
Camden Society, 1853, pp. 397-403}
On the whole, however, this type of mysticism is rare in England, and we scarcely meet it again after these
early writers until we come to the poems of Crashaw. The finest expression of it is the Song of Solomon, and it is
easy to see that such a form of symbolism is specially liable to degradation, and is open to grave dangers, which it
has not always escaped.
Yet, in no other terms known to man is it possible so fully to express the sense of insatiable craving and desire
as well as the rapture of intimate communion felt by the mystic towards his God, as in the language of that great
passion which, in its purest form, is the best thing known to man and his highest glory.
“I saw Him, and sought Him, I had Him and I wanted Him.”
Could any words more completely express the infinity of love’s desire, ever unsatisfied even in possession,
than does this love-cry from the heart of Julian, the anchoress of Norwich”
The intensity and freshness of religious feeling of a mystical type in England in the twelfth, thirteenth, and
fourteenth centuries are often not realized, partly owing to the fact that much of the religious writing of this time
is still in manuscript. The country was full of devotees who had taken religious vows, which they fulfilled either
in the many monasteries and convents, or often in single cells, as “hermit” or “anchoress.” Here they lived a life
devoted to contemplation and prayer, and to the spiritual assistance of those who sought them out.
The hermits, of whom there were a large number, were apparently free to move from one neighbor hood to
another, but the woman recluse, or “anchoress,” seldom or never left the walls of her cell, a little house of two or
three rooms built generally against the church wall, so that one of her windows could open into the church, and
another, veiled by a curtain, looked on to the outer world, where she held converse with and gave counsel to those
who came to see her. Sometimes a little group of recluses lived together, like those three sisters of Dorsetshire for
whom the Ancent Riwle was written, a treatise which gives us so many homely details of this type of life.
*
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Richard Rolle (c.1300-1349), of Hampole, near Doncaster, and the Lady Julian, a Benedictine nun of Norwich
(1342-c.1413), are the two most interesting examples of the mediaeval recluse in England. Both seem to have had
a singular charm of character and a purity of mystical devotion which has impressed itself on their writings.
Richard Rolle, who entered upon a hermit’s life at nineteen, on leaving Oxford, had great influence both
through his life and work on the whole group of fourteenth-century religious writers, and so on the thought of
medieval England. His contemporaries thought him mad, they jeered at him and abused him, but he went quietly
on his way, preaching and writing. Love forced him to write; love, he said, gave him wisdom and subtlety, and he
preached a religion of love. Indeed the whole of his work is a symphony of feeling, a song of Love, and forms a
curious reaction against the exaltation of reason and logic in scholasticism. He wrote a large number of treatises
and poems, both in Latin and English, lyrical songs and alliterative homilies, burning spiritual rhapsodies and
sound practical sermons, all of which were widely known and read.
Certain points about Rolle are of special interest and distinguish him from other mystics and seers. One is that
for him the culminating mystical experience took the form of melody, rhythm, harmony. He is the most musical of
mystics, and where others “see” or “feel” Reality, he “hears” it. Hence his description of his soul’s adventures is
peculiarly beautiful, he thinks in images and symbols of music, and in his writings we find some of the most
exquisite passages in the whole literature of mysticism, veritable songs of spiritual joy.
In the Fire of Love, perhaps the finest of his more mystical works, he traces in detail his journey along the
upward path. This is very individual, and it differs in some important respects from other similar records. He
passed through the stage of “purgation,” of struggle between the flesh and spirit, of penitence and aspiration,
through “illumination,” until he reached, after nearly three years, the third stage of contemplation of God through
love.\fn{Fire of Love, Book I, chapter xvi, p. 36} In this condition, after about a year, “the door of heaven yet biding
open,” he experienced the three phases to which he gives the names of “calor, canor, dulcor,” heat, song, and
sweetness.
“Heat soothly I call when the mind truly is kindled in Love Everlasting, and the heart on the same manner to
burn not hopingly, but verily is felt.”\fn{Ibid., Book I, chapter xv, p. 33} This “burning” seems to have been for him a
real physical sensation, a bodily condition induced by the adventure of the spirit. This is not unusual in mystical
states, and possibly the cryptic notes made by Pascal record a similar experience.\fn{ See Mysticism, by E. Underhill, pp.
228, 229}
He continued in this warmth for nine months, when suddenly he felt and heard the “canor,” the “spintual
music,” the “invisible melody” of heaven. Here is his description of his change from “burning love” to the state of
“songful love.”
Whilst … I sat in chapel, in the night, before supper, as I my psalms sung, as it were the sound of readers or
rather singers about me I beheld. Whilst also, praying to heaven, with all desire I took hoed, suddenly, in what
manner I wot not, in me the sound of song I felt; and likeliest heavenly melody I took, with me dwelling in mind.
Forsooth my thought continually to mirth of song was changed: and as it were the same that loving I had thought,
and in prayers and psalms had said, the same in sound I showed, and so forth with\fn{ Began} to sing that [which]
before I had said, and from plenitude of inward sweetness I burst forth, privily indeed, alone before my
Maker.\fn{Fire of Love, Book I, chapter xvi, p. 36}

The sweetness of this inward spiritual song is beyond any sound that may be heard with bodily ears, even
lovers can only catch snatches of it.
Worldly lovers soothly words or ditties of our song may know, for the words they read: but the tone and sweetness
of that song they may not learn.\fn{Ibid., Book II, chapter iii and xii}

The final stage of “sweetness” seems really to include the other two, it is their completion and fruition. The
first two, says Rolle, are gained by devotion, and out of them springs the third.\fn{ Ibid, Book I, chapter xv} Rolle’s
description of it, of the all-pervading holy joy, rhythm, and melody, when the soul, “now become as it were a
living pipe,” is caught up into the music of the spheres, “and in the sight of God … joying sounds,”\fn{ Ibid., Book
II, chapter vii} deserves to be placed beside what is perhaps the most magnificent passage in all mystical literature,
where Plotinus\fn{204-270AD} tells us of the choral dance of the soul about her God.\fn{ Apparently in his Selected
Works, translated by T. Taylor (1817) as reissued by George Bell (1895), VI, paragraphs 8, 9:H }
Enough has been said to show that Rolle is a remarkable individual, and one of the most poetic of the English
religious mystical writers, and it is regrettable that some of his other works are not more easily accessible.
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Unfortunately, the poem with which his name is generally associated, The Pricice of Conscience, is entirely
unlike all his other work, both in form and matter. It is a long, prosaic and entirely unmystical homily in riming
couplets, of a very ordinary mediaeval type, stirring men’s minds to the horrors of sin by dwelling on the pains of
purgatory and hell. It would seem almost certain, on internal evidence, that the same hand cannot have written it
and the Fire of Love, and recent investigation appears to make it clear that Rolle’s part in it, if any, was merely of
the nature of compilation or translation of some other work, possibly by Grosseteste.\fn{ See The Authorship of the
Prick of Conscience, by H. E. Allen, Radcliffe College Monographs, No. 115, Ginn & Co., 1910}
*
Of the life of the Lady Julian we know very little, except that she was almost certainly a Benedictine nun, and
that she lived for many years\fn{ c.1342-1430:H} in an anchoress’s cell close to the old church of St. Julian at
Conisford, near Norwich. But her character and charm are fully revealed in the little book she has left of
Revelations of Divine Love, which contains a careful account of a definite psychological experi ence through
which she passed on the 8th day of May 1373, when she was thirty years of age. She adds to this record of fact
certain commentaries and explanations which, she says, have been taught her gradually in the course of the
subsequent twenty years.
This experience, which lasted altogether between five and six hours, was preceded by a seven days’ sickness
most vividly described, ending in a semi-rigidity of the body as if it were already half dead, and it took the form
of sixteen “Shewings” or “Visions.” These, she says, reached her in three ways, “by bodily sight, by word formed
in mine understanding” (verbal messages which took form in her mind), “and by spiritual sight.” But of this last,
she adds, “I may never fully tell it.”\fn{ Revelations, ed. Warrack, pp. 21, 178. [Julian of Norwich, Revelations of Divine Love, ed.
[Grace] Warrack, Methuen, 1912 (so Spurgeon for the date in her bibliography; W says 1901):H] All the quotations which follow are taken
from this edition of the Revelations}

It is impossible here to do justice to this little book, for it is one of the most important documents in the history
of mysticism. There is no mention in it of any preliminary “purgative” stage, nor of any ultimate experience of
ecstasy; it is simply—if one may so put it—a narrative of certain intimate talks with God, once granted, when,
during a few hours of the writer’s life, He explained various difficulties and made clear to her certain truths. The
impression left of the nearness of God to the soul was so vivid and sustaining, that it is not possible to read the
record of it, even now, across six hundred years, without feeling strangely stirred by the writer’s certainty and joy.
Her vision is of Love: Love is its meaning, and it was shown her for Love; she sees that God is Love and that
God and man are one.
God is nearer to us than our own soul, for man is God, and God is in all. If we could only know ourselves,
our trouble would be cleared away, but it is easier to come to the knowing of God than to know our own soul.

“Our passing life here that we have in our sense-soul knoweth not what our Self is,” and the cause of our
disease is that we rest in little things which can never satisfy us, for “our Soul may never have rest in things that
are beneath itself.” She actually saw God enfolding all things.
For as the body is clad in the cloth, and the flesh in the skin, and the bones in the flesh, and the heart in the
whole, so are we, soul and body, clad in the Goodness of God, and enclosed.

She further had sight of all things that are made, and her description of this “Shewing” is so beautiful and
characteristic that it must be given in her own words.
In this same time our Lord shewed me a spiritual sight of His homely loving … He shewed me a little thing,
the quantity of an hazel-nut, in the palm of my hand; and it was as round as a ball. I looked thereupon with the eye
of my understanding, and thought: What may this be? And it was answered generally thus: It is all that is made. I
marveled how it might last, for methought it might suddenly have fallen to naught for little[ness]. And I was
answered in my understanding: It lasteth, and ever shall [last] for that God loveth it. And so All-thing hath the
Being by the love of God.

Later, she adds,
Well I wot that heaven and earth, and all that is made is great and large, fair and good; but the cause why it
shewed so little to my sight was for that I saw it in the presence of Him that is the Maker of all things: for to a soul
that seeth the Maker of all, all that is made seemeth full little.
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In this Little Thing,

she continues,
I saw three properties. The first Is that God made It, the second Is that God loveth It, the third, that God keepeth It.
But what is to me verily the Maker, the Keeper, and the Lover—I cannot tell; for till I am Substantially oned to
Him, I may never have full rest nor very bliss: that is to say, till I be so fastened to Him, that there is right naught that is
made betwixt my God and me.\fn{Revelations, pp. 10, 18}

Julian’s vision with regard to sin is of special interest. The problem of evil has never been stated in terser or
more dramatic form.
After this I saw God in a Point, that is to say, in mine understanding—by which sight I saw that He is in all things.
I beheld and considered, seeing and knowing in sight, with a soft dread, and thought: What is sin?\fn{ Ibid ., p. 26 }

Here is the age-old difficulty. God, so the mystic sees, is “in the Mid-point of all thing,” and yet, as Julian says,
it is “certain He doeth no sin.” The solution given to her is that “sin is no deed,” it “hath no part of being,” and it
can only be known by the pain it is [the] cause of. Sin is a negation, a failure, an emptiness of love, but pain is
something, it is a purification. Sin brings with it pain,
to me was shewed no harder hell than sin

but we must go through the pain in order to learn, without it we could never have the bliss. As a wave draws back
from the shore, in order to return again with fuller force; so sin, the lack of love, is permitted for a time, in order
that an opening be made for an inrush of the Divine Love, fuller and more complete than would otherwise be
possible.
It is in some such way as this, dimly shadowed, that it was shown to Julian that sin and pain are necessary
parts of the scheme of God. Hence God does not blame us for sin, for it brings its own blame or punishment with
it, nay more,
sin shall be no shame to man, but worship,

a bold saying, which none but a mystic would dare utter. When God seeth our sin, she says, and our despair in
pain,
His love excuseth us, and of His great courtesy He doeth away all our blame, and beholdeth us with truth and
pity as children innocent and unloathful.

It would be pleasant to say more of Julian, but perhaps her own words have sufficed to show that here we are
dealing with one of the great mystics of the world. Childlike and yet rashly bold, deeply spiritual, yet intensely
human, “a simple creature, unlettered,” yet presenting solutions of problems which have racked humanity, she
inherits the true paradoxical nature of the mystic, to which is added a beauty and delicacy of thought and
expression all her own.
*
There were many other mystical works written about this time in England. Of these the best known and the
finest is The Scale, or Ladder of Perfection, by Walter Hylton, the Augustinian, and head of a house of canons at
Thurgarton, near Newark, who died in 1396. This is a practical and scientific treatise of great beauty on the
spiritual life.\fn{Dr. Inge gives an excellent detailed account of it in Studies of English Mystics, 1906, pp. 80-123 [W. R. Inge, Studies
of English Mystics, Murray, 1905:H]}
An interesting group of writings are the five little treatises, almost certainly by one author (c.1350-1400), to be
found in Harleian 674, and other MSS. Their names are The Cloud of Unknowing, The Epistle of Prayer, The
Epistle of Discretion, The Treatise of Discerning Spirits, and The Epistle of Privy Counsel. We find here for the
first time in English the influence and spirit of Dionysius, and it is probably to the same unknown writer we owe
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the first (very free) translation of the Mystical Theology of Dionysius, Deonise Hid Divinite, which is bound up
with these other manuscripts.
These little tracts are written by a practical mystic, one who was able to describe with peculiar accuracy and
vividness the physical and psychological sensations accompanying mystical initiation. The Cloud of Unknowing
is an application in simple English of the Dionysian teaching of concentration joined to the practice of
contemplation taught by Richard of St. Victor, and it describes very clearly the preliminary struggles and
bewilderment of the soul. The Epistle of Privy Counsel (still in MS) is the most advanced in mystical teaching:
the writer in it tries to explain very intimately the nature of “onehede\fn{ Perfection:H} with God,” and to give
instruction in simple and yet deeply subtle terms as to the means for attaining this.
There is a mystical strain in other writings of this time, the most notable from the point of view of literature
being in the fourteenth-century alliterative poem of Piers the Plowman.\fn{See Piers Plowman, by J. J. Jusserand, 1894 [J.
J. Jusserand, Piers Plowman: A Contribution to the History of English Mysticism, translated from the French by M. E. R., 1894]} This is
mystical throughout in tone, more especially in the idea of the journey of the soul in search of Truth, only to find,
after many dangers and disciplines and adventures, that
If grace graunte the to go in this wise,
Thow shalt see in thi-selve Treuthe sitte in thine herte
In a cheyne of charyte as thow a childe were.\fn{B., Passus V., 614-616. [I can’t discover who or what this is: H]}

Moreover, the vision of Dowel, Dobet, and Dobest, bears a definite analogy to the three stages of the mystic’s
path, as will be seen if the description of the qualities of these three are examined, as they are given in B., Passus
viii. 11. 78-102.
*
Crashaw,\fn{Richard Chrashaw (1613?-1649)} George Herbert,\fn{1593-1633} and Christopher Harvey\fn{1597-1663}
all alike sound the personal note in their religious poems. All three writers describe the love of the soul for God in
the terms of passionate human love: Crashaw with an ardor which has never been surpassed, Herbert with a
homely intimacy quite peculiar to him, and Christopher Harvey with a point and epigrammatic setting which
serve only to enhance the deep feeling of the thought.
In many a lyric of flaming passion Crashaw expresses his love-longing for his God, and he describes in terms
only matched by his spiritual descendant, Francis Thompson, the desire of God to win the human soul.
Let not my Lord, the mighty lover.
Of soules, disdain that I discover
The hidden art
Of his high stratagem to win your heart,
It was his heavnly art
Kindly to crosse you
In your mistaken love,
That, at the next remove
Thence he might tosse you
And strike your troubled heart
Home to himself.\fn{Poems, ed. Waller, 1904, p. 283 [Alfred Rayney Waller (ed.), Steps to the Temple, Delight of the Muses, and Other Poems,
Cambridge University Press, 1904; the complete text is now online at Internet Archive:H]}

*
The main feature of Herbert’s poetry is the religious love lyric, the cry of the individual soul to God. This is
the mystical quality in his verse, which is quieter and far less musical than Crashaw’s, but which possesses at
times a tender fragrance and freshness, as in the little poem Love.
Christopher Harvey, the friend of Izaak Walton and the admirer of Herbert, has in his poems some lines which
breathe almost as rapturous a passion of spiritual love as anything in Crashaw. Such is his epigram on the
Insatiableness of the Heart.
The whole round world is not enough to fill
The heart’s three corners; but it craveth still.
Onely the Trinity, that made it, can
Suffice the vast-triangled heart of man.\fn{ Poems, ed. Grosart, 1874, p. 134 [Apparently part of a series by Alexander Balloch Grosart,
brought out for private subscribers and entitled the “Fuller Worthies Library”, a set of 39 volumes produced between 1868 and 1876:H] }
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Or again, in a later epigram in the same poem (The School of the Heart), he puts the main teaching of Plotinus
and of all mystics into four pregnant lines:
My busie stilling heart, that seekes the best,
Can find no place on earth wherein to rest;
For God alone, the Author of its blisse,
Its only rest, its onely center is.

But it is Crashaw who, of these three, shares in fullest measure the passion of the great Catholic mystics, and
more especially of St. Teresa, whom he seems almost to have worshipped. His hymn to her “name and honor” is
one of the great English poems; it burns with spiritual flame, it soars with noble desire. Near the beginning of it,
Crashaw has, in six simple lines, pictured the essential mystic attitude of action, not necessarily or consciously
accompanied by either a philosophy or a theology. He is speaking of Teresa’s childish attempt to run away and
become a martyr among the Moors.
She never undertook to know
What death with love should have to doe;
Nor has she e’re yet understood
Why to shew love, she should shed blood
Yet though she cannot tell you why,
She can Love, and she can Dy.

Spiritual love has never been more rapturously sung than in this marvelous hymn. Little wonder that it haunted
Coleridge’s memory, and that its deep emotion and rich melody stimulated his poet’s ear and imagination to write
Christabel.\fn{See Additional Table Talk of S.T.C., ed. T. Ashe, 1884, p. 322 [Apparently part of Table-talk and Omnia of S. T.
Coleridge. With additional Table-Talk from Allsop’s Recollections and manuscript matter not before printed , T. Ashe, 1884, as part of
Bohn’s Standard Library:H]} Crashaw’s influence also on Patmore,\fn{ Coventry Patmore (1823-1896)} more especially on
the Sponsa Dei, as well as later on Francis Thompson,\fn{1859-1907} is unmistakable.

*
William Blake\fn{ 1757-1827} is one of the great mystics of the world; and he is by far the greatest and most
profound who has spoken in English. Like Henry More and Wordsworth, he lived in a world of glory, of spirit and
of vision, which, for him, was the only real world. At the age of four he saw God looking in at the window, and
from that time until he welcomed the approach of death by singing songs of joy which made the rafters ring, he
lived in an atmosphere of divine illumination. The material facts of his career were simple and uneventful.
He was an engraver by profession, poet and painter by choice, mystic and seer by nature. From the outer point
of view his life was a failure. He was always crippled by poverty, almost wholly unappreciated in the world of art
and letters of his day, consistently misunderstood even by his best friends, and pronounced mad by those who
most admired his work. Yet, like all true mystics, he was radiantly happy and serene; rich in the midst of poverty.
For he lived and worked in a world, and amongst a company, little known of ordinary men:
With a blue sky spread over with wings,
And a mild Sun that mounts & sings;
With trees & fields full of Fairy elves,
And little devils who fight for themselves
With Angels planted in Hawthorn bowers,
And God Himself in the passing hours.\fn{Poems, ed. Sampson, p. 305 [Poetical Works (exclusive of Propheteic books), ed. John Sampson, Oxford,
1905. (The best text of the poems)]}

It is not surprising that he said, in speaking of Lawrence and other popular artists who sometimes patronizingly
visited him,
They pity me, but ’tis they are the just objects of pity, I possess my visions and peace. They have bartered
their birthright for a mess of pottage.

The strength of his illumination at times intoxicated him with joy, as he writes to Hayley (October 23, 1804)
after a recurrence of vision which had lapsed for some years,
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Dear Sir, excuse my enthusiasm or rather madness, for I am really drunk with intellectual vision whenever
I take a pencil or graver into my hand.

This is the “divine madness” of which Plato speaks, the “inebriation of Reality,” the ecstasy which makes the
poet “drunk with life.”\fn{See Mysticism, by E. Underhill, pp. 282-286, and specially the passage from the Fiorelli of St. Francis of
Assisi, chapter xlviii, quoted on p. 285}
In common with other mystics, with Boehme,\fn{ Jakob Böhme (1575-1624), German Christian mystic:H} St Teresa, and
Madame Guyon, Blake claimed that much of his work was written under direct inspiration, that it was an
automatic composition, which, whatever its source, did not come from the writer’s normal consciousness. In
speaking of the prophetic book Milton, he says:
I have written this poem from immediate dictation, twelve or sometimes twenty or thirty lines at a time, without
premeditation and even against my will. The time it has taken in writing was thus rendered non-existent, and an
immense poem exists which seems to be the labor of a long life, all produced without labor or study.

Whatever may be their source, all Blake’s writings are deeply mystical in thought, and symbolic in expression,
and this is true of the (apparently) simple little Songs of Innocence, no less than of the great, and only partially
intelligible, prophetic books. To deal at all adequately with these works, with the thought and teaching they
contain, and the method of clothing it, would necessitate a volume, if not a small library, devoted to that purpose.
It is possible, however, to indicate certain fundamental beliefs and assertions which lie at the base of Blake’s
thought and of his very unusual attitude towards life, and which, once grasped, make clear a large part of his
work. It must be remembered that these assertions were for him not matters of belief, but of passionate knowledge
—he was as sure of them as of his own existence.
Blake founds his great myth on his perception of unity at the heart of things expressing itself in endless
diversity.
God is in the lowest effects as [in] the highest causes. He is become a worm that he may nourish the
weak … Everything on earth is the word of God, and in its essence is God.

In the Everlasting Gospel, Blake emphasizes, with more than his usual amount of paradox, the inherent
divinity of man. God, speaking to Christ as the highest type of humanity, says:
If thou humblest thyself, thou humblest me,
Thou also dwellst in Eternity.
Thou art a man: God is no more
Thy own humanity learn to adore,
For that is my Spirit of Life.\fn{ From version γ2 in Poetical Works, ed. John Sampson, 1905, p. 253 }

Similarly the union of man with God is the whole gist of that apparently most chaotic of the prophetic books,
Jerusalem.
The proof of the divinity of man, it would seem, lies in the fact that he desires God, for he cannot desire what
he has not seen. This view is summed up in the eight sentences which form the little book (about 2 inches long by
1 inches broad) in the British Museum, Of Natural Religion. Here are four of them.
Man’s perceptions are not bounded by organs of perception, he perceives more than sense (tho ever so acute) can discover.
None could have other than natural or organic thoughts if he had none but organic perceptions.
Man’s desires are limited by his perceptions, none can desire what he has not perceived.
The desires and perceptions of man untaught by anything but organs of sense, must be limited to objects of sense.

The solution of the difficulty is given in large script on the last of the tiny pages of the volume:
Therefore God becomes as we are, that we may be as he is.

According to Blake, the universe as we know it, is the result of the fall of the one life from unity into division.
This fall has come about through man seeking separation, and taking the part for the whole. (See Jacob Boehme’s
view, pp. 94, 95 above, which is identical with that of Blake.) “Nature,” therefore, or the present form of mental
existence, is the result of a contraction of consciousness or “selfhood,” a tendency for everything to shrink and
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contract about its own centre. This condition or “state” Blake personifies as “Urizen” ( = Reason) a great dramatic
figure who stalks through the prophetic books, proclaiming himself “God from Eternity to Eternity,” taking up
now one characteristic and now another, but ever of the nature of materialism, opaqueness, contraction. In the
case of man, the result of this contraction is to close him up into separate “selfhoods,” so that the inlets of
communication with the universal spirit have become gradually stopped up; until now, for most men, only the five
senses (one of the least of the many possible channels of communication) are available for the uses of the natural
world. Blake usually refers to this occurrence as the “flood”: that is, the rush of general belief in the five senses
that overwhelmed or submerged the knowledge of all other channels of wisdom, except such arts as were saved,
which are symbolized under the names of Noah ( = Imagination) and his sons. He gives a fine account of this in
Europe (p. 8), beginning:
Placed in the order of the stars, when the five senses whelmed
In deluge o’er the earth-born man, then turned the fluxile eyes
Into two stationary orbs, concentrating all things.
The ever-varying spiral ascents to the heavens of heavens
Were bended downward, and the nostrils’ golden gates shut,
Turned outward, barred, and petrifyed against the Infinite.

The only way out of this self-made prison is through the Human Imagination, which is thus the Savior of the
world. By “Imagination” Blake would seem to mean all that we include under sympathy, insight, idealism, and
vision, as opposed to self-centerdness, logical argument, materialism, and concrete, scientific fact. For him,
Imagination is the one great reality, in it alone he sees a human faculty that touches both nature and spirit, thus
uniting them in one. The language of Imagination is Art, for it speaks through symbols, so that men shut up in
their selfhoods are thus ever reminded that nature herself is a symbol. When this is once fully realized, we are
freed from the delusion imposed upon us from without by the seemingly fixed reality of external things. If we
consider all material things as symbols, their suggestiveness, and consequently their reality, is continually
expanding. “I rest not from my great task,” he cries,
To open the eternal worlds, to open the immortal eyes
Of man inwards into the worlds of thought, into eternity,
Ever expanding in the bosom of God, the human imagination.

In Blake’s view the qualities most sorely needed by men are not restraint and discipline, obedience or a sense
of duty, but love and understanding.
Men are admitted into heaven, not because they have curbed and governed their passions, or have no
passions, but because they have cultivated their understandings.

To understand is three parts of love, and it is only through Imagination that we can understand. It is the lack of
imagination that is at the root of all the cruelties and all the selfishness in the world. Until we can feel for all that
lives, Blake says in effect, until we can respond to the joys and sorrows of others as quickly as to our own, our
imagination is dull and incomplete:
Each outcry of the hunted Hare
A fibe from the Brain does tear.
A Skylark wounded in the wing
A Cherubim does cease to sing.\fn{Auguries of Innocence }

When we feel like this, we will go forth to help, not because we are prompted by duty or religion or reason, but
because the cry of the weak and ignorant so wrings our heart that we cannot leave it unanswered. Cultivate love
and understanding then, and all else will follow. Energy, desire, intellect; dangerous and deadly forces in the
selfish and impure, become in the pure in heart the greatest forces for good. What mattered to Blake, and the only
thing that mattered, was the purity of his soul, the direction of his will or desire, as Law\fn{ William Law, 16861761:H} and Boehme would have put it. Once a man’s desire is in the right direction, the more he gratifies it the
better:
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Abstinence sows sand all over
The ruddy limbs & flaming hair,
But Desire Gratified
Plants fruits of life & beauty there.\fn{ Poems, ed. Sampson, p. 173 }

Only an extraordinarily pure nature or a singularly abandoned one could confidently proclaim such a
dangerous doctrine. But in Blake's creed, as Swinburne\fn{ Algernon Charles Swinburne, 1837-1909} has said,
the one thing unclean is the belief in uncleanness.

It is easy to see that this faculty which Blake calls “Imagination” entails of itself naturally and inevitably the
Christian doctrine of self-sacrifice. It is in Milton that Blake most fully develops his great dogma of the eternity of
sacrifice. “One must die for another through all eternity”; only thus can the bonds of “selfhood” be broken.
Milton, just before his renunciation, cries:
I will go down to self-annihilation and eternal death
Lest the Last Judgment come and find me unannihilate,
And I be seized and given into the hands of my own Selfhood.

For, according to Blake, personal love or selfishness is the one sin which defies redemption. This whole
passage in Milton (Book i., pp. 12, 13) well repays study, for one feels it to be alive with meaning, holding
symbol within symbol. Blake’s symbolism, and his fourfold view of nature and of man, is a fascinating if
sometimes a despairing study. Blake has explained very carefully the way in which the visionary faculty worked
in him:
What to others a trifle appears
Fills me full of smiles or tears;
For double the vision my Eyes do see,
And a double vision is always with me.
With my inward Eye, ’tis an old Man grey,
With my outward, a Thistle across my way.
…
Now I a fourfold vision see,
And a fourfold vision is given to me;
’Tis fourfold in my supreme delight,
And threefold in soft Beulah’s night,
And twofold Always. May God us keep
From Single vision & Newton’s sleep!\fn{ Poems, ed. Sampson, pp. 305-306, 309-310. Blake is here praying that we may be preserved
from the condition of mind which sees no farther than the concrete facts before it; a condition he unfairly associated with the scientific
mind in the abstract, and more especially with Newton }

He says twofold always, for everything was of value to Blake as a symbol, as a medium for ex pressing a still
greater thing behind it. It was in this way that he looked at the human body, physical beauty, splendour of colour,
insects, animals, states, and emotions, male and female, contraction and expansion, division and reunion, heaven
and hell.
When his imagination was at its strongest, his vision was fourfold, corresponding to the fourfold division of
the Divine Nature, Father, Son, Spirit, and the fourth Principle, which may be described as the Imagination of
God, without which manifestation would not be possible.\fn{This is the principle called occasionally by Blake, and always by
Bohme, the “Mirror,” or “Looking Glass.” Blake’s names for these four principles, as seen in the world, in contracted form, are Urizen,
Luvah, Urthona, and Tharmas} These principles, when condensed and limited so as to be seen by us, may take the form

of Reason, Emotion, Energy and Sensation, or, to give them Boehme’s names, Contraction, Expansion, Rotation,
and Vegetative life. These, in turn, are associated with the four states of humanity or “atmospheres,” the four
elements, the four points of the compass, the four senses (taste and touch counting as one), and so on. Blake
seemed, as it were, to hold his vision in his mind in solution, and to be able to condense it into gaseous, liquid, or
solid elements at whatever point he willed. Thus we feel that the prophetic books contain meaning within
meaning, bearing interpretation from many points of view; and to arrive at their full value, we should need to be
able—as Blake was—to apprehend all simultaneously,\fn{ Possibly in some such way as Mozart, when composing, heard the
whole of a symphony. “Nor do I hear in my imagination the parts successively, but I hear them as it were all at once” (Holmes’s Life and
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Correspondence of Mozart, 1845, pp. 317-318}

instead of being forced laboriously to trace them out one by one in
succession. It is this very faculty of “fourfold vision” which gives to these books their ever-changing atmosphere
of suggestion, elusive and magical as the clouds and colors in a sunset sky, which escape our grasp in the very
effort to study them. Hence, for the majority even of imaginative people, who possess at the utmost “double
vision,” they are difficult and often wearisome to read. They are so, because the inner, living, vibrating ray or
thread of connection which evokes these forms and beings in Blake’s imagination, is to the ordinary man invisible
and unfelt; so that the quick leap of the seer’s mind from figure to figure, and from picture to picture, seems
irrational and obscure.
To this difficulty on the side of the reader, there must in fairness be added certain undeniable limitations on the
part of the seer. These are principally owing to lack of training, and possibly to lack of patience, sometimes also it
would seem to defective vision. So that his symbols are at times no longer true and living, but artificial and
confused.
Blake has visions, though clouded and imperfect, of the clashing of systems, the birth and death of universes,
the origin and meaning of good and evil, the function and secret correspondences of spirits, of states, of emotions,
of passions, and of senses, as well as of all forms in earth and sky and sea. This, and much more, he attempts to
clothe in concrete forms or symbols, and if he fails at times to be explicit, it is conceivable that the fault may lie
as much with our density as with his obscurity. Indeed, when we speak of Blake’s obscurity, we are
uncomfortably reminded of Crabb Robinson’s\fn{ Henry Crabb Robinson, 1775-1867} naïve remark when recording
Blake’s admiration for Wordsworth’s Immortality Ode:
The parts which Blake most enjoyed were the most obscure—at all events, those which I least like and comprehend.

Blake’s view of good and evil is the characteristically mystical one, in his case much emphasized. The really
profound mystical thinker has no fear of evil, for he cannot exclude it from the one divine origin, else the world
would be no longer a unity but a duality. This difficulty of “good” and “evil,” the crux of all philosophy, has been
approached by mystical thinkers in various ways (such as that evil is illusion, which seems to be Browning’s
view), but the boldest of them, and notably Blake and Boehme, have attacked the problem directly, and carrying
mystical thought to its logical conclusion, have unhesitatingly asserted that God is the origin of Good and Evil
alike, that God and the devil, in short, are but two sides of the same Force. We have seen how this is worked out
by Boehme, and that the central point of his philosophy is that all manifestation necessitates opposition. In like
manner, Blake’s statement,
Without Contraries is no progression

is, in truth, the keynote to all his vision and mythology.
Attraction and Repulsion, Reason and Energy, Love and Hate, are necessary to Human existence.
From these contraries spring what the religious call Good and Evil.
Good is the passive that obeys Reason. Evil is the active springing from Energy. Good is Heaven. Evil is Hell.

With these startling remarks Blake opens what is the most intelligible and concise of all the prophetic books,
The Marriage of Heaven and Hell. Swinburne calls it the greatest of Blake’s books, and ranks it as about the
greatest work “produced by the eighteenth century in the line of high poetry and spiritual speculation.” We may
think Swinburne’s praise excessive, but at any rate it is well worth reading (Essay on Blake, 1906 edition., pp.
226-252). Certainly, if one work had to be selected as representative of Blake, as containing his most characteristic doctrines clothed in striking form, this is the book to be chosen. Place a copy of The Marriage of Heaven
and Hell in the hands of any would-be Blake student (an original or facsimile copy, needless to say, containing
Blake’s exquisite designs, else the book is shorn of half its force and beauty); let him ponder it closely, and he will
either be repelled and shocked, in which case he had better read no more Blake, or he will be strangely stirred and
thrilled, he will be touched with a spark of the fire from Blake’s spirit which quickens its words as the leaping
tongues of flame illuminate its pages. The kernel of the book, and indeed of all Blake’s message, is contained in
the following statements on p.4, headed “The Voice of the Devil.”
All Bibles or sacred codes have been the causes of the following Errors:
1. That man has two real existing principles, viz, a Body and a Soul.
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2. That Energy, called Evil, is alone from the Body; and that reason, called Good, is alone from the Soul.
3. That God will torment Man In Eternity for following his Energies.
But the following Contraries to these are True:
1. Man has no Body distinct from his Soul, for that called Body is a portion of Soul discerned by the five Senses, the chief inlets of Soul in
this age.
2. Energy is the only life and is from the Body, and Reason is the bound or outward circumference of Energy.
3. Energy is Eternal Delight.

Blake goes on to write down some of the Proverbs which he collected while walking among the fires of hell.
These “Proverbs of Hell” fill four pages of the book, and they are among the most wonderful things Blake has
written. Finished in expression, often little jewels of pure poetry, they are afire with thought and meaning, and
inexhaustible in suggestion. Taken all together they express in epigrammatic form every important doctrine of
Blake’s. Some of them, to be fully understood, must be read in the light of his other work. Thus,
The road of excess leads to the palace of wisdom

or,
If the fool would persist in his folly he would become wise

are expressions of the idea constantly recurrent with Blake that evil must be embodied or experienced before it
can be rejected. But the greater number of them are quite clear and present no difficulty, as for instance the
following:
A fool sees not the same tree that a wise man sees.
He whose face gives no light shall never become a star.
No bird soars too high, if he soars with his own wings.
What is now proved was once only imagined.
As the air to a bird or the sea to a fish, so is contempt to the contemptible.
Exuberance is Beauty.
Everything possible to be believed is an image of truth.

There are two tendencies of Blake's mind, both mystical—that is, rooted in unity—the understanding of which
helps, on the one hand, to clear much in his writing that seems strange and difficult; and, on the other, reveals a
deep meaning in remarks apparently simple to the point of silliness. These are his view of the solidarity of mental
and spiritual as compared with physical things, and his habit of concentrating a universal truth into some one
small fact.
For Blake, mental and spiritual things are the only real things. Thought is more real than action, and spiritual
attitude is more real than thought. It is the most real thing about us, and it is the only thing that is of any
importance. The difference between Blake’s attitude and that of the ordinary practical man of the world is
summed up in his characteristic pencil comment in his copy of Bacon’s Essays on the remark, “Good thoughts are
little better than good dreams,” in the Essay on Virtue. Blake writes beside this,
Thought is act.

This view is well exemplified in the Job illustrations, where Blake makes quite clear his view of the
worthlessness, spiritually, of Job’s gift to the beggar of part of his last meal, because of the consciously
meritorious attitude of Job’s mind.
If this attitude be remembered it explains a good many of the most startling and revolutionary views of Blake.
For instance, in the poems called “Holy Thursday” in the Songs of Innocence and Experience, he paints first of all
with infinite grace and tenderness the picture of the orphan charity children going to church, as it would appear to
the ordinary onlooker.
The hum of multitudes was there, but multitudes of lambs,
Thousands of little boys & girls raising their innocent hands.
…
Beneath them sit the aged men, wise guardians of the poor;
Then cherish pity, lest you drive an angel from your door.
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But in short, scathing words and significant change of meter he reverses the picture to show his view of it, when,
in the companion song of “Experience,” he asks:
Is this a holy thing to see
In a rich and fruitful land,
Babes reduced to misery,
Fed with cold and usurous hand?

It is owing to a false idea that we can bear to see this so-called “charity” at all, for we
reduce the man to want a gift, and then give with pomp.

The real evil is that we can suffer the need of the crust of bread to exist. This is a view which is gradually
beginning to be realized today.
Blake is peculiarly daring and original in his use of the mystical method of crystallizing a great truth in an
apparently trivial fact. We have seen some of these truths in the Proverbs, and the Auguries of Innocence is
nothing else but a series of such facts, a storehouse of deepest wisdom. Some of these have the simplicity of
nursery rhymes, they combine the direct freshness of the language of the child with the profound truth of the
inspired seer.
If the Sun & Moon should Doubt
They’d immediately Go Out.

It would scarcely be possible to sum up more completely than does this artless couplet the faith—not only of
Blake—but of every mystic. Simple, ardent, and living, their faith is in truth their life, and the veriest shadow of
doubt would be to them a condition of death. They are the only people in the world who are the “possessors of
certainty.” They have seen, they have felt: what need they of further proof? Logic, philosophy, theology, all alike
are but empty sounds and barren forms to those who know.
*
To Francis Thompson\fn{ 1859-1907} the presence of the Divine in all things is the one overwhelming fact. As a
result of this sense, the consciousness that everything is closely related, closely linked together, is ever present in
his poetry. It is the vision of this truth, he believes, which will be the revelation of a new heaven and a new earth.
When to the new eyes of thee
All things by immortal power,
Near or far,
Hiddenly
To each other linked are,
That thou canst not stir a flower
Without troubling of a star.\fn{ The Mistress of Vision}

His “Divine intoxication,” his certainty of the presence of God, is the more remarkable when it is realized
through what depths of want and degradation and suffering Thompson passed, and what his life was for many
years. His father, a north-country doctor, wished him to follow the profession of medicine, but the son could not
bear it, and so he ran away from home with—for sole wealth—a Blake in one pocket and an Eschylus in the other.
In his struggle for life in London, fragile in body and sensitive in soul, he sank lower and lower, from selling
boots to errand-boy, and finally for five years living as a vagabond without home or shelter, picking up a few
pence by day, selling matches or fetching cabs, and sleeping under the archways of Covent Garden Market at
night. At last, in the very depth of his misery, he was sought out and rescued by the editor of the paper to whom
he had sent Health and Holiness and some of his poems. This saved him, his work brought him good friends, and
he was enabled to write his wonderful poetry. These terrible experiences, which would have quenched the faith of
the ordinary man and led him to despair, with the poet mystic sought expression in those six triumphant verses
found among his papers when he died, verses charged with mystic passion, which assert the solid reality of
spiritual things, and tell us that to the outcast and the wanderer every place was holy ground, Charing Cross was
the gate of heaven, and that he beheld
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Christ walking on the water
Not of Gennesareth, but Thames!

Through all that he writes there breathes the spirit of mystic devotion and aspiration, but the following
characteristics and beliefs may be specially noted.
(1) His reverence of childhood. He sees in the child something of the divinity which Vaughan and Wordsworth saw, and his poems to children, such as Daisy and The Poppy, have a special quality of passionate worship
all their own.
(2) His attitude towards the beauty of woman. This is entirely mystical, and is akin to the view of Plato and of
Donne. He shares their belief that love is but the power to catch sight of the beauty of the soul, which shines
through and actually moulds the beauty of face and body.
How should I gauge what beauty is her dole,
Who cannot see her countenance for her soul,
As birds see not the casement for the sky?
And, as ’tis check they prove its presence by,
I know not of her body till I find
My flight debarred the heaven of her mind.\fn{ Her Portrait }

(3) His attraction towards the continual change and renewal of nature, not only of the movement of life to
death, but of death to life. He broods over the changing cycles of the year, winter and spring, decay and rebirth,
and he sees in them a profound and far-reaching symbolism. This is magnificently expressed in the Ode to the
Setting Sun, where he paints a picture, unmatched in English verse, of the sun sinking to rest amid the splendors
gathered round him in his fall. The poem is charged with mystic symbolism, the main thought of which is that
human life, ending apparently in death, is but the prelude of preparation for a more glorious day of spiritual
rebirth.
For birth hath in itself the germ of death,
But death hath in itself the germ of birth.
It is the falling acorn buds the tree,
The falling rain that bears the greenery,
The fern-plants moulder when the ferns arise.
For there is nothing lives but something dies,
And there is nothing dies but something lives.

But Francis Thompson’s most entirely mystical utterance is the famous Ode—The Hound of Heaven—where
he pictures with a terrible vividness and in phrase of haunting music the old mystic idea of the Love chase. It is
the idea expressed by Plotinus when he says,
God … is present with all things, though they are ignorant that He is so. For they fly from Him, or rather from
themselves. They are unable, therefore, to apprehend that from which they fly.\fn{ Ennead, vi. § 7}

We see the spirit of man fleeing in terror “down the nights and down the days” before the persistent footsteps
of his “tremendous Lover,” until, beaten and exhausted, he finds himself at the end of the chase face to face with
God, and he realizes there is for him no escape and no hiding-place save in the arms of God Himself.
*
The voices of the English poets and writers form but one note in a mighty chorus of witnesses whose
testimony it is impossible for any thoughtful person to ignore. Undoubtedly, in the case of some mystics, there has
been great disturbance both of the psychic and physical nature, but on this account to disqualify the statements of
Plotinus, St Augustine, Eckhart, Catherine of Siena, Catherine of Genoa, Blake, and Wordsworth, would seem
analogous to Macaulay’s view that
perhaps no person can be a poet, or can even enjoy poetry without a certain unsoundness of mind.

Our opinion about this must depend on what we mean by “soundness of mind.” To some it may appear
possible that the mystics and poets are as sound as their critics. In any case, the unprejudiced person today would
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seem driven to the conclusion that these people, who are, many of them, exceptionally great, intellectually and
morally, are telling us of a genuine experience which has transformed life for them. What, then, is the meaning of
this experience? What explanation can we give of this puzzling and persistent factor in human life and history?
These are not easy questions to answer, and only a bare hint of lines of solution dare be offered.
It is of interest to note that the last word in science and philosophy tends to reinforce and even to explain the
position of the mystic. The latest of European philosophers, M. Bergson,\fn{ Henri-Louis Bergson (1859-1941)} builds
up on a mystical basis the whole of his method of thought, that is, on his perception of the simple fact that true
duration, the real time-flow, is known to us by a state of feeling which he calls intuition, and not by an intellectual
act.
He says something like this. We find as a matter of practice that certain problems when presented to the
intellect are difficult and even impossible to solve, whereas when presented to our experience
of life, their solution is so obvious that they cease to be problems. Thus, the unaided intellect might be puzzled to
say how sounds can grow more alike by continuing to grow more different. Yet a child can answer the question by
sounding an octave on the piano. But this solution is reached by having sensible knowledge of the reality and not
by logical argument. Bergson’s view, therefore, is that the intellect has been evolved for practical purposes, to
deal in a certain way with material things by cutting up into little bits what is an undivided flow of movement, and
by looking at these little bits side by side, This, though necessary for practical life, is utterly misleading when we
assume that the “points” thus singled out by the intellect represent the “thickness” of reality. Reality is fluidity,
and we cannot clip up its substance with the intellect which deals with surfaces, even as we cannot dip up water
with a net, however finely meshed. Reality is movement, and movement is the one thing we are unable
intellectually to realize.
In order to grasp reality we must use the faculty of contact or immediate feeling, or, as Bergson calls it,
intuition. Intuition is a different order of knowledge, it is moulded on the very form of life, and it enables us to
enter into life, to be one with it, to live it. It is
a direction of movement: and, although capable of infinite development, is simplicity itself.

This is the mystic art, which in its early stages is a direction of movement, an alteration of the quality and
intensity of the self. So Bergson, making use of and applying the whole range of modern psychology and biology,
tells us that we must develop intuition as a philosophical instrument if we are to gain any knowledge of things in
themselves; and he is thus re-echoing in modern terms what was long ago stated by Plotinus when he said
Knowledge has three degrees—opinion, science, illumination. The means or instrument of the first is sense, of the
second dialectic, of the third intuition. To the last I subordinate reason. It is absolute knowledge founded on the Identity
of the mind knowing with the object known.\fn{Letter to Flaccus}

We have discovered that sense knowledge, however acute, has to be corrected by the intellect, which tells us
that the sun does not go round the earth, although it appears to our observation to do this. So possibly, in turn, the
intellect, however acute, may have to be corrected by intuition, and the impotence of brain knowledge in dealing
with the problem of life is leading slowly to the perception that to know in its true sense is not an intellectual
process at all.
Further, in Bergson’s theory of the nature of mind, and in his theory of rhythm, he seems to indicate the lines
of a technical explanation of some part of the mystic experience.\fn{ The following remarks are much indebted to a valuable
article on Bergson and the Mysstics, by Evelyn Underhill, in the English Review, February 1912, which should be consulted for a fuller
exposition of the light shed by Bergson’s theories on the mystic experience } The soul, or the total psychic and mental life of

man, he says, is far greater than the little bit of consciousness of which we are normally aware, and the brain acts
as a sheath or screen, which allows only a point of this mental life to touch reality. The brain or the cerebral life is
therefore to the whole mental life as the point of a knife is to the knife itself. It limits the field of vision, it cuts in
one direction only, it puts blinkers on the mind, forcing it to concentrate on a limited range of facts. It is
conceivable that what happens with the mystics is that their mental blinkers become slightly shifted, and they are
thus able to respond to another aspect or order of reality. So that they are swept by emotions and invaded by
harmonies from which the average man is screened. Life having for them somewhat changed in direction, the
brain is forced to learn new movements, to cut along fresh channels, and thus to receive sensations which do not
directly minister to the needs of physical life. “Our knowledge of things,” says Bergson,
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derives its form from our bodily functions and lower needs. By unmaking that which these needs have made, we
may restore to Intuition its original purity, and so recover contact with the Real.

It is possibly this very unmaking and remaking, this readjustment, which we see at work in the lives of the
great mystics, and which naturally causes great psychic and even physical disturbances.
Bergson’s theory of rhythm is peculiarly illuminating in this connection. The intellect, he says, is like a
cinematograph. Moving at a certain pace, it takes certain views, snapshots of the continuous flux of reality, of
which it is itself a moving part. The special views that it picks out and registers, depend entirely upon the relation
between its movement and the rhythm or movement of other aspects of the flux. It is obvious that there are a
variety of rhythms or tensions of duration. For example, in what is the fraction of a second of our own duration,
hundreds of millions of vibrations, which it would need thousands of our years to count, are taking place
successively in matter, and giving us the sensation of light. It is therefore clear that there is a great difference
between the rhythm of our own duration and the incredibly rapid rhythms of physical matter. If an alteration took
place in our rhythm, these same physical movements would make us conscious—not of light—but of some other
thing quite unknown.
Would not the whole of history,

asks Bergson,
be contained in a very short time for a consciousness at a higher degree of tension than our own?

A momentary quickening of rhythm might thus account for the sensation of timelessness, of the “participation in
Eternity” so often described by the mystic as a part of the Vision of God.
Again, Bergson points out that there is nothing but movement; that the idea of rest is an illusion, produced
when we and the thing we are looking at are moving at the same speed, as when two railway trains run side by
side in the same direction. Here, once more, may not the mystic sensation of “still ness,” of being at one with the
central Life, be owing to some change having taken place in the spiritual rhythm of the seer, approximating it to
that of the Reality which he is thus enabled to perceive, so that the fretful movement of the individual mind
becomes merged in the wider flow of the whole, and both seem to be at rest?
Thus, the most recent philosophy throws light on the most ancient mystic teaching, and both point to the
conclusion that our normal waking consciousness is but one special type of many other forms of consciousness,
by which we are surrounded, but from which we are, most of us, physically and psychically screened. We know
that the consciousness of the individual self was a late development in the race; it is at least possible that the
attainment of the consciousness that this individual self forms part of a larger Whole, may prove to be yet another
step forward in the evolution of the human spirit.
If this be so, the mystics would appear to be those who, living with an intensity greater than their fellows, are
thus enabled to catch the first gleams of the realization of a greater self. In any case, it would seem certain,
judging from their testimony, that it is possible, by applying a certain stimulus, to gain knowledge of another
order of consciousness of a rare and vivifying quality.
Those who have attained to this knowledge all record that it must be felt to be understood, but that, so far as
words are of use, it is ever of the nature of a reconciliation; of discord blending into harmony, of difference
merging into unity.
239.130 Excerpt from Letters Of The Right Honourable V. S. Srinivasa Sastri PC CH L.lD D.LITT\fn{by V. S.
Srinivasa Sastri (1869-1946)} Valangsiman, Tanjore District, Tamil Nadu State, India (M) 9
1
To Gokhale,
fm. Dharmasala, Benares,
December 27, 1905\fn{The author was a delegate to the Benares Session of the Indian National Congress, of which Gopal Krishna
Gokhale (1866-1915) was President}
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Some six months ago I came across a little pamphlet marked Private and containing a prospectus of the
Servants of India Society. Since then I have had thoughts of joining it as a member. But I knew you would like
before taking me to see me if possible and to make inquiries of trustworthy persons regarding my character. The
opportunity has come now and I desire to offer my services. You may ask Madras delegates generally about me;
but I would mention in particular Messrs V. Krishnaswami Aiyar and G.A. Natesan, through whose kindness I had
the pleasure of being introduced to you at Madras.\fn{ Gokhale was a senior leader of the Indian National Congress and founder
of the Servants of India Society, through which he promoted both independence from the British Empire and also social reform, within the
context of non-violence and the reform of existing government institutions }

I am a schoolmaster in Triplicane with about 17 years’ service. I graduated B.A. in 1888 and am now 37 years
old. My age, I fear, may be against me, as I may not have many years more to give to the service of my country.
Nor have I. the confidence that I can do very much in the few years that lie before me. Such as I am, however, I
offer myself and hope to be accepted.
I don’t write this letter under an impulse of the moment; but the idea has been long in my mind, and it was for
this purpose chiefly that I made up my mind to come here as delegate.
I know how busy you are and shall not expect an early answer. But I request you to make your inquiries while
the Madras men are within your call. The result I shall wait for till you have leisure. If you decide to take me, I
shall require at least six months’ time to settle my affairs, as I have some people depending on me, and my affairs
are not particularly prosperous. My Madras address is: Head Master, Hindu High School, Triplicane.
2
To Gokhale,
fm. Triplicane,
February 10, 1906
I shall try, as desired by you, to go to Poona in the first week of March to learn the full nature of the step that I
propose to take. I know it is a serious step; but I know too that it is not dishonorable. However, you are right in
wishing to make sure that I am made aware of all the consequences of my action.
If for some reason you change your plan, please let me know in time.
3
To Gokhali,
fm. Hindu High School, Triplicane,
September 12, 1906
I am very sorry I am not able to fulfill my promise of joining the S.I.S. in September. My present employers
were unanimous that the school would suffer by my leaving in the middle of a year. My own weakness for the
institution and desire to deal as gently as possible with my mother and my wife disposed me to yield to their
persuasions, and I gave my word that I would not resign my post till December next.
I should of course not have done so without your express permission, but you had left India then, and I did not
think it necessary to add to your burdens in England,\fn{Gokhkale was often consulted by Lord Morley in shaping the MorleyMinto Reforms} which, God knows, were great enough, though, God be thanked, they have been greatly borne. I
trust I am not disturbing the initial arrangements of the Society; indeed I am wrong even to think it possible.
Another little matter wants your attention at leisure. My wife takes the matter more earnestly than I thought,
and insists on being taken to Poona. Tears are hard arguments to answer; and I have therefore, against my better
judgment, ventured to ask if a way may be found to please her. I hope she may yet come to think differently of the
matter before the time comes, but even if she does not, I feel sure that her resolution to follow the husband to the
ends of the earth, now sustained by romance and ignorance, cannot survive two months actual life in entirely
strange surroundings with a husband yearning to be free. Perhaps Mr. Dravid\fn{ A foundtion member of the Servants of
India Society} in his resourcefulness will be able to hit on some expedient which will enable me to enjoy the
benefits of the Society’s home without entirely ceasing to be a householder.
4
To Gokhale,
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fm. Hindu High School, Triplicane,
November 1, 1906
I resigned my situation last week, asking to be relieved from the 1 st of January 1907. School work ceases on
the last day of this month. so that I shall be free from the 1 st of December next
When it was known at home that I had sent up my resignation, the inevitable scenes were enacted. The sky is
clear once more; but the storm, I expect, is only gathering for one last outburst. I hope, however, the worst is over.
You may not know that Prof. M. Rangacharya M.A.. of the Presidency College, is the Secretary of my School
Committee. I shall see him in a day or two and ascertain what the Committee intend to do. Whether they relieve
me on the 1st of December or the 1st of January, it makes no difference.
I shall certainly attend the next sitting of Congress—if only to look on our G.O.M.\fn{ The Grand Old Man of India,
Dadabhai Naoroji, who presided for the third time over the Indian National Congress at its Calcutta Session in 1906 } It would be the
greatest misfortune of one’s life to have missed a sight of him when he was so near.
5
To Gokhale,
fm. Mymensingh,
1 January 27, 1907\fn{On January 15, 1907, the author was admitted as a member of the S.I.S.; the next day he started on a tour of
East Bengal}
Since I last reported to you, we have spent three days in Dacca and three here. The educational institutions of
the place are reopening tomorrow after three days’ leave. Hence our delay here. But we went the day before
yesterday to Muktagatcha, 9 miles away; and yesterday we went to Gauripur 13 miles away and returned only this
evening after a very interesting inspection of a village and minute observation of the economy of some typical
tenants’ houses.
First, as regards the political situation, when we got to Dacca from Barisal, we seemed to have reached the
temperate from the torrid zone. The temperature of this place is, if anything, slightly lower than that of Dacca.
The extreme boycott of Mr. Pal finds adherents chiefly among the younger generation. The National Schools,
which may be taken in both these places to afford a measure of the strength of the Palites\fn{ Followers of Bipin
Chandra Pal, a famous orator and demagogue } (please excuse a hateful but convenient word) are in a poor way. The
Dacca one receives no support from Babu Anand Chandra Roy\fn{ The author’s host, and the most influential political leader
of Dacca at this time} and his party, who are in the ascendant; it is patronized by a personal enemy of his named
Chakravarti. The Headmaster, who seemed at first to suspect me and examined me narrowly as to motive and
credentials, told a sad tale; and the general condition of the school was, in one word, wretched. The National
School here is better, but only slightly so. The Headmaster is a capable, zealous, and spirited man, but complains
of the absolute indifference of the general public and the neglect of all the local zamindars\fn{Landlords} (except
one who is unfortunately in pecuniary embarrassment). As I write now, he is haranguing the public in Bengali on
the National Education scheme.
But if one is to judge from the attitude of a zamindar said to be in every way of the best type—Babu Nagendra
Narain Acharji Chowdri—the poor headmaster is in for a bitter disappointment. Personally I consider it a pity that
these National Schools should fall into the hands, and be looked upon as the special care of, the extreme party.
Turbulent boys and inflamed agitators are not the best guarantee of the success of an educational movement.
However, there is one thing on which I look with unmixed satisfaction—the triumph of swadeshi\fn{The ideal of
economic self-sufficiency} among the Hindus: zamindars and tenants, extremists and moderates, vakils\fn{Native
lawyers} and school masters, all are firm adherents of swadeshi, and use their influence in spreading it. I wish it
were possible to say half as much of other parts of India. I cannot argue it out, but I believe it is sound economics
and true patriotism. East Bengal is doing its duty bravely, and may well be proud.
The Mohammedan question is rather more ticklish than at Barisal. Men put on a grave look when they speak of
it. There is. however, a singular unanimity with regard to it. Except among a few educated Mohammedans and the
pretty considerable class of Mohammedan weavers called jolas, the anti-swadeshi feeling is universal. Some are
aggressive customers of velati shops.\fn{Shops where foreign goods are sold} At one time a strong combination coerced
Mohammedan employers to dispense with Hindu labour. I find it hard to believe, but it seems to be the truth, that
such thorough opposition to the country’s cause is the work of a band of maulvis\fn{Islamic teachers} paid by the
Nawab of Dacca and helped by the police.
1527

Luckily, the Nawab is hastening to a fall; and a wholesome influence is arising which is expected to assert
itself. The growth of education is believed to be the sure remedy though it must be slow. Mohammedan
organization and agitation will soon get to be considered by Government in the same light as the I.N.C.\fn{ Indian
National Congress} Magistracies and Police Inspectorships are not enough to satisfy the future ambition of the
Mohammedans, and their gravitation towards us is inevitable.
Meantime let us watch in patience. And the most hopeful feature in the situation is the forbearance of the
Hindus.
I am struck with the public spirit and the high level of general education attained by the zamindars of this
district. It is in such marked contrast to the condition of Madras landlords. The hospitality of these people is
extraordinary. There are so many dishes and so many sweets at every meal that, but for my resolution, hitherto
sternly kept, of never eating my fill, I should have taken ill by this time. Everywhere (I blush to say it) I am made
too much of.
At Mymensingh some students turned up at the station, and their scramble for our luggage could only be
checked by Amulya Babu’s pointing to the appealing looks of the porters. We were driven to our lodgings amid
cries of Vande Mataram. Just imagine the plight I was in; I could hardly find my tongue to thank them. Poor
fellows! a speech would have rewarded them. But it takes much to tempt me to face an audience, and
(superfluously) I had been forbidden to deliver messages.\fn{ The rules of the S.I.S. forbid a member while under training to
write or speak in public } In many ways it is hard to follow Mr. Devadhar.\fn{ G.K. Devadhar, foundation-member of the S.I.S.;
he became its president in 1927 } Everywhere he is the subject of genuine praise. Full of inquiry, jolly, learned, hearty,
good fellow, I must write to him, what is his address?—these are the exclamations that you hear on his name
being mentioned. He seems to have expounded the Gita not only to students in Dacca. but to an amiable old
gentleman in exchange, apparently, for much valuable information concerning the Permanent Settlement.
I fear I am dull after him. But I try my best to develop the bump of inquisitiveness, though I am never destined
to grow into such an impressiveness\fn{ The text has: a big?, indicating perhaps a translation difficulty:H } as Devadhar. I
have succeeded, I fancy, in overcoming my incommunicativeness; and at Muktagatcha the day before yesterday,
goaded to desperation by a rather pointed reference to Mr. Devadhar, I rattled off to such good purpose that the
good brothers (they were two) actually begged me to go over again before leaving the district.
I graciously promised with a reservation, but am already planning to break the promise lest I should have to
make another great effort to keep up my reputation. Not content with this disservice, which perhaps he could not
help rendering me, Devadhar is adding another torment in the array of questions of which he says I should make a
“study” at every place.
That word “study” frightens me. But I bow to the inevitable and do my poor best. Really, you cannot imagine
and I cannot tell how much I owe him in his tour. To speak of nothing else, how many letters he has written to
people all over the province preparing them to receive a great visitor! I never can thank him enough, let alone
repaying him.
If you have not heard, you will soon hear, from a teacher of the Government School at Dacca, by name ——.
He desires to join our Society. Therefore at his instance I desire to say a few words about him. He is a popular
master, and bears a good character. I have ascertained by inquiry. I found him very eager for sacrifice in the
country’s cause. He has a daughter, but means to have no more children, whatever you may think of it. He is
given to study, and I have read a paper of his on Marriage after Puberty\fn{The author himself worte a pamphlet on the
subject, and gave away his own daughter in marriage after puberty. [Marriage in India at this time was normal for girls at the age of 10, and
boys only a year or two older; I have come across instances in the literature of girls detrothed at the age of eight years, and boys at ten or
so:H]} which shows some turn for inquiry and criticism.

But I fear his judgment is not yet mature. His views too need at little correction. I have told him that he will
have to stay with us for some time in Poona during the Summer holidays, as he is unable to go out of Dacca
before that. He is willing to do so. If his mind holds till then, I would recommend his trial.
6
To Gokhale,
fm. Comilla,
February 3, 1907
Since we left Mymensingh, we have been at Chandpur and Chittagong and arrived here last night. Tonight we
are leaving for Silchar where we shall remain for two days.
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We found Chandpur in a state of violent excitement. The people have not been let alone by Government. But
what struck me most was that the prosecution was about to be dropped for want of evidence. Not a single man
could be found, the dread of social boycott is so great and so real. The prosecution has been dropped, I hear. The
young men are phenomenally active, and a youth or two from the Suhrit Samiti of Mymensingh, a band of fireeaters most of them, were there scouring the country round. Hardyal Nag, our best host there, is an extremist, and
he carries all before him.
There was a conference of leaders, which we were asked to attend. The conference was fairly business-like and
showed earnestness. The whole district of Comilla is taking up in right earnest the question of organizing district
and local associations in pursuance of the Congress resolution. At the meeting we were thanked for our presence,
and as at other places, I was requested to address the people. Of course, I pleaded that I had been forbidden to
speak, though I didn’t tell them how much it agreed with my own inclinations. At Chittagong, the extremists are
few and are chiefly young men. Even the students have taken the boycott fever in a mild form. But the swadeshi
is as strong as elsewhere, and my hosts, Babus Nagendra and Prasanna Kumar Roy, seemed to take the same view
of the matter as I.
At Comilla we were met upon our arrival in a rather uncomfortable way by a virulent boycotter. He was wroth
with the Bengali leaders of Calcutta in general, whom he called deserters and self-seeking men. For Bombay,
Madras, the Punjab and other provinces which wouldn’t adopt the boycott, he had nothing but contempt tinged
with pity.
Is this the way we are going to be one nation? Has not Government proved false utterly and hopelessly? Can
any more justice be looked for in the law courts? Why not refer everything to arbitration by our own men?
Resuscitate the village community and so on and so on. My host Babu Bhudhar Das is of the same mind though
he speaks more mildly. And so I understand are all but a very few.
The National School of this place is attended by over 2,000 boys, no one of whom was expelled from another
place. Of course here too there are ugly prosecutions and arrests going on to keep the people inflamed at heart.
One is sorely pained to hear the stories of oppression narrated.
The Mohammedans keep aloof as a body, but in all these three places the leaders have the same firm faith in
the final result. Education will surely bring the remedy, they all say. I am very dull now and will stop.
7
To Gokhale,
fm. Jorhat,
February 9, 1907
Since I last reported from Comilla. I have spent two days at Silchar; two in traveling, and two at this place. We
shall leave this evening for Dibrugarh on the frontier.\fn{ He means on the frontier with China. Dibrugarh is on the Assamese
frontier with Arunchal Pradesh State—that State is on the Sino-Indian frontier, but Arunchal Pradesh did not come into existence until
1987, and in the author’s day, the political boundary between Assam and southern Tibet was not officially drawn:H }

At Comilla I met several people. Of one, I wrote in my last. I saw him again before leaving the place and was
once more treated to a hot denunciation of the British Government, its educational system and its oppressiveness
and a violent and I must say, ill-natured attack on Bhupendra Babu.\fn{ Babu Bhupendranath Basu} Surendra
Babu\fn{Surendranath Bannerjee} and others. This man is a Government servant, being a teacher in the local school,
having been recently removed from Dacca apparently for his swadeshi proclivities.
My Comilla host is the leader of the bar. He is tall and handsome, with a commanding voice and stately
manners. He bends like a courtier and throws a great deal of humility into his courtesy. I thought it would be
uncomfortable to deal with him, but he speedily laid aside his distant air and talked freely. I found him an outand-out Palite, though he took care to add that he had some toleration for the moderates.
Others whom I saw were without it. One vakil, reputed to be rising and influential, put it syllogistically to me
this way. What we gain, Englishmen must lose. Men don’t like to lose. Englishmen are human, etc. They have
never given concessions before. Irishmen and Indians have wrested them. Let us no longer ask. Have nothing to
do with the rulers. If we all kept aloof, where would they be? Let us begin it at once, as it is foolish to wait for
time.
The Secretary of the local National School is a thoughtful quiet man, but he too has lost faith in agitation and
looks forward with disturbed feelings to the coming conflict, which he thinks inevitable. The moderates are
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nowhere, except among the Mussalmans. I asked to be taken or shown to one of these anti- swadeshis, but was
told that not one of them knew English enough or had intelligence enough to talk over the subject.
The National School is largely supported by the public and, though students had not been prosecuted or
expelled, as many as 250 of them joined the National School within a few weeks of its starting. The technical
branch is about to be opened and the monthly doles are readily and cheerfully paid up. The Secretary is a wise
man and does not look upon this as a permanent basis. He will set about gathering donations. He is full of hope,
the only point on which he is diffident being the low average intelligence of the boys that have joined. He is the
only man whom I have spoken to who is not hopeful of the Mohammedan attitude. He fears they may be a
perpetual menace to our unity. The others are optimists in the matter.
At Silchar the political tide does not seem to run high. Even swadeshi receives languid support. The boys,
however, are of the extreme persuasion, though they have taken the infection in a mild form. A few hardy fellows
stood out against the loyal head-master and were expelled. In a few days, however, they submitted, apologized,
and were taken back. I devoted my attention mainly to the Manipuris, whom I found a highly interesting people.
At Jorhat too the political feeling is not strong. The swadeshi movement has not given rise to a single shop
exclusively swadeshi. Indigenous goods, however, command a better sale than before. Extremists are scarcely to
be met with. My host, a Brahmin planter of means, though an ardent patriot, has nothing but contempt for Pal and
his teachings. Mohammedans are few in number, but have shown signs of separatism in a marked degree. At the
instance of Sir B. Fuller they have recently organized an Anjuman, and presented an address on their own account
to Mr. Hare.\fn{Sir Lancelot Hare (1851-1922), the last Lieutenant-Governor of the province of Eastern Bengal and Assam (19061911)} A feeling of mutual suspicion and ill-will seems to exist between Bengalis and Assamese here, the
Government officials doing their best to aggravate it. Intermarriages and interdining\fn{ As in both cases, between
castes:H} don’t exist. Competition for places in service and prizes elsewhere seems to add to the bitterness. I am
told that it will be many years before the feeling dies out.
Yesterday I spent many hours in my host’s tea garden. My impression so far is that the coolies are not so badly
off as I thought. But I must observe more at Dibrugarh, to which I am going tonight. I am sorry I must deny
myself the pleasure of seeing Mrs. Shaw at Moheema, as it is a tedious journey and may keep me here two days
longer. I shall see a European plantation or two at Dibrugarh instead. We are both doing very well.
8
To V. Krishnaswami Aiyar,
fm. Servants of India Home, Poona City,
May 20, 1907
My former students have written to me in glowing terms of Mr. Pal’s propagandist work in Madras,\fn{ “Babu
Bipin Chunder Pal burst into full fame in Madras as a preacher of the new political creed. For several days on the sands of the beach he
spoke words hot with emotion and subtly logical, which were wafted by the soft evening breeze to tens of thousands of listeners, invading
their whole souls and setting them aflame with the fever of a wild consuming desire. Oratory had never dreamed of such triumphs in India;
the power of the spoken word had never been demonstrated on such a scale. The immediate effect was to deepen and strengthen the
discontent already in existence, and to embitter a hundredfold the controversies that divided the two political schools.” (From the author’s
introduction to the first edition of Mr. Natesan’s collection of Gokhale’s Speeches and Writings)} and asked me how it is possible

for a genuine patriot like Mr. Gokhale or Mr. V.K. Aiyar, to differ from him. Though I agree that it is necessary to
combat his doctrines, I cannot persuade myself that their spread will do unmixed harm. Grimness is one of the
elements that our patriotism needs now, and I believe that Mr. Pal’s lectures are calculated to develop that quality.
We have had some troubles so far; but what are these to the miseries that the people must go through before any
considerable progress can be made?
Patriotism has been much too cheap with us. To some it has brought profit, to many it has been the means of
social distinction and honor, to the great crowds it has afforded generous excitement, now few have really
suffered in body and in mind—loss of life, liberty, wealth, etc.! There has practically been no political persecution
at all in India.
I confess I was not quite pleased to read that Lajpat Rai seemed greatly depressed and crestfallen. If he could
not have sincerely rejoiced to have been enabled to suffer for the country, he ought to show by his manly bearing
and dignified self-possession that Indians know, and are prepared to meet with resolution and grimness, the fate
that awaits the first patriots that lift up their voice, pen, or sword against tyranny.
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But I recognize at the same time the different parts that men have to play in this bewildering drama. For
instance, my sympathy goes out even now to Mr. Morley. I wonder if you or I would have done any better?
9
To V. Krishnaswami Aiyar,
fm. Servants of India Home, Poona City,
May 27, 1907
I see you have invited a storm over your head.\fn{ This letter has reference to a speech which Mr. Krishnaswami Aiyar
delivered on 22nd May 1907 to a conference of missionaries. Discussing at Kodaikanal the unrest of those days he said that “the real cause
of the present agitation was the extremist party”. “He had no patience with those who encouraged school boys to take part in politics.” Mr.
Pal had spoken only a few days previously in Madras, inciting students to boycott schools and colleges and to adopt extreme forms of
agitation} I am very glad you have touched the missionaries by your appeal. Much good may not come of it; but it
was necessary.
That the extreme party are responsible for the present unrest is not so clear to me; nor do I think that statement
altogether politic from one whom Europeans have learned to look upon as a leader of the Indian Community. But
it is time we denounced the participation of students in active politics and saved both.
Mr. Gokhale has written to you, and means to write again. He will return from Mahabaleshwar on the 1 st of
June; we have already been asked to reconcile ourselves to separation from him at the end of the month; so that
this year he will spend barely one month with the members of the Society. But the work that claims him is the
Society’s work, and we give him, as he asks, with joy and enthusiasm.
Shall I add a personal item? Mr. G. reading your letters, exclaimed:
“It is really wonderful, this man’s intellect; acute and at the same time massive; I mean it strikes you at once as
altogether superior,” or words to that effect.
I note them only because I feel flattered that my judgment receives confirmation from a competent authority.
Excuse this lay.
10
To G.A. Natesan,
fm. S.I. Home, Poona,
May 31, 1907
Your letter. Though it must have caused you much bitterness and pain, I am relieved to find that you are in a
good frame of mind. The end of the strain is not near as some fancy; and our will have to pass through a struggle
or two more. At Madras in the meanwhile one must regret that Mr. K. has added elements of bitterness.\fn{ Mr.
Krishnaswami Aiyar’s speech seems to have been badly reported. When Mr. K. sent the author his own summary, the latter confessed he
put too much faith in the telegraphic summary. It is interesting that the author’s forecast that succeeding generations will contribute more
character, virility and persistence to the ranks of the extremist party came true }

The divorce of politics from school-boy effort, however difficult, ought to be attempted. It is an imitation of
western civilization which is not suited to our people and which we can do well without. But the Kodaikanal
pronouncement was in the nature of a bomb. The attribution of the trouble to the extremist party was not in the
first instance just; in the second place it was most imprudent and calculated to strengthen the hands of the official
class. Mr. Gokhaler and others have all along contended that the unrest is not the result of forced boycott or
violent preaching of swaraj.\fn{Independence} Again, what need was there of that outrageous classification of
Extremists?\fn{Mr. K. was reported as having said that the extremist party was made up (1) men consumed by their own ambition, (2)
men disappointed in life and (3) school-boys } Pal and Tilak may be bad people; students may form the bulk of the party;
still, their camp is not without the elements of genuine patriotism and sacrifice. If it were otherwise, it would be
the merest policy to avoid the temptation of calling the other party unpatriotic. As it happens they apply the same
epithet to us. It is a sorry exchange of abuse.
All the time sensible persons, not violently excited, will remember that the country belongs to all alike and that
each has a right to serve her as he thinks best. Besides, I can’t for the life of me understand why Mr. V.K. attaches
such undue importance to the one or two bits of reform that are contemplated. Let them come a few years hence,
if not now. They are bound to come one day, anyhow. Reactions, setbacks, and serious mistakes are inevitable, in
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a huge, unorganized, heterogeneous mass. Firm adherence to our line of work does not mean violent warfare
amongst ourselves.
Personally too Mr. V.K. has made his position a great deal worse than before. But to this. as to other personal
aspects of the affair, he will be nobly indifferent. All the same it seems to me a wholly needless sacrifice.
Already Mr. Pal is digging the grave of his own career. If there is truth in the telegrams published in all the
papers, the poor fellow’s mind is unhinged, and he is a pitiful wreck. His ignominious exit in this fashion may
render pacification easy, though it is by no means certain. The result will be facilitated by the increasing clearness
of the failure of their propaganda. The utter futility of the boycott of Government work and association, the
meagerness of constructive effort in the industrial and manufacturing line, and the total absence of cohesion
exhibited by East Bengal happenings—these and other weaknesses will open the eyes of the nation to the real
nature of the extremist theory. For a time, at least, though not in the immediate future, they will sink back.
But depend on it, the party will continue to exist, and emerge into prominence every now and then. And my
own honest opinion is that on every occasion the manifestation of their virulence will leave the forward
movement in India outwardly discredited, but inwardly stronger and more firm based. At present the party’s
personnel is rather feeble and it has not risen equal to its own policy. But succeeding generations will contribute
more character, virility, and persistence to the party; and though their hold on the country may never become very
strong, impartial history will perhaps record that every onward step in our liberation was rendered possible by
their seeming recklessness and bravado.
Let not school-boy excesses and pranks incense us against that misguided but well-meaning party.
Mr. Gokhale is at Mahabaleshwar and returns tomorrow night. He is going to be occupied with a memorial re
Lala Lajpat Rai’s deportation. Then he goes to Calcutta to obtain signatures; perhaps I shall visit Madras for the
same purpose. Dravid goes the C.P. and U.P. Mr. G. will then proceed to Lahore for a week, thence to Simla and
then after a day’s interval, off to England where he expects to have to stay long—for eight months or thereabouts.
The Society of Servants of India will be left therefore largely to its own devices and that does not promise well at
the start. However the country’s call is loud and distinct and must be answered.
11
To V. Krishnaswami Aiyar,
fm. Servants of India Society, Poona City,
June 21,1907
th
Mr. Gokhale stays here till the 28 instant, when he will go Kagal where his brother’s obsequies are
performing. He may return after an absence of four days.
As soon as he came back,\fn{ From Kagal, where his brother died} he told me he was going to shut himself up for a
few days and not admit any company except that of newspapers and a few favorite authors. I thought he needed it,
he looked so pale and careworn. But in a few hours he had thrown this caution to the winds. Visitors came to
condole, and the Budget Speech and the local Council’s sitting and the rules for the office of India\fn{A bulletin
issued by the British Committee of the Indian National Congress, with its office in London } which Mr. Devadhar has elaborated
with care—these and sundry other matters drew him out of his seclusion, until at present he moves about almost
as usual.
I began to think he was taking it all bravely, and ventured to make the remark casually, when he told me he
suffered terribly in mind and could not sleep at all. Then he began for the second time to recount what his brother
had been to him, how he had brought him up from childhood and undergone much worry on his account, how the
relations between them had been always most loving and affectionate without the slightest jar on any occasion,
and how during these last years he had been enabled by the deceased’s willingness to bear all burdens to banish
from his mind all thought of family and all care of children even during the plague. This narration brought tears
into his eyes, and even mine began to fill, dry as they generally are, and as if by common impulse we parted.
He saw Sastrial in your letter and playfully blamed me for not correcting his usual address of Sastri. On the
subject of your letter, however, nothing has yet passed between us.
I must confess I put too much faith in that telegraphic summary. Your report alters the complexion of things
materially. I rejoice most sincerely that you were able to make such a good impression on the European part of the
audience. Who will not respond to genuine earnestness and power? Even where direct self-interest prevents full
compliance, sympathy and tolerance are yielded.
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I must now hasten to tell you of Sir P.M. Mehta’s latest act of prowess. At the recent Council meeting at Poona
(the day before yesterday) the Hon. Mr. Parekh read a well-reasoned and powerful indictment of the oppressive
and cruel way in which the land assessment had been collected. This was too much for Mr. Logan, a Bombay
Customs Collector. He made a violent speech, denouncing Congress orators (and their political propaganda), who
represented the interests of the landlord and the sowcar\fn{Apparently, the village moneylender:H} in the Council, while
the poor voiceless ryot\fn{Peasant farmer} had only himself and another gentleman who could be trusted to
safeguard his interests. The country was increasing in prosperity, and the ryots were well off except when the
landlords oppressed them. They were quite able to pay the taxes, but were occasionally contumacious and
recalcitrant, because they were encouraged and incited by people who inculcated habits of dishonesty. He entirely
disapproved of the India Government’s policy of leniency in regard to suspension and remission of taxes. The few
real cases of revenue officers’ oppression were inevitable, owing to the innumerable instances of fraud and
dishonesty with which they had to deal. The sowcar took between 12 and 60 per cent interest from the bleeding
and starving peasant; and yet here were people who never said a word about him recommending leniency, mercy,
and all that to Government, which advanced loans at 6¼%.
And so on through the stock arguments of the worst civilian. The tone and manner of the speech were most
irritating, and I felt strongly tempted to box his ears then and there. After two or three others had spoken or read
stupid essays, Mr. Mehta’s turn came.
He rose with alacrity and addressed two sentences rather fast to H.E. and his councilors on the right and the
left. I could not catch the words, but fancied (wrongly, I find) they might allude in some caustic manner to the
caucus episode.\fn{Sir P.M. Mehta’s ascendancy in the Corporation of Bombay had roused much jealousy in certain sections including
officials, and a powerful caucus was formed to oust him, but failed in the end } Then came his time-honored joke of ploughing
the sands. With his genial smile he blamed Setalvad, Parekh and Ibrahim Rahimtoolah for having deprived him of
all the materials of his speech. However, the Hon. Mr. Logan had earned his gratitude by furnishing much matter
for an effort on his part.
Then he assumed a severe manner, made his face rigid, and raised his voice. His gestures became abrupt and
violent, so much so that the Council seemed to feel uneasy. The Bombay Revenue Officer, he said, is the
Bourbon; he never learns and he never forgets. Time after time his pet theories have been exploded, his methods
have been condemned, and his acts have been reversed. Still he persists in his oppression. He continues to believe
as firmly as ever in his infallibility, and has no patience with his critics. He imputes motives and abuses. How
long is this to go on? The Government of India lays down rules in vain; even the severe castigation of the
Macdonnel Commission has had no effect.\fn{ Sir Antony Macdonnel was President of a Commission of inquiry into the
condition of ryots in the Deccan, of which the report made far-seeing and sympathetic recommendations, and was often quoted by our
politicians}

What facts has the Hon. Mr. Logan to urge in support of his strictures? None whatever. He merely trots out the
old, old Anglo-Indian stories of prosperity budgets and prosperous people. Who does not see through this trick
nowadays? We all know the origin of these surpluses. They are the result of currency policy which indirectly
taxes the agriculturist. Having taken from the poor man both directly and indirectly a great deal more than he can
give or you need, you turn round and say he is prosperous.
People paid their taxes in Gujerat easily enough twenty years ago. Yes, it is true. But why? Mr. Logan says
people were not contumacious and dishonest as they have since become. The fact is, as he himself knows, there
were no famines at all in Gujerat twenty years ago. Why should ryots object to pay when they easily could?
Mr. L. says that orators (I suppose he means us of the Congress party) inculcate habits of dishonesty. I strongly
resent it, and I throw it back in his face. He accuses us of representing the landlord and the sowcar, and calls
himself the champion of the ryot. Did he or any Bombay Revenue Officer stand up for the ryot on this occasion?
Or on that? (mentioning: two). You play the ma bap when it suits you and give him over when it does not suit
you.
Then as to the sowcar, it is positive ingratitude for Government to persecute him. He has enabled the constant
stream of revenue to flow into the public coffers. His absolute necessity in the economy of the village has been
admitted on high authority. It is not quite fair to accuse him of exacting high interest, and to compare him with
Government in this respect. In lending out money he has to face enormous risks and must charge high rates.
Government has a system of grind and thorough which brings the maximum money for minimum expenditure.
I have felt it necessary to address these remarks because the Hon. Mr. L. has expressed offensive sentiments in
a particularly offensive manner. I have now done with him. Let me now turn to the Hon. Mr. Armstrong.
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And here his expression relaxed and his manner grew gentle, and he frequently smiled on Mr. Armstrong as he
looked at him. The contrast was quite striking. Mr. L. sat stunned all the time and his eyes grew red. Only after
Mr. Mehta had done with him he bent down a bit and muttered some words now and then. He looked the picture
of misery.
H.E.\fn{His Excellency} and Council! had one eye on Mr. M. and the other on Mr. L. One could read anxiety on
every face. Mr. M. uttered Bombay Revenue Officer about twenty times and political propaganda about fifteen
times. I felt a thrill as he said:
“I resent it strongly and I throw it back in his face.” In one word, it made me proud that there was a man who
could stand up to the full height and speak as an injured gentleman should speak to the injurer. If only each
province had two or three such men! When I told Mr. Gokhale of it he felt elated, and exclaimed more than once,
“Only Mr. Mehta can do it. Oh! he is the man for it.”
After the sitting was over, H. E. came over to where Mr. M. sat, and spoke a few words, as if to show that he
cherished no ill-will. Then Mr. M. moved away, but coming to where Mr. L. was standing, turned back sharp; Mr.
L., as if by the same impulse, turning back on his part.
Today Mr. Khare began by a feeble attack on Mr. L. Nothing particular has happened till lunch. Mr. Selby
made a very good speech.\fn{Council has resumed}
Sir Steyning Edgerley; Junior Member, did not refer to the episode, except when he made a passing remark:
“In my unregenerate days when I was a Bombay Revenue Officer.”
The Senior Member, Mr. Muir Mackenzie, took it up seriously and confirmed every one of the obnoxious
statements of Mr. Logan. The only thing he did was to exempt the members of the Legislative Council from the
charge of inculcating habits of dishonesty.
“Out of this Council plenty of such persons,” he said: and when he instanced the paper Vande Mataram, Mr.
Mehta promptly stood up and asked whether he was speaking of Bombay Province or the whole of India.
“Of Bombay Province,” answered Mr. Muir Mackenzie in a deliberate manner.
The controversy, he wound up by saying, need not disturb private and personal relations. H.E. said he enjoyed
the exciting passage-at-arms. In the peculiar conditions of political controversy in India, Government never finds
a champion outside its own ranks. But it is unavoidable. In the present instance though there was warmth on both
sides, H.E. felt sure, each combatant was armed in triple brass, so that no serious danger need be apprehended.
As I read over the letter I find I have not reproduced Mr. M.’s language with any approach to faithfulness, but
the substance is all right. His expressions were a trifle stronger, I should fancy, and when he uttered them in his
emphatic manner, they seemed forcible. I will stop now as it is 8 o’clock.
12
To V. Krishnaswami Aiyar,
fm. Poona City,
July 9, 1908
My dear Mr. Krishnaswami Aiyar, I am glad to report that after my coming here a full programme of work has
been arranged. Besides studies particular to each member, there are two meetings a week at one of which a paper
is read, and at the other a debate conducted. On a recent occasion Patwardhan condemned Mr. Morley’s
administration (you know he has decided extremist leanings); and I had to defend Mr. M. at some length. The
debate had become lively and had to be adjourned.
The day before it was to be resumed, the Gaekwar,\fn{ The late Sayaji Rao Gaekwar, one of the ablest, boldest and most
progressive of the princes} who was a guest of H.E. here, sent for Patwardhan, our Resident Member, and learning that
there was to be a debate next day, offered to attend it. We didn’t congratulate Patwardhan on the result of his
interview, but what was to be done? A mere continuation would have been dull, for Chatterji can’t speak at all.
Dravid has few words, and the rest are youngsters.
We held a council of war, and it was decided that the debate should begin de novo, I leading the attack on
Morley and a Professor of Fergusson College, an associate of our Society, following with a vindication. I was not
willing to argue against my convictions, but I was overborne on the questionable ground that a debate was a
debate and its laws allowed unfelt advocacy as an academic exercise.
Punctually at 8 a.m. H.H. was seen driving in a Government House motor, and in a quarter of an hour after
entering our premises, took his seat at the head of the debating table, having refused tea and refreshments, which
had been arranged at some cost, for he said he had come to hear the debate and not to drink tea.
1534

I must say he put us at ease in a moment by the simple, direct and business-like way in which he asked us to
begin. Dravid, who presides at all meetings in virtue of his seniority, bade me lead.
After explaining that I was running down Mr. Morley in the pure spirit of debate, I made what I flatter myself
was a delicate allusion to the illustrious visitor and proceeded to handle the partition,\fn{ Of Bengal) the
deportation,\fn{Of Lala Lajpat Rai in 1907 } the repression, and so on through the whole list. I affected to judge him by
the highest standard of the philosopher-statesman, and allowing that he was seeking to conciliate the bureaucracy
and obtain their hearty support to a liberal measure of reform.
Where was the guarantee, I asked, that he would not find himself at the end in the position of one who had
given away his all and got nothing in return? For the bureaucracy is like a wanton with an insatiable appetite for
the homage and gifts of love in any measure. At the end I referred to the inevitable peerage. Magnanimously I
allowed the plea to pass that not love of office or greed of lucre, but a severe sense of duty, made him seek an
asylum in the Upper House as the only condition of his keeping the Indian portfolio.
But then came my master-stroke. May not one remind the new peer, I asked, that, if on the one hand we are
none of us infallible, not even the youngest of us, on the other hand, we are none of us indispensable, not even the
oldest of us?
I sat down at this point, unwilling to mar the effect of this most unanswerably confounding question. I had
been on my feet exactly twenty minutes, the time previously fixed by Dravid.
The Gaekwar was greatly pleased—with the manner, I am sure, rather than with the matter, of my speech.
After a word of praise, he asked to see my notes, which consisted of about ten key-words on a slip of paper
written in large hand in consideration of my long sight.
The Fergusson Professor put forth a serious effort, demolishing my positions with elaborate arguments. He
spoke for more than half an hour, and, I must say, his defense was both able and thorough. But the most sober and
convincing answer will not avail a clever and biting jest. And so the Professor’s heavy artillery did little or no
execution.
At any rate the Gaekwar had had enough of the debate, and as if catching a hint from his speech, began a
conversation on Village Panchayat. Of course his experiments, his difficulties, his sympathies, were in evidence;
but one was struck with the extent and intimacy of the Prince’s knowledge of affairs. H.H. has also great tact and
knows how to make himself agreeable. “You are quite right”, “Therein I agree”, “Exactly”, “Oh, yes, of course”,
he would say frequently, but that was the certain precursor of a serious qualification, objection, or difficulty.
Education, wide popular education, lay at the bottom of everything; and great work lay before us, servants of
India, if the coming reforms were to be beneficial and permanent.
When the conversation had. led up to that natural close, H.H.\fn{ His Highness} left, but not without saying twice
over that he wanted very much to repeat his visit on, some future occasion. Directly his car rolled away,
somebody—I am not sure it was not me—cried “To the tea!” and I am ashamed to say we fell on the table like
famished dogs, and biscuits, apples, mangoes, figs, and plantains disappeared almost in the twinkling of an eye,
leaving the white cloth and plates and cups in a condition that would have broken the heart of a housewife.
Luckily we had only Gopal\fn{Gokhale’s cook} in her place; he with Moru, Dhondi, Dagudu, and one or two others
of euphonious names—but you won’t care to hear of their elegant doings.
I am at present reading of the Russian movement of the last few decades. We have many books on the subject
written from the revolutionist or anarchist point of view. Most absorbing to be sure; but not to be recommended
by any means to the young or susceptible. I had scarcely an adequate notion of the heroisms, the martyrdoms, the
grim resolves that illustrate the annals of revolt. There is a directness, a dread earnestness, a sublime spurning of
the mere comforts and decencies of settled social life that seem of a different world altogether. What a thing is this
humanity! What infinite possibilities it has, what contrasts, what marvels! If we could but lift ourselves from the
slough of smug respectability and regularized order of our society, we might have a taste, hot and unforgettable,
of real life as it is lived in a world of daring aspiration, ceaseless endeavor, and delirious excitement and
uncertainty. The fascination amounts to a vertigo and to feeble and enthusiastic natures may be irresistible.
Breathing the atmosphere of wholesale executions and banishments and inhuman tortures, the sentences of Mr.
Pinhey on Chidambaram and Sival don’t throw me into any transports of surprise or resentment, but to the great
mass of people they must be simply overwhelming. The judge’s summing-up contains many sentiments which
must be challenged. I don’t know whether a statement in clear terms of the judge’s own opinion amounts to a
misdirection; but I suppose the point is scarcely worth discussing in a case of assessors. I have a suspicion that the
inclusion of Chidambaram among the bomb-throwing anarchists by the King’s evidence at Calcutta—Bessumber
is only a variation of Chidambar to give a touch of reality—may have influenced the mind of the judge in
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determining the sentence\fn{Mr. V.O. Chidambaram Pillai and Mr. K. Subrahmanya Siva were two of the active politicians whom
Mr. Pinhey, Sessions Judge of Tinnevelly, had sentenced to long terms of imprisonment } Certain remarks of Justice Davar too in
the Ka case\fn{Ka was one of the Marathi newspapers of the day which suffered severely at the hands of Government } seem to
augur the utmost severity as regards Tilak.
I should not be surprised if he be transported and his press confiscated.\fn{ Tilak had been arrested on June 24, and was
awaiting trial} Whatever you may say, that would remove a great figure from the field of politics: it would ring
down the curtain on a tragedy of deep pathos and profound moral significance. God’s ways are many.
I fear the bomb disclosures and the Press prosecutions in Bengal and Bombay will postpone indefinitely the
beginning of Congress work. People here are unable to bring their minds to think of anything besides Mr. Tilak.
What is Madras doing? Why not organize the Provincial Committee in the City? It is then that the Dt.\fn{ District}
Committees must be thought of. It would be well to call a preliminary meeting of the actual workers and settle the
details. It would be a shame if Congress met the first year\fn{ I.e., the first under the Convention Constitution after the Surat
Split} on an improperly or imperfectly worked constitution. Let Madras set a good example in this matter. For my
part I am ready to go if required. But I shall have only after the 15 th of August, as I have given my word to that
effect to Mr. Gokhale, and as I find my presence useful in carrying out the programme of the Society for this
session.
240.1 An Autobiography, or The Story Of My Experiments With Truth\fn{by Mohandus Karamchand Gandhi aka
Bahi, Bapu, Gandhiji, Mahatma Gandhi (1869-1948)} Porbandar, Porbandar District, Gujarat State, India (M) 199
I.1
The Gandhis belong to the Bania caste\fn{The caste of merchants} and seem to have been originally grocers. But
for three generations, from my grandfather, they have been Prime Ministers in several Kathiawad States.
Uttamchand Gandhi, alias Ota Gandhi, my grandfather, must have been a man of principle. State intrigues
compelled him to leave Porbandar, where he was diwan, and to seek refuge in Junagadh. There he saluted the
Nawab with the left hand. Someone, noticing the apparent discourtesy, asked for an explanation, which was given
thus:
“The right hand is already pledged to Porbandar.”
Ota Gandhi married a second time, having lost his first wife. He had four sons by his first wife and two by his
second wife. I do not think that in my childhood I ever felt or knew that these sons of Ota Gandhi were not all of
the same mother.
The fifth of these six brothers was Karamchand Gandhi, alias Kaba Gandhi, and the sixth was Tulsidas
Gandhi. Both these brothers were Prime Ministers in Porbandar, one after the other.
Kaba Gandhi was my father. He was a member of the Rajasthanik Court. It is now extinct, but in those days it
was a very influential body for settling disputes between the chiefs and their fellow clansmen. He was for some
time Prime Minister in Rajkot and then in Vankaner. He was a pensioner of the Rajkot State when he died.
Kaba Gandhi married four times in succession, having lost his wife each time by death. He had two daughters
by his first and second marriages. His last wife, Putlibai, bore him a daughter and three sons, I being the youngest.
*
My father was a lover of his clan, truthful, brave and generous, but short-tempered; to a certain extent he might
have been even given to carnal pleasures. For he married for the fourth time when he was over forty. But he was
incorruptible and had earned a name for strict impartiality in his family as well as outside. His loyalty to the state
was well known. An Assistant Political Agent spoke insultingly of the Rajkot Thakore Saheb, his chief, and he
stood up to the insult. The Agent was angry and asked Kaba Gandhi to apologize. This he refused to do and was
therefore kept under detention for a few hours. But when. the Agent saw that Kaba Gandhi was adamant, he
ordered him to be released.
My father never had any ambition to accumulate riches and left us very little property.
He had no education, save that of experience. At best, he might be said to have read up to the fifth Gujarati
standard. Of history and geography he was innocent.
But his rich experience of practical affairs stood him in good stead in the solution of the most intricate
questions and in managing hundreds of men.
Of religious training he had very little, but he bad that kind of religious culture which frequent visits to temples
and listening to religious discourses make available to many Hindus. In his last days be began reading the Gita at
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the instance of a learned Brahman friend of the family, and he used to repeat aloud some verses every day at the
time of worship.
*
The outstanding impression my mother has left on my memory is that of saintliness. She was deeply religious.
She would not think of taking her meals without her daily prayers. Going to Haveli—the Vaishnava temple—was
one of her daily duties. As far as my memory can go back, I do not remember her having ever missed the
Chaturmas.\fn{Lit., a period of four months. A vow of fasting and semi-fasting during the four months of the monsoons; it is a sort of
long Lent} She would take the hardest vows and keep them without flinching. Illness was no excuse for relaxing
them. I can recall her once falling, ill when she was observing the Chandrayana vow,\fn{A sort of fast in which the
daily quantity of food is increased or diminished according as the moon waxes or wanes } but the illness was not allowed to
interrupt the observance.
To keep two or three consecutive fasts was nothing to her. Living on one meal a day during Chaturmas was a
habit with her. Not content with that she fasted every alternate day during one Chaturmas. During another
Chaturmas she vowed not to have food without seeing the sun. We children on those days would stand, staring at
the sky, waiting to announce the appearance of the sun to our mother. Everyone knows that at the height of the
rainy season the sun often does not condescend to show his face. And I remember days when, at his sudden
appearance, we would rush and announce it to her. She would run out to see with her own eyes, ,but by that time
the fugitive sun would be gone, thus depriving her of her meal.
“That does not matter,” she would say cheerfully, “God did not want me to eat today.” And then she would
return to her round of duties.
My mother had strong common sense. She was well informed about all matters of state, and ladies of the court
thought highly of her intelligence. Often I would accompany her, exercising the privilege of childhood, and I still
remember many lively discussions she had with the widowed mother of the Thakore Saheb.
Of these parents I was born at Porbandar, otherwise known as Sudamapuri, on the 2 nd October 1869. I passed
my childhood in Porbandar.
I recollect having been put to school. It was with some difficulty that I got through the multiplication tables.
The fact that I recollect nothing more of those days than having learnt, in company with other boys, to call our
teacher all kinds of names, would strongly suggest that my intellect must have been sluggish, and my memory
raw.
I.2
I must have been about seven when my father left Porbandar for Rajkot to become a member of the
Rajasthanik Court. There I was put into a primary school, and I can well recollect those days, including the names
and other particulars of the teachers who taught me. As at Porbandar, so here, there is hardly anything to note
about my studies. I could only have been a mediocre student.
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† Mohandas Ghandi (right) and a school friend Sheikh Mehtab, during his school days in Rajkot (c.1882) †
From this school I went to the suburban school and thence to the high school, having already reached my
twelfth year. I do not remember having ever told a lie, during this short period, either to my teachers or to my
schoolmates. I used to be very shy and avoided all company. My books and my lessons were my sole companions.
To be at school at the stroke of the hour and to run back home as soon as the school closed—that was my daily
habit. I literally ran back, because I could not bear to talk to anybody. I was even afraid lest anyone should poke
fun at me.
There is an incident which occurred at the examination during my first year at the high school and which is
worth recording. Mr. Giles, the Educational Inspector. had come on a visit of inspection. He had set us five words
to write as a spelling exercise. One of the words was “kettle”. I had misspelt it. The teacher tried to prompt me
with the point of his boot, but I would not be prompted. It was beyond me to see that he wanted me to copy the
spelling from my neighbor’s slate, for I had thought that the teacher was there to supervise us against copying.
The result was that all the boys, except myself, were found to have spelt every word correctly. Only I had been
stupid.
The teacher tried later to bring this stupidity home to me, but without effect. I never could learn the art of .
copying.
Yet the incident did not in the least diminish my respect for my teacher. I was by nature blind to the faults of
elders. Later I came to know of many other failings of this teacher, but my regard for him remained the same. For
I had learnt to carry out the orders of elders, not to scan their actions.
Two other incidents belonging to the same period have always clung to my memory. As a rule I had a distaste
for any reading beyond my school books. The daily lessons had to be done, because I disliked being taken to task
by my teacher as much as I disliked deceiving him. Therefore I would do the lessons, but often without my mind
in them. Thus when even the lessons could not be done properly, there was of course no question of any extra
reading.
But somehow my eyes fell on a book purchased by my father. It was Shravana Pitribhakti Nataka (a play
about Shravana’s devotion to his parents). I read it with intense interest.
There came to our place about the same time itinerant showmen. One of the pictures I was shown was of
Shravana carrying, by means of slings fitted for his shoulders, his blind parents on a pilgrimage. The book and the
picture left an indelible impression on my mind.
“Here is an example for you to copy,” I said to myself.
The agonized lament of the parents over Shravana’s death is still fresh in my memory. The melting tune moved
me deeply, and I played it on a concertina which my father had purchased for me.
There was a similar incident connected with another play. Just about this time, I had secured my father’s
permission to see a play performed by a certain dramatic company. This play—Harishchandra—captured my
heart. I could never be tired of seeing it. But how often should I be permitted to go? It haunted me and I must
have acted Harishchandra to myself times without number.
“Why should not all be truthful like Harishchandra?” was the question I asked myself day and night. To follow
truth and to go through all the ordeals Harishchandra went through was the one ideal it inspired in me. I literally
believed in the story of Harishchandra. The thought of it all often made me weep.
My common sense tells me today that Harishchandra could not have been an historical character. Still both
Harishchandra and Shravana are living realities for me, and I am sure I should be moved as before if I were to
read those plays again today.
I.3
Much as I wish that I had not to write this chapter, I know that I shall have to swallow many such bitter
draughts in the course of this narrative. And I cannot do otherwise, if I claim to be a worshipper of Truth. It is my
painful duty to have to record here my marriage at the age of thirteen. As I see the youngsters of the same age
about me who are under my care, and think of my own marriage, I am inclined to pity myself and to congratulate
them on having escaped my lot. I can see no moral argument in support of such a preposterously early marriage.
Let the reader make no mistake. I was married. not betrothed. For in Kathiawad there are two distinct rites—
betrothal and marriage. Betrothal is a preliminary promise on the part of the parents of the boy and the girl to join
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them in marriage, and it is not inviolable. The death of the boy entails no widowhood on the girl. It is an
agreement purely between the parents, and the children have no concern with it. Often they are not even informed
of it.
It appears that I was betrothed thrice, though, without my knowledge. I was told that two girls chosen for me
had died in turn, and therefore I infer that I was betrothed three times. I have a faint recollection, however, that the
third betrothal took place in my seventh year. But I do not recollect having been informed about it. In the present
chapter I am talking about my marriage, of which I have the clearest recollection.
It will be remembered that we were three brothers. The first was already married. The elders decided to marry
my second brother, who was two or three years my senior, a cousin, possibly a year older, and me, all at the same
time. In doing so there was no thought of our welfare, much less our wishes. It was purely a question of their own
convenience and economy.
Marriage among Hindus is no simple matter. The parents of the bride and the bridegroom often bring
themselves to ruin over it. They waste their substance, they waste their time. Months are taken up over the
preparations in making clothes and ornaments and in preparing .budgets for dinners. Each tries to outdo the other
in the number and variety of courses to be prepared. Women, whether they have a voice or no, sing themselves
hoarse, even get ill, and disturb the peace of their neighbors. These in their turn quietly put up with all the turmoil
and bustle, all the dirt and filth, representing the remains of the feasts, because they know that a time will come
when they also will be behaving in the same manner.
It would be better, thought my elders, to have all this bother over at one and the same time. Less expense and
greater éclat. For money could be freely spent if it had only to be spent once instead of thrice. My father and my
uncle were both old, and we were the last children they had to marry. It is likely that they wanted to have the last
best time of their lives. In view of all these considerations, a triple wedding was decided upon, and as I have said
before, months were taken up in preparation for it.
It was only through these preparations that we got warning of the coming event. I do not think it meant to me
anything more than the prospect of good clothes to wear, drum beating, marriage processions, rich dinners and a
strange girl to play with. The carnal desire came later. I propose to draw the curtain over my shame, except for a
few details worth recording. To these I shall come later. But even they have little to do with the central idea I have
kept before me in writing this story.
So my brother and I were both taken to Porbandar from Rajkot. There are some amusing details of the
preliminaries to the final drama—e.g., smearing our bodies all over with turmeric paste—but I must omit them.
My father was a diwan, but nevertheless a servant, and all the more so because he was in favor with the
Thakore Saheb. The latter would not let him go until the last moment. And when he did so, he ordered for my
father special stage coaches, reducing the journey by two days.
But the fates had willed otherwise. Porbandar is 120 miles from Rajkot—a cart journey of five days. My father
did the distance in three, but, the coach toppled over in the third stage, and he sustained severe injuries. He arrived
bandaged all over. Both his and our interest in the coming event was half destroyed, but the ceremony had to be
gone through. For how could the marriage dates be changed?
However, I forgot my grief over my father’s injuries in the childish amusement of the wedding. I was devoted
to my parents. But no less was I devoted to the passions that flesh is heir to. I had yet to learn that all happiness
and pleasure should be sacrificed in devoted service to my parents. And yet, as though by way of punishment for
my desire for pleasures, ah incident happened, which has ever since rankled in my mind and which I will relate
later. Nishkulanand sings;
“Renunciation of objects, without the renunciation of desires, is short-lived, however hard you may try.”
Whenever I sing this song or hear it sung, this bitter untoward incident rushes to my memory and fills me with
shame.
My father put on a brave face in spite of his injuries, and took full part in the wedding. As I think of it; I can
even today call before my mind’s eye the places where he sat as he went through the different details of the
ceremony.
Little did I dream then that one day I should severely criticize my father for having married me as a child.
Everything on that day seemed to me right and proper and pleasing. There was also my own eagerness to get
married. And as everything that my father did then struck me as beyond reproach, the recollection of those things
is fresh in my memory. I can picture to myself, even today, how we sat on our wedding dais, how we performed
the Saptapadi,\fn{The seven steps a Hindu bride and bridegroom walk together, making at the same time promises of mutual fidelity
and devotion, after which the marriage becomes irrevocable } how we, the newly wedded husband and wife, put the sweet
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Kansar\fn{A preparation of wheat which the pair partake of together after the completion of the ceremony } into each other’s
mouth, and how we began to live together.
And oh! that first night. Two innocent children all unwittingly hurled themselves into the ocean of life. My
brother’s wife had thoroughly coached me about my behavior on the first night. I do not know who had coached
my wife. I have never asked her about it, nor am I inclined to do so now. The reader may be sure that we were too
nervous to face each other. We were certainly too shy. How was I to talk to her, and what was I to say? The
coaching could not carry me far.
But no coaching is really necessary in such matters. The impressions of the former birth are potent enough to
make all coaching superfluous. We gradually began to know each other, and to speak freely together. We were the
same age. But I took no time in assuming the authority of a husband.
I.4
About the time of my marriage, little pamphlets costing a pice, or a pie (I now forget how much), used to be
issued, in which conjugal love, thrift, child marriages, and other such subjects were discussed. Whenever I came
across any of these, I used to go through them from cover to cover, and it was a habit with me to forget what I did
not like, and to carry out in practice whatever I liked. Lifelong faithfulness to the wife, inculcated in these
booklets as the duty of the husband, remained permanently imprinted on my heart. Furthermore, the passion for
truth was innate in me, and to be false to her was therefore out of the question. And then there was very little
chance of my being faithless at that tender age.
But the lesson of faithfulness had also an untoward effect.
“If I should be pledged to be faithful to my wife, she also should be pledged to be faithful to me,” I said to
myself.
The thought made me a jealous husband. Her duty was easily converted into my right to exact faithfulness
from her, and if it had to be exacted, I should be watchfully tenacious of the right. I had absolutely no reason to
suspect my wife’s fidelity, but jealousy does not wait for reasons. I must needs be forever on the look-out,
regarding her movements, and therefore she could not go anywhere without my permission.
This sowed the seeds of a bitter quarrel between us. The restraint was virtually a sort of imprisonment. And
Kasturbai was not the girl to brook any such thing. She made it a point to go out whenever and wherever she
liked. More restraint on my part resulted in more liberty being taken by her and in my getting more and more
cross. Refusal to speak to one another thus became the order of the day with us, married children.
I think it was quite innocent of Kasturbai to have taken those liberties with my restrictions. How could a
guileless girl brook any restraint on going to the temple or on going on visits to friends? If I had the right to
impose restrictions on her, had not she also a similar right?
All this is clear to me today. But at that time I had to make good my authority as a husband.
Let not the reader think, however, that ours was a life of unrelieved bitterness. For my severities were all based
on love. I wanted to make my wife an ideal wife. My ambition was to make her live a pure life, learn what I
learnt, and identify her life and thought with mine.
I do not know whether Kasturbai had any such ambition. She was illiterate. By nature she was simple,
independent, persevering and, with me at least, reticent. She was not impatient of her ignorance and I do not
recollect my studies having ever spurred her to go in for a similar adventure. I fancy, therefore, that my ambition
was all one-sided. My passion was entirely centered on one woman, and I wanted it to be reciprocated. But even
if there were no reciprocity, it could not be all unrelieved misery because there was active love on one side at
least.
I must say I was passionately fond of her. Even at school I used to think of her, and the thought of nightfall and
our subsequent meeting was ever haunting me. Separation was unbearable. I used to keep her awake till late in the
night with my idle talk. If with this devouring passion there had not been in me a burning attachment to duty, I
should either have fallen a prey to disease and premature death, or have sunk into a burdensome existence. But
the appointed tasks had to be gone through every morning, and lying to anyone was out of the question.
It was this last thing that saved me from many a pitfall.
I have already said that Kasturbai was illiterate. I was very anxious to teach her, but lustful love left me no
time. For one thing the teaching had to be done against her will, and that too at night. I dared not meet her in the
presence of the elders, much less talk to her. Kathiawad had then, and to a certain extent has even today, its own
peculiar, useless and barbarous purdah. Circumstances were thus unfavorable.
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I must therefore confess that most of my efforts to instruct Kasturbai in our youth were unsuccessful. And
when I awoke from the sleep of lust, I had already launched forth into public life, which did not leave me much
spare time. I failed likewise to instruct her through private tutors.
As a result Kasturbai can now with difficulty write simple letters and understand simple Gujarati. I am sure
that, had my love for her been absolutely untainted with lust, she would be a learned lady today; for I could then
have conquered. her dislike for studies. I know that nothing is impossible for pure love.
I have mentioned one circumstance that more or less saved me from the disasters of lustful love. There is
another worth noting. Numerous examples have convinced me that God ultimately saves him whose motive is
pure. Along with the cruel custom of child marriages, Hindu society has another custom which to a certain extent
diminishes the evils of the former.
Parents do not allow young couples to stay together long. The child-wife spends more than half her time at her
father’s place.
Such was the case with us. That is to say, during the first five years of our married life (from the age of 13 to
18), we could not have lived together longer than an aggregate period of three years. We would hardly have spent
six months together, when there would be a call to my wife from her parents.
Such calls were very unwelcome in those days, but they saved us both. At the age of eighteen I went to
England, and this meant a long and healthy spell of separation. Even after my return from England we hardly
stayed together longer than six months. For I had to run up and down between Rajkot and Bombay. Then came
the call from South Africa, and that found me already fairly free from the carnal appetite.
I.5
I have already said that I was learning at the high school when I was married. We three brothers were learning
at the same school. The eldest brother was in a much higher class, and the brother who was married at the same
time as I was, only one class ahead of me. Marriage resulted in both of us wasting a year. Indeed the result was
even worse for my brother, for he gave up studies altogether. Heaven knows how many youths are in the same
plight as he. Only in our present Hindu society do studies and marriage go thus hand in hand.
My studies were continued. I was not regarded as a dunce at the high school. I always enjoyed the affection of
my teachers. Certificates of progress and character used to be sent to the parents every year. I never had a bad
certificate. In fact I even won prizes after I passed out of the second standard. In the fifth and sixth I obtained
scholarships of rupees four and ten respectively, an achievement for which I have to thank good luck more than
my merit. For the scholarships were not open to all, but reserved for the best boys amongst those coming from the
Sorath Division of Kahiawad. And in those days there could not have been many boys from Sorath in a class of
forty to fifty.
My own recollection is that I had not any high regard for my ability. I used to be astonished whenever I won
prizes and scholarships. But I very jealously guarded my character. The least little blemish drew tears from my
eyes. When I merited, or seemed to the teacher to merit, a rebuke, it was unbearable for me.
I remember having once received corporal punishment. I did not so much mind the punishment, as the fact that
it was considered my desert. I wept piteously. That was when I was in the first or second standard.
There was another such incident during the time when I was in the seventh standard. Dorabji Edulji Gimi was
the headmaster then. He was popular, among boys, as he was a disciplinarian, a man of method and a good
teacher. He had made gymnastics and cricket compulsory for boys of the upper standards. I disliked both. I never
took part in any exercise, cricket or football, before they were made compulsory. My shyness was one of the
reasons for this aloofness, which I now see was wrong. I then had the false notion that gymnastics had nothing to
do with education. Today I know that physical training should have as much place in the curriculum as mental
training.
I may mention, however, that I was none the worse for abstaining from exercise. That was because I had read
in books about the benefits of long walks in the open air, and having liked the advice, I had formed a habit of
taking walks, which has still remained with me. These walks gave me a fairly hardy constitution.
The reason of my dislike for gymnastics was my keen desire to serve as nurse to my father. As soon as the
school closed, I would hurry home and begin serving him. Compulsory exercise came directly in the way of this
service. I requested Mr. Gimi to exempt me from gymnastics so that I might be free to serve my father. But he
would not listen to me.
Now it so happened that one Saturday, when we had school in the morning, I had to go from home to the
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school for gymnastics at 4 o’clock in the afternoon. I had no watch, and the clouds deceived me. Before I reached
the school the boys had all left. The next day Mr. Gimi, examining the roll, found me marked absent. Being asked
the reason for absence, I told him what had happened. He refused to believe me and ordered me to pay a fine of
one or two annas (I cannot now recall how much).
I was convicted of lying! That deeply pained me. How was I to prove my innocence? There was no way. I
cried in deep anguish. I saw that a man of truth must also be a man of care. This was the first and last instance of
my carelessness in school. I have a faint recollection that I finally succeeded in getting the fine remitted. The
exemption from exercise was of course obtained, as my father wrote himself to the headmaster saying that he
wanted me at home after school.
But though I was none the worse for having neglected exercise, I am still paying the penalty of another
neglect. I do not know whence I got the notion that good handwriting was not a necessary part of education, but I
retained. it until I went to England. When later, especially in South Africa, I saw the beautiful handwriting of
lawyers and young men born and educated in South Africa, I was ashamed of myself and repented of my neglect.
I saw that bad handwriting should be regarded as a sign of an imperfect education. I tried later to improve mine,
but it was too late. I could never repair the neglect of my youth.
Let every young man and woman be warned by my example, and understand that good handwriting is a
necessary part of education. I am now of opinion that children should first be taught the art of drawing before
learning how to write. Let the child learn his letters by observation as he does different objects, such as flowers,
birds, etc., and let him learn handwriting only after he has learnt to draw objects. He will then write a beautifully
formed hand.
Two more reminiscences of my school days are worth recording. I had lost one year because of my marriage,
and the teacher wanted me to make good the loss by skipping a class—a privilege usually allowed to industrious
boys. I therefore had only six months in the third standard and was promoted to the fourth after the examinations
which are followed by the summer vacation.
English became the medium of instruction in most subjects from the fourth standard. I found myself
completely at sea. Geometry was a new subject in which I was not particularly strong, and the English medium
made it still more difficult for me. The teacher taught the subject very well, but I could not follow him. Often I
would lose heart and think of going back to the third standard, feeling that the packing of two years’ studies into a
single year was too ambitious. But this would discredit not only me, but also the teacher; because, counting on my
industry, he had recommended my promotion. So the fear of the double discredit kept me at my post.
When, however, with much effort I reached the thirteenth proposition of Euclid, the utter simplicity of the
subject was suddenly revealed to me. A subject which only required a pure and simple use of one’s reasoning
powers could not be difficult. Ever since that time geometry has been both easy and interesting for me.
Sanskrit, however, proved a harder task. In geometry there was nothing to memorize, whereas in Sanskrit, I
thought, everything had to be learnt by heart.
This subject also was commenced from the fourth standard. As soon as I entered the sixth I became
disheartened. The teacher was a hard taskmaster, anxious, as I thought, to force the boys. There was a sort of
rivalry going on between the Sanskrit and the Persian teachers. The Persian teacher was lenient. The boys used to
talk among themselves that Persian was very easy and the Persian teacher very good and considerate to the
students. The “easiness” tempted me and one day I sat in the Persian class. The Sanskrit teacher was grieved. He
called me to his side and said:
“How can you forget that you are the son of a Vaishnava father? Won’t you learn the language of your own
religion? If you have any difficulty, why not come to me? I want to teach you students Sanskrit to the best of my
ability. As you proceed further, you will find in it things of absorbing interest. You should not lose heart. Come
and sit again in the Sanskrit class.”
This kindness put me to shame. I could not disregard my teacher’s affection. Today I cannot but think with
gratitude of Krishnashankar Pandya. For if I had not acquired the little Sanskrit that I learnt then, I should have
found it difficult to take any interest in our sacred books. In fact I deeply regret that I was not able to acquire a
more thorough knowledge of the language, because I have since realized that every Hindu boy and girl should
possess sound Sanskrit learning.
It is now my opinion that in all Indian curricula of higher education there should be a place for Hindi, Sanskrit,
Persian, Arabic and English, besides of course the vernacular. This big list need not frighten anyone. If our
education were more systematic, and the boys free from the burden of having to learn their subjects through a
foreign medium, I am sure learning all these languages would not be an irksome task, but a perfect pleasure. A
1542

scientific knowledge of one language makes a knowledge of other languages comparatively easy.
In reality, Hindi, Gujarati and Sanskrit may be regarded as one language, and Persian and Arabic also as one.
Though Persian belongs to the Aryan, and Arabic to the Semitic family of languages, there is a close relationship
between Persian and Arabic, because both claim their full growth through the rise of Islam. Urdu I have not
regarded as a distinct language, because it has adopted the Hindi grammar and its vocabulary is mainly Persian
and Arabic, and he who would learn good Urdu must learn Persian and Arabic, as one who would learn good
Gujarati, Hindi, Bengali, or Marathi, must learn Sanskrit.
I.6
Amongst my few friends at the high school I had, at different times, two who might be called intimate. One of
these friendships did not last long, though I never forsook my friend. He forsook me, because I made friends with
the other.
This latter friendship I regard as a tragedy in my life. It lasted long. I formed it in the spirit of a reformer.
This companion was originally my elder brother’s friend. They were classmates. I knew his weaknesses, but I
regarded him as a faithful friend.
My mother, my eldest brother, and my wife warned me that I was in bad company. I was too proud to heed my
wife’s warning. But I dared not go against the opinion of my mother and my eldest brother. Nevertheless I
pleaded with them saying,
“I know he has the weaknesses you attribute to him, but you do not know his virtues. He cannot lead me
astray, as my association with him is meant to reform him. For I am sure that if he reforms his ways, he will be a
splendid man. I beg you not to be anxious on my account.”
I do not think this satisfied them, but they accepted my explanation and let me go my way.
I have seen since that I had calculated wrongly. A reformer cannot afford to have close intimacy with him
whom he seeks to reform. True friendship is an identity of souls rarely to be found in this world. Only between
like natures can friendship be altogether worthy and enduring. Friends react on one another. Hence in friendship
there is very little scope for reform. I am of opinion that all exclusive intimacies are to be avoided; for man takes
in vice far more readily than virtue. And he who would be friends with God must remain alone, or make the
whole world his friend.
I may be wrong, but my effort to cultivate an intimate friendship proved a failure.
A wave of “reform” was sweeping over Rajkot at the time when I first came across this friend. He informed me
that many of our teachers were secretly taking meat and wine. He also named many well-known people of Rajkot
as belonging to the same company. There were also, I was told, some high school boys among them.
I was surprised and pained. I asked my friend the reason and he explained it thus:
“We are a weak people because we do not eat meat. The English are able to rule over us, because they are
meat-eaters. You know how hardy I am, and how great a runner too. It is because I am a meat-eater. Meat-eaters
do not have boils or tumors, and even if they sometimes happen to have any, these heal quickly. Our teachers and
other distinguished people who eat meat are no fools. They know its virtues. You should do likewise. There is
nothing like trying. Try, and see what strength it gives.”
All these pleas on behalf of meat-eating were not advanced at a single sitting. They represent the substance of a
long and elaborate argument which my friend was trying to impress upon me from time to time. My elder brother
had already fallen. He therefore supported my friend’s argument.
I certainly looked feeble-bodied by the side of my brother and this friend. They were both hardier, physically
stronger, and more daring. This friend’s exploits cast a spell over me. He could run long distances and
extraordinarily fast. He was an adept in high and long-jumping. He could put up with any amount of corporal
punishment. He would often display his exploits to me and, as one is always dazzled when he sees in others the
qualities that he lacks himself, I was dazzled by this friend’s exploits.
This was followed by a strong desire to be like him. I could hardly jump or run. Why should not I also be as
strong as he ?
Moreover, I was a coward. I used to be haunted by the fear of thieves, ghosts, and serpents. I did not dare to
stir out of doors at night. Darkness was a terror to me. It was almost impossible for me to sleep in the dark, as I
would imagine ghosts coming from one direction, thieves from another and serpents from a third. I could not
therefore bear to sleep without a light in the room.
How could I disclose my fears to my wife, no child, but already at the threshold of youth, sleeping by my side?
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I knew that she had more courage than I, and I felt ashamed of myself. She knew no fear of serpents and ghosts.
She could go out anywhere in the dark.
My friend knew all these weaknesses of mine. He would tell me that he could hold in his hand live serpents,
could defy thieves and did not believe in ghosts. And all this was, of course, the result of eating meat.
A doggerel of the Gujarati poet Narmad was in vogue amongst us schoolboys, as follows:
Behold the mighty Englishman
He rules the Indian small,
Because being a meat-eater
He is five cubits tall.

All this had its due effect on me. I was beaten. It began to grow on me that meat-eating was good, that it would
make me strong and daring, and that, if the whole country took to meat-eating, the English could be overcome.
A day was thereupon fixed for beginning the experiment. It had to be conducted in secret. The Gandhis were
Vaishnavas. My parents were particularly staunch Vaishnavas. They would regularly visit the Haveli. The family
had even its own temples. Jainism was strong in Gujarat, and its influence was felt everywhere and on all
occasions. The opposition to and abhorrence of meat-eating that existed in Gujarat among the Jains and
Vaishnavas were to be seen nowhere else in India or outside in such strength.
These were the traditions in which I was born and bred. And I was extremely devoted to my parents. I knew
that the moment they came to know of my having eaten meat, they would be shocked to death. Moreover, my love
of truth made me extra cautious. I cannot say that I did not know then that I should have to deceive my parents if I
began eating meat.
But my mind was bent on the “reform”. It was not a question of pleasing the palate. I did not know that it had a
particularly good relish. I wished to be strong and daring and wanted my countrymen also to be such, so that we
might defeat the English and make India free. The word Swaraj I had not yet heard. But I knew what freedom
meant. The frenzy of the “reform” blinded me. And having ensured secrecy, I persuaded myself that mere hiding
the deed from parents was no departure from truth.
I.7
So the day came. It is difficult fully to describe my condition. There were, on the one hand, the zeal for
“reform”, and the novelty of making a momentous departure in life. There was, on the other, the shame of hiding
like a thief to do this very thing.
I cannot say which of the two swayed me more. We went in search of a lonely spot by the river, and there I
saw, for the first time in my life, meat. There was baker’s bread also. I relished neither. The goat’s meat was as
tough as leather. I simply could not eat it. I was sick and had to leave off eating.
I had a very bad night afterwards. A horrible nightmare haunted me. Every time I dropped off to sleep it would
seem as though a live goat were bleating inside me, and I would jump up full of remorse. But then I would remind
myself that meat-eating was a duty and so become more cheerful.
My friend was not a man to give in easily. He now began to cook various delicacies with meat, and dress them
neatly. And for dining, no longer was the secluded spot on the river chosen, but a State house, with its dining hall,
and tables and chairs, about which my friend had made arrangements in collusion with the chief cook there.
This bait had its effect. I got over my dislike for bread, forswore my compassion for the goats, and became a
relisher of meat-dishes, if not of meat itself. This went on for about a year. But not more than half a dozen meatfeasts were enjoyed in all; because the State house was not available every day, and there was the obvious
difficulty about frequently preparing expensive savory meat-dishes. I had no money to pay for this “reform”. My
friend had therefore always to find the wherewithal. I had no knowledge where he found it. But find it he did,
because he was bent on turning me into a meat-eater. But even his means must have been limited, and hence these
feasts had necessarily to be few and far between.
Whenever I had occasion to indulge in these surreptitious feasts, dinner at home was out of the question. My
mother would naturally ask me to come and take my food and want to know the reason why I did not wish to eat.
I would say to her,
“I have no appetite today; there is something wrong with my digestion.”
It was not without compunction that I devised these pretexts. I knew I was lying, and lying to my mother. I
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also knew that, if my mother and father came to know of my having become a meat-eater, they would be deeply
shocked. This knowledge was gnawing at my heart. Therefore I said to myself:
“Though it is essential to eat meat, and also essential to take up food “reform” in the country, yet deceiving
and lying to one’s father and mother is worse than not eating meat. In their lifetime, therefore, meat-eating must
be out of the question. When they are no more and I have found my freedom, I will eat meat openly, but until that
moment arrives I will abstain from it.”
This decision I communicated to my friend, and I have never since gone back to meat. My parents never knew
that two of their sons had become meat-eaters.
I abjured meat out of the purity of my desire not to lie to my parents, but I did not abjure the company of my
friend. My zeal for reforming him had proved disastrous for me, and all the time I was completely unconscious of
the fact. The same company would have led me into faithlessness to my wife.
But I was saved by the skin of my teeth. My friend once took me to a brothel. He sent me in with the necessary
instructions. It was all prearranged. The bill had already been paid.
I went into the jaws of sin. but God in His infinite mercy protected me against myself. I was almost struck
blind and dumb in this den of vice. I sat near the woman on her bed, but I was tongue-tied. She naturally lost
patience with me, and showed me the door, with abuses and insults. I then felt as though my manhood had been
injured, and wished to sink into the ground for shame. But I have ever since given thanks to God for having saved
me.
I can recall four more similar incidents in my life, and in most of them my good fortune, rather than any effort
on my part, saved me. From a strictly ethical point of view, all these occasions must be regarded as moral lapses;
for the carnal desire was there, and it was as good as the act. But from the ordinary point of view, a man who is
saved from physically committing sin is regarded as saved. And I was saved only in that sense.
There are some actions from which an escape is a godsend both for the man who escapes and for those about
him. Man, as soon as he gets back his consciousness of right, is thankful to the Divine mercy for the escape. As
we know that a man often succumbs to temptation, however much he may resist it, we also know that Providence
often intercedes and saves him in spite of himself.
How all this happens—how far a man is free and how far a creature of circumstances, how far free-will comes
into play and where fate enters on the scene—all this is a mystery and will remain a mystery.
But to go on with the story. Even this was far from opening my eyes to the viciousness of my friend’s
company. I therefore had many more bitter draughts in store for me, until my eyes were actually opened by an
ocular demonstration of some of his lapses quite unexpected by me. But of them later, as we are proceeding
chronologically.
One thing, however, I must mention now, as it pertains to the same period. One of the reasons of my
differences with my wife was undoubtedly the company of this friend. I was both a devoted and a jealous
husband, and this friend fanned the flame of my suspicions about my wife. I never could doubt his veracity. And I
have never forgiven myself the violence of which I have been guilty in often having pained my wife by acting on
his information. Perhaps only a Hindu wife would tolerate these hardships, and that is why I have regarded
woman as an incarnation of tolerance. A servant wrongly suspected may throw up his job, a son in the same case
may leave his father’s roof, and a friend may put an end to the friendship.
The wife, if she suspects her husband, will keep quiet, but if the husband suspects her, she is ruined. Where is
she to go? A Hindu wife may not seek divorce in a law-court. Law has no remedy for her. And I can never forget
or forgive myself for having driven my wife to that desperation.
The canker of suspicion was rooted out only when I understood Ahimsa\fn{It means literally not-hurting, nonviolence} in all its bearings. I saw then the glory of Brahmacharya \fn{This means literally conduct that leads one to God. Its
technical meaning is self-restraint, particularly mastery over the sexual organ } and realized that the wife is not the husband’s
bond-slave, but his companion and his helpmate, and an equal partner in all his joys and sorrows—as free as the
husband to choose her own path. Whenever I think of those dark days of doubts and suspicions, I am filled with
loathing of my folly and my lustful cruelty, and I deplore my blind devotion to my friend.
I.8
I have still to relate some of my failings during this meat-eating period and also previous to it, which date from
before my marriage or soon after.
A relative and I became fond of smoking. Not that we saw any good in smoking, or were enamored of the
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smell of a cigarette. We simply imagined a sort of pleasure in emitting clouds of smoke from our mouths. My
uncle had the habit, and when we saw him smoking, we thought we should copy his example. But we had no
money. So we began pilfering stumps of cigarettes thrown away by my uncle.
The stumps, however, were not always available, and could not emit much smoke either. So we began to steal
coppers from the servant’s pocket money in order to purchase Indian cigarettes. But the question was where to
keep them. We could not, of course, smoke in the presence of elders. We managed somehow for a few weeks on
these stolen coppers.
In the meantime we heard that the stalks of a certain plant were porous and could be smoked like cigarettes.
We got them and began this kind of smoking. But we were far from being satisfied with such things as these. Our
want of independence began to smart. It was unbearable that we should be unable to do anything without the
elders’ permission. At last, in sheer disgust, we decided to commit suicide.
But how were we to do it? From where were we to get the poison? We heard that dhatura seeds were an
effective poison. Off we went to the jungle in search of these seeds, and got them. Evening was thought to be the
auspicious hour. We went to Kedarji Mandit, put ghee in the temple lamp, had the darshan and then looked for a
lonely corner.
But our courage failed us. Supposing we were not instantly killed? And what was the good of killing
ourselves? Why not rather put up with the lack of independence? But we swallowed two or three seeds
nevertheless. We dared not take more. Both of us fought shy of death, and decided to go to Ramji Mandir to
compose ourselves, and to dismiss the thought of suicide.
I realized that it was not as easy to commit suicide as to contemplate it. And since then, whenever I have heard
of someone threatening to commit suicide, it has had little or no effect on me.
The thought of suicide ultimately resulted in both of us bidding good-bye to the habit of smoking stumps of
cigarettes and of stealing the servant’s coppers for the purpose of smoking. Ever since I have been grown up, I
have never desired to smoke and have always regarded the habit of smoking as barbarous, dirty and harmful. I
have never understood why there is such a rage for smoking throughout the world. I cannot bear to travel in a
compartment full of people smoking. I become choked.
*
But much more serious than this theft was the one I was guilty of a little later.
I pilfered the coppers when I was twelve or thirteen, possibly less. The other theft was committed when I was
fifteen. In this case I stole a bit of gold out of my meat-eating brother’s armlet. This brother had run into a debt of
about twenty-five rupees. He had on his arm an armlet of solid gold. It was not difficult to clip a bit out of it.
Well, it was done, and the debt cleared. But this became more than I could bear. I resolved never to steal again.
I also made up my mind to confess it to my father. But I did not dare to speak. Not that I was afraid of my father
beating me. No. I do not recall his ever having beaten any of us. I was afraid of the pain that I should cause him.
But I felt that the risk should be taken; that there could not be a cleansing without a clean confession.
I decided at last to write out the confession, to submit it to my father, and ask his forgiveness. I wrote it on a
slip of paper and handed it to him myself. In this note not only did I confess my guilt, but I asked adequate
punishment for it, and closed with a request to him not to punish himself for my offence. I also pledged myself
never to steal in future.
I was trembling as I handed the confession to my father. He was then suffering from a fistula and was confined
to bed. His bed was a plain wooden plank. I handed him the note and sat opposite the plank.
He read it through, and pearl-drops trickled down his cheeks, wetting the paper. For a moment he closed his
eyes in thought and then tore up the note. He had sat up to read it. He again lay down.
I also cried. I could see my father’s agony. If I were a painter I could draw a picture of the whole scene today.
It is still so vivid in my mind.
Those pearl-drops of love cleansed my heart, and washed my sin away.
Only he who has experienced such love can know what it is. As the hymn says:
Only he
Who is smitten with the arrows of love,
Knows its power.

This was, for me, an object-lesson in Ahimsa. Then I could read in it nothing more than a father’s love, but
today I know that it was pure Ahimsa. When such Ahimsa becomes all-embracing, it transforms everything it
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touches. There is no limit to its power.
This sort of sublime forgiveness was not natural to my father. I had thought that he would be angry, say hard
things, and strike his forehead. But he was so wonderfully peaceful, and I believe this was due to my clean
confession. A clean confession, combined with a promise never to commit the sin again, when offered before one
who has the right to receive it, is the purest type of repentance. I know that my confession made my father feel
absolutely safe about me, and increased his affection for me beyond measure.
I.9
The time of which I am now speaking is my sixteenth year. My father, as we have seen, was bed-ridden,
suffering from a fistula. My mother, an old servant of the house, and I were his principal attendants. I had the
duties of a nurse, which mainly consisted in dressing the wound, giving my father his medicine, and compounding
drugs whenever they had to be made up at home. Every night I massaged his legs and retired only when he asked
me to do so or after he had fallen asleep. I loved to do this service. I do not remember ever having neglected it.
All the time at my disposal, after the performance of the daily duties, was divided between school and attending
on my father. I would only go out for an evening walk either when he permitted me or when he was feeling well.
This was also the time when my wife was expecting a baby—a circumstance which, as I can see today, meant a
double shame for me. For one thing I did not restrain myself, as I should have done, whilst I was yet a student.
And secondly, this carnal lust got the better of what I regarded as my duty to study, and of what was even a
greater duty, my devotion to my parents, shravan having been my ideal since childhood. Every night whilst my
hands were busy massaging my father’s legs. my mind was hovering about the bedroom—and that too at a time
when religion, medical science and common sense alike forbade sexual intercourse. I was always glad to be
relieved from my duty, and went straight to the bedroom after doing obeisance to my father.
At the same time my father was getting worse every day. Ayurvedic physicians had tried all their ointments,
Hakims their plasters, and local quacks their nostrums. An English surgeon had also used his skill. As the last and
only resort he had recommended a surgical operation. But the family physician came in the way. He disapproved
of an operation being performed at such an advanced age.
The physician was competent and well-known, and his advice prevailed. The operation was abandoned, and
various medicines purchased for the purpose were of no account. I have an impression that, if the physician had
allowed the operation, the wound would have been easily healed. The operation also was to have been performed
by a surgeon who was then well-known in Bombay.
But God had willed otherwise. When death is imminent, who can think of the right remedy? My father
returned from Bombay with all the paraphernalia of the operation, which were now useless. He despaired of
living any longer. He was getting weaker and weaker, until at last he had to be asked to perform the necessary
functions in bed. But up to the last he refused to do anything of the kind, always insisting on going through the
strain of leaving his bed. The Vaishnavite rules about external cleanliness are so inexorable.
Such cleanliness is quite essential no doubt, but Western medical science has taught us that all the functions,
including a bath, can be done in bed with the strictest regard to cleanliness, and without the slightest discomfort to
the patient, the bed always remaining spotlessly clean. I should regard such cleanliness as quite consistent with
Vaishnavism. But my father’s insistence on leaving the bed only struck me with wonder then, and I had nothing
but admiration for it.
The dreadful night came. My uncle was then in Rajkot. I have a faint recollection that he came to Rajkot
having had news that my father was getting worse. The brothers were deeply attached to each other. My uncle
would sit near my father’s bed the whole day, and would insist on sleeping by his bedside after sending us all to
sleep. No one had dreamt that this was to be the fateful night. The danger of course was there.
It was 10:30 or 11 p.m. I was giving the massage. My uncle offered to relieve me. I was glad and went straight
to the bedroom. My wife, poor thing, was fast asleep. But how could she sleep when I was there? I woke her up.
In five or six minutes, however, the servant knocked at the door. I started with alarm.
“Get up,” he said, “Father is very ill.”
I knew of course that he was very ill, and so I guessed what “very ill” meant at that moment. I sprang out of
bed.
“What is the matter? Do tell me!”
“Father is no more.”
So all was over. I had but to wring my hands.
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I felt deeply ashamed and miserable. I ran to my father’s room. I saw that, if animal passion had not blinded
me, I should have been spared the torture of separation from my father during his last moments. I should have
been massaging him, and he would have died in my arms. But now it was my uncle who had had this privilege.
He was so deeply devoted. to his elder brother that he had earned the honor of doing him the last services! My
father had forebodings of the coming event. He had made a sign for pen and paper, and written:
“Prepare for the last rites.”
He had then snapped the amulet off his arm and also his gold necklace of tulasi-beads and flung them aside. A
moment after this he was no more.
The shame, to which I have referred in a foregoing chapter, was this shame of my carnal desire even at the
critical hour of my father’s death, which demanded wakeful service. It is a blot I have never been able to efface or
forget, and I have always thought that, although my devotion to my parents knew no bounds and I would have
given up anything for it, yet it was weighed and found unpardonably wanting because my mind was at the same
moment in the grip of lust.
I have therefore always regarded myself as a lustful, though at faithful, husband. It took me long to get free
from the shackles of lust, and I had to pass through many ordeals before I could overcome it.
Before I close this chapter of my double shame, I may mention that the poor mite that was born to my wife
scarcely breathed for more than three or four days. Nothing else could be expected. Let all those who are married
be warned by my example.
I.10
From my sixth or seventh year up to my sixteenth I was at school, being taught all sorts of things except
religion. I may say that I failed to get from the teachers what they could have given me without any effort on their
part. And yet I kept on picking up things here and there from my surroundings. The term “religion” I am using in
its broadest sense, meaning thereby self-realization or knowledge of self. Being born in the Vaishnava faith, I had
often to go to the Haveli. But it never appealed to me. I did not like its glitter and pomp. Also I heard rumors of
immorality being practiced there, and lost all interest in it. Hence I could gain nothing from the Haveli.
But what I failed to get there I obtained from my nurse, an old servant of the family, whose affection for me I
still recall.
I have said before that there was in me a fear of ghosts and spirits. Rambha, for that was her name, suggested,
as a remedy for this fear, the repetition of Ramanama. I had more faith in her than in her remedy, and so at a
tender age I began repeating Ramanama to cure my fear of ghosts and spirits. This was of course short-lived, but
the good seed sown in childhood was not sown in vain. I think it is due to the seed sown by that good woman
Rambha that today Ramanama is an infallible remedy for me.
Just about this time, a cousin of mine who was a devotee of the Ramayana arranged for my second brother and
me to learn Ram Raksha. We got it by heart, and made it a rule to recite it every morning after the bath. The
practice was kept up as long as we were in Porbandar. As soon as we reached Rajkot, it was forgotten. For I had
not much belief in it. I recited it partly because of my pride in being able to recite Ram Raksha with correct
pronunciation.
What, however, left a deep impression on me was the reading of the Ramayana before my father. During part
of his illness my father was in Porbandar. There every evening he used to listen to the Ramayana. The reader was
a great devotee of Rama—Ladha Maharaj of Bileshvar. It was said of him that he cured himself of his leprosy not
by applying medicine, but by applying to the affected parts bilva leaves which had been cast away after being
offered to the image of Mahadeva in Bileshvar temple, and by the regular repetition of Ramanama. His faith, it
was said, had made him whole.
This mayor may not be true. We at any rate believed the story. And it is a fact that when Ladha Maharaj began
his reading of the Ramayana his body was entirely free from leprosy.
He had a melodious voice. He would sing the dohas (couplets) and chopais (quatrains), and explain them,
losing himself in the discourse and carrying his listeners along with him. I must have been thirteen at that time,
but I quite remember being enraptured by his reading. That laid the foundation of my deep devotion to the
Ramayana.
Today I regard the Ramayana of Tulasidas as the greatest book in all devotional literature.
*
A few months after this we came to Rajkot. There was no Ramayana reading there. The Bhagavat, however,
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used to be read on every Ekadashi day.\fn{The eleventh day of the bright and the dark half of a lunar month } Sometimes I
attended the reading, but the reciter was uninspiring. Today I see that the Bhagavat is a book which can evoke
religious fervor. I have read it in Gujarati with intense interest. But when I heard portions of the original read by
Pandit Madan Mohan Malaviya during my twenty-one days’ fast, I wished I had heard it in my childhood from
such a devotee as he is, so that I could have formed a liking for it at an early age. Impressions formed at that age
strike roots deep down into one’s nature, and it is my perpetual regret that I was not fortunate enough to hear more
good books of this kind read during that period.
In Rajkot, however, I got an early grounding in toleration for all branches of Hinduism and sister religions. For
my father and mother would visit the Haveli as also Shiva’s and Rama’s temples, and would take or send us
youngsters there. Jain monks also would pay frequent visits to my father, and would even go out of their way to
accept food from us non-Jains. They would have talks with my father on subjects religious and mundane.
He had, besides, Musalman and Farsi friends, who would talk to him about their own faiths, and he would
listen to them always with respect, and often with interest. Being his nurse, I often had a chance to be present at
these talks. These many things combined to inculcate in me a toleration for all faiths.
Only Christianity was at the time an exception.
I developed a sort of dislike for it. And for a reason.
In those days Christian missionaries used to stand in a corner near the high school and hold forth, pouring
abuse on Hindus and their gods. I could not endure this. I must have stood there to hear them once only, but that
was enough to dissuade me from repeating the experiment.
About the same time, I heard of a well-known Hindu having been converted to Christianity. It was the talk of
the town that, when he was baptized, he had to eat beef and drink liquor, that he also had to change his clothes,
and that thenceforth he began to go about in European costume including a hat.
These things got on my nerves. Surely, thought I, a religion that compelled one to eat beef, drink liquor, and
change one’s own clothes did not deserve the name. I also heard that the new convert had already begun abusing
the religion of his ancestors, their customs and their country. All these things created in me a dislike for
Christianity.
But the fact that I had learnt to be tolerant to other religions did not mean that I had any living faith in God. I
happened, about this time, to come across Manusmriti\fn{Laws of Manu, a Hindu law-giver. They have the sanction of
religion} which was amongst my father’s collection. The story of the creation and similar things in it did not
impress me very much, but on the contrary made me incline somewhat towards atheism.
There was a cousin of mine, still alive, for whose intellect I had great regard. To him I turned with my doubts.
But he could not resolve them. He sent me away with this answer:
“When you grow up, you will be able to solve these doubts yourself. These questions ought not to be raised at
your age.”
I was silenced, but was not comforted. Chapters about diet and the like in Manusmriti seemed to me to run
contrary to daily practice. To my doubts as to this, also, I got the same answer.
“With intellect more developed and with more reading I shall understand it better,” I said to myself.
Manusmriti at any rate did not then teach me ahimsa. I have told the story of my meat-eating. Manusmriti seemed
to support it. I also felt that it was quite moral to kill serpents, bugs and the like. I remember to have killed at that
age bugs and such other insects, regarding it as a duty.
But one thing took deep root in me—the conviction that morality is the basis of things, and that truth is the
substance of all morality. Truth became my sole objective. It began to grow in magnitude every day, and my
definition of it also has been ever widening.
A Gujarati didactic stanza likewise gripped my mind and heart. Its precept—return good for evil—became my
guiding principle. It became such a passion with me that I began numerous experiments in it. Here are those (for
me) wonderful lines:
For a bowl of water give a goodly meal;
For a kindly greeting bow thou down with zeal;
For a simple penny pay thou back with gold;
If thy life be rescued, life do not withhold.
Thus the words and actions of the wise regard;
Every little service tenfold they reward.
But the truly noble know all men as one,
And return with gladness good for evil done.
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I.11
I passed the matriculation examination in 1887. It then used to be held at two centers, Ahmedabad and
Bombay. The general poverty of the country naturally led Kathiawad students to prefer the nearer and the cheaper
centre. The poverty of my family likewise dictated to me the same choice. This was my first journey from Rajkot
to Ahmedabad and that too without a companion.
My elders wanted me to pursue my studies at college after the matriculation. There was a college in Bhavnagar
as well as in Bombay, and as the former was cheaper, I decided to go there and join the Samaldas College.
I went, but found myself entirely at sea. Everything was difficult. I could not follow, let alone taking interest
in, the professors’ lectures. It was no fault of theirs. The professors in that College were regarded as first-rate. But
I was so raw. At the end of the first term, I returned home.
We had in Mavji Dave, who was a shrewd and learned Brahman, an old friend and adviser of the family. He
had kept up his connection with the family even after my father’s death. He happened to visit us during my
vacation. In conversation with my mother and elder brother, he inquired about my studies. Learning that I was at
Samaldas College, he said:
“The times are changed. And none of you can expect to succeed to your father’s gadi without having had a
proper education. Now as this boy is still pursuing his studies, you should all look to him to keep the gadi. It will
take him four or five years to get his B.A. degree, which will at best qualify him for a sixty rupees’ post, not for a
diwanship. If like my son he went in for law, it would take him still longer, by which time there would be a host
of lawyers, aspiring for a diwan’s post. I would far rather that you sent him to England. My son Kevalram says it
is very easy to become a barrister. In three years’ time he will return. Also expenses will not exceed four to five
thousand rupees. Think of that barrister who has just come back from England. How stylishly he lives! He could
get the diwanship for the asking. I would strongly advise you to send Mohandas to England this very year.
Kevalram has numerous friends in England. He will give notes of introduction to them, and Mohandas will have
an easy time of it there.”
Joshiji—that is how we used to call old Mavji Dave—turned to me with complete assurance, and asked:
“Would you not rather go to England than study here?”
Nothing could have been more welcome to me. I was fighting shy of my difficult. studies. So I jumped at the
proposal and said that the sooner I was sent the better. It was no easy business to pass examination quickly. Could
I not be sent to qualify for the medical profession? My brother interrupted me:
“Father never liked it. He had you in mind when he said that we Vaishnavas should have nothing to do with
dissection of dead bodies. Father intended you for the bar.” Joshiji chimed in:
“I am not opposed to the medical profession as was Gandhiji. Our shastras are not against it. But a medical
degree will not make a diwan of you, and I want. you to be diwan, or if possible something better. Only in that
way could you take under your protecting care your large family. The times are fast changing and getting harder
every day. It is the wisest thing therefore to become a barrister.” Turning to my mother he said:
“Now, I must leave. Pray ponder over what I have said. When I come here next I shall expect to hear of
preparations for England. Be sure to let me know if I can assist in any way.”
Joshiji went away, and I began building castles in the air. My elder brother was greatly exercised in his mind.
How was he to find the wherewithal to send me? And was it proper to trust a young man like me to go abroad
alone?
My mother was sorely perplexed. She did not like the idea of parting with me. This is how she tried to put me
off:
“Uncle,” she said, “is now the eldest member of the family. He should first be consulted. If he consents we will
consider the matter.” My brother had another idea. He said to me:
“We have a certain, claim on the Porbandar State. Mr. Lely is the Administrator. He thinks highly of our family
and uncle is in his good books. It is just possible that he might recommend you for some State help for your
education in England.”
I liked all this and got ready to start off for Porbandar. There was no railway in those days. It was a five days’
bullock-cart journey. I have already said that I was a coward. But at that moment my cowardice vanished before
the desire to go to England, which completely possessed me. I hired a bullock-cart as far as Dhoraji, and from
Dhoraji I took a camel in order to get to Porbandar a day quicker. This was my first camel-ride.
I arrived at last, did obeisance to my uncle, and told him everything. He thought it over and said:
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“I am not sure whether it is possible for one to stay in England without prejudice to one’s own religion. From
all I have heard, I have my doubts. When I meet these big barristers, I see no difference between their life and that
of Europeans. They know no scruples regarding food. Cigars are never out of their mouths. They dress as
shamelessly as Englishmen. All that would not be in keeping with our family tradition. I am shortly going on a
pilgrimage and have not many years to live. At the threshold of death, how dare I give you permission to go to
England, to cross the seas? But I will not stand in your way. It is your mother’s permission which really matters.
If she permits you, then Godspeed! Tell her I will not interfere. You will go with my blessings.”
“I could expect nothing more from you,” said I. “I shall now try to win mother over. But would you not
recommend me to Mr. Lely?”
“How can I do that?” said he. “But he is a good man. You ask for an appointment telling him how you are
connected. He will certainly give you one and may even help you.”
I cannot say why my uncle did not give me a note of recommendation. I have a faint idea that he hesitated to
co-operate directly in my going to England, which was in his opinion an irreligious act.
I wrote to Mr. Lely, who asked me to see him at his residence. He saw me as he was ascending the staircase;
and saying curtly, “Pass your B.A. first and then see me. No help can be given you now,” he hurried upstairs.
I had made elaborate preparations to meet him. I had carefully learnt up a few sentences and had bowed low
and saluted him with both hands. But all to no purpose!
I thought of my wife’s ornaments. I thought of my elder brother, in whom I had the utmost faith. He was
generous to a fault, and he loved me as his son.
I returned to Rajkot from Porbandar and reported all that had happened. I consulted Joshiji, who of course
advised even incurring a debt if necessary. I suggested the disposal of my wife’s ornaments, which could fetch
about two to three thousand rupees. My brother promised to find the money somehow.
My mother, however, was still unwilling. She had begun making minute inquiries. Someone had told her that
young men got lost in England. Someone else had said that they took to meat; and yet another that they could not
live there without liquor.
“How about all this?” she asked me. I said:
“Will you not trust me? I shall not lie to you. I swear that I shall not touch any of those things. If there were.
any such danger, would Joshiji let me go?”
“I can trust you,” she said. “But how can I trust you in a distant land? I am dazed and know not what to do. I
will ask Becharji Swami.”
Becharji Swami was originally a Modh Bania, but had now become a Jain monk. He too was a family adviser
like Joshiji. He came to my help, and said:
“I shall get the boy solemnly to take the three vows. and then he can be allowed to go.”
He administered the oath and I vowed not to touch wine, woman and meat. This done, my mother gave her
permission.
The high school had a send-off in my honor. It was an uncommon thing for a young man of Rajkot to go to
England. I had written out a few words of thanks. But I could scarcely stammer them out. I remember how my
head reeled and how my whole frame shook as I stood up to read them.
With the blessings of my elders. I started for Bombay. This was my first journey from Rajkot to Bombay. My
brother accompanied me.
But there is many a slip, ’twixt the cup and the lip. There were difficulties to be faced in Bombay.
I.12
With my mother’s permission and blessings, I set off exultantly for Bombay, leaving my wife with a baby of a
few months. But on arrival there friends told my brother that the Indian Ocean was rough in June and July, and as
this was my first voyage, I should not be allowed to sail until November. Someone also reported that a steamer
had just been sunk in a gale.
This made my brother uneasy, and he refused to take the risk of allowing me to sail immediately. Leaving me
with a friend in Bombay, he returned to Rajkot to resume his duty. He put the money for my traveling expenses in
the keeping of a brother-in-law, and left word with some friends to give me whatever help I might need.
Time hung heavily on my hands in Bombay. I dreamt continually of going to England.
Meanwhile my caste-people were agitated over my going abroad. No Modh Bania had been to England up to
now, and if I dared to do so, I ought to be brought to book! A general meeting of the caste was called and I was
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summoned to appear before it.
I went. How I suddenly managed to muster up courage I do not know. Nothing daunted, and without the
slightest hesitation, I came before the meeting. The sheth—the headman of the community—who was distantly
related to me and had been on very good terms with my father, thus accosted me:
“In the opinion of the caste, your proposal to go to England is not proper. Our religion forbids voyages abroad.
We have also heard that it is not possible to live there without compromising our religion. One is obliged to eat
and drink with Europeans!” To which I replied:
“I do not think it is at all against our religion to go to England. I intend going there for further studies. And I
have already solemnly promised to my mother to abstain from three things you fear most. I am sure the vow will
keep me safe.”
“But we tell you,” rejoined the sheth, “that it is not possible to keep our religion there. You know my relations
with your father and you ought to listen to my advice.”
“I know those relations,” said I. “And you are as an elder to me. But I am helpless in this matter. I cannot alter
my resolve to go to England. My father’s friend and adviser, who is a learned Brahman, sees no objection to my
going to England, and my mother and brother have also given me their permission.”
“But will you disregard the orders of the caste?”
“I am really helpless. I think the caste should not interfere in the matter.”
This incensed the sheth. He swore at me. I sat unmoved. So the sheth pronounced his order:
“This boy shall be treated as an outcaste from today. Whoever helps him or goes to see him off at the dock
shall be punishable with a fine of one rupee four annas.”
The order had no effect on me, and I took my leave of the sheth. But I wondered how my brother would take it.
Fortunately he remained firm and wrote to assure me that I had his permission to go, the sheth’s order
notwithstanding.
The incident, however, made me more anxious than ever to sail. What would happen if they succeeded in
bringing pressure to bear on my brother? Supposing something unforeseen happened?
As I was thus worrying over my predicament, I heard that a Junagadh vakil\fn{A native attorney or agent} was
going to England, for being called to the bar, by a boat sailing on the 4 th of September. I met the friends to whose
care my brother had commended me. They also agreed that I should not let go the opportunity of going in such
company. There was no time to be lost. I wired to my brother for permission, which he granted.
I asked my brother-in-law to give me the money. But he referred to the order of the sheth and said that he
could not afford to lose caste. I then sought a friend of the family and requested him to accommodate me to the
extent of my passage and sundries, and to recover the loan from my brother. The friend was not only good enough
to accede to my request, but he cheered me up as well.
I was so thankful. With part of the money I at once purchased the passage. Then I had to equip myself for the
voyage. There was another friend who had experience in the matter. He got clothes and other things ready. Some
of the clothes I liked and some I did not like at all. The necktie, which I delighted in wearing later, I then
abhorred. The short jacket I looked upon as immodest.
But this dislike was nothing before the desire to go to England, which was uppermost in me. Of provisions also
I had enough and to spare for the voyage. A berth was reserved for me by my friends in the same cabin as that of
Sjt. Tryambakrai Mazmudar, the Junagadh vakil. They also commended me to him. He was an experienced man
of mature age and knew the world. I was yet a stripling of eighteen without any experience of the world.
Sjt. Mazmudar told my friends not to worry about me. I sailed at last from Bombay on the 4 th of September
[1888].
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† Mohandas Ghandi in 1887, age 18, a year before he sailed for England †
I.13
I did not feel at all sea-sick. But as the days passed, I became fidgety. I felt shy even in speaking to the
steward. I was quite unaccustomed to talking English, and except for Sjt. Mazmudar all the other passengers in
the second saloon were English. I could not speak to them. For I could rarely follow their remarks when they
came up to speak to me, and even when I understood I could not reply. I had to frame every sentence in my mind,
before I could bring it out.
I was innocent of the use of knives and forks and had not the boldness to inquire what dishes on the menu were
free of meat. I therefore never took meals at table but always had them in my cabin, and they consisted principally
of sweets and fruits which I had brought with me.
Sjt. Mazmudar had no difficulty, and he mixed with everybody. He would move about freely on deck, while I
hid myself in the cabin the whole day, only venturing up on deck when there were but few people. Sjt. Mazmudar
kept pleading with me to associate with the passengers and to talk with them freely. He told me that lawyers
should have a long tongue, and related to me his legal experiences. He advised me to take every possible
opportunity of talking English, and not to mind making mistakes which were obviously unavoidable with a
foreign tongue. But nothing could make me conquer my shyness.
An English passenger, taking kindly to me, drew me into conversation. He was older than I. He asked me what
I ate, what I was, where I was going, why I was shy, and so on. He also advised me to come to table. He laughed
at my insistence on abjuring meat, and said in a friendly way when we were in the Red Sea:
“It is all very well so far but you will have to revise your decision in the Bay of Biscay. And it is so cold in
England that one cannot possibly live there without meat.”
“But I have heard that people can live there without eating meat,” I said.
“Rest assured it is a fib,” said he. “No one, to my knowledge, lives there without being a meat-eater. Don’t you
see that I am not asking you to take liquor, though I do so? But I do think you should eat meat, for you cannot live
without it.”
“I thank you for your kind advice. but I have solemnly promised to my mother not to touch meat, and therefore
I cannot think of taking it. If it be found impossible to get on without it, I will far rather go back to India than eat
meat in order to remain there.”
We entered the Bay of Biscay, but I did not begin to feel the need either of meat or liquor. I had been advised
to collect certificates of my having abstained from meat, and I asked the English friend to give me one. He gladly
gave it and I treasured it for some time. But when I saw later that one could get such a certificate in spite of being
a meat-eater, it lost all its charm for me. If my word was not to be trusted, where was the use of possessing a
certificate in the matter?
*
However, we reached Southampton, as far as I remember, on a Saturday. On the boat I had worn a black suit,
the white flannel one, which my friends had got me, having been kept especially for wearing when I landed. I had
thought that white clothes would suit me better when I stepped ashore, and therefore I did so in white flannels.
Those were the last days of September, and I found I was the only person wearing such clothes. I left in charge of
an agent of Grindlay and Co. all my kit, including the keys, seeing that many others had done the same and I must
follow suit.
I had four notes of introduction: to Dr. P. J. Mehta, to Sjt. Dalpatram Shukla, to Prince Ranjitsinhji and to
Dadabhai Naoroji. Someone on board had advised us to put up at the Victoria Hotel in London. Sjt. Mazmudar
and I accordingly went there. The shame of being the only person in white clothes was already too much for me.
And when at the hotel I was told that I should not get my things from Grindlay’s the next day, it being a Sunday, I
was exasperated.
Dr. Mehta, to whom I had wired from Southampton, called at about eight o’clock the same evening. He gave
me a hearty greeting. He smiled at my being in flannels. As we were talking, I casually picked up his top-hat, and
trying to see how smooth it was, passed my hand over it the wrong way and disturbed the fur. Dr. Mehta looked
somewhat angrily at what I was doing and stopped me. But the mischief had been done.
The incident was a warning for the future. This was my first lesson in European etiquette, into the details of
1553

which Dr. Mehta humorously initiated me.
“Do not touch other people’s things,” he said. “Do not ask questions as we usually do in India on first
acquaintance; do not talk loudly; never address people as ‘sir’ whilst speaking to them as we do in India; only
servants and subordinates address their masters that way.” And so on and so forth. He also told me that it was very
expensive to live in a hotel and recommended that I should live with a private family. We deferred consideration
of the matter until Monday.
Sjt. Mazmudar and I found the hotel to be a trying affair. It was also very expensive. There was, however, a
Sindhi fellow-passenger from Malta who had become friends with Sjt. Mazmudar, and as he was not a stranger to
London, he offered to find rooms for us.
We agreed, and on Monday, as soon as we got our baggage, we paid up our bills and went to the rooms rented
for us by the Sindhi friend. I remember my hotel bill came to £3/-, an amount which shocked me. And I had
practically starved in spite of this heavy bill!
For I could relish nothing. When I did not like one thing, I asked for another, but had to pay for both just the
same. The fact is that all this while I had depended on the provisions which I had brought with me from Bombay.
I was very uneasy even in the new rooms. I would continually think of my home and country. My mother’s
love always haunted me. At night the tears would stream down my cheeks, and home memories of all sorts made
sleep out of the question. It was impossible to share my misery with anyone. And even if I could have done so,
where was the use? I knew of nothing that would soothe me. Everything was strange—the people, their ways, and
even their dwellings. I was a complete novice in the matter of English etiquette and continually had to be on my
guard.
There was the additional inconvenience of the vegetarian vow. Even the dishes that I could eat were tasteless
and insipid. I thus found myself between Scylla and Charybdis. England I could not bear, but to return to India
was not to be thought of.
“Now that I had come, I must finish the three years,” said the inner voice.
I.14
Dr. Mehta went on Monday to the Victoria Hotel expecting to find me there. He discovered that we had left,
got our new address, and met me at our rooms.
Through sheer folly I had managed to get ringworm on the boat. For washing and bathing we used to have seawater, in which soap is not soluble. I, however, used soap, taking its use to be a sign of civilization, with the result
that instead of cleaning the skin it made it greasy. This gave me ringworm. I showed it to Dr. Mehta, who told me
to apply acetic acid. I remember how the burning acid made me cry.
Dr. Mehta inspected my room and its appointments and shook his head in disapproval.
“This place won’t do,” he said. “We come to England not so much for the purpose of studies as for gaining
experience of English life and customs. And for this you need to live with a family. But before you do so, I think
you had better serve a period of apprenticeship with ——. I will take you there.”
I gratefully accepted the suggestion and removed to the friend’s rooms. He was all kindness and atten tion. He
treated me as his own brother, initiated me into English ways and manners, and accustomed me to talking the
language.
My food, however, became a serious question. I could not relish boiled vegetables cooked without salt or
condiments. The landlady was at a loss to know what to prepare for me. We had oatmeal porridge for breakfast,
which was fairly filling, but I always starved at lunch and dinner. The friend continually reasoned with me to eat
meat, but I always pleaded my vow and then remained silent. Both for luncheon and dinner we had spinach and
bread and jam too. I was a good eater and had a capacious stomach; but I was ashamed to ask for more than two
or three slices of bread, as it did not seem correct to do so. Added to this, there was no milk, either for lunch or
dinner. The friend once got disgusted with this state of things, and said:
“Had you been my own brother, I would have sent you packing. What is the value of a vow made before an
illiterate mother, and in ignorance of conditions here? It is no vow at all. It would not be regarded as a vow in law.
It is pure superstition to stick to such a promise. And I tell you this persistence will not help you to gain anything
here. You confess to having eaten and relished meat. You took it where it was absolutely unnecessary, and will not
where it is quite essential. What a pity!”
But I was adamant. Day in and day out the friend would argue, but I had an eternal negative to face him with.
The more he argued, the more uncompromising I became. Daily I would pray for God’s protection and get it. Not
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that I had any idea of God. It was faith that was at work—faith of which the seed had been sown by the good
nurse Rambha.
One day the friend began to read to me Bentham’s Theory of Utility. I was at my wits’ end. The language was
too difficult for me to understand. He began to expound it. I said:
“Pray excuse me. These abstruse things are beyond me. I admit it is necessary to eat meat. But I cannot break
my vow. I cannot argue about it. I am sure I cannot meet you in argument. But please give me up as foolish or
obstinate. I appreciate your love for me and I know you to be my well-wisher. I also know that you are telling me
again and again about this because you feel for me. But I am helpless. A vow is a vow. It cannot be broken.”
The friend looked at me in surprise. He closed the book and said:
“All right. I will not argue any more.” I was glad.
He never discussed the subject again. But he did not cease to worry about me. He smoked and drank, but he
never asked me to do so. In fact he asked me to remain away from both. His one anxiety was lest I should become
very weak without meat, and thus be unable to feel at home in England.
That is how I served my apprenticeship for a month. The friend’s house was in Richmond, and it was not
possible to go to London more than once or twice a week.\fn{ Richmond was then not part of London; Gandiji’s friend lived
some 8.2 miles southwest of central London:H} Dr. Mehta and Sjt. Dalpatram Shukla therefore decided that I should be
put with some family.
Sjt. Shukla hit upon an Anglo-Indian’s house in West Kensington and placed me there. The landlady was a
widow. I told her about my vow. The old lady promised to look after me properly, and I took up my residence in
her house. Here too I practically had to starve. I had sent for sweets and other eatables from home, but nothing
had yet come. Everything was insipid.
Every day the old lady asked me whether I liked the food, but what could she do? I was still as shy as ever and
dared not ask for more than was put before me. She had two daughters. They insisted on serving me with an extra
slice or two of bread. But little did they know that nothing less than a loaf would have filled me.
But I had found my feet now. I had not yet started upon my regular studies. I had just begun reading
newspapers, thanks to Sjt. Shukla. In India I had never read a newspaper. But here I succeeded in cultivating a
liking for them by regular reading. I always glanced over The Daily News, The Daily Telegraph, and The Pall
Mall Gazette. This took me hardly an hour.
I therefore began to wander about. I launched out in search of a vegetarian restaurant. The landlady had told
me that there were such places in the city. I would trot ten or twelve miles each day, go into a cheap restaurant and
eat my fill of bread, but would never be satisfied.
During these wanderings I once hit on a vegetarian restaurant in Farringdon Street. The sight of it filled me
with the same joy that a child feels on getting a thing after its own heart. Before I entered I noticed books for sale
exhibited under a glass window near the door. I saw among them Salt’s Plea for Vegetarianism. This I purchased
for a shilling and went straight to the dining room. This was my first hearty meal since my arrival in England.
God had come to my aid.
I read Salt’s book from cover to cover and was very much impressed by it. From the date of reading this book,
I may claim to have become a vegetarian by choice. I blessed the day on which I had taken the vow before my
mother. I had all along abstained from meat in the interests of truth and of the vow I had taken, but had wished at
the same time that every Indian should be a meat-eater, and had looked forward to being one myself freely and
openly some day, and to enlisting others in the cause. The choice was now made in favor of vegetarianism, the
spread of which henceforward became my mission.
I.15
My faith in vegetarianism grew on me from day to day. Salt’s book whetted my appetite for dietetic studies. I
went in for all books available on vegetarianism and read them. One of these, Howard William’s The Ethics of
Diet, was a biographical history of the literature of humane dietetics from the earliest period to the present day. It
tried to make out that all philosophers and prophets from Pythagoras and Jesus down to those of the present age
were vegetarians. Dr. Anna Kingsford’s The Perfect Way in Diet was also an attractive book. Dr. Allinson’s
writings on health and hygiene were likewise very helpful. He advocated a curative system based on regulation of
the dietary of patients. Himself a vegetarian, he prescribed for his patients also a strictly vegetarian diet.
The result of reading all this literature was that dietetic experiments came to take an important place in my life.
Health was the principal consideration of these experiments to begin with. But later on religion became the
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supreme motive.
Meanwhile my friend had not ceased to worry about me. His love for me led him to think that, if I persisted in
my objections to meat-eating, I should not only develop a weak constitution, but should remain a duffer because I
should never feel at home in English society. When he came to know that I had begun to interest myself in books
on vegetarianism, he was afraid lest these studies should muddle my head; that I should fritter my life away in
experiments, forgetting my own work, and become a crank.
He therefore made one last effort to reform me. He one day invited me to go to the theatre. Before the play we
were to dine together at the Holborn Restaurant, to me a palatial place and the first big restaurant I had been to
since leaving the Victoria Hotel. The stay at that hotel had scarcely been a helpful experience, for I had not lived
there with my wits about me. The friend had planned to take me to this restaurant evidently imagining that
modesty would forbid any questions. And it was a very big company of diners in the midst of which my friend
and I sat sharing a table between us.
The first course was soup. I wondered what it might be made of, but durst not ask the friend about it. I
therefore summoned the waiter. My friend saw the movement and sternly asked across the table what was the
matter. With considerable hesitation I told him that I wanted to inquire if the soup was a vegetable soup.
“You are too clumsy for decent society,” he passionately exclaimed. “If you cannot behave yourself, you had
better go. Feed in some other restaurant and wait me outside.”
This delighted me. Out I went. There was a vegetarian restaurant close by, but .it was closed. So I went without
food that night. I accompanied my friend to the theatre, but he never said a word about the scene I had created. On
my part of course there was nothing to say.
That was the last friendly tussle we had. It did not affect our relations in the least. I could see and appreciate
the love by which all my friend’s efforts were actuated, and my respect for him was all the greater on account of
our differences in thought and action.
But I decided that I should put him at ease. that I should assure him that I would be clumsy no more, but try to
become polished and make up for my vegetarianism by cultivating other accomplishments which fitted one for
polite society. And for that purpose I undertook the all-too-impossible task of becoming an English gentleman.
*
The clothes after the Bombay cut that I was wearing were, I thought, unsuitable for English society, and I got
new ones at the Army and Navy Stores. I also went in for a chimney-pot hat costing nineteen shillings—an
excessive price in those days. Not content with this, I wasted ten pounds on an evening suit made in Bond Street,
the centre of fashionable life in London, and got my good and noble-hearted brother to send me a double watchchain of gold.
It was not correct to wear a ready-made tie and I learnt the art of tying one for myself. While in India, the
mirror had been a luxury permitted on the days when the family barber gave me a shave. Here I wasted ten
minutes every day before a huge mirror, watching myself arranging my tie and parting my hair in the correct
fashion. My hair was by no means soft, and every day it meant a regular struggle with the brush to keep it in
position. Each time the hat was put on and off, the hand would automatically move towards the head to adjust the
hair, not to mention the other civilized habit of the hand every now and then operating for the same purpose when
sitting in polished society.
As if all this were not enough to make me look the thing, I directed my attention to other details that were
supposed to go towards the making of an English gentleman. I was told it was necessary for me to take lessons in
dancing, French and elocution. French was not only the language of neighboring France, but it was the lingua
franca of the Continent over which I had a desire to travel. I decided to take dancing lessons at a class and paid
down £3 as fees for a term.
I must have taken about six lessons in three weeks. But it was beyond me to achieve anything like rhythmic
motion. I could not follow the piano and hence found it impossible to keep time.
What then was I to do? The recluse in the fable kept a cat to keep off the rats, and then a cow to feed the cat
with milk, and a man to keep the cow and so on. My ambitions also grew like the family of the recluse. I thought I
should learn to play the violin in order to cultivate an ear for Western music. So I invested £3 in a violin and
something more in fees. I sought a third teacher to give me lessons in elocution and paid him a preliminary fee of
a guinea.\fn{£1/1} He recommended Bell’s Standard Elocutionist as the text-book, which I purchased. And I
began with a speech of Pitt’s.
But Mr. Bell rang the bell of alarm in my ear and I awoke. I had not to spend a lifetime in England, I said to
myself. What then was the use of learning elocution? And how could dancing make a gentleman of me? The
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violin I could learn even in India. I was a student and ought to go on with my studies. I should qualify myself to
join the Inns of Court. If my character made a gentleman of me, so much the better. Otherwise I should forego the
ambition.
These and similar thoughts possessed me, and I expressed them in a letter which I addressed to the elocution
teacher, requesting him to excuse me from further lessons. I had taken only two or three. I wrote a similar letter to
the dancing teacher, and went personally to the violin teacher with a request to dispose of the violin for any price
it might fetch. She was rather friendly to me, so I told her how I had discovered that I was pursuing a false idea.
She encouraged me in the determination to make a complete change.
This infatuation must have lasted about three months. The punctiliousness in dress persisted for years. But
henceforward I became a student.
I.16
Let no one imagine that my experiments in dancing and the like marked a stage of indulgence in my life. The
reader will have noticed that even then I had my wits about me. That period of infatuation was not unrelieved by a
certain amount of self-introspection on my part: I kept account of every farthing I spent, and my expenses were
carefully calculated. Every little item, such as omnibus fares or postage or a couple of coppers spent on
newspapers, would be entered, and the balance struck every evening before going to bed.
That habit has stayed with me ever since, and I know that as a result, though I have had to handle public funds
amounting to lakhs, I have succeeded in exercising strict economy in their disbursement, and instead of
outstanding debts have had invariably a surplus balance in respect of all the movements I have led. Let every
youth take a leaf out of my book and make it a point to account for everything that comes into and goes out of his
pocket, and like me he is sure to be a gainer in the end.
As I kept strict watch over my way of living, I could see that it was necessary to economize. I therefore
decided to reduce my expenses by half. My accounts showed numerous items spent on fares. Again my living
with a family meant the payment of a regular weekly bill. It also included the courtesy of occasionally taking
members of the family out to dinner, and likewise attending parties with them.
All this involved heavy items for conveyances, especially as, if the friend was a lady, custom required that the
man should pay all the expenses. Also dining out meant extra cost, as no deduction could be made from the
regular weekly bill for meals not taken. It seemed to me that all these items could be saved, as likewise the drain
on my purse caused through a false sense of propriety.
So I decided to take rooms on my own account, instead of living any longer in a family, and also to remove
from place to place according to the work I had to do, thus gaining experience at the same time.
The rooms were so selected as to enable me to reach the place of business on foot in half an hour, and so save
fares. Before this I had always taken some kind of conveyance whenever I went anywhere, and had to find extra
time for walks. The new arrangement combined walks and economy, as it meant a saving of fares and gave me
walks of eight or ten miles a day. It was mainly this habit of long walks that kept me practically free from illness
throughout my stay in England and gave me a fairly strong body.
Thus I rented a suite of rooms; one for a sitting room and another for a bedroom.
This was the second stage. The third was yet to come.
These changes saved me half the expense. But how was I to utilize the time? I knew that Bar examinations did
not require much study, and I therefore did not feel pressed for time. My weak English was a perpetual worry to
me. Mr. (afterwards Sir Frederic) Lely’s words, “Graduate first and then come to me”, still rang in my ears. I
should, I thought, not only be called to the Bar, but have some literary degree as well.
I inquired about the Oxford and Cambridge University courses, consulted a few friends, and found that, if I
elected to go to either of these places, that would mean greater expense and a much longer stay in England than I
was prepared for. A friend suggested that, if I really wanted to have the satisfaction of taking a difficult
examination, I should pass the London Matriculation. It meant a good deal of labor and much addition to my
stock of general knowledge, without any extra expense worth the name.
I welcomed the suggestion. But the syllabus frightened me. Latin and a modern language were compulsory!
How was I to manage Latin? But the friend entered a strong plea for it:
“Latin is very valuable to lawyers. Knowledge of Latin is very useful in understanding law-books. And one
paper in Roman law is entirely in Latin. Besides a knowledge of Latin means greater command over the English
language.”
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I went home and I decided to learn Latin, no matter how difficult it might be. French I had already begun, so I
thought that should be the modern language. I joined a private Matriculation class. Examinations were held every
six months and I had only five months at my disposal. It. was an almost impossible task for me. But the aspirant
after being an English gentleman chose to convert himself into a serious student. I framed my own timetable to
the minute; but neither my intelligence nor memory promised to enable me to tackle Latin and French besides
other subjects within the given period.
The result was that I was ploughed in Latin. I was sorry but did not lose heart. I had acquired a taste for Latin,
also I thought my French would be all the better for another trial and I would select a new subject in the science
group. Chemistry which was my subject in science had no attraction for want of experiments, whereas it ought to
have been a deeply interesting study. It was one of the compulsory subjects in India and so I had selected it for the
London Matriculation. This time, however, I chose Heat and Light instead of Chemistry. It was said to be easy
and I found it to be so.
With my preparation for another trial, I made an effort to simplify my life still further. I felt that my way of
living did not yet befit the modest means of my family. The thought of my struggling brother, who nobly
responded to my regular calls for monetary help, deeply pained me. I saw that most of those who were spending
from eight to fifteen pounds monthly had the advantage of scholarships. I had before me the example of much
simpler living.
I came across a fair number of poor students living more humbly than I. One of them was staying in the slums
in a room at two shillings a week and living on two pence worth of cocoa and bread per meal from Lockhart’s
cheap Cocoa Rooms. It was far from me to think of emulating him, but I felt I could surely have one room instead
of two and cook some of my meals at home. That would be a saving of four to five pounds each month. I also
came across books on simple living.
I gave up the suite of rooms and rented one instead, invested in a stove, and began cooking my breakfast at
home. The process scarcely took me more than twenty minutes for there was only oatmeal porridge to cook and
water to boil for cocoa. I had lunch out and for dinner bread and cocoa at home.
Thus I managed to live on a shilling and three pence a day. This was also a period of intensive study. Plain
living saved me plenty of time and I passed my examination. .
Let not the reader think that this living made my life by any means a dreary affair. On the contrary, the change
harmonized my inward and outward life. It was also more in keeping with the means of my family. My life was
certainly more truthful and my soul knew no bounds of joy.
I.17
As I searched myself deeper, the necessity for changes both internal and external began to grow on me. As
soon as, or even before, I made alterations in my expenses and my way of living, I began to make changes in my
diet. I saw that the writers on vegetarianism had examined the question very minutely, attacking it in its religious,
scientific, practical and medical aspects. Ethically they had arrived at the conclusion that man’s supremacy over
the lower animals meant not that the former should prey upon the latter, but that the higher should protect the
lower, and that there should be mutual aid between the two as between man and man. They had also brought out
the truth that man eats not for enjoyment but to live. And some of them accordingly suggested and effected in
their lives abstention not only front flesh-meat but from eggs and milk. Scientifically some had concluded that
man’s physical structure showed that he was not meant to be a cooking but a frugivorous animal, that he could
take only his mother’s milk and, as soon as he had teeth, should begin to take solid foods. Medically they had
suggested the rejection of all spices and condiments. According to the practical and economic argument they had
demonstrated that a vegetarian diet was the least expensive.
All these considerations had their effect pn me, and I came across vegetarians of all these types in vegetarian
restaurants. There was a Vegetarian Society in England with a weekly journal of its own. I subscribed to the
weekly, joined the society and very shortly found myself on the Executive Committee. Here I came in contact
with those who were regarded as pillars of vegetarianism, and began my own experiments in dietetics.
I stopped taking the sweets and condiments I had got from home. The mind having taken a different turn, the
fondness for condiments wore away, and I now relished the boiled spinach which in Richmond tasted insipid,
cooked without condiments. Many such experiments taught me that the real seat of taste was not the tongue but
the mind.
The economic consideration was of course constantly before me. There was in those days a body of opinion
1558

which regarded tea and coffee as harmful and favored cocoa. And as I was convinced that one should eat only
articles that sustained the body, I gave up tea and coffee as a rule, and substituted cocoa.
There were two divisions in the restaurants I used to visit. One division, which was patronized by fairly wellto-do people, provided any number of courses from which one chose and paid for a la carte, each dinner thus
costing from one to two shillings. The other division provided six-penny dinners of three courses with a slice of
bread. In my days of strict frugality I usually dined in the second division.
There were many minor experiments going on along with the main one; as for example, giving up starchy
foods at one time, living on bread and fruit alone at another, and once living on cheese, milk and eggs. This last
experiment is worth noting. It lasted not even a fortnight. The reformer who advocated starchless food had spoken
highly of eggs and held that eggs were not meat. It was apparent that there was no injury done to living creatures
in taking eggs. I was taken in by this plea and took eggs in spite of my vow.
But the lapse was momentary. I had no business to put a new interpretation on the vow. The interpretation of
my mother, who administered the vow was there for me. I knew that her definition of meat included eggs. And as
soon as I saw the true import of the vow I gave up eggs and the experiment alike.
*
There is a nice point underlying the argument, and worth noting. I came across three definitions of meat in
England. According to the first, meat denoted only the flesh of birds and beasts. Vegetarians who accepted that
definition abjured the flesh of birds and beasts, but ate fish, not to mention eggs. According to the second
definition, meat meant flesh of all living creatures. So fish was here out of the question, but eggs were allowed.
The third definition included under meat the flesh of all living beings, as well as all their products, thus covering
eggs and milk alike.
If I accepted the first definition, I could take not only eggs, but fish also. But I was convinced that my mother’s
definition was the definition binding on me. If, therefore, I would observe the vow I had taken, I must abjure
eggs. I therefore did so. This was a hardship inasmuch as inquiry showed that even in vegetarian restaurants many
courses used to contain eggs. This meant that unless I knew what was what, I had to go through the awkward
process of ascertaining whether a particular course contained eggs or no, for many puddings and cakes were not
free from them.
But though the revelation of my duty caused this difficulty, it simplified my food. The simplification in its turn
brought me annoyance in that I had to give up several dishes I had come to relish. These difficulties were only
passing, for the strict observance of the vow produced an inward relish distinctly more healthy, delicate and
permanent.
The real ordeal, however, was still to come, and that was in respect of the other vow. But who dare harm whom
God protects? A few observations about the interpretation of vows or pledges may not be out of place here.
*
Interpretation of pledges has been a fruitful source of strife all the world over. No matter how explicit the
pledge, people will turn and twist the text to suit their own purposes. They are to be met with among all classes of
society, from the rich down to the poor, from the prince down to the peasant. Selfishness turns them blind, and by
a use of the ambiguous middle they deceive themselves and seek to deceive the world and God.
One golden rule is to accept the interpretation honestly put on the pledge by the party administering it.
Another is to accept the interpretation of the weaker party, where there are two interpretations possible.
Rejection of these two rules gives rise to strife and iniquity, which are rooted in untruthfulness.
He who seeks truth alone easily follows the golden rule. He need not seek learned advice for interpretation.
My mother’s interpretation of meat was, according to the golden rule, the only true one for me, and not the one
my wider experience or my pride of better knowledge might have taught me.
My experiments in England were conducted from the point of view of economy and hygiene. The religious
aspect of the question was not considered until I went to South Africa where I undertook strenuous experiments
which will be narrated later. The seed, however, for all of them was sown in England.
A convert’s enthusiasm for his new religion is greater than that of a person who is born in it. Vegetarianism
was then a new cult in England, and likewise for me, because, as we have seen, I had gone there a convinced
meat-eater, and was intellectually converted to vegetarianism later. Full of the neophyte’s zeal for vegetarianism, I
decided to start a vegetarian club in my locality, Bayswater. I invited Sir Edwin Arnold, who lived there, to be
Vice-President. Dr. Oldfield, who was Editor of The Vegetarian, became President. I myself became the Secretary.
The club went well for a while, but came to an end in the course of a few months. For I left the locality,
according to my custom of moving from place to place periodically. But this brief and modest experience gave me
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some little training in organizing and conducting institutions.
I.18
I was elected to the Executive Committee of the Vegetarian Society, and made it a point to attend every one of
its meetings, but I always felt tongue-tied. Dr. Oldfield once said to me,
“You talk to me quite all right, but why is it that you never open your lips at a committee meeting? You are a
drone.”
I appreciated the banter. The bees are ever busy, the drone is a thorough idler. And it was not a little curious
that whilst others expressed their opinions at these meetings, I sat quite silent. Not that I never felt tempted to
speak. But I was at a loss to know how to express myself. All the rest of the members appeared to me to be better
informed than I. Then it often happened that just when I had mustered up courage to speak, a fresh subject would
be started. This went on for a long time.
*
Meantime a serious question came up for discussion. I thought it wrong to be absent, and felt it cowardice to
register a silent vote. The discussion arose somewhat in this wise.
The President of the Society was Mr. Hills, proprietor of the Thames Iron Works. He was a Puritan.\fn{ Gandhiji
does not capitalize this word; but I met Puritans in England during my stay there from 1970-72, Puritans with a capital “P”; we had some
discussions along these and similar lines, and whereas I understand Gandhiji’s use of the word here, I believe it to be incorrect. I have
accordingly capitalized the word wherever he uses it:H } It may be said that the existence of the Society depended

practically on his financial assistance. Many members of the Committee were more or less his protégés.
Dr. Allinson of vegetarian fame was also a member of the Committee. He was an advocate of the then new
birth control movement, and preached its methods among the working classes.
Mr. Hills regarded these methods as cutting at the root of morals. He thought that the Vegetarian Society had
for its object not only dietetic but also moral reform, and that a man of Dr. Allinson’s anti-Puritanic views should
not be allowed to remain in the Society. A motion was therefore brought for his removal.
The question deeply interested me. I considered Dr. Allinson’s views regarding artificial methods of birth
control as dangerous, and I believed that Mr. Hills was entitled, as a Puritan, to oppose him. I had also a high
regard for Mr. Hills and his generosity. But I thought it was quite improper to exclude a man from a vegetarian
society simply because he refused to regard Puritan morals as one of the objects of the society. Mr. Hills’ view
regarding the exclusion of anti-Puritans, from the Society was personal to himself, and it had nothing to do with
the declared object of the Society, which was simply the promotion of vegetarianism and not of any system of
morality. I therefore held that any vegetarian could be a member of the Society irrespective of his views on other
morals.
There were in the Committee others also who shared my view, but I felt myself personally called upon to
express my own. How to do it was the question. I had not the courage to speak and I therefore decided to set
down my thoughts in writing. I went to the meeting with the document in my pocket! So far as I recollect, I did
not find myself equal even to reading it, and the President had it read by someone else.
Dr. Allinson lost the day. Thus in the very first battle of the kind I found myself siding with the losing party.
But I had comfort in the thought that the cause was right. I have a faint recollection that, after this incident, I
resigned from the Committee.
*
This shyness I retained throughout my stay in England. Even when I paid a socia! call the presence of half a
dozen or more people would strike me dumb.
I once went to Ventnor\fn{ Still a small town on the south coast of the Isle of Wight } with Sjt. Mazmudar. We stayed
there with a vegetarian family. Mr. Howard, the author of The Ethics of Diet, was also staying at the same
watering-place. We met him, and he invited us to speak at a meeting for the promotion of vegetarianism. I had
ascertained that it was not considered incorrect to read one’s speech. I knew that many did so to express
themselves coherently and briefly. To speak ex tempore would have been out of the question for me. I had
therefore written down my speech.
I stood up to read it, but could not. My vision became blurred and I trembled, though the speech hardly
covered a sheet of foolscap. Sjt. Mazmudar had to read it for me. His own speech was of course excellent and was
received with applause. I was ashamed of myself and sad at heart for my incapacity.
My last effort to make a public speech in England was on the eve of my departure for home. But this time too I
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only succeeded in making myself ridiculous.
I invited my vegetarian friends to dinner in the Holborn Restaurant referred to in these chapters.
“A vegetarian dinner could be had,” I said to myself, “in vegetarian restaurants as a matter of course. But why
should it not be possible in a non-vegetarian restaurant too?” And I arranged with the manager of the Holborn
Restaurant to provide a strictly vegetarian meal.
The vegetarians hailed the new experiment with delight. All dinners are meant for enjoyment, but the West has
developed the thing into an art. They are celebrated with great éclat, music and speeches. And the little dinner
party that I gave was also not unaccompanied by some such display.
Speeches, therefore, there had to be. When my turn for speaking came, I stood up to make a speech. I had with
great care thought out one which would consist of a very few sentences. But I could not proceed beyond the first
sentence. I had read of Addison that he began his maiden speech in the House of Commons, repeating, “I
conceive” three times, and when he could proceed no further, a wag stood up and said,
“The gentleman conceived thrice but brought forth nothing.”
I had thought of making a humorous speech taking this anecdote as the text. I therefore began with it and stuck
there. My memory entirely failed me and in attempting a humorous speech, I made myself ridiculous.
“I thank you, gentlemen, for having kindly responded to my invitation,” I said abruptly, and sat down.
*
It was only in South Africa that I got over this shyness, though I never completely overcame it. It was
impossible for me to speak impromptu. I hesitated whenever I had to face strange audiences and avoided making a
speech whenever I could. Even today I do not think I could or would even be inclined to keep a meeting of friends
engaged in idle talk.
I must say that, beyond occasionally exposing me to laughter, my constitutional shyness has been no
disadvantage whatever. In fact I can see that, on the contrary, it has been all to my advantage. My hesitancy in
speech, which was once an annoyance, is now a pleasure. Its greatest benefit has been that it has taught me the
economy of words. I have naturally formed the habit of restraining my thoughts. And I can now give myself the
certificate that a thoughtless word hardly ever escapes my tongue or pen. I do not recollect ever having had to
regret anything in my speech or writing.
I have thus been spared many a mishap and waste of time. Experience has taught me that silence is part of the
spiritual discipline of a votary of truth. Proneness to exaggerate, to suppress or modify the truth, wittingly or
unwittingly, is a natural weakness of man, and silence is necessary in order to surmount it. A man of few words
will rarely be thoughtless in his speech; he will measure every word.
We find so many people impatient to talk. There is no chairman of a meeting who is not pestered with notes for
permission to speak. And whenever the permission is given the speaker generally exceeds the time-limit, asks for
more time, and keeps on talking without permission.
All this talking can hardly be said to be of any benefit to the world. It is so much waste of time. My shyness
has been in reality my shield and buckler. It has allowed me to grow. It has helped me in my discernment of truth.
I.19
There were comparatively few Indian students in England forty years ago. It was a practice with them to affect
the bachelor even though they might be married. School or college students in England are all bachelors, studies
being regarded as incompatible with married life. We had, that tradition in the good old days, a student then being
invariably known as a brahmachari. But in these days we have child-marriages, a thing practically unknown in
England. Indian youths in England, therefore, felt ashamed to confess that they were married.
There was also another reason for dissembling, namely that in the event of the fact being known it would be
impossible for the young men to go about or flirt with the young girls of the family in which they lived. The
flirting was more or less innocent. Parents even encouraged it; and that sort of association between young men
and young women may even be a necessity there, in view of the fact that every young man has to choose his mate.
If, however, Indian youths on arrival in England indulge in these relations, quite natural to English youths, the
result is likely to be disastrous, as has often been found. I saw that our youths had succumbed to the temptation
and chosen a life of untruth for the sake of companionships which, however innocent in the case of English
youths, were for them undesirable.
I too caught the contagion. I did not hesitate to pass myself off as a bachelor, though I was married and the
father of a son. But I I was none the happier for being a dissembler. Only my reserve and my reticence saved me
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from going into deeper waters. If I did not talk, no girl would think it worth her while to enter into conversation
with me or to go out with me.
My cowardice was on a par with my reserve. It was customary in families like the one in which I was staying
at Ventnor for the daughter of the landlady to take out guests for a walk. My landlady’s daughter took me one day
to the lovely hills round Ventnor. I was no slow walker, but my companion walked even faster, dragging me after
her and chattering away all the while. I responded to her chatter sometimes with a whispered “yes” or “no”, or at
the most “yes, how beautiful”. She was flying like a bird whilst I was wondering when I should get back home.
We thus reached the top of a hill. How to get down again was the question. In spite of her high-heeled boots this
sprightly young lady of twenty-five darted down the hill like an arrow. I was shamefacedly struggling to get
down. She stood at the foot smiling and cheering me and offering to come and drag me. How could I be so
chicken-hearted? With the greatest difficulty, and crawling at intervals, I somehow managed to scramble to the
bottom. She loudly laughed “bravo” and shamed me all the more, as well she might.
*
But I could not escape scatheless everywhere. For God wanted to rid me of the canker of untruth. I once went
to Brighton, another watering-place like Ventnor. This was before the Ventnor visit. I met there at a hotel an old
widow of moderate means. This was my first year in England. The courses on the menu were all described in
French, which I did not understand. I sat at the same table as the old lady. She saw that I was a stranger and
puzzled, and immediately came to my aid.
“You seem to be a stranger,” she said, and look perplexed. “Why have you not ordered anything?”
I was spelling through the menu and preparing to ascertain the ingredients of the courses from the waiter, when
the good lady thus intervened. I thanked her, and explaining my difficulty told her that I was at a loss to know
which of the courses were vegetarian as I did not understand French.
“Let me help you,” she said. “I shall explain the card to you and show you what you may eat.”
I gratefully availed myself of her help. This was the beginning of an acquaintance that ripened into friendship
and was kept up all through my stay in England and long after. She gave me her London address and invited me
to dine at her house every Sunday. On special occasions also she would invite me, help me to conquer my
bashfulness and introduce me to young ladies and draw me into conversation with them.
Particularly marked out for these conversations was a young lady who stayed with her, and often we would be
left entirely alone together.
I found all this very trying at first. I could not start a conversation nor could I indulge in any jokes. But she put
me in the way. I began to learn; and in course of time looked forward to every Sunday and came to like the
conversations with the young friend.
The old lady went on spreading her net wider every day. She felt interested in our meetings. Possibly she had
her own plans about us. I was in a quandary.
“How I wished I had told the good lady that I was married!” I said to myself. “She would then have not
thought of an engagement between us. It is, however, never too late to mend. If I declare the truth, I might yet be
saved more misery.” With these thoughts in my mind, I wrote a letter to her somewhat to this effect:
Ever since we met at Brighton you have been kind to me. You have taken care of me even as a mother of her son.
You also think that I should get married and with that view you have been introducing me to young ladies. Rather than
allow matters to go further, I must confess to you that I have been unworthy of your affection. I should have told you
when I began my visits to you that I was married.
I knew that Indian students in England dissembled the fact of their marriage and I followed suit. I now see that I
should not have done so. I must also add that I was married while yet a boy, and am the father of a son.
I am pained that I should have kept this knowledge from you so long. But I am glad God has now given me the
courage to speak out the truth. Will you forgive me? I assure you I have taken no improper liberties with the young lady
you were good enough to introduce to me. I knew my limits. You, not knowing that I was married: naturally desired
that we should be engaged. In order that things should not go beyond the present stage, I must tell you the truth.
If on receipt of this, you feel that I have been unworthy of your hospitality, I assure you I shall not take it amiss. You
have laid me under an everlasting debt of gratitude by your kindness and solicitude. If, after this, you, do not reject me
but continue to regard me as worthy of your hospitality, which I will spare no pains to deserve, I shall naturally be
happy and count it a further token of your kindness.

Let the reader know that I could not have written such a letter in a moment. I must have drafted and redrafted it
many times over. But it lifted a burden that was weighing me down. Almost by return post came her reply
somewhat as follows:
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I have your frank letter. We were both very glad and had a hearty laugh over it. The untruth you say you have been
guilty of is pardonable. But it is well that you have acquainted us with the real state of things. My invitation still stands
and we shall certainly expect you next Sunday and look forward to hearing all about your child-marriage and to the
pleasure of laughing at your expense.
Need I assure you that our friendship is not in the least affected by this incident?

I thus purged myself of the canker of untruth, and I never thenceforward hesitated to talk of my married state
wherever necessary.
I.20
Towards the end of my second year in England f I came across two Theosophists, brothers, and both
unmarried. They talked to me about the Gita. They were reading Sir Edwin Arnold’s translation, The Song
Celestial, and they invited me to read the original with them.
I felt ashamed, as I had read the divine poem neither in Sanskrit nor in Gujarati. I was constrained to tell them
that I had not read the Gita, but that I would gladly read it with them, and that though my knowledge of Sanskrit
was meager, still I hoped to be able to understand the original to the extent of telling where the translation failed
to bring out the meaning.
I began reading the Gita with them. The verses in the second chapter—
If one
Ponders on objects of the sense, there springs
Attraction; from attraction grows desire,
Desire flames to fierce passion, passion breeds
Recklessness; then the memory—all betrayed—
Lets noble purpose go, and saps the mind,
Till purpose, mind, and man are all undone.

—made a deep impression on my mind, and they still ring in my ears. The book struck me as one of priceless
worth. The impression has ever since been growing on me with the result that I regard it today as the book par
excellence for the knowledge of Truth. It has afforded me invaluable help in my moments of gloom. I have read
almost all the English translations of it, and I regard Sir Edwin Arnold’s as the best. He has been faithful to the
text, and yet it does not read like a translation.
Though I read the Gita with these friends, I cannot pretend to have studied it then. It was only after some years
that it became a book of daily reading.
The brothers also recommended The Light of Asia by Sir Edwin Arnold, whom I knew till then as the author
only of The Song Celestial, and I read it with even greater interest than I did the Bhagavadgita. Once I had begun
it I could not leave off. They also took me on one occasion to the Blavatsky Lodge and introduced me to Madame
Blavatsky and Mrs. Besant. The latter had just then joined the Theosophical Society, and I was following with
great interest the controversy about her conversion.
The friends advised me to join the Society, but I politely declined saying,
“With my meager knowledge of my own religion I do not want to belong to any religious body.”
I recall having read, at the brothers’ instance, Madame Blavatsky’s Key to Theosophy. This book stimulated in
me the desire to read books on Hinduism, and disabused me of the notion fostered by the missionaries that
Hinduism was rife with superstition.
*
About the same time I met a good Christian from Manchester in a vegetarian boarding-house. He talked to me
about Christianity. I narrated to him my Rajkot recollections. He was pained to hear them. He said,
“I am a vegetarian. I do not drink. Many Christians are meat-eaters and drink, no doubt; but neither meateating nor drinking is enjoined by Scripture. Do please read the Bible.”
I accepted his advice, and he got me a copy. I have a faint recollection that he himself used to sell copies of the
Bible, and I purchased from him an edition containing maps, concordance, and other aids.
I began reading it, but I could not possibly read through the Old Testament. I read the book of Genesis, and the
chapters that followed invariably sent me to sleep. But just for the sake of being able to say that I had read it, I
plodded through the other books with much difficulty and without the least interest or understanding. I disliked
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reading the book of Numbers.
But the New Testament produced a different impression, especially the Sermon on the Mount which went
straight to my heart. I compared it with the Gita. The verses, “But I say unto you, that ye resist not evil: but
whosoever shall smite thee on thy right cheek, turn to him the other also. And if any man take away thy coat let
him have thy cloak too,” delighted me beyond measure and put me in mind of Shamal Bhatt’s “For a bowl of
water, give a goodly meal” etc. My young mind tried to unify the teaching of the Gita, the Light of Asia and the
Sermon on the Mount. That renunciation was the highest form of religion appealed to me greatly.
This reading whetted my appetite for studying the lives of other religious teachers. A friend recommended
Carlyle’s Heroes and Hero-Worship. I read the chapter on the Hero as a prophet and learnt of the Prophet’s
greatness and bravery and austere living.
Beyond this acquaintance with religion I could not go at the moment, as reading for the examination left me
scarcely any time for outside subjects. But I took mental note of the fact that I should read more religious books
and acquaint myself with all the principal religions.
*
And how could I help knowing something of atheism too? Every Indian knew Bradlaugh’s name and his socalled atheism. I read some book about it, the name of which I forget. It had no effect on me, for I had already
crossed the Sahara of atheism. Mrs. Besant, who was then very much in the limelight, had turned to theism from
atheism, and that fact also strengthened my aversion to atheism. I had read her book How I Became a Theosophist.
It was about this time that Bradlaugh died. He was buried in the Woking Cemetery. I attended the funeral, as I
believe every Indian residing in London did. A few clergymen also were present to do him the last honors. On, our
way back from the funeral we had to wait at the station for our train. A champion atheist from the crowd heckled
one of these clergymen.
“Well, sir, you believe in the existence of God?”
“I do,” said the good man in a low tone.
“You also agree that the circumference of the Earth is 28,000 miles, don’t you?” said the atheist with a smile of
self-assurance.
“Indeed.”
“Pray tell me then the size of your God and where he may be?”
“Well, if we but knew, He resides in the hearts of us both.”
“Now, now, don’t take me to be a child,” said the champion with a triumphant look at us.
The clergyman assumed a humble silence. This talk still further increased my prejudice against atheism.
I.21
Though I had acquired a nodding acquaintance with Hinduism and other religions of the world, I should have
known that it would not be enough to save me in my trials. Of the thing that sustains him through trials man has
no inkling, much less knowledge, at the time. If an unbeliever; he will attribute his safety to chance. If a believer,
he will say God saved him. He will conclude, as well he may, that his religious study or spiritual discipline was at
the back of the state of grace within him.
But in the hour of his deliverance he does not know whether his spiritual discipline or something else saves
him. Who that has prided himself on his spiritual strength has not seen it humbled to the dust? A knowledge of
religion, as distinguished from experience, seems but chaff in such moments of trial.
It was in England that I first discovered the futility of mere religious knowledge. How I was saved on previous
occasions is more than I can say, for I was very young then; but now I was twenty and had gained some
experience as husband and father.
During the last year, as far as I can remember, of my stay in England, that is in 1890, there was a Vegetarian
Conference at Portsmouth to which an Indian friend and I were invited. Portsmouth is a sea-port with a large
naval population. It has many houses with women of ill fame, women not actually prostitutes, but at the same
time, not very scrupulous about their morals. We were put up in one of these houses. Needless to say, the
Reception Committee did not know anything about it. It would have been difficult in a town like Portsmouth to
find out which were good lodgings and which were bad for occasional travelers like us.
We returned from the Conference in the evening. After dinner we sat down to play a rubber of bridge, in which
our landlady joined, as is customary in England even in respectable households. Every player indulges in innocent
jokes as a matter of course, but here my companion and our hostess began to make indecent ones as well. I did not
1564

know that my friend was an adept in the art. It captured me and I also joined in. Just when I was about to go
beyond the limit, leaving the cards and the game to themselves, God through the good companion, uttered the
blessed warning:
“Whence this devil in you, my boy? Be off, quick!”
I was ashamed. I took the warning and expressed within myself gratefulness to my friend. Remembering the
vow I had taken before my mother, I fled from the scene. To my room I went quaking, trembling, and with beating
heart. like a quarry escaped from its pursuer.
I recall this as the first occasion on which a woman, other than my wife, moved me to lust, I passed that night
sleeplessly, all kinds of thoughts assailing me. Should I leave this house? Should I run away from the place?
Where was I? What would happen to me if I had not my wits about me?
I decided to act thenceforth with great caution; not to leave the house, but somehow leave Portsmouth. The
Conference was not to go on for more than two days, and I remember I left Portsmouth the next evening, my
companion staying there some time longer.
I did not then know the essence of religion or of God, and how He works in us. Only vaguely I understood that
God had saved me on that occasion. On all occasions of trial He has saved me. I know that the phrase “God saved
me” has a deeper meaning for me today, and still I feel that I have not yet grasped its entire meaning. Only richer
experience can help me to a fuller understanding.
But in all my trials—of a spiritual nature, as a lawyer, in conducting institutions, and in politics—I can say that
God saved me. When every hope is gone, “when helpers fail and comforts flee,” I find that help arrives somehow,
from I know not where. Supplication, worship, prayer are no superstition; they are acts more real than the acts of
eating, drinking, sitting or walking. It is no exaggeration to say that they also are real, all else is unreal.
Such worship or prayer is no flight of eloquence; it is no lip-homage. It springs from the heart. If, therefore, we
achieve that purity of the heart when it is “emptied of all but love”, if we keep all the chords in proper tune, they
“trembling pass in music out of sight”.
Prayer needs no speech. It is in itself independent of any sensuous effort. I have not the slightest doubt that
prayer is [the] all unfailing means of cleansing the heart of passions. But it must be combined with the utmost
humility.
I.22
Just about this time Narayan Hemchandra came to England. I had heard of him as a writer. We met at the house
of Miss Manning of the National Indian Association.
Miss Manning knew that I could not make myself sociable. When I went to her place I used to sit tongue-tied,
never speaking except when spoken to. She introduced me to Narayan Hemchandra. He did not know English.
His dress was queer; a clumsy pair of trousers, a wrinkled, dirty, brown coat after the Parsi fashion, no necktie or
collar, and a tasseled woolen cap. He grew a long beard.
He was lightly built and short of stature. His round face was scarred with smallpox, and had a nose which was
neither pointed nor blunt. With his hand he was constantly turning over his beard. Such a queer-looking and
queerly dressed person was bound to be singled out in fashionable society.
“I have heard a good deal about you,” I said to him. “I have also read some of your writings. I should be very
pleased if you were kind enough to come to my place.”
Narayan Hemchandra had a rather hoarse voice. With a smile on his face he replied:
“Yes, where do you stay?”
“In Store Street.”
“Then we are neighbors. I want to learn English. Will you teach me?”
“I shall be happy to teach you anything I can, and will try my best. If you like, I will go to your place.”
“Oh, no. I shall come to you. I shall also bring with me a Translation Exercise Book.”
So we made an appointment. Soon we were close friends. Narayan Hemchandra was innocent of grammar.
“Horse” was a verb with him and “run” a noun. I remember many such funny instances. But he was not to be
baffled by his ignorance. My little knowledge of grammar could make no impression on him. Certainly he never
regarded his ignorance of grammar as a matter for shame. With perfect nonchalance he said:
“I have never been to school like you. I have never felt the need of grammar in expressing my thoughts. Well.
do you know Bengali? I know it. I have traveled in Bengal. It is I who have given Maharshi Devendranath
Tagore’s works to the Gujarati-speaking world. And I wish to translate into Gujarati the treasures of many other
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languages. And you know I am never literal in my translations. I always content myself with bringing out the
spirit. Others, with their better knowledge, may be able to do more in future. But I am quite satisfied with what I
have achieved without the help of grammar.
“I know Marathi, Hindi, Bengali, and now I have begun to know English. What I want is a copious vocabulary.
And do you think my ambition ends here? No fear. I want to go to France and learn French. I am told that
language has an extensive literature. I shall go to Germany also, if possible, and there learn German.”
And thus he would talk on unceasingly. He had a boundless ambition for learning languages and for foreign
travel.
“Then you will go to America also?”
“Certainly. How can I return to India without having seen the New World?”
“But where will you find the money?”
“What do I need money for? I am not a fashionable fellow like you. The minimum amount of food and the
minimum amount of clothing suffice for me. And for this what little I get out of my books and from my friends is
enough. I always travel third class. While going to America also I shall travel on deck.”
Narayan Hemchandra’s simplicity was all his own, and his frankness was on a par with it. Of pride he had not
the slightest trace, excepting, of course, a rather undue regard for his own capacity as a writer.
We met daily. There was a considerable amount of similarity between our thoughts and actions. Both of us
were vegetarians. We would often have our lunch together. This was the time when I lived on 17s a week and
cooked for myself. Sometimes I would go to his room, and sometimes he would come to mine. I cooked in the
English style. Nothing but Indian style would satisfy him. He could not do without dal. I would make soup of
carrots etc., and he would pity me for my taste. Once he somehow hunted out mungl,\fn{An Indian pulse} cooked it
and brought it to my place. I ate it with delight.
This led on to a regular system of exchange between us. I would take my delicacies to him and he would bring
his to me.
Cardinal Manning’s name was then on every lip. The dock laborers’ strike had come to an early termination
owing to the efforts of John Burns and Cardinal Manning. I told Narayan Hemchandra of Disraeli’s tribute to the
Cardinal’s simplicity.
“Then I must see the sage,” said he.
“He is a big man. How do you expect to meet him?”
“Why? I know how. I must get you to write to him in my name. Tell him I am an author and that I want to
congratulate him personally on his humanitarian work, and also say that I shall have to take you as interpreter as I
do not know English.”
I wrote a letter to that effect. In two or three days came Cardinal Manning’s card in reply giving us an
appointment. So we both called on the Cardinal. I put on the usual visiting suit. Narayan Hemchandra was the
same as ever, in the same coat and the same trousers. I tried to make fun of this, but he laughed me out and said:
“You civilized fellows are all cowards. Great men never look at a person’s exterior. They think of his heart.”
We entered the Cardinal’s mansion. As soon as we were seated, a thin, tall, old gentleman made his
appearance, and shook hands with us. Narayan Hemchandra thus gave his greetings:
“I do not want to take up your time. I had heard a lot about you and I felt I should come and thank you for the
good work you have done for the strikers. It has been my custom to visit the sages of the world and that is why I
have put you to this trouble.” This was of course my translation of what he spoke in Gujarati,
“I am glad you have come. I hope your stay in London will agree with you and that you will get in touch with
people here. God bless you.” With these words the Cardinal stood up and said good-bye.
*
Once Narayan Hemchandra came to my place in a shirt and dhoti. The good landlady opened the door, came
running to me in a fright—this was a new landlady who did not know Narayan Hemchandra—and said:
“A sort of a madcap wants to see you.”
I went’ to the door and to my surprise found Narayan Hemchandra. I was shocked. His face, however, showed
nothing but his usual smile.
“But did not the children in the street rag you?”
“Well, they ran after me, but I did not mind them and they were quiet.”
Narayan Hemchandra went to Paris after a few months’ stay in London. He began studying French and also
translating French books. I knew enough French to revise his translation, so he gave it to me to read. It was not a
translation: it was the substance.
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Finally he carried out his determination to visit America. It was with great difficulty that he succeeded in
securing a deck ticket. While in the United States he was prosecuted for “being indecently dressed”, as he once
went out in a shirt and dhoti. I have a recollection that he was discharged.
I.23
There was a great Exhibition at Paris in 1890. I had read about its elaborate preparations, and I also had a keen
desire to see Paris. So I thought I had better combine two things in one and go there at this juncture.
A particular attraction of the Exhibition was the Eiffel Tower, constructed entirely of iron, and nearly 1,000
feet high. There were of course many other things of interest, but the Tower was the chief one, inasmuch as it had
been supposed till then that a structure of that height could not safely stand.
I had heard of a vegetarian restaurant in Paris. I engaged a room there and stayed seven days. I managed
everything very economically, both the journey to Paris and the sight-seeing there. This I did mostly on foot and
with the help of a map of Paris, as also a map of and guide to the Exhibition. These were enough to direct one to
the main streets and chief places of interest.
I remember nothing of the Exhibition excepting its magnitude and variety. I have a fair recollection of the
Eiffel Tower as I ascended it twice or thrice. There was a restaurant on the first platform, and just for the
satisfaction of being able to say that I had had my lunch at a great height, I threw away seven shillings on it.
The ancient churches of Paris are still in my memory. Their grandeur and their peacefulness are unforgettable.
The wonderful construction of Notre Dame and the elaborate decoration of the interior with its beautiful
sculptures cannot be forgotten. I felt then that those who expended millions on such divine cathedrals could not
but have the love of God in their hearts.
*
I had read a lot about the fashions and frivolity of Paris. These were in evidence in every street, but the
churches stood noticeably apart from these scenes. A man would forget the outside noise and bustle as soon as he
entered one of these churches. His manner would change, he would behave with dignity and reverence as he
passed someone kneeling before the image of the Virgin. The feeling I had then has since been growing on me,
that all this kneeling and prayer could not be mere superstition; the devout souls kneeling before the Virgin could
not be worshipping mere marble. They were fired with genuine devotion and they worshipped not stone, but the
divinity of which it was symbolic. I have an impression that I felt then that by this worship they were not
detracting from, but increasing, the glory of God.
I must say a word about the Eiffel Tower. I do not know what purpose it serves today. But I then heard it
greatly disparaged as well as praised. I remember that Tolstoy was the chief among those who disparaged it.
He said that the Eiffel Tower was a monument of man’s folly, not of his wisdom. Tobacco, he argued; was the
worst of all intoxicants, inasmuch as a man addicted to it was tempted to commit crimes which a drunkard never
dared to do; liquor made a man mad, but tobacco clouded his intellect and made him build castles in the air. The
Eiffel Tower was one of the creations of a man under such influence. There is no art about the Eiffel Tower. In no
way can it be said to have contributed to the real beauty of the Exhibition. Men flocked to see it and ascended it as
it was a novelty and of unique dimensions. It was the toy of the Exhibition. So long as we are children we are
attracted by toys, and the Tower was a good demonstration of the fact that we are all children attracted by trinkets.
That may be claimed to be the purpose served by the Eiffel Tower.
I.24
I have deferred saying anything up to now about the purpose for which I went to England, viz., being called to
the Bar. It is time to advert to it briefly.
There were two conditions which had to be fulfilled before a student was formally called to the Bar: “keeping
terms”, twelve terms equivalent to about three years; and passing examinations. “Keeping terms” meant eating
one’s terms, i.e. attending at least six out of about twenty-four dinners in a term. Eating did not mean actually
partaking of the dinner, it meant reporting oneself at the fixed hours and remaining present throughout the dinner.
Usually, of course, every one ate and drank the good commons and choice wines provided. A dinner cost from
two and six to three and six,\fn{ Two shillings and six pence to three shillings and six pence:H } that is from two to three
rupees. This was considered moderate, inasmuch as one had to pay that same amount for wines alone if one dined
at a hotel.
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To us in India it is a matter for surprise, if we are not “civilized”, that the cost of drink should exceed the cost
of food. The first revelation gave me a great shock, and I wondered how people had the heart to throw away so
much money on drink. Later I came to understand. I often ate nothing at these dinners, for the things that I might
eat were only bread, boiled potato and cabbage. In the beginning I did not eat these, as I did not like them; and
later, when I began to relish them, I also gained the courage to ask for other dishes.
The dinner provided for the benchers used to be better than that fer the students. A Farsi student, who was also
a vegetarian, and I applied, in the interests of vegetarianism, for the vegetarian courses which were served to the
benchers. The application was granted, and we began to get fruits and other vegetables from the benchers’ table.
Two bottles of wine were allowed to each group of four, and as I did not touch them, I was ever in demand to
form a quarter, so that three might empty two bottles. And there was a grand night in each term when extra wines,
like champagne, in addition to port and sherry, were served. I was therefore specially requested to attend and was
in great demand on that “grand night”.
I could not see then, nor have I seen since, how I these dinners qualified the students better for the Bar. There
was once a time when only a few students used to attend these dinners and thus there were opportunities for talks
between them and the benchers, and speeches were also made. These occasions helped to give them knowledge of
the world with a sort of polish and refinement, and also improved their power of speaking.
No such thing was possible in my time, as the benchers had a table all to themselves. The institution had
gradually lost all its meaning, but conservative England retained it nevertheless.
The curriculum of study was easy, barristers being humorously known as “dinner barristers”. Everyone knew
that the examinations had practically no value. In my time there were two, one in Roman Law and the other in
Common Law. There were regular textbooks prescribed for these examinations which could be taken in
compartments, but scarcely anyone read them. I have known many to pass the Roman Law examination by
scrambling through notes on Roman Law in a couple of weeks, and the Common Law examination by reading
notes on the subject in two or three months. Question papers were easy and examiners were generous. The
percentage of passes in the Roman Law examination used to be 95 to 99 and of those in the final examination 75
or even more. There was thus little fear of being plucked, and examinations were held not once but four times in
the year. They could not be felt as a difficulty.
But I succeeded in turning them into one.
I felt that I should read all the text-books.. It was a fraud, I thought, not to read these books. I invested much
money in them. I decided to read Roman Law in Latin. The Latin which I had acquired in the London
Matriculation stood me in good stead. And all this reading was not without its value later on in South Africa,
where Roman Dutch is the common law. The reading of Justinian, therefore, helped me a great deal in
understanding the South African law.
It took me nine months of fairly hard labor to read through the Common Law of England. For Broom’s
Common Law, a big but interesting volume, took up a good deal of time. Snell’s Equity was full of interest, but a
bit hard to understand. White and Tudor’s Leading Cases, from which certain cases were prescribed, was full of
interest and instruction. I read also with interest Williams’and Edward’ Real Property and Goodeve’ Personal
Property. Williams’ book read like a novel. The one book I remember to have read, on my return to India, with the
same unflagging interest, was Mayne’s Hindu Law.
But it is out of place to talk here of Indian law-books. I passed my examinations, was called to the bar on the
10th of June, 1891, and enrolled in the High Court on the 11 th. On the 12th I sailed for home. But notwithstanding
my study there was no end to my helplessness and fear. I did not feel myself qualified to practice law. But a
separate chapter is needed to describe this helplessness of mine.
I.25
It was easy to be called, but it was difficult to practice at the Bar. I had read the laws, but not learnt how to
practice law. I had read with interest Legal Maxims, but did not know how to apply them in my profession. Sic
utere tuo ut alienum non laedas\fn{Use your property in such a way as not to damage that of others } was one of them, but I
was at a loss to know how one could employ this maxim for the benefit of one’s client. I had read all the leading
cases on this maxim, but they gave me no confidence in the application of it in the practice of law.
Besides, I had learnt nothing at all of Indian law. I had not the slightest idea of Hindu and Mahomedan Law. I
had not even learnt how to draft a plaint, and felt completely at sea. I had heard of Sir Pherozeshah Mehta as one
who roared like a lion in law courts. How, I wondered, could he have learnt the art in England? It was out of the
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question for me ever to acquire his legal acumen, but I had serious misgivings as to whether I should be able even
to earn a living by the profession.
I was torn with these doubts and anxieties whilst I was studying law. I confided my difficulties to some of my
friends. One of them suggested that I should seek Dadabhai Naoroji’s advice.
I have already said that, when I went to England, I possessed a note of introduction to Dadabhai. I availed
myself of it very late. I thought I had no right to trouble such a great man for an Interview. Whenever an address
by him was announced, I would attend it, listen to him from a corner of the hall, and go away after having feasted
my eyes and ears. In order to come in close touch with the students he had founded an association. I used to attend
its meetings, and rejoiced at Dadabhai’s solicitude for the students, and the latter’s respect for him. In course of
time I mustered up courage to present to him the note of introduction. He said:
“You can come and have my advice whenever you like.”
But I never availed myself of his offer. I thought it wrong to trouble him without the most pressing necessity.
Therefore I dared not venture to accept my friend’s advice to submit my difficulties to Dadabhai at that time.
I forget now whether it was the same friend or someone else who recommended me to meet Mr. Frederick
Pincutt. He was a Conservative, but his affection for Indian students was pure and unselfish. Many students
sought his advice and I also applied to him for an appointment, which he granted. I can never forget that
interview. He greeted me as a friend. He laughed away my pessimism.
“Do you think,” he said, “that everyone must be a Pherozeshah Mehta? Pherozeshahs and Badruddins are rare.
Rest assured it takes no unusual skill to be an ordinary lawyer. Common honesty and industry are enough to
enable him to make a living. All cases are not complicated. Well, let me know the extent of your general reading.”
When I acquainted him with my little stock of reading, he was, as I could see, rather disappointed. But it was
only for a moment. Soon his face beamed with a pleasing smile and he said,
“I understand your trouble. Your general reading is meager. You have no knowledge of the world, a sine qua
non for a vakil. You have not even read the history of India.
“A vakil should know human nature. He should be able to read a man’s character from his face. And every
Indian ought to know Indian history. This has no connection with the practice of law, but you ought to have that
knowledge. I see that you have not even read Kaye and Malleson’s history of the Mutiny of 1857. Get hold of that
at once and also read two more books to understand human nature.” These were Lavator’s and Shemmelpennick’s
books on physiognomy.
I was extremely grateful to this venerable friend. In his presence I found all my fear gone, but as soon as I left
him I began to worry again.
“To know a man from his face” was the question that haunted me, as I thought of the two books on my way
home. The next day I purchased Lavator’s book: Shemmelpennick’s was not available at the shop. I read
Lavator’s book and found it more difficult than Snell’s Equity, and scarcely interesting. I studied Shakespeare’s
physiognomy, but did not acquire the knack of finding out the Shakespeare’s walking up and down the streets of
London.
Lavator’s book did not add to my knowledge. Mr. Pincutt’s advice did me very little direct service, but his
kindliness stood me in good stead. His smiling open face stayed in my memory, and I trusted his advice that
Pherozeshah Mehta’s acumen, memory and ability were not essential to the making of a successful lawyer;
honesty and industry were enough. And as I had a fair share of these last I felt somewhat reassured.
I could not read Kaye and Malleson’s volumes in England, but I did so in South Africa as I had made a point of
reading them at the first opportunity.
Thus with just a little leaven of hope mixed with my despair, I landed at Bombay from S.S. Assam. The sea
was rough in the harbor, and I had to reach the quay in a launch. …
II.1
I said in the lest chapter that the sea was rough in Bombay harbor, not an unusual thing in the Arabian Sea in
June and July. It had been choppy all the way from Aden. Almost every passenger was sick; I alone was in perfect
form, staying on deck to see the stormy surge, and enjoying the splash of the waves. At breakfast there would be
just one or two people besides myself, eating their oatmeal porridge from plates carefully held in their laps, lest
the porridge itself find its place there.
The outer storm was to me a symbol of the inner. But even as the former left me unperturbed, I think I can say
the same thing about the latter. There was the trouble with the caste that was to confront me. I have already
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adverted to my helplessness in starting on my profession. And then, as I was a reformer, I was taxing myself as to
how best to begin certain reforms. But there was even more in store for me than I knew.
My elder brother had come to meet me at the dock. He had already made the acquaintance of Dr. Mehta and
his elder brother, and as Dr. Mehta insisted on putting me up at his house, we went there.
Thus the acquaintance begun in England continued in India and ripened into a permanent friendship between
the two families.
I was pining to see my mother. I did not know that she was no more in the flesh to receive me back into her
bosom. The sad news was now given me, and I underwent the usual ablution. My brother had kept me ignorant of
her death, which took place whilst I was still in England. He wanted to spare me the blow in a foreign land. The
news, however, was none the less a severe shock to me.
But I must not dwell upon it. My grief was even greater than over my. Father’s death. Most of my cherished
hopes were shattered. But I remember that I did not give myself up to any wild expression of grief. I could even
check the tears, and took to life just as though nothing had happened.
Dr. Mehta introduced me to several friends, one of them being his brother Shri Revashankar Jagjivan, with
whom there grew up a lifelong friendship. But the introduction that I need particularly take note of was the one to
the poet Raychand or Rajchandra, the son-in-law of an elder brother of Dr. Mehta, and partner of the firm of
jewelers conducted in the name of Revashankar Jagjivan. He was not above twenty-five then, but my first
meeting with him convinced me that he was a man of great character and learning.
He was also known as a shatavadhani (one having the faculty of remembering or attending to a hundred things
simultaneously), and Dr. Mehta recommended me to see some of his memory feats. I exhausted my vocabulary of
all the European tongues I knew, and asked the poet to repeat the words. He did so in the precise order in which I
had given them. I envied his gift without, however, coming under its spell.
The thing that did cast its spell over me I came to know afterwards. This was his wide knowledge of the
scriptures, his spotless character, and his burning passion for self-realization. I saw later that this last was the only
thing for which he lived. The following lines of Muktanand were always on his lips and engraved on the tablets of
his heart:
I shall think myself blessed only when I see Him in every one of my daily acts;
Verily He is the thread, which supports Muktanand’s life.

Raychandbhai’s commercial transactions covered hundreds of thousands. He was a connoisseur of pearls and
diamonds. No knotty business problem was too difficult for him. But all these things were not the centre round
which his life revolved. That center was the passion to see God face to face.
Amongst the things on his business table there were invariably to be found some religious book and his diary.
The moment he finished his business he opened the religious book or the diary. Much of his published writings is
a reproduction from this diary. The man who, immediately on finishing his talk about weighty business
transactions, began to write about the hidden things of the spirit could evidently not be a businessman at all, but a
real seeker after Truth.
And I saw him thus absorbed in godly pursuits in the midst of business, not once or twice, but very often. I
never saw him lose his state of equipoise. There was no business or other selfish tie that bound him to me, and yet
I enjoyed the closest association with him. I was but a brief-less barrister then, and yet whenever I saw him he
would engage me in conversation of a seriously religious nature. Though I was then groping and could not be said
to have any serious interest in religious discussion, still I found his talk of absorbing interest.
I have since met many a religious leader or teacher. I have tried to meet the heads of various faiths, and I must
say that no one else has ever made on me the impression that Raychandbhai did. His words went straight home to
me. His intellect compelled as great a regard from me as his moral earnestness, and deep down in me was the
conviction that he would never willingly lead me astray and would always confide to me his innermost thoughts.
In my moments of spiritual crisis, therefore, he was my refuge.
And yet in spite of this regard for him I could not enthrone him in my heart as my guru. The throne has
remained vacant and my search still continues.
I believe in the Hindu theory of guru and his importance in spiritual realization. I think there is a great deal of
truth in the doctrine that true knowledge is impossible without a guru. An imperfect teacher may be tolerable in
mundane matters, but not in spiritual matters. Only a perfect gnani\fn{A knowing one, a seer} deserves to be
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enthroned as guru. There must, therefore, be ceaseless striving after perfection. For one gets the guru that one
deserves. Infinite striving after perfection is one’s right. It is its own reward. The rest is in the hands of God.
Thus, though I could not place Raychandbhai on the throne of my heart as guru, we shall see how he was, on
many occasions, my guide and helper. Three moderns have left a deep impress on my life, and captivated me:
Raychandbhai by his living contact; Tolstoy by his book, The Kingdom of God Is Within You;\fn{First published in
both Russian and English in 1894 } and Ruskin by his Unto This Last.\fn{An essay on economy, first published in December
1960} But of these more in their proper place.
II.2
My elder brother had built high hopes on me. The desire for wealth and name and fame was great in him. He
had a big heart, generous to a fault. This, combined with his simple nature, had attracted to him many friends, and
through them he expected to get me briefs. He had also assumed that I should have a swinging practice and had,
in that expectation, allowed the household expenses to become top-heavy. He had also left no stone unturned in
preparing the field for my practice.
The storm in my caste over my foreign voyage was still brewing. It had divided the caste into two camps, one
of which immediately readmitted me, while the other was bent on keeping me out. To please the former my
brother took me to Nasik before going to Rajkot, gave me a bath in the sacred river and, on reaching Rajkot, gave
a caste dinner.
I did not like all this. But my brother’s love for me was boundless, and my devotion to him was in proportion
to it, and so I mechanically acted as he wished, taking his will to be law. The trouble about readmission to the
caste was thus practically over.
I never tried to seek admission to the section that had refused it. Nor did I feel even mental resentment against
any of the headmen of that section. Some of these regarded me with dislike, but I scrupulously avoided hurting
their feelings. I fully respected the caste regulations about excommunication. According to these, none of my
relations, including my father-in-law and mother-in-law, and even my sister and brother-in-law, could entertain
me; and I would not so much as drink water at their houses. They were prepared secretly to evade the prohibition,
but it went against the grain with me to do a thing in secret that I would not do in public.
The result of my scrupulous conduct was that I never had occasion to be troubled by the caste; nay, I have
experienced nothing but affection and generosity from the general body of the section that still regards me as
excommunicated. They have even helped me in my work, without ever expecting me to do anything for the caste.
It is my conviction that all these good things are due to my non-resistance. Had I agitated for being admitted to
the caste, had I attempted to divide it into more camps, had I provoked the caste-men, they would surely have
retaliated, and instead of steering clear of the storm, I should, on arrival from England, have found myself in a
whirlpool of agitation, and perhaps a party to dissimulation.
My relations with my wife were still not as I desired. Even my stay in England had not cured me of jealousy. I
continued my squeamishness and suspiciousness in respect of every little thing, and hence all my cherished
desires remained unfulfilled. I had decided that my wife should learn reading and writing and that I should help
her in her studies, but my lust came in the way and she had to suffer for my own shortcoming. Once I went the
length of sending her away to her father’s house, and consented to receive her back only after I had made her
thoroughly miserable. I saw later that all this was pure folly on my part.
I had planned reform in the education of children. My brother had children, and my own child which I had left
at home when I went to England was now a boy of nearly four. It was my desire to teach these little ones physical
exercise and make them hardy, and also to give them the benefit of my personal guidance. In this I had my
brother’s support and I succeeded in my efforts more or less. I very much liked the company of children, and the
habit of playing and joking with them has stayed with me till today. I have ever since thought that I should make a
good teacher of children.
The necessity for food “reform” was obvious. Tea and coffee had already found their place in the house. My
brother had thought it fit to keep some sort of English atmosphere ready for me on my return, and to that end,
crockery and such other things, which used to be kept in the house only for special occasions, were now in
general use. My “reforms” put the finishing touch. I introduced oatmeal porridge, and cocoa was to replace tea
and coffee. But in truth it became an addition to tea and coffee. Boots and shoes were already there. I completed
the Europeanization by adding the European dress.
1571

Expenses thus went up. New things were added every day. We had succeeded in tying a white elephant at our
door. But how was the wherewithal to be found?
To start practice in Rajkot would have meant sure ridicule. I had hardly the knowledge of a qualified vakil\fn
{Native attorney} and yet I expected to be paid ten times his fee. No client would be fool enough to engage me. And
even if such a one was to be found, should I add arrogance and fraud to my ignorance, and increase the burden of
debt I owed to the world?
Friends advised me to go to Bombay for some time in order to gain experience of :the High Court, to study
Indian law and to try get what briefs I could. I took up the suggestion and went.
In Bombay I started a household with a cook as incompetent as myself. He was a Brahman. I did not treat him
as a servant but as a member of the household He would pour water over himself but never wash. His dhoti was
dirty, as also his sacred thread, and he was completely innocent of the scriptures. But how was I. to get a better
cook?
“Well, Ravishankar,” (for that was his name), I would ask him, “you may not know cooking, but surely you
must know your sandhya (daily worship), etc.”
“Sandhya, sir! The plough is our sandhya and the spade our daily ritual. That is the type of Brahman I am. I
must live on your mercy. Otherwise agriculture is of course there for me.”
So I had to be Ravishankar’s teacher. Time I had enough. I began to do half the cooking myself and introduced
the English experiments in vegetarian cookery. I invested in a stove, and with Ravishankar began to run the
kitchen. I had no scruples about inter-dining, Ravishankar too came to have none, and so we went on merrily
together.
There was only one obstacle. Ravishankar had sworn to remain dirty and to keep the food unclean! But it was
impossible for me to get along in Bombay for more than four or five months, there being no income to square
with the ever-increasing expenditure.
This was how I began life. I found the barrister’s profession a bad job—much show and little knowledge. I felt
a crushing sense of my responsibility.
II.3
Whilst in Bombay, I began, on the one, hand, my study of Indian law and, on the other, my experiments in
dietetics in which Virchand Gandhi, a friend, joined me. My brother, for his part, was trying his best to get me
briefs.
The study of Indian law was a tedious business,. The Civil Procedure Code I could in no way get on with. Not
so, however, with the Evidence Act. Virchand Gandhi was reading for the Solicitor’s Examination and would tell
me all sorts of stories about barristers and vakils.
“Sir Pherozeshah’s ability,” he would say, “lies in his profound knowledge of law. He has the Evidence Act by
heart and knows all the cases on the thirty-second section. Badruddin Tyabji’s wonderful power of argument
inspires the judges with awe.”
The stories of stalwarts such as these would unnerve me.
“It is not unusual,” he would add, “for a barrister to vegetate for five or seven years. That’s why 1 have signed
the articles for solicitor-ship. You should count yourself lucky if you can paddle your own canoe in three years’
time.”
Expenses were mounting up every month. To have a barrister’s board outside the house, whilst still preparing
for the barrister’s profession inside, was a thing to which I could not reconcile myself. Hence I could not give
undivided attention to my studies. I developed some liking for the Evidence Act and read Mayne’s Hindu Law
with deep interest, but I had not the courage to conduct a case. I was helpless beyond words, even as the bride
come fresh to her father-in-law’s house!
About this time, I took up the case of one Mamibai. It was a “small cause”.
“You will have to pay some commission to the tout,” I was told. I emphatically declined.
“But even that great criminal lawyer Mr. So-and-So, who makes three to four thousand a month, pays
commission!”
“I do not need to emulate him,” I rejoined. “I should be content with Rs. 300 a month. Father did not get
more.”
“But those days are gone. Expenses in Bombay have gone up frightfully. You must be businesslike,” I was
adamant.
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I gave no commission, but got Mamibai’s case all the same. It was an easy case. I charged Rs. 30 for my fees.
The case was not likely to last longer than a day.
This was my debut in the Small Causes Court. I appeared for the defendant and had thus to cross-examine the
plaintiff’s witnesses. I stood up, but my heart sank into my boots. My head was reeling and I felt as though the
whole court was doing likewise. I could think of no question to ask. The judge must have laughed, and the vakils
no doubt enjoyed the spectacle. But I was past seeing anything.
I sat down and told the agent that I could not conduct the case, that he had better engage Patel and have the fee
back from me. Mr. Patel was duly engaged for Rs. 51. To him, of course, the case was child’s play.
I hastened from the Court, not knowing whether my client won or lost her case, but I was ashamed of myself,
and decided not to take up any more cases until I had courage enough to conduct them. Indeed I did not go to
Court again until I went to South Africa.
There was no virtue in my decision. I had simply made a virtue of necessity. There would be no one so foolish
as to entrust his case to me, only to lose it!
But there was another case in store for me at Bombay. It was a memorial to be drafted. A poor Musalman’s
land was confiscated in Porbandar. He approached me as the worthy son of a worthy father. His case appeared to
be weak, but I consented to draft a memorial for him, the cost of printing to be borne by him. I drafted it and read
it out to friends. They approved of it, and that to some extent made me feel confident that I was qualified enough
to draft a memorial, as indeed I really was. My business could flourish if I drafted memorials without any fees.
But that would bring no grist to the mill. So I thought I might take up a teacher’s job. My knowledge of
English was good enough, and I should have loved to teach English to Matriculation boys in some school. In this
way I could have met part at least of the expenses. I came across an advertisement in the papers:
Wanted, an English teacher to teach one hour daily. Salary Rs. 75.

The advertisement was from a famous high school. I applied for the post and was called for an interview. I
went there in high spirits, but when the principal found that I was not a graduate, he regretfully refused me.
“But I have passed the London Matriculation with Latin as my second language.”
“True, but we want a graduate.”
There was no help for it. I wrung my hands in despair. My brother also felt much worried. We both came to the
conclusion that it was no use spending more time in Bombay. I should settle in Rajkot where my brother, himself
a petty pleader, could give me some work in the shape of drafting applications and memorials. And then as there
was already a household at Rajkot, the breaking up of the one at Bombay meant a considerable saving.
I liked the suggestion. My little establishment was thus closed after a stay of six months in Bombay.
*
I used to attend High Court daily whilst in Bombay, but I cannot say that, I learnt anything there. I had not
sufficient knowledge to learn much. Often I could not follow the cases and dozed off. There were others also who
kept me company in this, and thus lightened my load of shame. After a time, I even lost the sense of shame, as I
learnt to think that it was fashionable to doze in the High Court.
If the present generation has also its brief-less barristers like me in Bombay, I would commend them a little
practical precept about living. Although I lived in Girgaum I hardly ever took a carriage or a tramcar. I had made
it a rule to walk to the High Court. It took me quite forty-five minutes, and of course I invariably returned home
on foot.
I had inured myself to the heat of the sun. This walk to and from the Court saved a fair amount of money, and
when many of my friends in Bombay used to fall ill, I do not remember having once had an illness. Even when I
began to earn money, I kept up the practice of walking to and from the office, and I am still reaping the benefits of
that practice.
II.4
Disappointed, I left Bombay and went to Rajkot where I set up my own office. Here I got along moderately
well. Drafting applications and memorials brought me in, on an average, Rs. 300 a month. For this work I had to
thank influence rather than my own ability, for my brother’s partner had a settled practice. All applications etc.
which were, really or to his mind, of an important character, he sent to big barristers. To my lot fell the
applications to be drafted on behalf of his poor clients.
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I must confess that here I had to compromise the principle of giving no commission, which in Bombay I had so
scrupulously observed. I was told that conditions in the two cases were different; that whilst in Bombay
commissions had to be paid to touts, here they had to be paid to vakils who briefed you; and that here as in
Bombay all barristers, without exception, paid a percentage of their fees as commission. The argument of my
brother was, for me, unanswerable.
“You see,” said he, “that I am in partnership with another vakil. I shall always be inclined to make over to you
all our cases with which you can possibly deal, and if you refuse to pay a commission to my partner, you are sure
to embarrass me. As you and I have a joint establishment, your fee comes to our common purse, and I
automatically get a share. But what about my partner? Supposing he gave the same case to some other barrister,
he would certainly get his commission from him.”
I was taken in by this plea, and felt that, if I was to practice as a barrister, I could not press my principle
regarding commissions in such cases. That is how I argued with myself, or to put it bluntly, how I deceived
myself. Let me add, however, that I do not remember ever to have given a commission in respect of any other
case.
*
Though I thus began to make both ends meet, I got the first shock of my life about this time. I had heard what a
British officer was like, but up to now had never been face to face with one.
My brother had been secretary and adviser to the late Ranasaheb of Porbandar before he was installed on his
gadi\fn{Throne} and hanging over his head at this time was the charge of having given wrong advice when in that
office. The matter had gone to the Political Agent who was prejudiced against my brother.
Now I had known this officer when in England, and he may be said to have been fairly friendly to me. My
brother thought that I should avail myself of the friendship and, putting in a good word on his behalf, try to
disabuse the Political Agent of his prejudice.
I did not at all like this idea. I should not, I thought, try to take advantage of a trifling acquaintance in England.
If my brother was really at fault, what use was my recommendation? If he was innocent, he should submit a
petition in the proper course and, confident of his innocence, face the result.
My brother did not relish this advice.
“You do not know Kathiawad,” he said, “and you have yet to know the world. Only influence counts here. It is
not proper for you, a brother, to shirk your duty, when you can clearly put in a good word about me to an officer
you know.”
I could not refuse him, so I went to the officer much against my will. I knew I had no right to approach him
and was fully conscious that I was compromising my self-respect. But I sought an appointment and got it. I
reminded him of the old acquaintance, but I immediately saw that Kathiawad was different from England; that an
officer on leave was not the same as an officer on duty. The Political Agent owned the acquaintance, but the
reminder seemed to stiffen him.
“Surely you have not come here to abuse that acquaintance, have you?” appeared to be the meaning of that
stiffness, and seemed to be written on his brow.
Nevertheless I opened my case. The sahib was impatient.
“Your brother is an intriguer. I want to hear nothing more from you. I have no time. If your brother has
anything to say, let him apply through the proper channel.”
The answer was enough, was perhaps deserved. But selfishness is blind. I went on with my story. The sahib
got up and said:
“You must go now.”
“But please hear me out,” said I.
That made him more angry. He called his peon and ordered him to show me the door. I was still hesitating
when the peon came in, placed his hands on my shoulders and put me out of the room. The sahib went away as
also the peon, and I departed, fretting and fuming. I at once wrote out and sent over a note to this effect:
You have insulted me. You have assaulted me through your peon. If you make no amends, I shall have to proceed
against you.

Quick came the answer through his sowar:
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You were rude to me. I asked you to go and you would not. I had no option but to order my peon to show you the
door. Even after he asked you to leave the office, you did not do so. He therefore had to use just enough force to send
you out. You are at liberty to proceed as you wish.

With this answer in my pocket, I came home crest-fallen, and told my brother all that had happened, He was
grieved, but was at a loss as to how to console me. He spoke to his vakil friends. For I did not know how to
proceed against the sahib. Sir Pherozeshah Mehta happened to be in Rajkot at this time, having come down from
Bombay for some case. But how could a junior barrister like me dare to see him? So I sent him the papers of my
case, through the vakil who had engaged him, and begged for his advice.
“Tell Gandhi,” he said, “such things are the common experience of many vakils and barristers. He is still fresh
from England, and hot-blooded. He does not know British officers. If he would. earn something and have an easy
time here, let him tear up the note and pocket the insult. He will gain nothing by proceeding against the sahib, and
on the contrary will very likely ruin himself. Tell him he has yet to know life.”
The advice was as bitter as poison to me, but I had to swallow it. I pocketed the insult, but also profited by it. .
“Never again shall I place myself in such a false position, never again shall I try to exploit friendship in this
way,” said I to myself, and since then I have never been guilty of a breach of that determination. This shock
changed the course of my life.
II.5
I was no doubt at fault in having gone to that officer. But his impatience and overbearing anger were out of all
proportion to my mistake. It did not warrant expulsion. I can scarcely have taken up more than five minutes of his
time.
But he simply could not endure my talking. He could have politely asked me to go, but power had intoxicated
him to an inordinate extent. Later I came to know that patience was not one of the virtues of this officer. It was
usual for him to insult his visitors. The slightest unpleasantness was sure to put the sahib out.
Now most of my work would naturally be in his court. It was beyond me to conciliate him. I had no desire to
curry favor with him. Indeed, having once threatened to proceed against him, I did not like to remain silent.
Meanwhile I began to learn something of the petty politics of the country. Kathiawad, being a conglomeration
of small states,\fn{Kathiawar (to give it its W spelling) is a regional designation; it is in fact a large peninsula, located between the
Gulfs of Kuchchh and Khambhat and at present comprising seven districts of Gujurat State and part of an eighth. Porbandar, Gandhij’s
birthplace, was part of this arrangement of 193 Princely States and some directly-ruled areas, in this region of the British Raj known as the
Kathiwar Agency, itself a sub-unit of their overarching Bombay Presidency } naturally had its rich crop of politicals. Petty

intrigues between states, and intrigues of officers for power were the order of the day. Princes were always at the
mercy of others and ready to lend their ears to sycophants. Even the sahib’s peon had to be cajoled, and the
sahib’s shirastedar was more than his master, as he was his eyes, his ears and his interpreter. The shirastedar’s
will was law, and his income was always reputed to be more than the sahib’s. This may have been an
exaggeration, but he certainly lived beyond his salary.
This atmosphere appeared to me to be poisonous, and how to remain unscathed was a perpetual problem for
me. I was thoroughly depressed and my brother clearly saw it. We both felt that, if I could secure some job, I
should be free from this atmosphere of intrigue. But without intrigue, a ministership or judgeship was out of the
question. And the quarrel with the sahib stood in the way of my practice.
Porbandar was then under administration, and I had some work there in the shape of securing more powers for
the prince. Also I had to see the Administrator in respect of the heavy vighoti (land rent) exacted from the Mers.
This officer. though an Indian, was, I found, one better than the sahib in arrogance. He was able, but the ryots
appeared to me to be none the better off for his ability. I succeeded in securing a few more powers for the Rana,
but hardly any relief for the Mers. It struck me that their cause was not even carefully gone into.
So even in this mission I was comparatively disappointed. I thought justice was not done to my clients, but I
had not the means to secure it. At the most I could have appealed to the Political Agent or, to the Governor who
would have dismissed the appeal saying,
“We decline to interfere.”
If there had been any rule or regulation governing such decisions, it would have been something, but here the
sahib’s will was law. I was exasperated.
In the meantime a Meman firm from Porbandar wrote to my brother making the following offer:
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We have business in South Africa. Ours is a big firm, and we have a big case there in the Court, our claim being
£40,000. It has been going on for a long time. We have engaged the services of the best vakils and barristers. If you sent
your brother there, he would be useful to us and also to himself. He would be able to instruct our counsel better than
ourselves. And he would have the advantage of seeing a new part of the world. and of making new acquaintances.

My brother discussed the proposition with me. I could not clearly make out whether I had simply to instruct
the counselor to appear in court. But I was tempted. My brother introduced me to the late Sheth Abdul Karim
Jhaveri, a partner of Dada Abdulla and Co., the firm in question.
“It won’t be a difficult job,” the Sheth assured me. “We have big Europeans as our friends, whose acquaintance
you will make. You can be useful to us in our shop. Much of our correspondence is in English and you can help us
with that too. You will, of course, be our guest and hence will have no expense whatever.”
“How long do you require my services?” I asked. “And what will be the payment?”
“Not more than a year. We will pay you a first class return fare and a sum of £105, all found.”
This was hardly going there as a barrister. It was going as a servant of the firm. But I wanted somehow to leave
India. There was also the tempting opportunity of seeing a new country, and of having new experience. Also I
could send £105 to my brother and help in the expenses of the household. I closed with the offer without any
niggling, and got ready to go to South Africa.
II.6
When starting for South Africa I did not feel the wrench of separation which I had experienced when leaving
for England. My mother was now no more. I had gained some knowledge of the world and of travel abroad, and
going from Rajkot to Bombay was no unusual affair.
This time I only felt the pang of parting with my wife. Another baby had been born to us since my return from
England. Our love could not yet be called free from lust, but it was getting gradually purer. Since my return from
Europe, we had lived very little together; and as I had now become her teacher, however indifferent, and helped
her to make certain reforms, we both felt the necessity of being more together, if only to continue the reforms. But
the attraction of South Africa rendered the separation bearable.
‘We are bound to meet again in a year,” I said to her, by way of consolation, and left Rajkot for Bombay.
Here I was to get my passage through the agent of Dada Abdulla and Company. But no berth was available on
the boat, and if I did not sail then, I should be stranded in Bombay.
“We have tried our best,” said the agent, “to secure a first class passage, but in vain—unless you are prepared
to go on deck. Your meals can be arranged for in the saloon.” Those were the days of my first class traveling, and
how could a barrister travel as a deck passenger? So I refused the offer. I suspected the agent’s veracity, for I
could not believe that a first class passage was not available. With the agent’s consent I set about securing it
myself. I went on board the boat and met the chief officer. He said to me quite frankly,
“We do not usually have such a rush. But as the Governor-General of Mozambique is going by this boat, all
the berths are engaged.”
“Could you not possibly squeeze me in?” I asked. He surveyed me from top to toe and smiled.
“There is just one way,” he said. “There is an extra berth in my cabin, which is usually not available for
passengers. But I am prepared to give it to you.”
I thanked him and got the agent to purchase the passage. In April 1893 I set forth full of zest to try my luck in
South Africa.
*
The first port of call was Lamu which we reached in about thirteen days. The Captain and I had become great
friends by this time. He was fond of playing chess, but as he was quite a novice, he wanted one still more of a
beginner for his partner, and so he invited me. I had heard a lot about the game but had never tried my hand at it.
Players used to say that this was a game in which there was plenty of scope for the exercise of one’s intelligence.
The Captain offered to give me lessons, and he found me a good pupil as I had unlimited patience. Every time I
was the loser, and that made him all the more eager to teach me. I liked the game, but never carried my liking
beyond the boat or my knowledge beyond the moves of the pieces.
At Lamu the ship remained at anchor for some three to four hours, and I landed to see the port. The Captain
had also gone ashore, but he had warned me that the harbour was treacherous and that I should return in good
time.
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It was a very small place. I went to the Post Office and was delighted to see the Indian clerks there, and had a
talk with them. I also saw the Africans and tried to acquaint myself with their ways of life which interested me
very much. This took up some time.
There were some deck passengers with whom I had made acquaintance, and who had landed with a view to
cooking their food on shore and having a quiet meal. I now found them preparing to return to the steamer, so we
all got into the same boat. The tide was high in the harbour and our boat had more than its proper load. The
current was so strong that it was impossible to hold the boat to the ladder of the steamer. It would just touch the
ladder and be drawn away again by the current.
The first whistle to start had already gone. I was worried. The Captain was witnessing our plight from the
bridge. He ordered the steamer to wait an extra five minutes. There was another boat near the ship which a friend
hired for me for ten rupees. This boat picked me up from the overloaded one. The ladder had already been raised.
I had therefore to be drawn up by means of a rope and the steamer started immediately. The other passengers were
left behind. I now appreciated the Captain’s warning.
After Lamu the next port was Mombasa and then Zanzibar. The halt here was a long one—eight or ten days—
and we then changed to another boat.
The Captain liked me much but the liking took an undesirable turn. He invited an English friend and me to
accompany him on an outing, and we all went ashore in his boat. I had not the least notion of what the outing
meant. And little did the Captain know what an ignoramus I was in such matters.
We were taken to some Negro women’s quarters by a tout. We were each shown into a room. I simply stood
there dumb with shame. Heaven only knows what the poor woman must have thought of me. When the Captain
called me I came out just as I had gone in. He saw my innocence. At first I felt very much ashamed, but as I could
not think of the thing except with horror, the sense of shame wore away, and I thanked God that the sight of the
woman had not moved me in the least. I was disgusted at my weakness and pitied myself for not having had the
courage to refuse to go into the room.
*
This in my life was the third trial of its kind. Many a youth, innocent at first, must have been drawn into sin by
a false sense of shame. I could claim no credit for having come out unscathed. 1 could have credit if I had refused
to enter that room. I must entirely thank the All-merciful for having saved me. The incident increased my faith in
God and taught me, to a certain extent, to cast off false shame.
As we had to remain in this port for a week, I took rooms in the town and saw a good deal by wandering about
the neighborhood. Only Malabar can give any idea of the luxuriant vegetation of Zanzibar. I was amazed at the
gigantic trees and the size of the fruits.
The next call was at Mozambique and thence we reached Natal towards the close of May.
II.7
The port of Natal is Durban, also known as Port Natal. Abdulla Sheth was there to receive me. As the ship
arrived at the quay and I watched the people coming on board to meet their friends, I observed that the Indians
were not held in much respect. I could not fail to notice a sort of snobbishness about the manner in which those
who knew Abdulla Sheth behaved towards him, and it stung me.
Abdulla Sheth had got used to it. Those who looked at me did so with a certain amount of curiosity. My dress
marked me out from other Indians. I had a frock-coat and a turban, an imitation of the Bengal pugree.
I was taken to the firm’s quarters and shown into the room set apart for me, next to Abdulla Sheth’s. He did not
understand me. I could not understand him. He read the papers his brother had sent through me, and felt more
puzzled. He thought his brother had sent him a white elephant. My style of dress and living struck him as being
expensive like that of the Europeans. There was no particular work then which could be given me. Their case was
going on in the Transvaal. There was no meaning in sending me there immediately. And how far could he trust my
ability and honesty? He would not be in Pretoria to watch me. The defendants were in Pretoria, and for aught he
knew they might bring undue influence to bear on me. And if work in connection with the case in question was
not to be entrusted to me, what work could I be given to do, as all other work could be done much better by his
clerks? The clerks could be brought to book, if they did wrong. Could I be, if I also happened to err? So if no
work in connection with the case could be given me, I should have to be kept for nothing.
Abdulla Sheth was practically unlettered, but he had a rich fund of experience. He had an acute intellect and
was conscious of it. By practice he had picked up just sufficient English for conversational purposes, but that
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served him for carrying on all his business, whether it was dealing with Bank Managers and European merchants
or explaining his case to his counsel. The Indians held him in very high esteem. His firm was then the biggest, or
at any rate one of the biggest, of the Indian firms.
With all these advantages he had one disadvantage: he was by nature suspicious. He was proud of Islam and
loved to discourse on Islamic philosophy. Though he did not know Arabic, his acquaintance with the Holy
Quor’an and Islamic literature in general was fairly good. Illustrations he had in plenty, always ready at hand.
Contact with him gave me a fair amount of practical knowledge of Islam. When we came closer to each other, we
had long discussions on religious topics.
On the second or third day of my arrival, he took me to see the Durban court. There he introduced me to
several people and seated me next to his attorney. The Magistrate kept staring at me and finally asked me to take
off my turban. This I refused to do and left the court.
So here too there was fighting in store for me. Abdulla Sheth explained to me why some Indians were required
to take off their turbans. Those wearing the Musalman costume might, he said, keep their turbans on, but the other
Indians on entering a court had to take theirs off as a rule.
*
I must enter into some details to make this nice distinction intelligible. In the course of these two or three days
I could see that the Indians were divided into different groups. One was that of Musalman merchants, who would
call themselves “Arabs”. Another was that of Hindu, and yet another of Farsi, clerks.
The Hindu clerks were neither here nor there, unless they cast in their lot with the “Arabs”. The Farsi clerks
would call themselves Persians. These three classes had some social relations with one another.
But by far the largest class was that composed of Tamil, Telugu and North Indian indentured and freed
laborers. The indentured laborers were those who went to Natal on an agreement to serve for five years, and came
to be known there as girmitiyas from girmit, which was the corrupt form of the English word “agreement”. The
other three classes had none but business relations with this class. Englishmen called them “coolies”, and as the
majority of Indians belonged to the laboring class, all Indians were called “coolies”, or “samis”.
“Sami” is a Tamil suffix occurring after many Tamil names, and it is nothing else than the Sanskrit Swami,
meaning a master. Whenever, therefore, an Indian resented being addressed as a “ sami” and had enough wit in
him, he would try to return the compliment in this wise:
“You may call me sami, but you forget that sami means a master. I am not your master!”
Some Englishmen. would wince at this, while others would get angry, swear at the Indian and, if there was a
chance, would even belabor him; for sami to him was nothing better than a term of contempt. To interpret it to
mean a master amounted to an insult!
I was hence known as a “coolie barrister”. The merchants were known as “coolie merchants”. The original
meaning of the word “coolie” was thus forgotten, and it became a common appellation for all Indians. The
Musalman merchant would resent this and say: ‘I am not a coolie, I am an Arab”, or “I am a merchant”, and the
Englishman, if courteous, would apologize to him.
The question of wearing the turban had a great importance in this state of things. Being obliged to take off
one’s Indian turban would be pocketing an insult. So I thought I had better bid good-bye, to the Indian turban and
begin wearing an English hat, which would save me from the insult and the unpleasant controversy.
But Abdulla Sheth disapproved of the idea. He said,
“If you do anything of the kind, it will have a very bad effect. You will compromise those insisting on wearing
Indian turbans. And an Indian turban sits well on your head. If you wear an English hat, you will pass for a
waiter.”
There was practical wisdom, patriotism and a little bit of narrowness in this advice. The wisdom was apparent,
and he would not have insisted on the Indian turban except out of patriotism; the slighting reference to the waiter
betrayed a kind of narrowness.
Amongst the indentured Indians there were three classes—Hindus, Musalmans and Christians. The last were
the children of indentured Indians who became converts to Christianity. Even in 1893 their number was large.
They wore the English costume, and the majority of them earned their living by service as waiters in hotels.
Abdulla Sheth’s criticism of. the English hat was with reference to this class. It was considered degrading to serve
as a waiter in a hotel. The belief persists even today among many.
On the whole I liked Abdulla Sheth’s advice. I wrote to the press about the incident and defended the wearing
of my turban in the court. The question was very much discussed in the papers, which described me as an
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“unwelcome visitor”. Thus the incident gave me an unexpected advertisement in South Africa within a few days
of my arrival there. Some supported me while others severely criticized my temerity.
My turban stayed with me practically until the end of my stay in South Africa. When and why I left off
wearing any head-dress at all in South Africa, we shall see later.
II.8
I soon came in contact with the Christian, Indians living in Durban. The Court Interpreter, Mr. Paul, was a
Roman Catholic. I made his acquaintance, as also that of the late Mr. Subhan Godfrey, then a teacher under the
Protestant Mission, and father of Mr. James Godfrey, who, as a member of the South African Deputation, visited
India in 1924. I likewise met the late Parsi Rustomji and the late Adamji Miyakhan about the same time. All these
friends, who up to then had never met one another except on business, came ultimately into close contact, as we
shall see later.
Whilst I was thus widening the circle of my acquaintance, the firm received a letter from their lawyer saying
that preparations should be made for the case, and that Abdulla Sheth should go to Pretoria himself or send a
representative. Abdulla Sheth gave me this letter to read, and asked me if I would go to Pretoria:
“I can only say after I have understood the case from you,” said I. “At present I am at a loss to know what I
have to do there.” He thereupon asked his clerks to explain the case to me.
As I began to study the case, I felt as though I ought to begin from the ABC of the subject. During the few days
I had had at Zanzibar, I had been to the court to see the work there. A Parsi lawyer was examining a witness and
asking him questions regarding credit and debit entries in account books. It was all Greek to me. Book-keeping I
had learnt neither at school nor during my stay in England. And the case for which I had come to South Africa
was mainly about accounts. Only one who knew accounts could understand and explain it.
The clerk went on talking about this debited and that credited, and I felt more and more confused. I did not
know what a P. Note meant. I failed to find the word in the dictionary. I revealed my ignorance to the clerk, and
learnt from him that a P. Note meant a promissory .note.
I purchased a book on book-keeping and studied it. That gave me some confidence. I understood the case. I
saw that Abdulla Sheth, who did not know how to keep accounts, had so much practical knowledge that he could
quickly solve intricacies of book-keeping. I told him that I was prepared to go to Pretoria.
“Where will you put up?” asked the Sheth.
“Wherever you want me to,” said I.
“Then I shall write to our lawyer. He will arrange for your lodgings. I shall also write to my Meman friends
there, but I would not advise. you to stay with them. The other party has great influence in Pretoria. Should
anyone of them manage to read our private correspondence, it might do us much, harm. The more you avoid
familiarity with them, the better for us.”
“I shall stay where your lawyer puts me up, or I shall find out independent lodgings. Pray don’t worry. Not a
soul shall know anything that is confidential between us. But I do intend cultivating the acquaintance of the other
party. I should like to be friends with them. I would try, if possible, to settle the case out of court. After all Tyeb
Sheth is a relative of yours.” Sheth Tyeb Haji Khan Muhammad was a near relative of Abdulla Sheth.
The mention of a probable settlement somewhat startled the Sheth, I could see. But I had already been six or
seven days in Durban, and we now knew and understood each other. I was no longer a “white elephant”. So he
said:
“Y … es, I see. There would be nothing better than a settlement out of court. But we are all relatives and know
one another very well indeed. Tyeb Sheth is not a man to consent to a settlement easily. With the slightest
unwariness on our part, he would screw all sorts of things out of us, and do us down in the end. So please think
twice before you do anything.”
“Don’t be anxious about that,” said I. “I need not talk to Tyeb Sheth, or for that matter to anyone else, about
the case. I would only suggest, to him to come to an understanding, and so save a lot of unnecessary litigation.”
*
On the seventh or eighth day after my arrival, I left Durban. A first class seat was booked for me. It was usual
there to pay five shillings extra, if one needed a bedding. Abdulla Sheth insisted that I should book one bedding
but, out of obstinacy and pride and with a view to saving five shillings, I declined. Abdulla Sheth warned me.
“Look, now,” said he, “this is a different country from India. Thank, God, we have enough and to spare. Please
do not stint yourself in anything that you may need.” I thanked him and asked him not to be anxious.
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The train reached Maritzburg, the capital of Natal, at about 9 p.m. Beddings used to be provided at this station.
A railway servant came and asked me if I wanted one.
“No,” said I, “I have one with me.”
He went away. But a passenger came next, and looked me up and down. He saw that I was a “colored” man.
This disturbed him. Out he went and came in again with one or two officials. They all kept quiet, when another
official came to me and said,
“Come along, you must go to the van compartment.”
“But I have a first class ticket,” said I.
“That doesn’t matter,” rejoined the other. “I tell you, you must go to the van compartment.”
“I tell you, I was permitted to travel in this compartment at Durban, and I insist on going on in it.”
“No, you won’t,” said the official. “You must leave this compartment, or else I shall have to call a police
constable to push you out.”
“Yes, you may. I refuse to get out voluntarily.”
The constable came. He took me by the hand and pushed me out. My luggage was also taken out. I refused to
go to the other compartment and the train steamed away. I went and sat in the waiting room, keeping my handbag
with me, and leaving the other luggage where it was. The railway authorities had taken charge of it.
It was winter, and winter in the higher regions of South Africa is severely cold. Maritzburg being at a high
altitude, the cold was extremely bitter. My overcoat was in my luggage, but I did not dare to ask for it lest I should
be insulted again, so I sat and shivered. There was no light in the room. A passenger came in at about midnight
and possibly wanted to talk to me. But I was in no mood to talk.
I began to think of my duty. Should I fight for my rights or go back to India, or should I go on to Pretoria
without minding the insults and return to India after finishing the case? It would be cowardice to run back to India
without fulfilling my obligation.
The hardship to which I was subjected was superficial—only a symptom of the deep disease of color
prejudice. I should try, if possible, to root out the disease and suffer hardships in the process. Redress for wrongs I
should seek only to the extent that would be necessary for the removal of the color prejudice.
So I decided to take the next available train to Pretoria.
*
The following morning I sent a long telegram to the General Manager of the Railway and also informed
Abdulla Sheth, who immediately met the General Manager. The Manager justified the conduct of the railway
authorities, but informed him that he had already instructed the Station Master to see that I reached my destination
safely. Abdulla Sheth wired to the Indian merchants in Maritzburg and to friends in other places to meet me and
look after me.
The merchants came to see me at the station and tried to comfort me by narrating their own hardships and
explaining that what had happened to me was nothing unusual. They also said that Indians traveling first or
second class had to expect trouble from railway officials and white passengers. The day was thus spent in
listening to these tales of woe.
The evening train arrived. There was a reserved berth for me. I now purchased at Maritzburg the bedding ticket
I had refused to book at Durban.
The train took me to Charlestown.
II.9
The train reached Charlestown in the morning. There was no railway, in those days, between Charlestown and
Johannesburg, but only a stagecoach, which halted at Standerton for the night en route. I possessed a ticket for the
coach, which was not cancelled by the break of the journey at Maritzburg for a day; besides, Abdulla Sheth had
sent a wire to the coach agent at Charlestown. But the agent only needed a pretext for putting me off, and so,
when he discovered me to be a stranger, he said,
“Your ticket is cancelled.”
I gave him the proper reply. The reason at the back of his mind was not want of accommodation, but quite
another, Passengers had to be accommodated inside the coach, but as I was regarded as a “coolie” and looked a
stranger, it would be proper, thought the “leader”, as the white man in charge of the coach was called, not to seat
me with the white passengers. There were seats on either side of the coachbox. The leader sat on one of these as a
rule. Today he sat inside and gave me his seat.
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I knew it was sheer injustice and an insult, but I thought it better to pocket it. I could not have forced myself
inside, and if I had raised a protest, the coach would have gone off without me. This would have meant the loss of
another day, and Heaven only knows what would have happened the next day. So, much as I fretted within
myself, I prudently sat next the coachman.
At about three o’clock the coach reached Pardekoph. Now the leader desired to sit where I was seated, as he
wanted to smoke and possibly to have some fresh air. So he took a piece of dirty sackcloth from the driver, spread
it on the footboard and addressing me said,
“Sami, you sit on this, I want to sit near the driver.”
The insult was more than I could bear. In fear and trembling I said to him,
“It was you who seated me here; though I should have been accommodated inside, I put up with the insult.
Now that you want to sit outside and smoke, you would have me sit at your feet. I will not do so, but I am
prepared to sit inside.”
As I was struggling through these sentences, the man came down upon me and began heavily to box my ears.
He seized me by the arm and tried to drag me down. I clung to the brass rails of the coachbox and was determined
to keep my hold even at the risk of breaking my wrist bones.
The passengers were witnessing the scene—the man swearing at me, dragging and belaboring me, and I
remaining still. He was strong and I was weak. Some of the passengers were moved to pity and exclaimed:
“Man, let him alone. Don’t beat him. He is not to blame. He is right. If he can’t stay there, let him come and sit
with us.”
“No fear!” cried the man, but he seemed somewhat crestfallen and stopped beating me. He let go my arm,
swore at me a little more, and asking the Hottentot servant who was sitting on the other side of the coachbox to sit
on the footboard, took the seat so vacated.
The passengers took their seats and, the whistle given, the coach rattled away. My heart was beating fast within
my breast, and I was wondering whether I should ever reach my destination alive. The man cast an angry look at
me now and then and, pointing his finger at me, growled:
“Take care, let me once get to Standerton and I shall show you what I do.”
I sat speechless and prayed to God to help me. After dark we reached Standerton and I heaved a sigh of relief
on seeing some Indian faces. As soon as I got down, these friends said:
“We are here to receive you and take you to Isa Sheth’s shop. We have had a telegram from Dada Abdulla.”
I was very glad, and we went to Sheth Isa Haji Sumar’s shop. The Sheth and his clerks gathered round me. I
told them all that I had gone through. They were very sorry to hear it and comforted me by relating to me their
own bitter experiences.
I wanted to inform the agent of the Coach Company of the whole affair. So I wrote him a letter, narrating
everything that: had happened, and drawing his attention to the threat his man had held out. I also asked for an
assurance that he would accommodate me with the other passengers inside the coach when we started the next
morning. To which the agent replied to this effect:
“From Standerton we have a bigger coach with different men in charge. The man complained of will not be
there tomorrow, and you will have a seat with the other passengers.”
This somewhat relieved me. I had, of course, no intention of proceeding against the man who had assaulted
me, and so the chapter of the assault closed there.
*
In the morning Isa Sheth’s man took me to the coach. I got a good seat and reached Johannesburg quite safely
that night.
Standerton is a small village and Johannesburg a big city. Abdulla Sheth had wired to Johannesburg also, and
given me the name and address of Muhammad Kasam Kamruddin’s firm there. Their man had come to receive me
at the stage, but neither did I see him nor did he recognize me. So I decided to go to a hotel. I knew the names of
several. Taking a cab I asked to be driven to the Grand National Hotel. I saw the Manager and asked for a room.
He eyed me for a moment, and politely saying, “I am very sorry, we are full up”, bade me good-bye. So I asked
the cabman to drive to Muhammad Kasam Kamruddin’s shop. Here I found Abdul Gani Sheth expecting me, and
he gave me a cordial greeting. He had a hearty laugh over the story of my experience at the hotel.
“However did you expect to be admitted to a hotel?” he said.
“Why not?” I asked.
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“You will come to know after you have stayed here a few days,” said he. “Only we can live in a land like this,
because, for making money, we do not mind, pocketing insults, and here we are.” With this he narrated to me the
story of the hardships of Indians in South Africa.
Of Sheth Abdul Gani we shall know more as we proceed. He said:
“This country is not for men like you. Look now, you have to go to Pretoria tomorrow. You will have to travel
third class. Conditions in the Transvaal are worse than in Natal. First and second class tickets are never issued to
Indians.”
“You cannot have made persistent efforts in this direction.”
“We have sent representations, but I confess our own men too do not want as a rule to travel first or second.”
I sent for the railway regulations and read them. There was a loophole. The language of the old Transvaal
enactments was not very exact or precise; that of the railway regulations was even less so. I said to the Sheth:
“I wish to go first class, and if I cannot, I shall prefer to take a cab to Pretoria, a matter of only thirty-seven
miles.”
Sheth Abdul Gani drew my attention to the extra time and money this would mean, but agreed to my proposal
to travel first, and accordingly we sent a note to the Station Master. I mentioned in my note that I was a barrister
and that I always traveled first. I also stated in the letter that I needed to reach Pretoria as early as possible, that as
there was no time to await his reply I would receive it in person at the station, and that I should expect to get a
first class ticket.
There was of course a purpose behind asking for the reply in person. I thought that, if the Station Master gave
a written reply, he would certainly say “no”, especially because he would have his own notion of a “coolie”
barrister. I would therefore appear before him in faultless English dress, talk to him and possibly persuade him to
issue a first class ticket. So I went to the station in a frock-coat and necktie, placed a sovereign for my fare on the
counter and asked for a first class ticket.
“You sent me that note?” he asked. “That is so. I shall be much obliged if you will give me a ticket. I must
reach Pretoria today.” He smiled and, moved to pity, said:
“I am not a Transvaaler. I am a Hollander. I appreciate your feelings, and you have my sympathy. I do want to
give you a ticket—on one condition, however, that, if the guard should ask you to shift to the third class, you will
not involve me in the affair, by which I mean that you should not proceed against the Railway Company. I wish
you a safe journey. I can see you are a gentleman.”
With these words he booked the ticket. I thanked him and gave him the necessary assurance.
Sheth Abdul Gani had come to see me off at the station. The incident gave him an agreeable surprise, but he
warned me, saying:
“I shall be thankful if you reach Pretoria all right. I am afraid the guard will not leave you in peace in the first
class and, even if he does, the passengers will not.”
I took my seat in a first class compartment and the train started. At Germiston the guard came to examine the
tickets. He was angry to find me there, and signaled to me with his finger to go to the third class. I showed him
my first class ticket.
“That doesn’t matter,” said he, “remove to the third class.”
There was only one English passenger in the compartment. He took the guard to task.
“What do you mean by troubling the gentleman?” he said. “Don’t you see he has a first class ticket? I do not
mind in the least his traveling with me.” Addressing me, he said,
“You should make yourself comfortable where you are.”
The guard muttered, “If you want to travel with a coolie, what do I care?” and went away. At about eight
o’clock in the evening the train reached Pretoria.
II.10
I had expected someone on behalf of Dada Abdulla’s attorney to meet me at Pretoria station. I knew that no
Indian would be there to receive me, since I had particularly promised not to put up at an Indian house. But the
attorney had sent no one. I understood later that, as I had arrived on a Sunday, he could not have sent anyone
without inconvenience. I was perplexed, and wondered where to go, as I feared that no hotel would accept me.
Pretoria station in 1893 was quite different from what it was in 1914. The lights were burning dimly. The
travelers were few. I let all the other passengers go and thought that, as soon as the ticket collector was fairly free,
I would hand him my ticket and ask him if he could direct me to some small hotel or any other such place where I
1582

might go; otherwise I would spend the night at the station. I must confess I shrank from asking him even this, for I
was afraid of being insulted.
The station became clear of all passengers. I gave my ticket to the ticket collector and began my inquiries. He
replied to me courteously. but I saw that he could not be of any considerable help. But an American Negro who
was standing near by broke into the conversation.
“I see,” said he, “that you are an utter stranger here, without any friends. If you will come with me, I will take
you to a small hotel, of which the proprietor is an American who is very well known to me. I think he will accept
you.”
I had my own doubts about the offer, but I thanked him and accepted his suggestion. He took me to Johnston’s
Family Hotel. He drew Mr. Johnston aside to speak to him, and the latter agreed to accommodate me for the night,
on condition that I should have my dinner served in my room.
“I assure you,” said he, “that I have no color prejudice. But I have only European custom, and if I allowed you
to eat in the dining room, my guests might be offended and even go away.”
“Thank you,” said I, “even for accommodating me for the night. I am now more or less acquainted with the
conditions here, and I understand your difficulty. I do not mind your serving the dinner in my room. I hope to be
able to make some other arrangement tomorrow.”
I was shown into a room, where I now sat waiting for the dinner and musing, as I was quite alone. There were
not many guests in the hotel, and I had expected the waiter to come very shortly with the dinner. Instead Mr.
Johnston appeared. He said:
“I was ashamed of having asked you to have your dinner here. So I spoke to the other guests about you, and
asked them if they would mind your having your dinner in the dining-room. They said they had no objection, and
that they did not mind your staying here as long as you liked. Please, therefore, come to the dining-room, if you
will, and stay here as long as you wish.”
I thanked him again, went to the dining-room and had a hearty dinner.
*
Next morning I called on the attorney, Mr. A.W. Baker. Abdulla Sheth had given me some description of him,
so his cordial reception did not surprise me. He received me very warmly and made kind inquiries. I explained all
about myself. Thereupon he said:
“We have no work for you here as barrister, for we have engaged the best counsel. The case is a prolonged and
complicated one, so I shall take your assistance only to the extent of getting necessary information. And of course
you will make communication with my client easy for me, as I shall now ask for all the information I want from
him through you. That is certainly an advantage. I have not yet found rooms for you. I thought I had better do so
after having seen you. There is a fearful amount of color prejudice here, and therefore it is not easy to find
lodgings for such as you. But I know a poor woman. She is the wife of a baker. I think she will take you and thus
add to her income at the same time. Come, let us go to her place.”
So he took me to her house. He spoke with her privately about me, and she agreed to accept me as a boarder at
35 shillings a week.
Mr. Baker, besides being an attorney, was a staunch lay preacher. He is still alive and now engaged purely in
missionary work, having given up the legal profession. He is quite well-to-do. He still corresponds with me. In his
letters he always dwells on the same theme. He upholds the excellence of Christianity from various points of
view, and contends that it is impossible to find eternal peace, unless one accepts Jesus as the only son of God and
the Savior of mankind.
During the very first interview Mr. Baker ascertained my religious views. I said to him:
“I am a Hindu by birth. And yet I do not know much of Hinduism, and I know less of other religions. In fact I
do not know where I am, and what is and what should be my belief. I intend to make a careful study of my own
religion and, as far as I can, of other religions as well.” Mr. Baker was glad to hear all this, and said:
“I am one of the Directors of the South Africa General Mission. I have built a church at my own expense, and
deliver sermons in it regularly. I am free from color prejudice. I have some co-workers, and we meet at one
o’clock every day for a few minutes and pray for peace and light. I shall be glad if you will join us there. I shall
introduce you to my co-workers who will be happy to meet you, and I dare say you will also like their company. I
shall give you, besides, some religious books to read, though of course the book of books is the Holy Bible, which
I would specially recommend to you.”
I thanked Mr. Baker and agreed to attend the one o’clock prayers as regularly as possible.
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“So I shall expect you here tomorrow at one o’clock, and we shall go together to pray,” added Mr. Baker, and
we said good-bye.
I had little time for. reflection just yet. I went to Mr. Johnston, paid the bill and removed to the new lodgings,
where I had my lunch. The landlady was a good woman. She had cooked a vegetarian meal for me. It was not
long before I made myself quite at home with the family.
I next went to see the friend to whom Dada Abdulla had given me a note. From him I learnt more about the
hardships of Indians in South Africa. He insisted that I should stay with him. I thanked him, and told him that I
had already made arrangements. He urged me not to hesitate to ask for anything I needed.
It was now dark. I returned home, had my dinner, went to my room and lay there absorbed in deep thought.
There was not any immediate work for me. I informed Abdulla Sheth of it. What, I thought, can be the meaning of
Mr. Baker’s interest in me? What shall I gain from his religious co-workers? How far should I undertake the study
of Christianity? How was I to obtain literature about Hinduism? And how was I to understand Christianity in its
proper perspective without thoroughly knowing my own religion?
I could come to only one conclusion: I should make a dispassionate study of all that came to me, and deal with
Mr. Baker’s group as God might guide me; I should not think of embracing another religion before I had fully
understood my own. Thus musing I fell asleep.
II.11
The next day at one o’clock I went to Mr. Baker’s prayer-meeting. There I was introduced to Miss Harris, Miss
Gabb, Mr. Coates and others. Everyone kneeled down to pray, and I followed suit. The prayers were supplications
to God for various things, according to each person’s desire. Thus the usual forms were for the day to be passed
peacefully, or for God to open the doors of the heart. A prayer was now added for my welfare:
“Lord, show the path to the new brother who has come amongst us. Give him, Lord, the peace that Thou hast
given us. May the Lord Jesus who has saved us save him too. We ask all this in the name of Jesus.”
There was no singing of hymns or other music at these meetings. After the supplication for something special
every day, we dispersed, each going to his lunch, that being the hour for it. The prayer did not take more than five
minutes.
The Misses Harris and Gabb were both elderly maiden ladies. Mr. Coates was a Quaker. The two ladies lived
together, and they gave me a standing invitation to four o’clock tea at their house every Sunday.
When we met on Sundays, I used to give Mr. Coates my religious diary for the week, and discuss with him the
books I had read and the impression they had left on me. The ladies used to narrate their sweet experiences and
talk about the peace they had found.
Mr. Coates was a frank-hearted staunch young man. We went out for walks together, and he also took me to
other Christian friends.
As we came closer to each other, he began to give me books of his own choice, until my shelf was filled with
them. He loaded me with books, as it were. In pure faith I consented to read all those books, and as I went on
reading them we discussed them.
I read a number of such books in 1893. I do not remember the names of them all, but they included the
Commentary of Dr. Parker of the City Temple, Pearson’s Many Infallible Proofs and Butler’s Analogy. Parts of
these were unintelligible to me. I liked some things in them, while I did not like others. Many Infallible Proofs
were proofs in support of the religion of the Bible, as the author understood it. The book had no effect on me.
Parker’s Commentary was morally stimulating, but it could not be of any help to one who had no faith in the
prevalent Christian beliefs. Butler’s Analogy struck me to be a very profound and difficult book, which should be
read four or five times to be understood properly. It seemed to me to be written with a view to converting atheists
to theism. The arguments’ advanced in it regarding the existence of God were unnecessary for me, as I had then
passed the stage of unbelief; but the arguments in proof of Jesus being the only incarnation of God and the
Mediator between God and man left me unmoved.
But Mr. Coates was not the man easily to accept defeat. He had great affection for me. He saw, round my neck,
the Vaishnava necklace of Tulasi beads. He thought it to be superstition and was pained by it.
“This superstition does not become you. Come, let me break the necklace.”
“No, you will not. It is a sacred gift from my mother.”
“But do you believe in it?”
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“I do not know its mysterious significance. I do not think I should come to harm if I did not wear it. But I
cannot, without sufficient reason, give up a necklace that she put round my neck out of love and in the conviction
that it would be conducive to my welfare. When, with the passage of time, it wears away and breaks of its own
accord, I shall have no desire to get a new one. But this necklace can not be broken.”
Mr. Coates could not appreciate my argument, as he had no regard for my religion. He was looking forward to
delivering me from the abyss of ignorance. He wanted to convince me that, no matter whether there was some
truth in other religions, salvation was impossible for me unless I accepted Christianity which represented the
truth, and that my sins would not be washed away except by. the inter-cession of Jesus, and that all good works
were useless.
Just as he introduced me to several books, he introduced me to several friends whom he regarded as staunch
Christians. One of these introductions was to a family which belonged to the Plymouth Brethren, a Christian sect.
Many of the contacts for which Mr. Coates was responsible were good. Most struck me as being God-fearing. But
during my contact with this family, one of the Plymouth Brethren confronted me with an argument for which I
was not prepared:
“You cannot understand the beauty of our religion. From what you say it appears that you must be brooding
over your transgressions every moment of your life, always mending them and atoning for them. How can this
ceaseless cycle of action bring you redemption? You can never have peace. You admit that we are all sinners.
Now look at the perfection of our belief. Our attempts at improvement and atonement are futile. And yet
redemption we must have. How can we bear the burden of sin? We can but throw it on Jesus. He is the only
sinless Son of God. It is His word that those who believe in Him shall have: everlasting life. Therein lies God’s
infinite mercy. And as we believe in the atonement of Jesus, our own sins do not bind us. Sin we must. It is
impossible to live in this world sinless. And therefore Jesus suffered and atoned for all the sins of mankind. Only
he who accepts His great redemption can have eternal peace. Think what a life of restlessness is yours, and what a
promise of peace we have.”
The argument utterly failed to convince me. I humbly replied:
“If this be the Christianity acknowledged by all Christians, I cannot accept it. I do not seek redemption from
the consequences of my sin. I seek to be redeemed from sin itself, or rather from the very thought of sin. Until I
have attained that end, I shall be content to be restless.” To which the Plymouth Brother rejoined:
“I assure you, your attempt is fruitless. Think again over what I have said.”
And the Brother proved as good as his word. He knowingly committed transgressions, and showed me that he
was undisturbed by the thought of them.
But I already knew before meeting with these friends that all Christians did not believe in such a theory of
atonement. Mr. Coates himself walked in the fear of God. His heart was pure, and he believed in the possibility of
self-purification. The two ladies also shared this belief. Some of the books that came into my hands were full of
devotion. So, although Mr. Coates was very much disturbed by this latest experience of mine, I was able to
reassure him and tell him that the distorted belief of a Plymouth Brother could not prejudice me against
Christianity.
My difficulties lay elsewhere. They were with regard to the Bible and its accepted interpretation.
II.12
Before writing further about Christian contacts, I must record other experiences of the same period.
Sheth Tyeb Haji Khan Muhammad had in Pretoria the same position as was enjoyed by Dada Abdulla in Natal.
There was no public movement that could be conducted without him. I made his acquaintance the very first week
and told him of my intention to get in touch with every Indian in Pretoria. I expressed a desire to study the
conditions of Indians there, and asked for his help in my work, which he gladly agreed to give.
My first step was to call a meeting of all the Indians in Pretoria and to present to them a picture of their
condition in the Transvaal. The meeting was held at the house of Sheth Haji Muhammad Haji Joosab, to whom I
had a letter of introduction. It was principally attended by Meman merchants, though there was a sprinkling of
Hindus as well. The Hindu population in Pretoria was, as a matter of fact, very small.
My speech at this meeting may be said to have been the first public speech in my life. I went fairly prepared
with my subject, which was about observing truthfulness in business. I had always heard the merchants say that
truth was not possible in business. I did not think so then, nor do I now. Even today there are merchant friends
who contend that truth is inconsistent with business. Business, they say, is a very practical affair, and truth a
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matter of, religion; and they argue that practical affairs are one thing, while religion is quite another. Pure truth,
they hold, is out of the question in business; one can speak it only so far as is suitable.
I strongly contested the position in my speech and awakened the merchants to a sense of their duty, which was
two-fold. Their responsibility to be truthful was all the greater in a foreign land, because the conduct of a few
Indians was the measure of that of the millions of their fellow-countrymen. I had found our people’s habits to be
unsanitary, as compared with those of the Englishmen around them, and drew their attention to it. I laid stress on
the necessity of forgetting all distinctions such as Hindus, Musalmans, Parsis, Christians, Gujaratis, Madrasis,
Punjabis, Sindhis, Kachchhis, Surtis and so on.
I suggested, in conclusion, the formation of an association to make representations to the authorities concerned
in respect of the hardships of the Indian settlers, and offered to place at its disposal as much of my time and
service as was possible.
I saw that I made a considerable impression on the meeting. My speech was followed by discussion. Some
offered to supply me with facts. I felt encouraged.
I saw that very few amongst my audience knew English. As I felt that knowledge of English would be useful in
that country, I advised those who had leisure to learn English. I told them that it was possible to learn a language
even at an advanced age, and cited cases of people who had done so. I undertook, besides, to teach a class, if one
was started or personally to instruct individuals desiring to learn the language.
The class was not started, but three young men expressed their readiness to learn at their convenience, and on
condition that I went to their places to teach them. Of these, two were Musalmans—one of them a barber and the
other a clerk—and the third was a Hindu, a petty shopkeeper. I agreed to suit them all.
I had no misgivings regarding my capacity to teach. My pupils might become tired, but not I. Sometimes it
happened that I would go to their places only to find them engaged in their business. But I did not lose patience.
None of the three desired a deep study of English, but two may be said to have made fairly good progress in about
eight months. Two learnt enough to keep accounts and write ordinary business letters. The barber’s ambition was
confined to acquiring just enough English for dealing with his customers. As a result of their studies, two of the
pupils were equipped for making a fair income.
I was satisfied with the result of the meeting. It was decided to hold such meetings, as far as I remember, once
a week or, maybe, once a month. These were held more or less regularly, and on these occasions there was a free
exchange of ideas. The result was that there was now in Pretoria no Indian I did not know, or whose condition I
was not acquainted with.
This prompted me in turn to make the acquaintance of the British Agent in Pretoria, Mr. Jacobus de Wet, He
had sympathy for the Indians, .but he had very little influence. However, he agreed to help us as best he could,
and invited me to meet him whenever I wished.
I now communicated with the railway authorities. and told them that, even under their own regulations, the
disabilities about traveling under which the Indians labored could not be justified. I got a letter in reply to the
effect that first and second class tickets would be issued to Indians who were properly dressed. This was far from
giving adequate relief, as it rested with the Station Master to decide who was “properly dressed”.
The British Agent showed me some papers dealing with Indian affairs. Tyeb Sheth had also given me similar
papers. I learnt from them how cruelly the Indians were hounded out from the Orange Free State.
*
In short, my stay in Pretoria enabled me to make a deep study of the social, economic and political condition
of the Indians in the Transvaal and the Orange Free State. I had no idea that this study was to be of invaluable
service to me in the future. For I had thought of returning home by the end of the year, or even earlier, if the case
was finished before the year was out..
But God disposed otherwise.
II.13
It would be out of place here to describe fully the condition of Indians in the Transvaal and the Orange Free
State. I would suggest that those who wish to have a full idea of it may turn to my History of Satyagraha in South
Africa. It is, however, necessary to give here a brief outline.
In the Orange Free State the Indians were deprived of all their rights by a special law enacted in 1888 or even
earlier. If they chose to stay there, they could do so only to serve as waiters in hotels or to pursue some other such
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menial calling. The traders were driven away with a nominal compensation. They made representations and
petitions, but in vain.
A very stringent enactment was passed in the Transvaal in 1885. It was slightly amended in 1886, and it was
provided under the amended law that all Indians should pay a poll tax of £3 as fee for entry into the Transvaal.
They might not own land except in locations set apart for them, and in practice even that was not to be ownership.
They had no franchise. All this was under the special law for Asiatics, to whom the laws for the colored people
were also applied. Under these latter, Indians might not walk on public footpaths, and might not move out of
doors after 9 p.m. without a permit. The enforcement of this last regulation was elastic so far as the Indians were
concerned. Those who passed as “Arabs” were, as a matter of favor, exempted, from it. The exemption thus
naturally depended on the sweet will of the police.
I had to experience the effect of both these regulations. I often went out at night for a walk with Mr. Coates,
and we rarely got back home much before ten o’clock. What if the police arrested me? Mr. Coates was more
concerned about this than I. He had to issue passes to his Negro servants. But how could he give one to me? Only
a master might issue a permit to a servant. If I had wanted one, and even if Mr. Coates had been ready to give it,
he could not have done so, for it would have been fraud.
So Mr. Coates or some friend of his took me to the State Attorney, Dr. Krause. We turned out to be barristers of
the same Inn. The fact that I needed a pass to enable me to be out of doors after 9 p.m. was too much for him. He
expressed sympathy for me. Instead of ordering for me a pass, he gave me a letter authorizing me to be out of
doors at all hours without police interference. I always kept this letter on me whenever I went out. The fact that I
never had to make use of it was a mere accident.
Dr. Krause invited me to his place, and we may be said to have become friends. I occasionally called on him,
and it was through him that I was introduced to his more famous brother, who was Public Prosecutor in
Johannesburg. During the Boer War he was court-martialed for conspiring to murder an English officer, and was
sentenced to imprisonment for seven years. He was also disbarred by the Benchers. On the termination of
hostilities he was released and, being honorably readmitted to the Transvaal bar, resumed practice.
These connections were useful to me later on in my public life, and simplified much of my work.
*
The consequences of the regulation regarding the use of footpaths were rather serious for me. I always went
out for a walk through President Street to an open plain. President Kruger’s house was in this street—a very
modest, unostentatious building, without a garden, and not distinguishable from other houses in its neighborhood.
The houses of many of the millionaires in Pretoria were far more pretentious, and were surrounded by gardens.
Indeed President Kruger’s simplicity was proverbial. Only the presence of a police patrol before the house
indicated that it belonged to some official. I nearly always went along the footpath past this patrol without the
slightest hitch or hindrance.
Now the man on duty used to be changed from time to time. Once one of these men, without giving me the
slightest warning, without even asking me to leave the footpath, pushed and kicked me into the street. I was
dismayed. Before I could question him as to his behavior, Mr. Coates, who happened to be passing the spot on
horseback, hailed me and said:
“Gandhi, I have seen everything. I shall gladly be your witness in court if you proceed against the man. I am
very sorry you have been so rudely assaulted.”
“You need not be sorry,” I said. “What does the poor man know? All colored people are the same to him. He
no doubt treats Negroes just as he has treated me. I have made it a rule not to go to court in respect of any
personal grievance. So I do not intend to proceed against him.”
“That is just like you,” said Mr. Coates, “but do think it over again. We must teach such men a lesson.”
He then spoke to the policeman and reprimanded him. I could not follow their talk, as it was in Dutch, the
policeman being a Boer. But he apologized to me, for which there was no need. I had already forgiven him.
But I never again went through this street. There would be other men coming in this man’s place and, ignorant
of the incident, they would behave likewise. Why should I unnecessarily court another kick? I therefore selected a
different walk.
*
The incident deepened my feeling for the Indian settlers. I discussed with them the advisability of making a
test case, if it were found necessary to do so, after having seen the British Agent in the matter of these regulations.
I thus made an intimate study of the hard condition of the Indian settlers, not only by reading and hearing about it,
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but by personal experience. I saw that South Africa was no country for a self-respecting Indian, and my mind
became more and more occupied with the question as to how this state of things might be improved.
But my principal duty for the moment was to attend to the case of Dada Abdulla.
II.14
The year’s stay in Pretoria was a most valuable experience in my life. Here it was that I had opportunities of
learning public work and acquired some measure of my capacity for it. Here it was that the religious spirit within
me became a living force, and here too I acquired a true knowledge of legal practice. Here I learnt the things that
a junior barrister learns in a senior barrister’s chamber, and here I also gained confidence that I should not after all
fail as a lawyer. It was likewise here that I learnt the secret of success as a lawyer.
Dada Abdulla’s was no small case. The suit was for £40,000. Arising out of business transactions, it was full of
intricacies of accounts. Part of the claim was based on promissory notes, and part on the specific performance of
promise to deliver promissory notes. The defense was that the promissory notes were fraudulently taken and
lacked sufficient consideration. There were numerous points of fact and law in this intricate case.
Both parties had engaged the best attorneys and counsel. I thus had a fine opportunity of studying their work.
The preparation of the plaintiff’s case for the attorney and the sifting of. facts in support of his case had been
entrusted to me. It was an education to see how much the attorney accepted, and how much he rejected from my
preparation, as also to see how much use the counsel made of the brief prepared by the attorney. I saw that this
preparation for the case would give me a fair measure, of my powers of comprehension and my capacity for
marshalling evidence.
I took the keenest interest in the case. Indeed I threw myself into it. I read all the papers pertaining to the
transactions. My client was a man of great ability and reposed absolute confidence in me, and this rendered my
work easy. I made a fair study of book-keeping. My capacity for translation was improved by having to translate
the correspondence, which was for the most part in Gujarati.
Although, as I have said before, I took a keen interest in religious communion and in public work and always
gave some of my time to them, they were not then my primary interest. The preparation of the case was my
primary interest. Reading of law and looking up law cases, when necessary, had always a prior claim on my time.
As a result, I acquired such a grasp of the facts of the case as perhaps was not possessed even by the parties
themselves, inasmuch as I had with me the papers of both the parties.
I recalled the late Mr. Pincutt’s advice—facts are three-fourths of the law. At a later date it was amply borne
out by that famous barrister of South Africa, the late Mr. Leonard. In a certain case in my charge I saw that,
though justice was on the side of my client, the law seemed to be against him. In despair I approached Mr.
Leonard for help. He also felt that the facts of the case were very strong. He exclaimed,
“Gandhi, I have learnt one thing, and it is this: that if we take case of the facts of a case, the law will take care
of itself. Let us dive deeper into the facts of this case.”
With these words he asked me to study the case further and then see him again. On a re-examination of the
facts I saw them in an entirely new light, and I also hit upon an old South African case bearing on the point. I was
delighted and went to Mr. Leonard and told him everything.
“Right,” he said, “we shall win the case. Only we must bear in mind which of the judges takes it.”
*
When I was making preparation for Dada Abdulla’s case, I had not fully realized this paramount importance of
facts. Facts mean truth, and once we adhere to truth, the law comes to our aid naturally. I saw that the facts of
Dada Abdulla’s case made it very strong indeed, and that the law was bound to be on his side.
But I also saw that the litigation, if it were persisted in, would ruin the plaintiff and the defendant, who were
relatives and both belonged to the same city. No one knew how long the case might go on. Should it be allowed to
continue to be fought out in court, it might go on indefinitely and to no advantage of either party. Both, therefore,
desired an immediate termination of the case, if possible.
I approached Tyeb Sheth and requested and advised him to go to arbitration. I recommended him to see his
counsel. I suggested to him that, if an arbitrator commanding the confidence of both parties could be appointed,
the case would be quickly finished. The lawyers’ fees were so rapidly mounting up that they were enough to
devour all the resources of the clients, big merchants as they were. The case occupied so much of their attention
that they had no time left for any other work.
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In the meantime mutual ill-will was steadily increasing. I became disgusted with the profession. As lawyers the
counsel on both sides were bound to rake up points of law in support of their own clients. I also saw for the first
time that the winning party never recovers all the costs incurred. Under the Court Fees Regulation there was a
fixed scale of costs to be allowed as between party and party—the actual costs as between attorney and client
being very much higher.
This was more than I could bear. I felt that my duty was to befriend both parties and bring them together. I
strained every nerve to bring about a compromise. At last Tyeb Sheth agreed. An arbitrator was appointed, the
case was argued before him, and Dada Abdulla won.
*
But that did not satisfy me. If my client were to seek immediate execution of the award, it would be impossible
for Tyeb Sheth to meet the whole of the awarded amount, and there was an unwritten law among the Porbandar
Memans living in South Africa that death should be preferred to bankruptcy. It was impossible for Tyeb Sheth to
pay down the whole sum of about £37,000 and costs. He meant to pay not a pie less than the amount, and he did
not want to be declared bankrupt.
There was only one way. Dada Abdulla should allow him to pay in moderate installments.
He was equal to the occasion, and granted Tyeb Sheth installments spread over a very long period. It was more
difficult for me to secure this concession of payment by installments than to get the parties to agree to arbitration.
But both were happy over the result, and both rose in the public estimation.
My joy was boundless. I had learnt the true practice of law. I had learnt to find out the better side of human
nature and to enter men’s hearts. I realized that the true function of a lawyer was to unite parties riven asunder.
The lesson was so indelibly burnt into me that a large part of my time during the twenty years of my practice as a
lawyer was occupied in bringing about private compromises of hundreds of cases.
I lost nothing thereby—not even money, certainly not my soul.
II.15
It is now time to turn again to my experiences with Christian friends.
Mr. Baker was getting anxious about my future. He took me to the Wellington Convention. The Protestant
Christians organize such gatherings every few years for religious enlightenment or, in other words, selfpurification. One may call this religious restoration or revival. The Wellington Convention was of this type. The
chairman was the famous divine of the place, the Rev. Andrew Murray. Mr. Baker had hoped that the atmosphere
of religious exaltation at the Convention, and the enthusiasm and earnestness of the people attending it. would
inevitably lead me to embrace Christianity .
But his final hope was the efficacy of prayer. He had an abiding faith in prayer. It was his firm conviction that
God could not but listen to prayer fervently offered. He would cite the instances of men like George Muller of
Bristol, who depended entirely on prayer even for his temporal needs. I listened to his discourse on the efficacy of
prayer with unbiased attention. and assured him that nothing could prevent me from embracing Christianity,
should I feel the call. I had no hesitation in giving him this assurance, as I had long since taught myself to follow
the inner voice. I delighted in submitting to it. To act against it would be difficult and painful to me.
So we went to Wellington. Mr. Baker was hard put to it in having “a colored man” like me for his companion.
He had to suffer inconveniences on many occasions entirely on account of me. We had to break the journey on the
way, as one of the days happened to be a Sunday, and Mr. Baker and his party would not travel on the Sabbath.
Though the manager of the station hotel agreed to take me in after much altercation, he absolutely refused to
admit me to the dining-room. Mr. Baker was not the man to give way easily. He stood by the rights of the guests
of a hotel. But I could see his difficulty. At Wellington also I stayed with Mr. Baker. In spite of his best efforts to
conceal the little inconveniences that he was put to, I could see them all.
This Convention was an assemblage of devout Christians. I was delighted at their faith. I met the Rev. Murray.
I saw that many were praying for me. I liked some of their hymns, they were very sweet.
The Convention lasted for three days. I could understand and appreciate the devoutness of those who attended
it. But I saw no reason for changing my belief—my religion. It was impossible for me to believe that I could go to
heaven or attain salvation only by becoming a Christian. When I frankly said so to some of the good Christian
friends, they were shocked. But there was no help for it.
My difficulties lay deeper. It was more than I could believe that Jesus was the only incarnate son of God, and
that only he who believed in him would have everlasting life. If God could have sons, all of us were His sons. If
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Jesus was like God, or God Himself, then all men were like God and could be God Himself. My reason was not
ready to believe literally that Jesus by his death and by his blood redeemed the sins of the world. Metaphorically
there might be some truth in it.
Again, according to Christianity only human beings had souls, and not other living beings, for whom death
meant complete extinction; while I held a contrary belief. I could accept Jesus as a martyr, an embodiment of
sacrifice, and a divine teacher, but not as the most perfect man ever born. His death on the Cross was a great
example to the world, but that there was anything like a mysterious or miraculous virtue in it my heart could not
accept.
The pious lives of Christians did not give me anything that the lives of men of other faiths had failed to give. I
had seen in other lives just the same reformation that I had heard of among Christians. Philosophically there was
nothing extraordinary in Christian principles. From the point of view of sacrifice, it seemed to me that the Hindus
greatly surpassed the Christians. It was impossible for me to regard Christianity as a perfect religion or the
greatest of all religions.
I shared this mental churning with my Christian friends whenever there was an opportunity, but their answers
could not satisfy me.
Thus if I could not accept Christianity either as a perfect, or the greatest, religion, neither was I then convinced
of Hinduism being such. Hindu defects were pressingly visible to me. If untouchability could be a part of
Hinduism, it could but be a rotten part or an excrescence. I could not understand the raison d'etre of a multitude
of sects and castes. What was the meaning of saying that the Vedas were the inspired Word of God? If they were
inspired, why not also the Bible and the Qur’an?
As Christian friends were endeavoring to convert me. even so were Musalman friends. Abdulla Sheth had kept
on inducing me to study Islam, and of course he had always something to say regarding its beauty,
I expressed my difficulties in a letter to Raychandbhai. I also corresponded with other religious authorities in
India and received answers from them. Raychandbhai’s letter somewhat pacified me. He asked me to be patient
and to study Hinduism more deeply. One of his sentences was to this effect:
On a dispassionate view of the question I am convinced that no other religion has the subtle and profound thought of
Hinduism, its vision of the soul, or its charity.

I purchased Sale’s translation of the Qur’an and began reading it. I also obtained other books on Islam. I
communicated with Christian friends in England. One of them introduced me to Edward Maitland, with whom I
opened correspondence. He sent me The Perfect Way, a book he had written in collaboration with Anna
Kingsford. The book was a repudiation of the current Christian belief. He also sent me another book, The New
Interpretation of the Bible. I liked both. They seemed to support Hinduism. Tolstoy’s The Kingdom of God is
Within You overwhelmed me. It left an abiding impression on me. Before the independent thinking, profound
morality; and the truthfulness of this book, all the books given me by Mr. Coates seemed to pale into
insignificance.
My studies thus carried me in a direction unthought of by the Christian friends. My correspondence with
Edward Maitland was fairly prolonged, and that with Raychandbhai continued until his death. I read some of the
books he sent me. These included Panchikaran, Maniratnamala, Mumukshu Prakaran of Yogavasishtha,
Haribhadra Suri’s Shaddarshana Samuchchaya and others.
Though I took a path my Christian friends had not intended for me, I have remained forever indebted to them
for the religious quest that they awakened in me. I shall always cherish the memory of their contact. The years
that followed had more, not less, of such sweet and sacred contacts in store for me.
II.16
The case having been concluded, I had no reason for staying in Pretoria. So I went back to Durban and began
to make preparations for my return home. But Abdulla Sheth was not the man to let me sail without a send-off. He
gave a farewell party in my honor at Sydenham. It was proposed to spend the whole day there.
Whilst I was turning over the sheets of some of the newspapers I found there, I chanced to see a paragraph in a
corner of one of them under the caption “Indian Franchise”. It was with reference to the Bill then before the
House of Legislature, which sought to deprive the Indians of their right to elect members of the Natal Legislative
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Assembly. I was ignorant of the Bill, and so were the rest of the guests who had assembled there. I inquired of
Abdulla Sheth about it. He said:
“What can we understand in these matters? We can only understand things that affect our trade. As you know
all our trade in the Orange Free State has been swept away. We agitated about it, but in vain. We are after all lame
men, being unlettered. We generally take in newspapers simply to ascertain the daily market rates, etc. What can
we know of legislation? Our eyes and ears are the European attorneys here.”
“But,” said I, “there are so many young Indians born and educated here. Do not they help you?”
“They!” exclaimed Abdulla Sheth in despair. “They never care to come to us, and to tell you the truth, we care
less to recognize them. Being Christians, they are under the thumb of the white clergymen, who in their turn are
subject to the Government.”
*
This opened my eyes. I felt that this class should be claimed as our own. Was this the meaning of Christianity?
Did they cease to be Indians because they had become Christians?
But I was on the point of returning home and hesitated to express what was passing through my mind in this
matter. I simply said to Abdulla Sheth:
“This Bill, if it passes into law, will make our lot extremely difficult. It is the first nail into our coffin. It strikes
at the root of our self-respect.’
“It may,” echoed Sheth Abdulla. “I will tell you the genesis of the franchise question. We knew nothing about
it. But Mr. Escombe, one of our best attorneys, whom you know, put the idea into our heads. It happened thus. He
is a great fighter, and there being no love lost between him and the Wharf Engineer, he feared that the Engineer
might deprive him of his votes and defeat him at the election. So he acquainted us with our position, and at his
instance we all registered ourselves as voters, and voted for him. You will now see how the franchise has not for
us the value that you attach to it. But we understand what you say. Well, then, what is your advice?”
The other guests were listening to this conversation with attention. One of them said:
“Shall I tell you what should be done? You cancel your passage by this boat, stay here a month longer, and we
will fight as you direct us.” All the others chimed in:
“Indeed, indeed. Abdulla Sheth, you must detain Gandhibhai.” The Sheth was a shrewd man. He said:
“I may not detain him now. Or rather, you have as much right as I to do so. But you are quite right. Let us all
persuade him to stay on. But you should remember that he is a barrister. What about his fees?”
The mention of fees pained me, and I broke in.
“Abdulla Sheth, fees are out of the question. There can be no fees for public work. I can stay, if at all, as a
servant. And as you know, I am not acquainted with all these friends. But if you believe that they will co-operate,
I am prepared to stay a month longer.
“There is one thing, however. Though you need not pay me anything, work of the nature we contemplate
cannot be done without some funds to start with. Thus we may have to send telegrams, we may have to print some
literature, some touring may have to be done, the local attorneys may have to be consulted, and as I am ignorant
of your laws, I may need some law-books for reference. All this cannot be done without money. And it is clear
that one man is not enough for this work. Many must come forward to help him.” And a chorus of voices was
heard:
“Allah is great and merciful. Money will come in. Men there are, as many as you may need. You please
consent to stay, and all will be well.”
The farewell party was thus turned into a working committee. I suggested finishing dinner etc., quickly and
getting back home. I worked out in my own mind an outline of the campaign. I ascertained the names of those
who were on the list of voters, and made up my mind to stay on for a month.
Thus God laid the foundations of my life in South Africa and sowed the seed of the fight for national selfrespect.
II.17
Sheth Haji Muhammad Haji Dada was regarded as the foremost leader of the Indian community in Natal in
1893. Financially Sheth Abdulla Haji Adam was the chief among them, but he and others always gave the first
place to Sheth Haji Muhammad in public affairs. A meeting was therefore, held under his president-ship at the
house of Abdulla Sheth, at which it was resolved to offer opposition to the Franchise Bill.
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Volunteers were enrolled. Natal-born Indians, that is, mostly Christian Indian youths, had been invited to
attend this meeting. Mr. Paul, the Durban Court Interpreter, and Mr. Subhan Godfrey, Headmaster of a mission
school, were present, and it was they who were responsible for bringing together at the meeting a good number of
Christian youths. All these enrolled themselves as volunteers.
Many of the local merchants were of course enrolled, noteworthy among them being Sheths Dawud
Muhammad, Muhammad Kasam Kamruddin, Adamji Miyakhan, A. Kolandavellu Pillai, C. Lachhiram,
Rangasami Padiachi, and Amad Jiva. Farsi Rustomji was of course there. From among the clerks were Messrs
Manekji, Joshi, Narsinhram and others, employees of Dada Abdulla and Co. and other big firms.
They were all agreeably surprised to find themselves taking a share in public work. To be invited thus to take
part was a new experience in their lives. In face of the calamity that had overtaken the community, all distinctions
such as high and low, small and great, master and servant, Hindus, Musalmans, Parsis, Christians, Gujaratis,
Madrasis, Sindhis, etc., were forgotten. All were alike the children and servants of the motherland.
*
The Bill had already passed, or was about to pass, its second reading. In the speeches on the occasion the fact
that Indians had expressed no opposition to the stringent Bill was urged as proof of their unfitness for the
franchise.
I explained the situation to the meeting. The first thing we did was to dispatch a telegram to the Speaker of the
Assembly requesting him to postpone further discussion of the Bill. A similar telegram was sent to the Premier,
Sir John Robinson, and another to Mr. Escombe, as a friend of Dada Abdulla’s. The Speaker promptly replied that
discussion of the Bill would be postponed for two days. This gladdened our hearts.
The petition to be presented to the Legislative Assembly was drawn up. Three copies had to be prepared and
one extra was needed for the press. It was also proposed to obtain as many signatures to it as possible, and all this
work had to be done in the course of a night. The volunteers with a knowledge of English and several others sat
up the whole night. Mr. Arthur, an old man, who was known for his calligraphy, wrote the principal copy. The rest
were written by others to someone’s dictation. Five copies were thus got ready simultaneously. Merchant
volunteers went out in their own carriages, or carriages whose hire they had paid, to obtain signatures to the
petition. This was accomplished in quick time and the petition was dispatched.
The newspapers published it with favorable comments. It likewise created an impression on the Assembly. It
was discussed in the House. Partisans of the Bill offered a defense, an admittedly lame one, in reply to the
arguments advanced in the petition.
The Bill, however, was passed. We all knew that this was a foregone conclusion, but the agitation had infused
new life into the community and had brought home to them the conviction that the community was one and
indivisible, and that it was as much their duty to fight for its political rights as for its trading rights.
Lord Ripon was at this time Secretary of State for the Colonies. It was decided to submit to him a monster
petition. This was no small task and could not be done in a day. Volunteers were enlisted, and all did their due
share of the work.
I took considerable pains over drawing up this petition. I read all the literature available on the subject. My
argument centered round a principle and an expedience. I argued that we had a right to the franchise in Natal, as
we had a kind of franchise in India. I urged that it was expedient to retain it, as the Indian population capable of
using the franchise was very small.
Ten thousand signatures were obtained in the course of a fortnight. To secure this number of signatures from
the whole of the province was no light task, especially when we consider that the men were perfect strangers to
the work. Specially competent volunteers had to be selected for the work, as it had been decided not to take a
single signature without the signatory fully understanding the petition. The villages were scattered at long
distances. The work could be done promptly only if a number of workers put their whole heart into it.
And this they did. All carried out their allotted task with enthusiasm. But as I am writing these lines, the figures
of Sheth Dawud Muhammad, Rustomji, Adamji Miyakhan, and Amod Jiva rise clearly before my mind. They
brought in the largest number of signatures. Dawud Sheth kept going about in his carriage the whole day. And it
was all a labor of love, not one of them asking for even his out-of-pocket expenses. Dada Abdulla’s house became
at once a caravanserai and a public office. A number of educated friends who helped and many others had their
food there. Thus every helper was put to considerable expense.
The petition was at last submitted. A thousand copies had been printed for circulation and distribution. It
acquainted the Indian public for the first time with conditions in Natal. I sent copies to all the newspapers and
publicists I knew.
1592

The Times of India, in a leading article on the petition, strongly supported the Indian demands. Copies were
sent to journals and publicists in England representing different parties. The London Times supported our claims,
and we began to entertain hopes of the Bill being vetoed.
It was now impossible for me to leave Natal. The Indian friends surrounded me on all sides and importuned me
to remain there permanently. I expressed my difficulties. I had made up my mind not to stay at public expense. I
felt it necessary to set up an independent household. I thought that the house should be good and situated in a
good locality. I also had the idea that I could not add to the credit of . the community, unless I lived in a style
usual for barristers. And it seemed to me to be impossible to run such a household with anything less than £300 a
year I therefore decided that I could stay only if the members of the community guaranteed legal work to the
extent of that minimum, and I communicated my decision to them.
“But,” said they, “we should like you to draw that amount for public work, and we can easily collect it. Of
course this is apart from the fees you must charge for private legal work.”
“No, I could not thus charge you for public work,” said I. “The work would not involve the exercise on my
part of much skill as barrister. My work would be mainly to make you all work. And how could I charge you for
that? And then I should have to appeal to you frequently for funds for the work, and if I were to draw my
maintenance from you, I should find myself at a disadvantage in making an appeal for large amounts, and we
should ultimately find ourselves at a standstill. Besides I want the community to find more than £300 annually for
public work.”
“But we have now known you for some time, and are sure you would not draw anything you do not need. And
if we wanted you to stay here, should we not find your expenses?”
“It is your love and present enthusiasm that make you talk like this. How can we be sure that this love and
enthusiasm will endure forever? And as your friend and servant, I should occasionally have to say hard things to
you. Heaven only knows whether I should then retain your affection. But the fact is that I must not accept any
salary for public work. It is enough for me that you should all agree to entrust me with your legal work. Even that
may be hard for you. For one thing I am not a white barrister. How can I be sure that the court will respond to me?
Nor can I be sure how I shall fare as a lawyer. So even in giving me retainers you may be running some risk. I
should regard even the fact of your giving them to me as the reward of my public work.”
The upshot of this discussion was that about twenty merchants gave me retainers for one year for their legal
work. Besides this, Dada Abdulla purchased me the necessary furniture in lieu of a purse he had intended to give
me on my departure.
Thus I settled in Natal.
II.18
The symbol of a Court of Justice is a pair of scales held evenly by an impartial and blind but sagacious woman.
Fate has purposely made her blind, in order that she may not judge a person from his exterior but from his
intrinsic worth. But the Law Society of Natal set out to persuade the Supreme Court to act in contravention of this
principle and to belie its symbol.
I applied for admission as an advocate of the Supreme Court. I held a certificate of admission from the
Bombay High Court. The English certificate I had to deposit with the Bombay High Court when I was enrolled
there. It was necessary to attach two certificates of character to the application for admission, and thinking that
these would carry more weight if given by Europeans, I secured them from two well-known European merchants
whom I knew through Sheth Abdulla. The application had to be presented through a member of the bar, and as a
rule the Attorney General presented such applications without fees: Mr. Escombe, who, as we have seen, was
legal adviser to Messrs Dada Abdulla and Co., was the Attorney General. I called on him, and he willingly
consented to present my application.
The Law Society now sprang a surprise on me by serving me with a notice opposing my application for
admission. One of their objections was that the original English certificate was not attached to my application.
But the main objection was that, when the regulations regarding admission of advocates were made, the
possibility of a colored man applying could not have been contemplated. Natal owed its growth to European
enterprise, and therefore it was necessary that the European element should predominate in the bar. If colored
people were admitted, they might gradually outnumber the Europeans, and the bulwark of their protection would
break down
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The Law Society had engaged a distinguished lawyer to support their opposition. As he too was connected
with Dada Abdulla and Co., he sent me word through Sheth Abdulla to go and see him. He talked with me quite
frankly, and inquired about my antecedents, which I gave. Then he said:
“I have nothing to say against you. I was only afraid lest you should be some Colonial-born adventurer. And
the fact that your application was unaccompanied by the original certificate supported my suspicion. There have
been men who have made use of diplomas which did not belong to them. The certificates of character from
European traders you have submitted have no value for me. What do they know about you? What can be the
extent of their acquaintance with you?”
“But,” said I, “everyone here is a stranger to me. Even Sheth Abdulla first came to know me here.”
“But then you say he belongs to the same place as you? If your father was Prime Minister there, Sheth Abdulla
is bound to know your family. If you were to produce his affidavit, I should have absolutely no objection. I would
then gladly communicate to the Law Society my inability to oppose your application.”
This talk enraged me, but I restrained my feelings.
“If I had attached Dada Abdulla’s certificate,” said I to myself, “it would have been rejected, and they would
have asked for Europeans’ certificates. And what has my admission as advocate to do with my birth and my
antecedents? How could my birth, whether humble or objectionable, be used against me?” But I contained myself
and quietly replied:
“Though I do not admit that the Law Society has any authority to require all these details, I am quite prepared
to present the affidavit you desire.”
Sheth Abdulla’s affidavit was prepared and duly submitted to the counsel for the Law Society. He said he was
satisfied. But not so the Law Society. It opposed my application before the Supreme Court, which ruled out the
opposition without even calling upon Mr. Escombe to reply. The Chief Justice said in effect:
“The objection that the applicant has not attached the original certificate has no substance. If he has made a
false affidavit, he can be prosecuted, and his name can then be struck off the roll, if he is proved guilty. The law
makes no distinction between white and colored people. The Court has therefore no authority to prevent Mr.
Gandhi from being enrolled as an advocate. We admit his application. Mr. Gandhi, you can now take the oath.”
I stood up and took the oath before the Registrar. As soon as I was sworn in, the Chief Justice, addressing me,
said:
“You must now take off your turban, Mr. Gandhi. You must submit to the rules of the Court with regard to the
dress to be worn by practicing barristers.”
I saw my limitations. The turban that I had insisted on wearing in the District Magistrate’s Court I took off in
obedience to the order of the Supreme Court. Not that, if I had resisted the order, the resistance could not have
been justified. But I wanted to reserve my strength for fighting bigger battles. I should not exhaust my skill as a
fighter in insisting on retaining my turban. It was worthy of a better cause.
Sheth Abdulla and other friends did not like my submission (or was it weakness?). They felt that I should have
stood by my right to wear the turban while practicing in the Court. I tried to reason with them. I tried to press
home to them the truth of the maxim, “When at Rome do as the Romans do”.
“It would be right,” I said, “to refuse to obey, if in India an English officer or judge ordered you to take off
your turban; but as an officer of the Court, it would have ill-become me to disregard a custom of the Court in the
province of Natal.”
I pacified the friends somewhat with these and similar arguments, but I do not think I convinced them
completely, in this instance, of the applicability of the principle of looking at a thing from a different standpoint in
different circumstances. But all my life through, the very insistence on truth has taught me to appreciate the
beauty of compromise. I saw in later life that this spirit was an essential part of Satyagraha. It has often meant
endangering my life and incurring the displeasure of friends. But truth is hard as adamant and tender as a
blossom.
The opposition of the Law Society gave me another advertisement in South Africa. Most of the newspapers
condemned the opposition and accused the Law Society of jealousy. The advertisement, to some extent,
simplified my work.
II.19
Practice as a lawyer was and remained for me a subordinate occupation. It was necessary that I should
concentrate on public work to justify my stay in Natal. The dispatch of the petition regarding the disfranchising
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bill was not sufficient in itself. Sustained agitation was essential for making an impression on the Secretary of
State for the Colonies. For this purpose it was thought necessary to bring into being a permanent organization. So
I consulted Sheth Abdulla and other friends, and we all decided to have a public organization of a permanent
character.
To find out a name to be given to the new organization perplexed me sorely. It was not to identify itself with
any particular party. The name “Congress” I knew, was in bad odor with the Conservatives in England, and yet
the Congress was the very life of India. I wanted to popularize it in Natal. It savored of cowardice to hesitate to
adopt the name. Therefore, with full explanation of my reasons, I recommended that the organization should be
called the Natal Indian Congress, and on the 22nd May the Natal Indian Congress came into being.
*
Dada Abdulla’s spacious room was packed to the full on that day. The Congress received the enthusiastic
approval of all present. Its constitution was simple, the subscription was heavy. Only he who paid five shillings
monthly could be a member. The well-to-do classes were persuaded to subscribe as much as they could. Abdulla
Sheth headed the list with £2 per Month. Two other friends also put down the same.
I thought I should not stint my subscription, and put down a pound per month. This was for me no small
amount. But I thought that it would not be beyond my means, if at all I was to pay my way. And God helped me.
We thus got a considerable number of members who subscribed £1 per month. The number of those who put
down 10s. was even larger. Besides this, there were donations which were gratefully accepted.
Experience showed that no one paid his subscription for the mere asking. It was impossible to call frequently
on members outside Durban. The enthusiasm of one moment seemed to wear away the next. Even the members in
Durban had to be considerably dunned before they would pay in their subscriptions.
The task of collecting subscriptions lay with me, I being the secretary. And we came to a stage when I had to
keep my clerk engaged an day long in the work of collection. The man got tired of the job, and I felt that, if the
situation was to be improved, the subscriptions should be made. payable annually and not monthly, and that too
strictly in advance.
So I called a meeting of the Congress: Everyone welcomed the proposal for making the subscription annual
instead of monthly and for fixing the minimum at £3. Thus the work of collection was considerably facilitated.
I had learnt at the outset not to carry on public work with borrowed money. One could rely on people’s
promises in most matters except in respect of money. I had never found people quick to pay the amounts they had
undertaken to subscribe, and the Natal Indians were no exception to the rule. As, therefore, no work was done
unless there were funds on hand, the Natal Indian Congress has never been in debt.
My co-workers evinced extraordinary enthusiasm in canvassing members. It was work which interested them
and was at the same time an invaluable experience. Large numbers of people gladly came forward with cash
subscriptions. Work in the distant villages of the interior was rather difficult. People did not know the nature of
public work. And yet we had invitations to visit far away. places, leading merchants of every place extending their
hospitality.
On one occasion during this tour the situation was rather difficult. We expected our host to contribute £6, but
he refused to give anything more than £3. If we had accepted that amount from him, others would have followed
suit, and our collections would have been spoiled. It was a late hour of the night, and we were all hungry. But how
could we dine without having first obtained the amount we were bent on getting?
All persuasion was useless. The host seemed to be adamant. Other merchants in the town reasoned with him,
and we all sat up throughout the night, he as well as we determined not to budge one inch. Most of my co-workers
were burning with rage, but they contained themselves.
At last, when day was already breaking, the host yielded, paid down £6 and feasted us. This happened at
Tongaat, but the repercussion of the incident was felt as far as Stanger on the North Coast and Charlestown in the
interior. It also hastened our work of collection.
*
But collecting funds was not the only thing to do. In fact I had long learnt the principle of never having more
money at one’s disposal than necessary.
Meetings used to be held once a month or even once a week if required. Minutes of the proceedings of the
preceding meeting would be read, and all sorts of questions would be discussed. People had no experience of
taking part in public discussions or of speaking briefly and to the point. Everyone hesitated to stand up to speak. I
explained to them the rules of procedure at meetings, and they respected them. They realized that it was an
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education for them, and many who had never been accustomed to speaking before an audience soon acquired the
habit of thinking and speaking publicly about matters of public interest.
Knowing that in public work minor expenses at times absorbed large amounts, I had decided not to have even
the receipt books printed in the beginning. I had a cyclostyle machine in my office, on which I took copies of
receipts and reports. Such things I began to get printed only when the Congress coffers were full, and when the
number of members and work had increased. Such economy is essential for every organization, and yet I know
that it is not always exercised. That is why I have thought it proper to enter into these little details of the
beginnings of a small but growing organization.
People never cared to have receipts for the amounts they paid, but we always insisted on the receipts being
given. Every pie was thus clearly accounted for, and I dare say the account books for the year 1894 can be found
intact even today in the records of the Natal Indian Congress. Carefully kept accounts are a sine qua non for any
organization. Without them it falls into disrepute. Without properly kept accounts it is impossible to maintain truth
in its pristine purity.
Another feature of the Congress was service of Colonial-born educated Indians. The Colonial-born Indian
Educational Association was founded under the auspices of the Congress. The members consisted mostly of these
educated youths. They had to pay a nominal subscription. The Association served to ventilate their needs and
grievances, to stimulate thought amongst them, to bring them into touch with Indian merchants and also to afford
them scope for service of the community. It was a sort of debating society. The members met regularly and spoke
or read papers on different subjects. A small library was also opened in connection with the Association.
The third feature of the Congress was propaganda. This consisted in acquainting the English in South Africa
and England and people in India with the real state of things in Natal. With that end in view I wrote two
pamphlets. The first was An Appeal to Every Briton in South Africa. It contained a statement, supported by
evidence, of the general condition of Natal Indians. The other was entitled The Indian Franchise—An Appeal. It
contained a brief history of the Indian franchise in Natal with facts and figures. I had devoted considerable labor
and study to the preparation of these pamphlets, and the result was quite commensurate with the trouble taken.
They were widely circulated.
All this activity resulted in winning the Indians numerous friends in South Africa and in obtaining the active
sympathy of all parties in India. It also opened out and placed before the South African Indians a definite line of
action.
II.20
The heart’s earnest and pure desire is always fulfilled. In my own experience I have often seen this rule
verified. Service of the poor has been my heart’s desire, and it has always thrown me amongst the poor and
enabled me to identify myself with them.
Although the members of the Natal Indian Congress included the Colonial-born Indians and the clerical class,
the unskilled wage-earners, the indentured laborers were still outside its pale. The Congress was not yet theirs.
They could not afford to belong to it by paying the subscription and becoming its members. The Congress could
win their attachment only by serving them.
An opportunity offered itself when neither the Congress nor I was really ready for it. I had put in scarcely three
or four months’ practice, and the Congress also was still in its infancy, when a Tamil man in tattered clothes,
head-gear in hand, two front teeth broken and his mouth bleeding, stood before me trembling and weeping.
He had been heavily belabored by his master. I learnt all about him from my clerk, who was a Tamilian.
Balasundaram—as that was the visitor’s name—was serving his indenture under a well-known European resident
of Durban. The master, getting angry with him, had lost self-control, and had beaten Balasundaram severely,
breaking two of his teeth.
I sent him to a doctor. In those days only white doctors were available. I wanted a certificate from the doctor
about the nature of the injury Balasundaram had sustained. I secured the certificate, and straightway took the
injured man to the magistrate, to whom I submitted his affidavit. The magistrate was indignant when he read it,
and issued a summons against the employer.
It was far from my desire to get the employer punished. I simply wanted Balasundaram to be released from
him. I read the law about indentured labor. If an ordinary servant left service without giving notice, he was liable
to be sued by his master in a civil court. With the indentured laborer the case was entirely different. He was liable,
in similar circumstances to be proceeded against in a criminal court and to be imprisoned on conviction. That is
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why Sir William Hunter called the indenture system almost as bad as slavery. Like the slave the indentured
laborer was the property of his master.
There were only two ways of releasing Balasundaram: either by getting the Protector of Indentured Laborers to
cancel his indenture or transfer him to someone else, or by getting Balasundaram’s employer to release him. I
called on the latter and said to him:
“I do not want to proceed against you and get you punished. I think you realize that you have severely beaten
the man. I shall be satisfied if you will transfer the indenture to someone else.”
To this he readily agreed. I next saw the Protector. He also agreed, on condition that I found a new employer.
So I went off in search of an employer. He had to be a European, as no Indians could employ indentured labor.
At that time I knew very few Europeans. I met one of them. He very kindly agreed to take on Balasundaram. I
gratefully acknowledged his kindness. The magistrate convicted Balasundaram’s employer, and recorded that he
had undertaken to transfer the indenture to someone else.
Balasundaram’s case reached the ears of every indentured laborer, and I came to be regarded as their friend. I
hailed this connection with delight. A regular stream of indentured laborers began to pour into my office, and I got
the best opportunity of learning their joys and sorrows.
The echoes of Balasundaram’s case were heard in far off Madras. Laborers from different parts of the
province, who went to Natal on indenture, came to know of this case through their indentured brethren.
There was nothing extraordinary in the case itself, but the fact that there was someone in Natal to espouse their
cause and publicly work for them gave the indentured laborers a joyful surprise and inspired them with hope.
I have said that Balasundaram entered my office, head-gear in hand. There was a peculiar pathos about the
circumstance which also showed our humiliation. I have already narrated the incident when I was asked to take
off my turban. A practice had been forced upon every indentured laborer and every Indian stranger to take off his
head-gear when visiting a European, whether the head-gear were a cap, a turban or a scarf wrapped round the
head. A salute even with both hands was not sufficient.
Balasundaram thought that he should follow the practice even with me. This was the first case in my
experience. I felt humiliated and asked him to tie up his scarf. He did so, not without a certain hesitation, but I
could perceive the pleasure on his face.
It has always been a mystery to me how men can feel themselves honored by the humiliation of their fellowbeings.
II.21
Balasundaram’s case brought me into touch with the indentured Indians. What impelled me, however, to make
a deep study of their condition was the campaign for bringing them under special heavy taxation.
In the same year, 1894, the Natal Government sought to impose an annual tax of £25 on the indentured
Indians. The proposal astonished me. I put the matter before the Congress for discussion, and it was immediately
resolved to organize the necessary opposition.
At the outset I must explain briefly the genesis of the tax.
About the year 1860 the Europeans in Natal, finding that there was considerable scope for sugar-cane
cultivation, felt themselves in need of labor. Without outside labor the cultivation of cane and the manufacture of
sugar were impossible, as the Natal Zulus were not suited to this form of work. The Natal Government therefore
corresponded with the Indian Government, and secured their permission to recruit Indian labor. These recruits
were to sign an indenture to work in Natal for five years, and at the end of the term they were to be at liberty to
settle there and to have full rights of ownership of land. Those were the inducements held out to them, for the
whites then had looked forward to improving their agriculture by the industry of the Indian laborers after the term
of their indentures had expired.
But the Indians gave more than had been expected of them. They grew large quantities of vegetables. They
introduced a number of Indian varieties and made it possible to. grow the local varieties cheaper. They also
introduced the mango.
Nor did their enterprise stop at agriculture. They entered trade. They purchased land for building, and many
raised themselves from the status of laborers to that of owners of land and houses. Merchants from India followed
them and settled there for trade. The late Sheth Abubakar Amod was first among them. He soon built up an
extensive business.
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The white traders were alarmed. When they first welcomed the Indian laborers, they had not reckoned with
their business skill. They might be tolerated as independent agriculturists, but their competition in trade could not
be brooked.
This sowed the seed of the antagonism to Indians. Many other factors contributed to its growth. Our different
ways of living, our simplicity, our contentment with small gains, our indifference to the laws of hygiene and
sanitation, our slowness in keeping our surroundings clean and tidy, and our stinginess in keeping our houses in
good repair—all these, combined with the difference in religion, contributed to fan the flame of antagonism.
Through legislation this antagonism found its expression in the disfranchising bill and the bill to impose a tax on
the indentured Indians.
Independent of legislation a number of pin-pricks had already been started. The first suggestion was that the
Indian laborers should be forcibly repatriated, so that the term of their indentures might expire in India. The
Government of India was not likely to accept the suggestion.
Another proposal was therefore made to the effect that (1) the indentured laborer should return to India on the
expiry of his indenture; or that (2) he should sign a fresh indenture every two years, an increment being given at
each renewal; and that (3) in the case of his refusal to return to India or renew the indenture he should pay an
annual tax of £25.
A deputation composed of Sir Henry Binns and Mr. Mason was sent to India to get the proposal approved by
the Government there. The Viceroy at that time was Lord Elgin. He disapproved of the £25 tax, but agreed to a
poll tax of £3. I thought then, as I do even now, that this was a serious blunder on the part of the Viceroy. In
giving his approval he had in no way thought of the interests of India. It was no part of his duty thus to
accommodate the Natal Europeans. In the course of three or four years an indentured laborer with his wife and
each male child over 16 and female child over 13 came under the impost. To levy a yearly tax of £12 from a
family of four—husband, wife and two children—when the average income of the husband was never more than
14s. a month, was atrocious and unknown anywhere else in the world.
We organized a fierce campaign against this tax. If the Natal Indian Congress had remained silent on the
subject, the Viceroy might have approved of even the £25 tax. The reduction from £25 to £3 was probably due
solely to the Congress agitation. But I may be mistaken in thinking so. It may be possible that the Indian
Government had disapproved of the £25 tax from the beginning and reduced it to £3, irrespective of the
opposition from the Congress. In any case it was a breach of trust on the part of the Indian Government. As
trustee of the welfare of India. the Viceroy ought never to have approved of this inhuman tax.
The Congress could not regard it as any great achievement to have succeeded in getting the tax reduced from
£25 to £3. The regret was still there that it had not completely safeguarded the interests of the indentured Indians.
It ever remained its determination to get the tax remitted, but it was twenty years before the determination was
realized. And when it was realized, it came as a result of the labors of not only the Natal Indians but of all the
Indians in South Africa. The breach of faith with the late Mr. Gokhale became the occasion of the final campaign,
in which the indentured Indians took their full share, some of them losing their lives as a result of the firing that
was resorted to, and over ten thousand suffering imprisonment.
But truth triumphed in the end. The sufferings of the Indians were the expression of that truth. Yet it would not
have triumphed except for unflinching faith, great patience and incessant effort. Had the community given up the
struggle, had the Congress abandoned the campaign and submitted to the tax as inevitable, the hated impost
would have continued to be levied from the indentured Indians until this day, to the eternal shame of the Indians
in South Africa, and of the whole of India.
II.22
If I found myself entirely absorbed in the service of the community, the reason behind it was my desire for
self-realization. I had made the religion of service my own, and I felt that God could be realized only through
service, And service for me was the service of India, because it came to me without my seeking, because I had an
aptitude for it. I had gone to South Africa for travel, for finding an escape from Katbhwad intrigues and for
gaining my own livelihood. But as I have said, I found myself in search of God and striving for self-realization.
Christian friends had whetted my appetite for knowledge, which had become almost insatiable, and they would
not leave me in peace, even if I desired to be indifferent. In Durban Mr. Spencer Walton, the head of the South
Africa General Mission, found me out. I became almost a member of his family. At the back of this acquaintance
was, of course, my contact with Christians in Pretoria.
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Mr. Walton had manner all his own. I do not recollect his ever having invited me to embrace Christianity. But
he placed his life as an open book before me, and let me watch all his movements. Mrs. Walton was a very gentle
and talented woman. I liked the attitude of this couple. We knew the fundamental differences between us. Any
amount of discussion could not efface them. Yet, even differences prove helpful, where there are tolerance, charity
and truth. I liked Mr. and Mrs. Walton’s humility, perseverance and devotion to work, and we met very frequently,
This friendship kept alive my interest in religion. It was impossible now to get the leisure that I used to have in
Pretoria for my religious studies. But what little time I could spare I turned to good account. My religious
correspondence continued. Raychandbhai was guiding me. Some friend sent me Narmadashanker’s book Dharma
Vichar. Its preface proved very helpful. I had heard about the Bohemian way in which the poet had lived, and a
description in the preface of the revolution effected in his life by his religious studies captivated me. I came to like
the book, and read it from cover to cover with attention.
I read with interest Max Muller’s book, India—What Can It Teach Us? and the translation of the Upanishads
published by the Theosophical Society. All this enhanced my regard for Hinduism, and its beauties began to grow
upon me.
It did not, however, prejudice me against other religions. I read Washington Irving’s Life of Mahomet and His
Successors and Carlyle’s panegyric on the Prophet. These books raised Muhammad in my estimation. I also read
a book called The Sayings of Zarathustra.
Thus I gained more knowledge of the different religions. The study stimulated my self-introspection and
fostered in me the habit of putting into practice whatever appealed to me in my studies. Thus I began some of the
yogic practices, as well as I could understand them from a reading of the Hindu books. But I could not get on very
far, and decided to follow them with the help of some expert, when I returned to India. The desire has never been
fulfilled.
I made, too, an intensive study of Tolstoy's books. The Gospels In brief, What to do? and other books made a
deep impression on me. I began to realize more and more the infinite possibilities of universal love.
*
About the same time I came in contact with another Christian family. At their suggestion I attended the
Wesleyan church every Sunday. For these days I also had their standing invitation to dinner. The church did not
make a favorable impression on me. The sermons seemed to be uninspiring. The congregation did not strike me as
being particularly religious. They were not an assembly of devout souls; they appeared rather to be worldlyminded people, going to church for recreation and in conformity to custom.
Here, at times, I would involuntarily doze. I was ashamed, but some of my neighbors, who were in no better
case, lightened the shame. I could not go on long like this, and soon gave up attending the service.
My connection with the family I used to visit every Sunday was abruptly broken. In fact it may be said that I
was warned to visit it no more. It happened thus.
My hostess was a good and simple woman, but somewhat narrow-minded. We always discussed religious
subjects. I was then re-reading Arnold’s Light of Asia. Once we began to compare the life of Jesus with that of
Buddha.
“Look at Gautama’s compassion!” said I. “It was not confined to mankind, it was extended to all living beings.
Does not one’s heart overflow with love to think of the lamb joyously perched on his shoulders? One fails to
notice this love for all living beings in the life of Jesus.”
The comparison pained the good lady. I could understand her feelings. I cut the matter short, and we went to
the dining room. Her son, a cherub aged scarcely five, was also with us. I am happiest when in the midst of
children, and this youngster and I had long been friends. I spoke derisively of the piece of meat on his plate and in
high praise of the apple on mine. The innocent boy was carried away and joined in my praise of the fruit.
But the mother? She was dismayed.
I was warned. I checked myself and changed the subject. The following week I visited the family as usual, but
not without trepidation. I did not see that I should stop going there, I did not think it proper either. But the good
lady made my way easy.
“Mr. Gandhi,” she said, “please don’t take it ill if I feel obliged to tell you that my boy is none the better for
your company. Every day he hesitates to eat meat and asks for fruit, reminding me of your argument. This is too
much. If he gives up meat, he is bound to get weak, if not ill. How could I bear it? Your discussions should
henceforth be only with us elders. They are sure to react badly on children.”
“Mrs. —— ,” I replied, “I am sorry. I can understand, your feelings as a parent, for I too have children. We
can very easily end this unpleasant state of things. What I eat and omit to eat is bound to have a greater effect on
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the child than what I say. The best way, therefore, is for me to stop these visits. That certainly need not affect our
friendship.
“I thank you,” she said with evident relief.
II.23
To set up a household was no new experience for me. But the establishment in Natal was different from the
ones that I had had in Bombay and London. This time part of the expense was solely for the sake of prestige. I
thought it necessary to have a household in keeping with my position as an Indian barrister in Natal and as a
representative. So I had a nice little house in a prominent locality. It was also suitably furnished. Food was simple,
but as I used to invite English friends and Indian co-workers, the housekeeping bills were always fairly high.
A good servant is essential in every household. But I have never known how to keep anyone as a servant. I had
a friend as companion and help, and a cook who had become a member of the family. I also had office clerks
boarding and lodging with me.
I think I had a fair amount of success in this experiment, but it was not without its modicum of the bitter
experiences of life.
The companion was very clever and, I thought, faithful to me. But in this I was deceived. He became jealous of
an office clerk who was staying with me, and wove such a tangled web that I suspected the clerk. This clerical
friend had a temper of his own. Immediately he saw that he had been the object of my suspicion, he left both the
house and the office. I was pained. I felt that perhaps I had been unjust to him, and my conscience always stung
me.
In the meanwhile, the cook needed a few days’ leave, or for some other cause was away. It was necessary to
procure another during his absence. Of this new man I learnt later that he was a perfect scamp. But for me he
proved a godsend. Within two or three days of his arrival, he discovered certain irregularities that were going on
under my roof without my knowledge, and he made up his mind to warn me. I had the reputation of being a
credulous but straight man. The discovery was to him, therefore, all the more shocking. Every day at one o’clock I
used to go home from office for lunch. At about twelve o’clock one day the cook came panting to the office, and
said,
“Please come home at once. There is a surprise for you.”
“Now, what is this?” I asked. “You must tell me what it is. How can I leave the office at this hour to go and see
it?”
“You will regret it, if you don’t come. That is all I can say.”
I felt an appeal in his persistence. I went home accompanied by a clerk and the cook who walked ahead of us.
He took me straight to the upper floor, pointed at my companion’s room, and said,
“Open this door and see for yourself.”
I saw it all. I knocked at the door. No reply! I knocked heavily so as to make the very walls shake. The door
was opened. I saw a prostitute inside. I asked her to leave the house, never to return. To the companion I said,
“From this moment I cease to have anything to do with you. I have been thoroughly deceived and have made a
fool of myself. That is how you have requited my trust in you?” Instead of coming to his senses, he threatened to
expose me.
“I have nothing to conceal,” said I. “Expose whatever I may have done. But you must leave me this moment.”
This made him worse. There was no help for it. So I said to the clerk standing downstairs:
“Please go and inform the Police Superintendent, with my compliments, that a person living with me has
misbehaved himself. I do not want to keep him in my house, but he refuses to leave. I shall be much obliged if
police help can be sent me.”
This showed him that I was in earnest. His guilt unnerved him. He apologized to me, entreated me not to
inform the police, and agreed to leave the house immediately, which he did.
*
The incident came as a timely warning in my life. Only now could I see clearly. how thoroughly I had been
beguiled by this evil genius. In harboring him I had chosen a bad means for a good end. I had expected to gather
figs of thistles. I had known that the companion was a bad character, and yet I believed in his faithfulness to me.
In the attempt to reform him I was near ruining myself. I had disregarded the warnings of kind friends. Infatuation
had completely blinded me.
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But for the new cook I should never have discovered the truth and, being under the influence of the
companion, I should probably have been unable to lead the life of detachment that I then began. I should always
have been wasting time on him. He had the power to keep me in the dark and to mislead me.
But God came to the rescue as before. My intentions were pure, and so I was saved in spite of my mistakes,
and this early experience thoroughly forewarned me for the future.
The cook had been almost a messenger sent from Heaven. He did not know cooking, and as a cook he could
not have remained at my place. But no one else could have opened my eyes.
This was not the first time, as I subsequently learnt, that the woman had been brought into my house. She had
come often before, but no one had the courage of this cook. For everyone knew how blindly I trusted the
companion. The cook had, as it were, been sent to me just to do this service, for he begged leave of me that very
moment.
“I cannot stay in your house,” he said. “You are so easily misled. This is no place for me.”
I let him go. I now discovered that the man who had poisoned my ears against the clerk was none other than
this companion. I tried very hard to make amends to the clerk for the injustice I had done him. It has, however,
been my eternal regret that I could never satisfy him fully. Howsoever you may repair it, a rift is a rift.
II.24
By now I had been three years in South Africa. I had got to know the people and they had got to know me. In
1896 I asked permission to go home for six months, for I saw that I was in for a long stay there. I had established
a fairly good practice, and could see that people felt the need of my presence. So I made up my mind to go home,
fetch my wife and children, and then return and settle out there. I also saw that, if I went home, I might be able to
do there some public work by educating public opinion and creating more interest in the Indians of South Africa.
The £3 tax was an open sore. There could be no peace until it was abolished.
But who was to take charge of the Congress work and Education Society in my absence? I could think of two
men—Adamji Miyakhan and Farsi Rustomji. There were many workers now available from the commercial class.
But the foremost among those who could fulfill the duties of the secretary by regular work, and who also
commanded the regard of the Indian community, were these two.
The secretary certainly needed a working knowledge of English. I recommended the late Adamji Miyakhan’s
name to the Congress, and it approved of his appointment as secretary. Experience showed that the choice was a
very happy one. Adamji Miyakhan satisfied all with his perseverance, liberality, amiability and courtesy, and
proved to every one that the secretary’s work did not requite a man with a barrister’s degree or high English
education.
*
About the middle of 1896 I sailed for home in the S.S. Pongola which was bound for Calcutta. There were very
few passengers on board. Among them were two English officers, with whom I came in close contact. With one of
them I used to play chess for an hour daily. The ship’s doctor gave me a Tamil Self-Teacher which I began to
study. My experience in Natal had shown me that I should acquire a knowledge of Urdu to get into closer contact
with the Musalmans, and of Tamil to get into closer touch with the Madras Indians.
At the request of the English friend, who read Urdu with me, I found out a good Urdu munshi from amongst
the deck passengers, and we made excellent progress in our studies. The officer had a better memory than I. He
would never forget a word after once he had seen it; I often found it difficult to decipher Urdu letters. I brought
more perseverance to bear, but could never overtake the officer.
With Tamil I made fair progress. There was no help available, but the Tamil Self-Teacher was a well-written
book, and I did not feel in need of much outside help.
I had hoped to continue these studies even after reaching India, but it was impossible. Most of my reading
since 1893 has been done in jail. I did make some progress in Tamil and Urdu, in jails—Tamil in South African
jails, and Urdu in Yeravda jail. But I never learnt to speak Tamil, and the little I could do by way of reading is
now rusting away for want of practice.
I still feel what a handicap this ignorance of Tamil or Telugu has been. The affection that the Dravidians in
South Africa showered on me has remained a cherished memory. Whenever I see a Tamil or Telugu friend, I
cannot but recall the faith, perseverance and selfless sacrifice of many of his compatriots in South Africa. And
they were mostly illiterate, the men no lees than the women. The fight in South Africa was for such, and it was
fought by illiterate soldiers; it was for the poor, and the poor took their full share in it. Ignorance of their
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language, however, was never a handicap to me in stealing the hearts of these simple and good countrymen. They
spoke broken Hindutani or broken English, and we found no difficulty in getting on with our work.
But I wanted to requite their affection by learning Tamil and Telugu. In Tamil, as I have said, I made some
little progress, but in Telugu, which I tried to learn in India, I did not get beyond the alphabet. I fear now I can
never learn these languages, and am therefore hoping that the Dravidians will learn Hindustani. The non-Englishspeaking among them in South Africa do speak Hindi or Hindustani, however indifferently. It is only the Englishspeaking ones who will not learn it, as though a knowledge of English were an obstacle to learning our own
languages.
*
But I have digressed. Let me finish the narrative of my voyage. I have to introduce to my readers the Captain
of the S.S. Pongola. We had become friends. The good Captain was a Plymouth Brother. Our talks were more
about spiritual subjects than nautical.
He drew a line between morality and faith. The teaching of the Bible was to him child’s play. Its beauty lay in
its simplicity. Let all, men, women and children, he would say, have faith in Jesus and his sacrifice, and their sins
were sure to be redeemed.
This friend revived my memory of the Plymouth Brother of Pretoria. The religion that imposed any moral
restrictions was to him no good. My vegetarian food had been the occasion of the whole of this discussion. Why
should I not eat meat, or for that matter beef? Had not God created all the lower animals for the enjoyment of
mankind as, for instance, He had created the vegetable kingdom? These questions inevitably drew us into
religious discussion.
We could not convince each other. I was confirmed in my opinion that religion and morality were
synonymous. The Captain had no doubt about the correctness of his opposite conviction.
At the end of twenty-four days the pleasant voyage came to a close, and admiring the beauty of the Hooghly, I
landed at Calcutta. The same day I took the train for BombayII.25
On my way to Bombay the train stopped at Allahabad for forty-five minutes. I decided to utilize the interval
for a drive through the town. I also had to purchase some medicine at a chemist’s shop. The chemist was half
asleep, and took an unconscionable time in dispensing the medicine, with the result that when I reached the
station, the train had just started. The Station Master had kindly detained the train one minute for my sake, but not
seeing me coming, had carefully ordered my luggage to be taken out of the train.
I took a room at Kellner’s, and decided to start work there and then. I had heard a good deal about 'The
Pioneer published from Allahabad, and I had understood it to be an opponent of Indian aspirations. I have an
impression that Mr. Chesney, Jr. was the editor at that time. I wanted to secure the help of every party, so I wrote a
note to Mr. Chesney, telling him how I had missed the train, and asking for an appointment so as to enable me to
leave the next day. He immediately gave me one, at which I was very happy especially when I found that he gave
me a patient hearing. He promised to notice in his paper anything that I might write, but added that he could not
promise to endorse all the Indian demands, inasmuch as he was bound to understand and give due weight to the
viewpoint of the Colonials as well.
“It is enough,” I said, “that you should study the question and discuss it in your paper. I ask and desire nothing
but the barest justice that is due to us.”
The rest of the day was spent in having a look round admiring the magnificent confluence of the three rivers,
the Triveni, and planning the work before me.
*
This unexpected interview with the editor of The Pioneer laid the foundation of the series of incidents which
ultimately led to my being lynched in Natal. I went straight to Rajkot without halting at Bombay and began to
make preparations for writing a pamphlet on the situation in South Africa. The writing and publication of the
pamphlet took about a month. It had a green cover and came to be known afterwards as the Green Pamphlet. In it
I drew a purposely subdued picture of the condition of Indians in South Africa. The language I used was more
moderate than that of the two pamphlets which I have referred to before, as I knew that things heard of from a
distance appear bigger than they are.
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Ten thousand copies were printed and sent to all the papers and leaders of every party in India. The Pioneer
was the first to notice it editorially. A summary of the article was cabled by Reuter to England, and a summary of
that summary was cabled to Natal by Reuter’s London office.
This cable was not longer than three lines in print. It was a miniature, but exaggerated, edition of the picture I
had drawn of the treatment accorded to the Indians in Natal. and it was not in my words. We shall see later on the
effect this had in Natal: In the meanwhile every paper of note commented at length on the question.
To get these pamphlets ready for posting was no small matter. It would have been expensive too, if I had
employed paid help for preparing wrappers etc. But I hit upon a much simpler plan. I gathered together all the
children in my locality and asked them to volunteer two or three hours’ labor of a morning, when they had no
school. This they willingly agreed to do. I promised to bless them and give them, as a reward, used postage
stamps which I had collected.
They got through the work in no time. That was my first experiment of having little children as volunteers.
Two of those little friends are my co-workers today.
*
Plague broke out in Bombay about this time, and there was panic all around. There was fear of an outbreak in
Rajkot. As I felt that I could be of some help in the sanitation department, I offered my services to the State. They
were accepted, and I was put on the committee which was appointed to look into the question. I laid especial
emphasis on the cleanliness of latrines, and the committee decided to inspect these in every street. The poor
people had no objection to their latrines being inspected, and what is more, they carried out the improvements
suggested to them. But when we went to inspect the houses of the upper ten, some of them even refused us
admission, not to talk of listening to our suggestions.
It was our common experience that the latrines of the rich were more unclean. They were dark and stinking
and reeking with filth and worms. The improvements we suggested were quite simple, e.g., to have buckets for
excrement instead of allowing it to drop on the ground; to see that urine also was collected in buckets, instead of
allowing it to soak into the ground, and to demolish the partitions between the outer walls and the latrines, so as to
give the latrines more light and air and enable the scavenger to clean them properly.
The upper classes raised numerous objections to this last improvement, and in most cases It was not carried
out.
The committee had to inspect the untouchables’ quarters also. Only one member of the committee was ready to
accompany me there. To the rest it was something preposterous to visit those quarters, still more so to inspect
their latrines. But for me those quarters were an agreeable surprise. That was the first visit in my life to such a
locality. The men and women there were surprised to see us. I asked them to let us inspect their latrines.
“Latrines for us?” they exclaimed in astonishment. “We go and perform our functions out in the open. Latrines
are for you big people.”
“Well, then, you won’t mind if we inspect your houses?” I asked.
“You are perfectly welcome, sir. You may see every nook and corner of our houses. Ours are no houses, they
are holes.”
I went in and was delighted .to see that the insides were as clean as the outsides. The entrances were well
swept, the floors were beautifully smeared with cow-dung, and the few pots and pans were clean and. shining.
There was no fear of an outbreak in those quarters.
*
In the upper class quarters we came across a latrine which I cannot help describing in some detail.
Every room had its gutter, which was used both for water and urine, which meant that the whole house would
stink. But one of the houses had a storied bedroom with a gutter which was being used both as a urinal and a
latrine. The gutter had a pipe descending to the ground floor. It was not possible to stand the foul smell in this
room. How the occupants could sleep there I leave the readers to imagine.
The committee also visited the Vaishnava Haveli. The priest in charge of the Haveli was very friendly with my
family. So he agreed to let us inspect everything and suggest whatever improvements we liked.
There was a part of the Haveli premises that he himself had never seen. It was the place where refuse, and
leaves used as dinner-plates used to be thrown over the wall. It was the haunt of crows and kites. The latrines
were of course dirty.
I was not long enough in Rajkot to see how many of our suggestions the priest carried out. It pained me to see
so much uncleanliness about a place of. worship. One would expect a careful observance of the rules of sanitation
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and hygiene in a place which is regarded as holy. The authors of the smritis, as I knew even then, have laid the
greatest emphasis on cleanliness both inward and outward.
II.26
Hardly ever have I known anybody to cherish such loyalty as I did to the British Constitution. I can see now
that my love of truth was at the root of this loyalty. It has never been possible for me to simulate loyalty or, for
that matter, any other virtue. The National Anthem used to be sung at every meeting that I attended in Natal. I
then felt that I must also join in the singing. Not that I was unaware of the defects in British rule, but I thought
that it was on the whole acceptable.
In those days I believed that British rule was on the whole beneficial to the ruled. The color prejudice that I
saw in South Africa was, I thought, quite contrary to British traditions, and I believed that it was only temporary
and local. I therefore vied with Englishmen in loyalty to the throne. With careful perseverance I learnt the tune of
the National Anthem and joined in the singing whenever it was sung. Whenever there was an occasion for the
expression of loyalty without fuss or ostentation, I readily took part in it.
Never in my life did I exploit this loyalty, never did I seek to gain a selfish end by its means. It was for me
more in the nature of an obligation, and I rendered it without expecting a reward.
Preparations were going on for the celebration of Queen Victoria’s Diamond Jubilee when I reached India. I
was invited to join the committee appointed for the purpose in Rajkot. I accepted the offer, but had a suspicion
that the celebrations would be largely a matter of show. I discovered much humbug about them and was
considerably pained. I began to ask myself whether I should remain on the committee or not, but ultimately
decided to rest content with doing my part of the business.
One of the proposals was to plant trees. I saw I that many did it merely for show and for pleasing the officials.
I tried to plead with them that tree planting was not compulsory. but merely a suggestion. It should be done
seriously or not at all. I have an impression that they laughed at my ideas. I remember that I was in earnest when I
planted the tree allotted to me and that I carefully watered and tended it.
I likewise taught the National Anthem to the children of my family. I recollect having taught it to students of
the local Training College, but I forget, whether it was on the occasion of the Jubilee or of King Edward VII’s
coronation as Emperor of India.
*
Later on the text began to jar on me. As my conception of ahimsa went on maturing, I became more vigilant
about my thought and speech. The lines in the Anthem:
Scatter her enemies,
And make them fall;
Confound their politics,
Frustrate their knavish tricks.

particularly jarred upon my sentiment of ahimsa. I shared my feelings with Dr. Booth who agreed that it ill
became a believer in ahimsa to sing those lines.
How could we assume that the so-called enemies were “knavish”? And because they were enemies. were they
bound to be in the wrong? From God we could only ask for justice. Dr. Booth entirely endorsed my sentiments,
and composed a new anthem for his congregation. But of Dr. Booth more later.
Like loyalty an aptitude for nursing was also deeply rooted in my nature. I was fond of nursing people.
whether friends or strangers. Whilst busy in Rajkot with the pamphlet on South Africa, I had an occasion to pay a
flying visit to Bombay. It was my intention to educate public opinion in cities on this question by organizing
meetings, and Bombay was the first city I chose.
First of all I met Justice Ranade, who listened to me with attention, and advised me to meet Sir Pherozeshah
Mehta. Justice Badruddm Tyabji, whom I met next, also gave the same advice.
“Justice Ranade and I can guide you but little,” he said. “You know our position. We cannot take an active part
in public affairs, but our sympathies are with you. The man who can effectively guide you is Sir Pherozeshah
Mehta.”
I certainly wanted to see Sir Pherozeshah Mehta, but the fact that these senior men advised me to act according
to his advice gave me a better idea of the immense influence that Sir Pherozeshah had on the public. In due course
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I met him. I was prepared to be awed by his presence. I had heard of the popular titles that he had earned, and
knew that I was to see the “Lion of Bombay”, the “Uncrowned King of the Presidency”.
But the king did not overpower me. He met me as a loving father would meet his grown up son. Our meeting
took place at his chamber. He was surrounded by a circle of friends and followers. Amongst them were Mr. D. E.
Wacha and Mr. Cama, to whom I was introduced. I had already heard of Mr. Wacha. He was regarded as the righthand man of Sir Pherozeshah, and Sjt. Virchand Gandhi had described him to me as a great statistician. Mr.
Wacha said,
“Gandhi, we must meet again.”
These introductions could scarcely have taken two minutes. Sir Pherozeshah carefully listened to me. I told
him that I had seen Justices Ranade and Tyabji.
“Gandhi,” said he, “I see that I must help you. I must call a public meeting here.”
With this he turned to Mr. Munshi, the secretary, and told him to fix up the date of the meeting. The date was
settled, and he bade me good-bye, asking me to see him again on the day previous to the meeting. The interview
removed my fears, and I went home delighted.
During this stay in Bombay I called on my brother-in-law, who was staying there and lying ill. He was not a
man of means, and my sister (his wife) was not equal to nursing him. The illness was serious, and I offered to take
him to Rajkot. He agreed, and so I returned home with my sister and her husband. The illness was much more
prolonged than I had expected. I put my brother-in-law in my room and remained with him night and day. I was
obliged to keep awake part of the night and had to get through some of my South African work whilst I was
nursing him. Ultimately, however, the patient died, but it was a great consolation to me that I had had an
opportunity to nurse him during his last days.
My aptitude for nursing gradually developed into a passion, so much so that it often led me to neglect my
work, and on occasions I engaged not only my wife put the whole household in such service.
Such service can have no meaning unless one takes pleasure in it. When it is done for show or for fear of
public opinion, it stunts the man and crushes his spirit. Service which is rendered without joy helps neither the
servant nor the served. But all other pleasures and possessions pale into nothingness before service which is
rendered in a spirit of joy.
II.27
On the very day after my brother-in-law’s death I had to go to Bombay for the public meeting. There had
hardly been time for me to think out my speech. I was feeling exhausted after days and nights of anxious vigil,
and my voice had become husky. However, I went to Bombay trusting entirely to God. I had never dreamt of
writing out my speech.
In accordance with Sir Pherozeshah’s instructions I reported myself at his office at 5 p.m. on the eve of the
meeting.
“Is your speech ready, Gandhi?” he asked.
“No, sir,” said I, trembling with fear. “I think of speaking ex tempore.”
“That will not do in Bombay. Reporting here is bad, and if we would benefit by this meeting, you should write
out your speech, and it should be printed before daybreak tomorrow. I hope you can manage this?” I felt rather
nervous, but I said I would try.
“Then, tell me, what time Mr. Munshi should come to you for the manuscript?” “Eleven o’clock tonight,” said
I.
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On going to the meeting the next day, I saw the wisdom of Sir Pherozeshah’s advice. The meeting was held in
the hall of the Sir Cowasji Jehangir Institute. I had heard that when Sir Pherozeshah Mehta addressed meetings
the hall was always packed, chiefly by the students intent on hearing him, leaving not an inch of room. This was
the first meeting of the kind in my experience. I saw that my voice could reach only a few. I was trembling as I
began to read my speech. Sir Pherozeshah cheered me up continually by asking me to speak louder and still
louder. I have a feeling that, far from encouraging me, it made my voice sink lower and lower.
My old friend Sjt. Keshavrao Deshpande came to my rescue. I handed my speech to him. His was just the
proper voice. But the audience refused to listen. The hall rang with the cries of, “Wacha”, “Wacha”. So Mr. Wacha
stood up and read the speech, with wonderful results. The audience became perfectly quiet, and listened to the
speech to the end, punctuating it with applause and cries of shame where necessary. This gladdened my heart.
Sir Pherozeshah liked the speech. I was supremely happy. The meeting won me the active sympathy of Sjt.
Deshpande and a Farsi friend, whose name I hesitate to mention, as he is a high-placed Government official today.
Both expressed their resolve to accompany me to South Africa. Mr. C. M. Cursetji, who was then Small Causes
Court Judge, however, moved the Farsi friend from his resolve, as he had plotted his marriage. He had to choose
between marriage and going to South Africa, and he chose the former. But Farsi Rustomji made amends for the
broken resolve, and a number of Farsi sisters are now making amends for the lady who helped in the breach by
dedicating themselves to khadi work. I have therefore gladly forgiven that couple.
Sjt. Deshpande had no temptations of marriage, but he too could not come. Today he is himself doing enough
reparation for the broken pledge. On my way back to South Africa I met one of the Tyabjis at Zanzibar. He also
promised to come and help me, but never came. Mr. Abbas Tyabji is atoning for that offence. Thus none of my
three attempts to induce barristers to go to South Africa bore any fruit.
*
In this connection I remember Mr. Pestonji Padshah. I had been on friendly terms with him ever since my stay
in England. I first met him in a vegetarian restaurant in London. I knew of his brother Mr. Barjorji Padshah by his
reputation as a crank. I had never met him, but friends said that he was eccentric. Out of pity for the horses he
would not ride in tram-cars, he refused to take degrees in spite of a prodigious. memory, he had developed an
independent spirit, and he was a vegetarian, though a Parsi. Pestonji had not quite this reputation, but he was
famous for his erudition even in London. The common factor between us, however, was vegetarianism, and not
scholarship in which it was beyond my power to approach him.
I found him out again in Bombay. He was Prothonotary in the High Court. When I met him he was engaged on
his contribution to a Higher Gujarati Dictionary. There was not a friend I had not approached for help in my South
African work. Pestonji Padshah, however, not only refused to aid me, but even advised me not to return to South
Africa.
“It is impossible to help you,” he said. “But I tell you I do not like even your going to South Africa. Is there
lack of work in our own country? Look, now, there is not a little to do for our language. I have to find out
scientific words. But this is only one branch of the work. Think of the poverty of the land. Our people in South
Africa are no doubt in difficulty, but I do not want a man like you to be sacrificed for that work. Let us win selfgovernment here, and we shall automatically help our countrymen there. I know I cannot prevail upon you, but I
will not encourage anyone of your type to throw in his lot with you.”
I did not like this advice, but it increased my regard for Mr. Pestonji Padshah. I was struck with his love for the
country and for the mother tongue. The incident brought us closer to each other. I could understand his point of
view. But far from giving up my work in South Africa, I became firmer in my resolve. A patriot cannot afford to
ignore any branch of service to the motherland. And for me the text of the Gita was clear and emphatic:
Finally, this is better, that one do
His own task as he may, even though he fail,
Than take tasks not his own, though they seem good.
To die performing duty is no ill;
But who seeks other roads shall wander still.

II.28
Sir Pherozeshah had made my way easy. So from Bombay I went to Poona. Here there were two parties. I
wanted the help of people of every shade of opinion. First I met Lokamanya Tiilak. He said:
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“You are quite right in seeking the help of all parties. There can be no difference of opinion on the South
African question. But you must have a non-party man for your president. Meet Professor Bhandarkar. He has been
taking no part of late in any public movement. But this question might possibly draw him out. See him and let me
know what he says. I want to help you to the fullest extent. Of course you will meet me whenever you like. I am
at your disposal.”
This was my first meeting with the Lokamanya. It revealed to me the secret of his unique popularity.
Next I met Gokhale. I found him on the Fergusson College grounds. He gave me an affectionate welcome, and
his manner immediately won my heart. With him too this was my first meeting, and yet it seemed as though we
were renewing an old friendship. Sir Pherozeshah had seemed to me like the Himalaya, the Lokamanya like the
ocean. But Gokhale was as the Ganges. One could have a refreshing bath in the holy river. The Himalaya was
unscaleable, and one could not easily launch forth on the sea, but the Ganges invited one to its bosom. It was a joy
to be on it with a boat and an oar.
Gokhale closely examined me, as a schoolmaster would examine a candidate seeking admission to a school.
He told me whom to approach and how to approach them. He asked to have a look at my speech. He showed me
over the college, assured me that he was always at my disposal, asked me to let him know the result of the
interview with Dr. Bhandarkar, and sent me away exultantly happy. In the sphere of politics the place that
Gokhale occupied in my heart during his lifetime and occupies even now, was and is absolutely unique.
Dr. Bhandarkar received me with the warmth of a father. It was noon when I called on him. The very fact that I
was busy seeing people at that hour appealed greatly to this indefatigable savant, and my insistence on a nonparty man for the president of the meeting had his ready approval, which was expressed in the spontaneous
exclamation,
“That’s it, that’s it!” After he had heard me out he said:
“Anyone will tell you that I do not take part in politics. But I cannot refuse you. Your case is so strong and
your industry is so admirable that I cannot decline to take part in your meeting. You did well in consulting Tilak
and Gokhale. Please tell them that I shall be glad to preside over the meeting to be held under the joint auspices of
the two Sabhas. You need not have the time of the meeting from me. Any time that suits them will suit me.” With
this he bade me good-bye with congratulations and blessings.
Without any ado this erudite and selfless band of workers in Poona held a meeting in an unostentatious little
place, and sent me away rejoicing and more confident of my mission.
I next proceeded to Madras. It was wild with enthusiasm. The Balasundaram incident made a profound
impression on the meeting. My speech was printed and was, for me, fairly long. But the audience listened to every
word with attention. At the close of the meeting there was a regular run on the “Green Pamphlet”. I brought out a
second and revised edition of 10,000 copies. They sold like hot cakes, but I saw that it was not necessary to print
such a large number. In my enthusiasm I had overcalculated the demand. It was the English-speaking public to
which my speech had been addressed, and in Madras that class alone could not take the whole ten thousand.
The greatest help here came to me from the late Sjt. G. Parameshvaran Pillay, the editor of The Madras
Standard. He had made a careful study of the question, and he often invited me to his office and gave me
guidance. Sjt. G. Subrahmaniam of The Hindu and Dr. Subrahmaniam also were very sympathetic. But Sjt. G.
Parameshvaran Pillay placed the columns of The Madras Standard entirely at my disposal, and I freely availed
myself of the offer. The meeting in Pachaiappa’s Hall, so far as I can recollect, was with Dr. Subrahmaniam in the
chair.
The affection showered on me by most of the friends I met and their enthusiasm for the cause were so great
that, in spite of my having to communicate with them in English, I felt myself entirely at home. What barrier is
there that love cannot break?
II.29
From Madras I proceeded to Calcutta where I found myself hemmed in by difficulties. I knew no one there. So
I took a room in the Great Eastern Hotel. Here I became acquainted with Mr. Ellerthorpe, a representative of The
Daily Telegraph. He invited me to the Bengal Club, where he was staying. He did not then realize that an Indian
could not be taken to the drawing-room of the club. Having discovered the restriction, he took me to his room. He
expressed his sorrow regarding this prejudice of the local Englishmen and apologized to me for not having been
able to take me to the drawing-room.
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I had of course to see Surendranath Banerji, the “Idol of Bengal”. When I met him, he was surrounded by a
number of friends. He said:
“I am afraid people will not take interest in your work. As you know, our difficulties here are by no means few.
But you must try as best you can. You will have to enlist the sympathy of Maharajas. Mind, you meet the
representatives of the British Indian Association. You should meet Raja Sir Pyarimohan Mukarji and Maharaja
Tagore. Both are liberal-minded and take a fair share in public work.”
I met these gentlemen, but without success. Both gave me a cold reception and said it was no easy thing to call
a public meeting in Calcutta, and if anything could be done, it would practically all depend on Surendranath
Banerji.
I saw that my task was becoming more and more difficult. I called at the office of The Amrita Bazar Patrika.
The gentleman whom I met there took me to be a wandering Jew. The Bangabasi went even one better. The editor
kept me waiting for an hour. He had evidently many interviewers, but he would not so much as look at me, even
when he had disposed of the rest. On my venturing to broach my subject after the long wait, he said:
“Don’t you see our hands are full? There is no end to the number of visitors like you. You had better go. I am
not disposed to listen to you.”
For a moment I felt offended, but I quickly understood the editor’s position. I had heard of the fame of The
Bangabasi. I could see that there was a regular stream of visitors there. And they were all people acquainted with
him. His paper had no lack of topics to discuss, and South Africa was hardly known at that time.
However serious a grievance may be in the eyes of the man who suffers from it, he will be but one of the
numerous people invading the editor’s office, each with a grievance of his own. How is the editor to meet them
all?
Moreover, the aggrieved party imagines that the editor is a power in the land. Only he knows that his power
can hardly travel beyond the threshold of his office.
But I was not discouraged. I kept on seeing editors of other papers. As usual I met the Anglo-Indian editors
also. The Statesman and The Englishman realized the importance of the question. I gave them long interviews,
and they published them in full.
Mr. Saunders, editor of The Englishman, claimed me as his own. He placed his office and paper at my
disposal. He even allowed me the liberty of making whatever changes I liked in the leading article he had written
on the situation, the proof of which he sent me in advance. It is no exaggeration to say that a friendship grew up
between us. He promised to render me all the help he could, carried out the promise to the letter, and kept on his
correspondence with me until the time when he was seriously ill.
*
Throughout my life I have had the privilege of many such friendships, which have sprung up quite
unexpectedly. What Mr. Saunders liked in me was my freedom from exaggeration and my devotion to truth. He
subjected me to a searching cross-examination before he began to sympathize with my cause, and he saw that I
had spared neither will nor pains to place before him an impartial statement of the case even of the white man in
South Africa and also to appreciate it.
My experience has shown me that we win justice quickest by rendering justice to the other party The
unexpected help of Mr. Saunders had begun to encourage me to think that I might succeed after all in holding a
public meeting in Calcutta, when I received the following cable from Durban: .
Parliament opens January. Return soon.

So I addressed a letter to the press, in which I explained why I had to leave Calcutta so abruptly, and set off for
Bombay. Before starting I wired to the Bombay agent of Dada Abdulla and Co., to arrange for my passage by the
first possible boat to South Africa. Dada Abdulla had just then purchased the steamship Courland and insisted on
my traveling on that boat, offering to take me and my family free of charge. I gratefully accepted the offer, and in
the beginning of December set sail a second time for South Africa, now with my wife and two sons and the only
son of my widowed sister.
Another steamship, Naderi, also sailed for Durban at the same time. .The agents of the Company were Dada
Abdulla and Co. The total number of passengers these boats carried must have been about eight hundred, half of
whom were bound for the Transvaal.
III.1
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This was my first voyage with my wife and children. I have often observed in the course of this narrative that,
on account of child marriages amongst middle-class Hindus, the husband will be literate whilst the wife remains
practically unlettered. A wide gulf thus separates them, and the husband has to become his wife’s teacher. So I had
to think out the details of the dress to be adopted by my wife and children, the food they were to eat, and the
manners which would be suited to their new surroundings. Some of the recollections of those days are amusing to
look back upon.
A Hindu wife regards implicit obedience to her husband as the highest religion. A Hindu husband regards
himself as lord and master of his wife, who must ever dance attendance upon him. I believed, at the time of which
I am writing, that in order to look civilized, our dress and manners had as far as possible to approximate to the
European standard. Because, I thought, only thus could we have some influence, and without influence it would
not be possible to serve the community. I therefore determined the style of dress for my wife and children. How
could I like them to be known as Kathiawad banias? The Parsis used then to be regarded as the most civilized
people amongst Indians, and so, when the complete European style seemed to be unsuited, we adopted the Parsi
style. Accordingly my wife wore the Parsi sari, and the boys the Parsi coat and trousers.
Of course no one could be without shoes and stockings. It was long before my wife and children could get
used to them. The shoes cramped their feet and the stockings stank with perspiration. The toes often got sore. I
always had my answers ready to all these objections.
But I have an impression that it was not so much the answers as the force of authority that carried conviction.
They agreed to the changes in dress as there was no alternative. In the same spirit and with even more reluctance
they adopted the use of knives and forks.
When my infatuation for these signs of civilization wore away, they gave up the knives and forks. After having
become long accustomed to the new style, it was perhaps no less irksome for them to return to the original mode.
But I can see today that we feel all the freer and lighter for having cast off the tinsel of civilization.
*
On board the same steamer with us were some relatives and acquaintances. These and other deck passengers I
frequently met, because, the boat belonging to my client’s friends, I was free to move about anywhere and
everywhere I liked.
Since the steamer was making straight for Natal, without calling at intermediate ports, our voyage was of only
eighteen days. But as though to warn us of the coming real storm on land, a terrible gale overtook us, whilst we
were only four days from Natal. December is a summer month of monsoon in the Southern hemisphere, and
gales, great and small, are, therefore, quite common in the Southern sea at that season. The gale in which we were
caught was so violent and prolonged, that the passengers became alarmed.
It was a solemn scene. All became one in face of the common danger. They forgot their differences and began
to think of the one and only God—Musalmans, Hindus, Christians and all. Some took various vows. The captain
also joined the passengers in their prayers. He assured them that, though the storm was not without danger, he had
had experience of many worse ones, and explained to them that a well-built ship could stand almost any weather.
But they were inconsolable. Every minute were heard sounds and crashes which foreboded breaches and leaks.
The ship rocked and rolled to such an extent that it seemed as though she would capsize at any moment. It was
out of the question for anyone to remain on deck. “His will be done” was the only cry on every lip.
So far as I can recollect, we must have been in this plight for about twenty-four hours. At last the sky cleared,
the sun made his appearance, and the captain said that the storm had blown over. People’s faces beamed with
gladness, and with the disappearance of danger disappeared also the name of God from their lips. Eating and
drinking, singing and merry-making again became the order of the day. The fear of death was gone, and the
momentary mood of earnest prayer gave place to maya.\fn{The famous word in Hindu philosophy which is nearly
untranslatable, but has been frequently translated in English as “delusion”, “illusion” } There were of course the usual namaz\fn
{The prayer prescribed by the Qur’an} and the prayers, yet they had none of the solemnity of that dread hour.
But the storm had made me one with the passengers. I had little fear of the storm, for I had had experience of
similar ones. I am a good sailor and do not get seasick. So I could fearlessly move amongst the passengers,
bringing them comfort and good cheer, and conveying to them hourly reports of the captain. The friendship I thus
formed stood me, as. we shall see, in very good stead.
The ship cast anchor in the port of Durban on the 18 th or 19th of December. The Naderi also reached the same
day. But the real storm was still to come.
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III.2
We have seen that the two ships cast anchor in the port of Durban on or about the 18 th of December. No
passengers are allowed to land at any of the South African ports before being subjected to a thorough medical
examination. If the ship has any passenger suffering from a contagious disease, she has to undergo a period of
quarantine. As there had been plague in Bombay when we set sail, we feared that we might have to go through a
brief quarantine. Before the examination every ship has to fly a yellow flag, which is lowered only when the
doctor has certified her to be healthy. Relatives and friends of passengers are allowed to come on board only after
the yellow flag has been lowered.
Accordingly our ship was flying the yellow flag, when the doctor came and examined us: He ordered a five
days’ quarantine because, in his opinion, plague germs took twenty-three days at the most to develop. Our ship
was therefore ordered to be put in quarantine until the twenty-third day of our sailing from Bombay. But this
quarantine order had more than health reasons behind it.
The white residents of Durban had been agitating for our repatriation, and the agitation was one of the reasons
for the order. Dada Abdulla and Co. kept us regularly informed about the daily happenings in the town. The
whites were holding monster meetings every day. They were addressing all kinds of threats and at times offering
even inducements to Dada Abdulla and Co. They were ready to indemnify the Company if both the ships should
be sent back.
But Dada Abdulla and Co. were not the people to be afraid of threats. Sheth Abdul Karim Haji Adam was then
the managing partner of the firm. He was determined to moor the ships at the wharf and disembark the passengers
at any cost. He was daily sending me detailed letters. Fortunately the late Sjt. Mansukhlal Naazar was then in
Durban, having gone there to meet me. He was capable and fearless and guided the Indian community. Their
advocate Mr. Laughton was an equally fearless man. He condemned the conduct of the white residents and
advised the community, not merely as their paid advocate, but also as their true friend.
Thus Durban had become the scene of an unequal duel. On one side there was a handful of poor Indians and a
few of their English friends, and on the other were ranged the white men, strong in arms, in numbers, in education
and in wealth. They had also the backing of the State, for the Natal Government openly helped them. Mr. Harry
Escombe, who was the most influential of the members of the Cabinet, openly took part in their meetings.
The real object of the quarantine was thus to coerce the passengers into returning to India by somehow
intimidating them or the Agent Company. For now threats began to be addressed to us also:
“If you do not go back, you will surely be pushed into the sea. But if you consent to return, you may even get
your passage money back.”
*
I constantly moved amongst my fellow passengers cheering them up. I also sent messages of comfort to the
passengers of the S.S. Naderi. All of them kept calm and courageous. We arranged all sorts of games on the ship
for the entertainment of the passengers. On Christmas Day the captain invited the saloon passengers to dinner.
The principal among these were my family and I. In the speeches after dinner I spoke on Western civilization. I
knew that this was not an occasion for a serious speech. But mine could not he otherwise. I took part in the
merriment, but my heart was in the combat that was going on in Durban.
For I was the real target. There were two charges against me: (1) that whilst in India I had indulged in
unmerited condemnation of the Natal whites; (2) that with a view to swamping Natal with Indians I had specially
brought the two shiploads of passengers to settle there.
I was conscious of my responsibility. I knew that Dada Abdulla and Co. had incurred grave risks on my
account, the lives of the passengers were in danger, and by bringing my family with me I had put them likewise in
jeopardy.
But I was absolutely innocent. I had induced no one to go to Natal. I did not know the passengers when they
embarked. And with the exception of a couple of relatives, I did not know the name and address of even one of
the hundreds of passengers on board. Neither had I said, whilst in India, a word about the whites in Natal that I
had not already said in Natal itself. And I had ample evidence in support of all that I had said.
I therefore deplored the civilization of which the Natal whites were the fruit, and which they represented and
championed. This civilization had all along been on my mind, and I therefore offered my views concerning it in
my speech before that little meeting. The captain and other friends gave me a patient hearing, and received, my
speech in the spirit in which it was made. I do not know that it in any way affected the course of their lives, but
afterwards I had long talks with the captain and other officers regarding the civilization of the West. I had in my
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speech described Western civilization as being, unlike the Eastern, predominantly based on force. The questioners
pinned me to my faith, and one of them—the captain, so far as I can recollect—said to me:
“Supposing the whites carry out their threats, how will you stand by your principle of non-violence?” To which
I replied:
“I hope God will give me the courage and the sense to forgive them and to refrain from bringing them to law. I
have no anger against them. I am only sorry for their ignorance and their narrowness. I know that they sincerely
believe that what they are doing today is right, and proper. I have no reason therefore to be angry with them.” The
questioner smiled, possibly distrustfully.
Thus the days dragged on their weary length. When the quarantine would terminate was still uncertain. The
Quarantine Officer said that the matter had passed out of his hands and that, as soon as he had orders from the
Government, he would permit us to land.
*
At last ultimatums were served on the passengers and me. We were asked to submit, if we would escape with
our lives. In our reply the passengers and I both maintained our right to land at Port Natal, and intimated our
determination to enter Natal at any risk.
At the end of twenty-three days the ships were permitted to enter the harbor, and orders permitting the
passengers to land were passed.
III.3
So the ships were brought into the dock and the passengers began to go ashore. But Mr. Escombe had sent
word to the captain that, as the whites were highly enraged against me and my life was in danger, my family and I
should be advised to land at dusk, when the Port Superintendent Mr. Tatum would escort us home. The captain
communicated the message to me, and I agreed to act accordingly. But scarcely half an hour after this, Mr.
Laughton came to the captain. He said:
“I would like to take Mr. Gandhi with me, should he have no objection. As the legal adviser of the Agent
Company I tell you that you are not bound to carry out the message you have received from Mr. Escombe.” After
this he came to me and said somewhat to this effect:
“If you are not afraid, I suggest that Mrs. Gandhi and the children should drive to Mr. Rustomji’s house, whilst
you and 1 follow them on foot. I do not at all like the idea of your entering the city like a thief in the night. I do
not think there is any fear of anyone hurting you. Everything is quiet now. The whites have all dispersed. But in
any case I am convinced that you ought not to enter the city stealthily.”
I readily agreed. My wife and children drove safely to Mr. Rustomji’s place. With the captain’s permission. I
went ashore with Mr. Laughton. Mr. Rustomji’s house was about two miles from the dock.
As soon as we landed some youngsters recognized me and shouted,
“Gandhi! Gandhi!”
About half a dozen men rushed to the spot and joined in the shouting. Mr. Loughton feared that the crowd
might swell and hailed a rickshaw. I had never liked the idea of being in a rickshaw. This was to be my first
experience.
But the youngsters would not jet me get into it. They frightened the rickshaw boy out of his life, and he took to
his heels. As we went ahead, the crowd continued to swell, until it became impossible to proceed further. They
first caught hold of Mr. Laughton and separated us. Then they pelted me with stones, brickbats and rotten eggs.
Someone snatched away my turban, whilst others began to batter and kick me. I fainted and caught hold of the
front railings of a house and stood there to get my breath.
But it was impossible. They came upon me boxing and battering. The wife of the Police Superintendent, who
knew me happened to be passing by. The brave lady came up, opened her parasol though there was no sun then,
and stood between the crowd and me. This checked the fury of the mob, as it was difficult for them to deliver
blows on me without harming Mrs. Alexander.
Meanwhile an Indian youth who witnessed the incident had run to the police station. The Police
Superintendent Mr. Alexander sent a posse of men to ring me round and escort me safely to my destination. They
arrived in time. The police station lay on our way. As we reached there, the Superintendent asked me to take
refuge in the station, but I gratefully declined the offer.
“They are sure to quiet down when they realize their mistake.” I said. “I have trust in their sense of fairness.”
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Escorted by the police, I arrived without further harm at Mr. Rustomji’s place. I had bruises all over, but no
abrasions except in one place. Dr. Dadibarjor, the ship’s doctor, who was on the spot, rendered the best possible
help.
There was quiet inside, but outside the whites surrounded the house. Night was coming on, and the yelling
crowd was shouting,
“We must have Gandhi!”
The quick-sighted Police Superintendent was already there trying to keep the crowds under control, not by
threats, but by humoring them. But he was not entirely free from anxiety. He sent me a message to this effect:
“If you would save your friend’s house and property and also your family, you should escape from the house in
disguise, as I suggest.”
*
Thus on one and the same day I was faced with two contradictory positions. When danger to life had been no
more than imaginary, Mr. Laughton advised me to launch forth openly. I accepted the advice. When the danger
was quite real, another friend gave me the contrary advice, and I accepted that too. Who can say whether I did so
because I saw that my life was in jeopardy, or because I did not want to put my friend’s life and property or the
lives of my wife and children in danger? Who can say for certain that I was right both when I faced the crowd in
the first instance bravely, as it was said, and when I escaped from it in disguise?
It is idle to adjudicate upon the right and wrong of incidents that have already happened. It is useful to
understand them and, if possible, to learn a lesson from them for the future. It is difficult to say for certain how a
particular man would act in a particular set of circumstances. We can also see that judging a man from his
outward act is no more than a doubtful inference, inasmuch as it is not based on sufficient data.
Be that as it may, the preparations for escape made me forget my injuries. As suggested by the Superintendent,
I put on an Indian constable’s uniform and wore on my head a Madrasi scarf, wrapped round a place to serve as a
helmet. Two detectives accompanied me, one of them disguised as an Indian merchant and with his face painted
to resemble that of an Indian. I forget the disguise of the other.
We reached a neighboring shop by a by-lane and, making our way through the gunny bags piled in the godown,
escaped by the gate of the shop and threaded our way through the crowd to a carriage that had been kept for me at
the end of the street. In this we drove off to the same police station where Mr. Alexander had offered me refuge a
short time before, and I thanked him and the detective officers.
Whilst I had been thus effecting my escape, Mr. Alexander had kept the crowd amused by singing the tune:
Hang old Gandhi
On the sour apple tree.

When he was informed of my safe arrival at the police station, he thus broke the news to the crowd:
“Well, your victim has made good his escape through a neighboring shop. You had better go home now.” Some
of them were angry, others laughed, some refused to believe the story.
“Well then,” said the Superintendent, “if you do not believe me, you may appoint one or two representatives,
whom I am ready to take inside the house. If they succeed in finding out Gandhi, I will gladly deliver him to you.
But if they fail; you must disperse. I am sure that you have no intention of destroying Mr. Rustomji’s house or of
harming Mr. Gandhi’s wife and children.”
The crowd sent their representatives to search the house. They soon returned with disappointing news, and the
crowd broke up at last, most of them admiring the Superintendent’s tactful handling of the situation, and a few
fretting and fuming.
*
The late Mr. Chamberlain, who was then Secretary of State for the Colonies, cabled asking the Natal
Government to prosecute my assailants. Mr. Escombe sent for me, expressed his regret for the injuries I had
sustained, and said:
“Believe me, I cannot feel happy over the least little injury done to your person. You had a right to accept Mr.
Laughton’s advice and to face the worst, but I am sure that, if you had considered my suggestion favourably, these
sad occurrences would not have happened. If you can identify the assailants, I am prepared to arrest and prosecute
them. Mr. Chamberlain also desires me to do so.” To which I gave the following reply:
“I do not want to prosecute anyone. It is possible that I may be able to identify one or two of them, but what is
the use of getting them punished? Besides, I do not hold the assailants to blame. They were given to understand
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that I had made exaggerated statements in India about the whites in Natal and calumniated them. If they believed
these reports, it is no wonder that they were enraged. The leaders and, if you will permit me to say so, you are to
blame. You could have guided the people properly, but you also believed Reuter[s] and assumed that I must have
indulged in exaggeration. I do not want to bring any one to book. I am sure that, when the truth becomes known,
they will be sorry for their conduct.”
“Would you mind giving me this in writing?” said Mr. Escombe. “Because I shall have to cable to Mr.
Chamberlain to that effect. 1 do not want you to make any statement in haste. You may, if you like, consult Mr.
Laughton and your other friends, before you come to a final decision. I may confess, however, that, if you waive
the right of bringing your assailants to book, you will considerably help me in restoring quiet, besides enhancing
your own reputation.”
“Thank you,” said I. “I need not consult anyone. I had made my decision in the matter before I came to you. It
is my conviction that I should not prosecute the assailants, and I am, prepared this moment to reduce my decision
to writing.”
With this I gave him the necessary statement.
III.4
I had not yet left the police station when, after two days, I was taken to see Mr. Escombe. Two constables were
sent to protect me, though no such precaution was then needed.
On the day of landing, as soon as the yellow flag I was lowered, a representative of The Natal Advertiser had
come to interview me. He had asked me a number of questions, and in reply I had been able to refute every one of
the charges that had been leveled against me. Thanks to Sir Pherozeshah Mehta, I had delivered only written
speeches in India, and I had copies of them all, as well as of my other writings. I had given the interviewer all this
literature and showed him that in India I had said nothing which I had not already said in South Africa in stronger
language. I had also shown him that I had had no hand in bringing the passengers of the Courland and Naderi to
South Africa. Many of them were old residents, and most of them, far from wanting to stay in Natal, meant to go
to the Transvaal. In those days the Transvaal offered better prospects than Natal to those coming in search of
wealth, and most Indians, therefore, preferred to go there.
This interview and my refusal to prosecute the assailants produced such a profound impression that the
Europeans of Durban were ashamed of their conduct. The press declared me to be innocent and condemned the
mob. Thus the lynching ultimately proved to be a blessing for me, that is, for the cause. It enhanced the prestige of
the Indian community in South Africa and made my work easier.
In three or four days I went to my house, and it was not long before I settled down again. The incident added
also to my professional practice.
But if it enhanced the prestige of the community, it also fanned the flame of prejudice against it. As soon as it
was proved that the Indian could put up a manly fight, he came to be regarded as a danger. Two bills were
introduced in the Natal Legislative Assembly, one of them calculated to affect the Indian trader adversely, and the
other to impose a stringent restriction on Indian immigration. Fortunately the fight for the franchise had resulted
in a decision to the effect that no enactment might be passed against the Indians as such, that is to say, that the law
should make no distinctions of color or race. The language of the bills above mentioned made them applicable to
all, but their object undoubtedly was to impose further restrictions on the Indian residents of Natal.
The bills considerably increased my public work; and made the community more alive than ever to their sense
of duty. They were translated into Indian languages and fully explained, so as to bring home to the community
their subtle implications. We appealed to the Colonial Secretary, but he refused to interfere, and the bills became
law.
Public work now began to absorb most of my time. Sjt. Mansukhlal Naazar, who, as I have said, was already
in Durban, came to stay with me, and as he gave his time to public work, he lightened my burden to some extent.
Sheth Adamji Miyakhan had, in my absence, discharged his duty with great credit. He had increased the
membership and added about £1,000 to the coffers of the Natal Indian Congress. The awakening caused by the
bills and the demonstration against the passengers I turned to good account by making an appeal for membership
and funds, which now amounted to £5,000.
My desire was to secure for the Congress a permanent fund, so that it might procure property of its own and
then carry on its work out of the rent of the property. This was my first experience of managing a public
institution. I placed my proposal before my co-workers, and they welcomed it. The property that was purchased
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was leased out, and the rent was enough to meet the current expenses of the Congress. The property was vested in
a strong body of trustees and is still there today, but it has become the source of much internecine quarrelling with
the result that the rent of the property now accumulates in the court.
This sad situation developed after my departure from South Africa, but my idea of having permanent funds for
public institutions underwent a change long before this difference arose. And now after considerable experience
with the many public institutions which I have managed, it has become my firm conviction that it is not good to
run public institutions on permanent funds. A permanent fund carries in itself the seed of the moral fall of the
institution.
A public institution means an institution conducted with the approval, and from the funds, of the public. When
such an institution ceases to have public support, it forfeits its right to exist. Institutions maintained on permanent
funds are often found to ignore public opinion, and are frequently responsible for acts contrary to it. In our
country we experience this at every step. Some of the so-called religious trusts have ceased to render any
accounts. The trustees have become the owners and are responsible to none.
I have no doubt that the ideal is for public institutions to live, like nature, from day to day. The institution that
fails to win public support has no right to exist as such. The subscriptions that an institution annually receives are
a test of its popularity and the honesty of its management, and I am of opinion that every institution should submit
to that test.
But let no one misunderstand me. My remarks do not apply to the bodies which cannot, by their very nature,
be conducted without permanent buildings. What I mean to say is that the current expenditure should be found
from subscriptions voluntarily received from year to year.
These views were confirmed during the days of the satyagraha in South Africa. That magnificent campaign
extending over six, years was carried on without permanent funds, though lakhs of rupees were necessary for it. I
can recollect times when I did not know what would happen the next day if no subscriptions came in.
But I shall not anticipate future events. The reader will find the opinion expressed above amply borne out in
the coming narrative.
III.5
When I landed at Durban in January 1897. I had three children with me, my sister’s son ten years old. and my
own sons nine and five years of age. Where was I to educate them?
I could have sent them to the schools for European children, but only as a matter of favour and exception. No
other Indian children were allowed to attend them. For these there were schools established' by Christian
missions, but I was not prepared to send my children there. as I did not like the education imparted in those
schools. For one thing, the medium of instruction would be only English, or perhaps incorrect Tamil or Hindi; this
too could only have been arranged with difficulty. I could not possibly put up with this and other disadvantages.
In the meantime I was making my own attempt to teach them. But that was at best irregular, and I could not get
hold of a suitable Gujarati teacher.
I was at my wits end. I advertised for an English teacher who should teach the children under my direction.
Some regular instruction was to, be given them by this teacher, and for the rest they should be satisfied with what
little I could give them irregularly. So I engaged an English governess on £7 a month. This went on for some time,
but not to my satisfaction. The boys acquired some knowledge of Gujarati through my conversation and
intercourse with them, which was strictly in the mother-tongue. I was loath to send them back to India, for I
believed even then that young children should not be separated from their parents. The education that children
naturally imbibe in a well-ordered household is impossible to obtain in hostels.
I therefore kept my children with me. I did send my nephew and elder son to be educated at residential schools
in India for a few months, but I soon had to recall them. Later, the eldest son, long after he had come of age, broke
away from me, and went to India to join a High School in Ahmedabad. I have an impression that the nephew was
satisfied with what I could give him. Unfortunately he died in the prime of youth after a brief illness. The other
three of my sons have never been at a public school, though they did get some regular schooling in an improvised
school which I started for the children of satyagrahi parents in South Africa.
These experiments were all inadequate. I could not devote to the children all the time I had wanted to give
them. My inability to give them enough attention and other unavoidable causes prevented me from providing
them with the literary education I had desired, and all my sons have had complaints to make against me in this
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matter. Whenever they come across an M. A. or a B. A., or even a matriculate, they seem to feel the handicap of a
want of school education.
Nevertheless I am of opinion that, if I had insisted on their being educated somehow at public schools, they
would have been deprived of the training that can be had only at the school of experience, or from constant
contact with the parents. I should never have been free, as I am today, from anxiety on their score, and the
artificial education that they could have had in England or South Africa, torn from me, would never have taught
them the simplicity and the spirit of service that they show in their lives today, while their artificial ways of living
might have been a serious handicap in my public work. Therefore, though I have not been able to give them a
literary education either to their or to my satisfaction, I am not quite sure, as I look back on my past years, that I
have not done my duty by them to the best of my capacity.
Nor do I regret not having sent them to public schools. I have always felt that the undesirable traits I see today
in my eldest son are an echo of my own undisciplined and unformulated early life. I regard that time as a period
of half-baked knowledge and indulgence. It coincided with the most impressionable years of my eldest son, and
naturally he has refused to regard it as my time of indulgence and inexperience. He has on the contrary believed
that that was the brightest period of my life, and the changes, effected later, have been due to delusion, miscalled
enlightenment.
And well he might. Why should he not think that my earlier years represented a period of awakening, and the
later years of radical change, years of delusion and egotism? Often have I been confronted with various posers
from friends: What harm had there been, if I had given my boys an academical education? What right had I thus
to clip their wings? Why should I have come in the way of their taking degrees and choosing their own careers?
I do not think that there is much point in these questions. 1 have come in contact with numerous students. I
have tried myself or through others to impose my educational fads on other children too and have seen the results
thereof. There are within my knowledge a number of young men today contemporaneous with my sons. I do not
think that man to man they are any better than my sons, or that my sons have much to learn from them.
But the ultimate result of my experiments is in the womb of the future. My object in discussing this subject
here is that a student of the history of civilization may have some measure of the difference between disciplined
home education and school education, and also of the effect produced on children through changes introduced by
parents in their lives.
The purpose of this chapter is also to show the length to which a votary of truth is driven by his experiments
with truth, as also to show the votary of liberty how many are the sacrifices demanded by that stern goddess. Had
I been without a sense of self-respect and satisfied myself with having for my children the education that other
children could not get, I should have deprived them of the object-lesson in liberty and self-respect that I gave
them at the cost of the literary training. And where a choice has to be made between liberty and learning, who will
not say that the former has to be preferred a thousand times to the latter?
The youths whom I called out in 1920 from those citadels of slavery—their schools and colleges—and whom I
advised that it was far better to remain unlettered and break stones for the sake of liberty than to go in for a
literary education in the chains of slaves will probably be able now to trace my advice to its source.
III.6
My profession progressed satisfactorily, but that was far from satisfying me. The question of further
simplifying my life and of doing some concrete act of service to my fellowmen had been constantly agitating me,
when a leper came to my door.
I had not the heart to dismiss him with a meal. So I offered him shelter, dressed his wounds, and began to look
after him. But I could not go on like that indefinitely. I could not afford, I lacked the will to keep him always with
me. So I sent him to the Government Hospital for indentured laborers.
But I was still ill at ease. I longed for some humanitarian work of a permanent nature. Dr. Booth was the head
of the St. Aidan’s Mission. He was a kind-hearted man and treated his patients free. Thanks to Farsi Rustomji’s
charities, it was possible to open a small charitable hospital under Dr. Booth’s charge. I felt strongly inclined to
serve as a nurse in this hospital. The work of dispensing medicines took from one to two hours daily, and I made
up my mind to find that time from my office-work, so as to be able to fill the place of a compounder in the
dispensary attached to the hospital.
Most of my professional work was chamber work, conveyancing and arbitration. I of course used to have a
few cases in the magistrate’s court, but most of them were of a non-controversial character, and Mr. Khan, who
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had followed me to South Africa and was then living with me, undertook to take them if I was absent. So 1 found
time to serve in the small hospital. This meant two hours every morning, including the time taken in going to and
from the hospital.
This work brought me some peace. It consisted in ascertaining the patient’s complaints, laying the facts before
the doctor and dispensing the prescriptions. It brought me in close touch with suffering Indians, most of them
indentured Tamil, Telugu or North India men. The experience stood me in good stead, when during the Boer War I
offered my services for nursing the sick and wounded soldiers.
The question of the rearing of children had been ever before me. I had two sons born in South Africa, and my
service in the hospital was useful in solving the question of their upbringing. My independent spirit was a
constant source of trial. My wife and I had decided to have the best medical aid at the time of her delivery, but if
the doctor and the nurse were to leave us in the lurch at the right moment, what was I to do? Then the nurse had to
be an Indian. And the difficulty of getting a trained Indian nurse in South Africa can be easily imagined from the
similar difficulty in India.
So I studied the things necessary for safe labor. I read Dr. Tribhuvandas’ book, Mane Shikhaman—Advice to A
Mother—and I nursed both my children according to the instructions given in the book, tempered here and there
by such experience as I had gained elsewhere. The services of a nurse were utilized—not for more than two
months each time—chiefly for helping my wife, and not for taking care of the babies, which I did myself. The
birth of the last child put me to the severest test. The travail\fn{ An old-fashioned term for labor pains: one never hears the
expression any more:H} came on suddenly. The doctor was not immediately available, and some time was lost in
fetching the midwife. Even if she had been on the spot, she could not have helped delivery. I had to see through
the safe delivery of the baby. My careful study of the subject in Dr. Tribhuvandas’ work was of inestimable help. I
was not nervous.
I am convinced that for the proper upbringing of children the parents ought to have a general knowledge of the
care and nursing of babies. At every step I have seen the advantages of my careful study of the subject. My
children would not have enjoyed the general health that they do today, had I not studied the subject and turned my
knowledge to account.
We labour under a sort of superstition that the child has nothing to learn during the first five years of its life.
On the contrary the fact is that the child never learns in after life what it does in its first five years. The education
of the child begins with conception. The physical and mental states of the parents at the moment of conception are
reproduced in the baby. Then during the period of pregnancy it continues to be affected by the mother’s moods,
desires and temperament, as also by her ways of life. After birth the child imitates the parents, and for a
considerable number of. years entirely depends on them for its growth.
The couple who realize these things will never have sexual union for the fulfillment of their lust, but only
when they desire issue. I think it is the height of ignorance to believe that the sexual act is an independent
function necessary like sleeping or eating:.
The world depends for its existence on the act of generation, and as the world is the playground of God and a
reflection of His glory, the act of generation should be controlled for the ordered growth of the world. He who
realizes this will control his lust at any cost, equip himself with the knowledge necessary for the physical, mental
and spiritual well-being of his progeny, and give the benefit of that knowledge to posterity.
III.7
We now reach the stage in this story when I began seriously to think of taking the brahmacharya\fn{Celibacy}
vow. I had been wedded to a monogamous ideal ever since my marriage, faithfulness to my wife being part of the
love of truth. But it was in South Africa that I came to realize the importance of observing brahmacharya even
with respect to my wife. I cannot definitely say what circumstance or what book it was, that set my thoughts in
that direction, but I have a recollection that the predominant factor was the influence of Raychandbhai, of whom I
have already written. I can still recall a conversation that I had with him.
On one occasion I spoke to him in high praise of Mrs. Gladstone’s devotion to her husband. I had read
somewhere that Mrs. Gladstone insisted on preparing tea for Mr. Gladstone even in the House of Commons, and
that this had become a rule in the life of this illustrious couple, whose actions were governed by regularity. I
spoke of this to the poet, and incidentally eulogized conjugal love.
“Which of the two do you prize more,” asked Raychandbhai, “the love of Mrs. Gladstone for her husband as
his wife, or her devoted service irrespective of her relation to Mr. Gladstone? Supposing she had been his sister,
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or his devoted servant, and ministered to him with the same attention, what would you have said? Do we not have
instances of such devoted sisters or servants? Supposing you had found the same loving devotion in a male
servant, would you have been pleased in the same way as in Mrs. Gladstone’s case? Just examine the viewpoint
suggested by me.”
Raychandbhai was himself married. I have an impression that at the moment his words sounded harsh, but they
gripped me irresistibly. The devotion of a servant was, .I felt, a thousand times more praiseworthy than that of a
wife to her husband. There was nothing surprising in the wife’s devotion to her husband, as there was an
indissoluble bond between them. The devotion was perfectly natural. But it required a special effort to cultivate
equal devotion between master and servant. The poet’s point of view began gradually to grow upon me.
What then, I asked myself, should be my relation with my wife? Did my faithfulness consist in making my
wife the instrument of my lust? So long as I was the slave of lust, my faithfulness was worth nothing. To be fair to
my wife, I must say that she was never the temptress. It was therefore the easiest thing for me to take the vow of
brahmacharya, if only I willed it. It was my weak will or lustful attachment that was the obstacle.
Even after my conscience had been roused in the matter, I failed twice. I failed because the motive that
actuated the effort was none the highest. My main object was to escape having more children. Whilst in England I
had read something about contraceptives, I have already referred to Dr. Allinson’s birth control propaganda in the
chapter on Vegetarianism. If it had some temporary effect on me, Mr. Hill’s opposition to those methods and his
advocacy of internal effort as opposed to outward means, in a word, of self-control, had a far greater effect, which
in due time came to be abiding. Seeing, therefore, that I did not desire more children I began to strive after selfcontrol.
There was endless difficulty in the task. We began to sleep in separate beds. I decided to retire to bed only after
the day’s work had left me completely exhausted. All these efforts did not seem to bear much fruit, but when I
look back upon the past, I feel that the final resolution was the cumulative effect of those unsuccessful strivings.
The final resolution could only be made as late as 1906. Satyagraha had not then been started. I had not the
least notion of its coming. I was practicing in Johannesburg at the time of the Zulu Rebellion in Natal, which
came soon after the Boer War. I felt that I must offer my services to the Natal Government on that occasion. The
offer was accepted, as we shall see in another chapter.
But the work set me furiously thinking in the direction of self-control, and according to my wont I discussed
my thoughts with my co-workers. It became my conviction that procreation and the consequent care of children
were inconsistent with public service. I had to break up my household at Johannesburg to be able to serve during
the “Rebellion”. Within one month of offering my services, I had to give up the house I had so carefully
furnished. I took my wife and children to Phoenix and led the Indian ambulance corps attached to the Natal
forces. During the difficult marches that had then to be performed, the idea flashed upon me that if I wanted to
devote myself to the service of the community in this manner, I must relinquish the desire for children and wealth
and live the life of a vanaprastha—of one retired from household cares.
The “Rebellion” did not occupy me for more than six weeks, but this brief period proved to be a very
important epoch in my life. The importance of vows grew upon me more clearly than ever before. I realized that a
vow, far from closing the door to real freedom, opened it. Up to this time I had not met with success because the
will had been lacking, because I had had no faith in myself, no faith in the grace of God, and therefore, my mind
had been tossed on the boisterous sea of doubt. I realized that in refusing to take a vow man was drawn into
temptation, and that to be bound by a vow was like a passage from libertinism to a real monogamous marriage.
“I believe in effort, I do not want to bind myself with vows,” is the mentality of weakness and betrays a subtle
desire for the thing to be avoided. Or where can be the difficulty in making a final decision? I vow to flee from
the serpent which I know will bite me, I do not simply make an effort to flee from him. I know that mere effort
may mean certain death. Mere effort means ignorance of the certain fact that the serpent is bound to kill me. The
fact, therefore, that I could rest content with an effort only, means that I have not yet clearly realized the necessity
of definite action.
“But supposing my views are changed in the future, how can I bind myself by a vow?”
Such a doubt often deters us. But that doubt also betrays a lack of clear perception that a particular thing must
be renounced. That is why Nishkulanand has sung:
“Renunciation without aversion is not lasting.”
Where therefore the desire is gone, a vow of renunciation is the natural and inevitable fruit. .
III.8
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After full discussion and mature deliberation I took the vow in 1906. I had not shared my thoughts with my
wife until then, but only consulted her at the time of taking the vow. She had no objection. But I had great
difficulty in making the final resolve. I had not the necessary strength. How was I to control my passions? The
elimination of carnal relationship with one’s wife seemed then a strange thing. But I launched forth with faith in
the sustaining power of God.
As I look back upon the twenty years of the vow, I am filled with pleasure and wonderment. The more or less
successful practice of self-control had been going on since 1901. But the freedom and joy that came to me after
taking the vow had never been experienced before 1906. Before the vow I had been open to being overcome by
temptation at any moment. Now the vow was a sure shield against temptation. The great potentiality of
brahmacharya daily became more and more patent to me. The vow was taken when I was in Phoenix. As soon as
I was free from ambulance work, I went to Phoenix, whence I had to return to Johannesburg.
In about a month of my returning there; the foundation of satyagraha was laid. As though unknown to me, the
brahmacharya vow had been preparing me for it. Satyagraha had not been a preconceived plan. It came on
spontaneously, without my having willed it. But I could see that all my previous steps had led up to that goal. I
had cut down my heavy household expenses at Johannesburg and gone to Phoenix to take, as it were, the
brahmacharya vow.
The knowledge that a perfect observance of brahmacharya means realization of Brahman, I did not owe to a
study of the shastras. It slowly grew upon me with experience. The shastraic texts on the subject I read only later
in life. Every day of the vow has taken me nearer the knowledge that in brahmacharya lies the protection of the
body, the mind and the soul. For brahmacharya was now no process of hard penance, it was a matter of
consolation and joy. Every day revealed a fresh beauty in it.
But if it was a matter of ever-increasing joy, let no one believe that it was an easy thing for me. Even when I
am past fifty-six years, I realize how hard a thing it is. Every day I realize more and more that it is like walking on
the sword’s edge, and I see every moment the necessity for eternal vigilance.
Control of the palate is the first essential in the observance of the vow. I found that complete control of the
palate made the observance very easy, and so I now pursued my dietetic experiments not merely from the
vegetarian’s but also from the brahmchari’s point of view. As the result of these experiments I saw that the
brahmachari’s food should be limited, simple, spiceless, and, if possible, uncooked.
Six years of experiment have showed me that the brahmachari’s ideal food is fresh fruit and nuts. The
immunity from passion that I enjoyed when I lived on this food was unknown to me after I changed that diet.
Brahmacharya needed no effort on my part in South Africa when I lived on fruits and nuts alone. It has been a
matter of very great effort ever since I began to take milk. How I had to go back to milk from a fruit diet will be
considered in its proper place. It is enough to observe here that I have not the least doubt that milk diet makes the
brahmacharya vow difficult to observe.
Let no one deduce from this that all brahmacharis must give up milk. The effect on brahmacharya of different
kinds of food can be determined only after numerous experiments. I have yet to find a fruit-substitute for milk
which is an equally good muscle-builder and easily digestible. The doctors, vaidyas and hakims have alike failed
to enlighten me. Therefore, though I know milk to be partly a stimulant, I cannot, for the time being, advise
anyone to give it up.
As an external aid to brahmacharya, fasting is as necessary as selection and restriction in diet. So
overpowering are the senses that they can be kept under control only when they are completely hedged in on all
sides, from above and from beneath. It is common knowledge that they are powerless without food, and so fasting
undertaken with a view to control of the senses is, I have no doubt, very helpful. With some, fasting is of no avail,
because assuming that mechanical fasting alone will make them immune, they keep their bodies without food, but
feast their minds upon all sorts of delicacies, thinking all the while what they will eat and what they will drink
after the fast terminates.
Such fasting helps them in controlling neither palate nor lust. Fasting is useful, when mind co-operates with
starving body—that is to say, when it cultivates a distaste for the objects that are denied to the body. Mind is at the
root of all sensuality. Fasting, therefore, has a limited use, for a fasting man may continue to be swayed by
passion.
But it may be said that extinction of the sexual passion is as a rule impossible without fasting, which may be
said to be indispensable for the observance of brahmacharya. Many aspirants after brahmacharya fail, because in
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the use of their other senses they want to carry on like those who are not brahmacharis. Their effort is, therefore,
identical with the effort to experience the bracing cold of winter in the scorching summer months.
There should be a clear line between the life of a brahmachari and of one who is not. The resemblance that
there is between the two is only apparent. The distinction ought to be clear as daylight. Both use their eyesight,
but whereas the brahmachari uses it to see the glories of God, the other uses it to see the frivolity around him.
Both use their ears, but whereas the one hears nothing but praises of God, the other feasts his ears upon ribaldry.
Both often keep late hours, but whereas the one devotes them to prayer, the other fritters them away in wild and
wasteful mirth. Both feed the inner man, but the one only to keep the temple of God in good repair, while the
other gorges himself and makes the sacred vessel a stinking gutter. Thus both live as the poles apart, and the
distance between them will grow and not diminish with the passage of time.
Brahmacharya means control of the senses in thought, word and deed. Every day I have been realizing more
and more the necessity for restraints of the kind. I have detailed above. There is no limit to the possibilities of
renunciation, even as there is none to those of brahmacharya. Such brahmacharya is impossible of attainment by
limited effort. For many it must remain only as an ideal. An aspirant after brahmacharya will always be conscious
of His short-comings, will seek out the passions lingering in the innermost recesses of his heart and will
incessantly strive to get rid of them. So long as thought is not under complete control of the will, brahmacharya
in its fullness is absent. Involuntary thought is an affection of the mind, and curbing of thought, therefore, means
curbing of the mind which is even more difficult to curb than the wind.
Nevertheless the existence of God within makes even control of the mind possible. Let no one think that it is
impossible because it is difficult. It is the highest goal, and it is no wonder that the highest effort should be
necessary to attain it.
But it was after coming to India that I realized that such brahmacharya was impossible to attain by mere
human effort. Until then I had been labouring under the delusion that fruit diet alone would enable me to eradicate
all passions, and I had flattered myself with the belief that I had nothing more to do.
But I must not anticipate the chapter of my struggles. Meanwhile let me make it clear that those who desire to
observe brahmacharya with a view to realizing God need not despair, provided their faith in God is equal to their
confidence in their own effort.
“The sense-objects turn away from an abstemious soul, leaving the relish behind. The relish also disappears
with the realization of the Highest.fn{Bhagavad Gita 2:59}
Therefore His name and His grace are the last resources of the aspirant after moksha.\fn{Release} This truth
came to me only after my return to India.
III.9
I had started on a life of ease and comfort, but the experiment was short-lived. Although I had furnished the
house with care, yet it failed to have any hold on me. So no sooner had I launched forth on that life, than I began
to cut down expenses. The washerman’s bill was heavy, and as he was besides by no means noted for his
punctuality, even two to three dozen shirts and collars proved insufficient for me. Collars had to be changed daily
and shirts, if not daily, at least every alternate day. This meant a double expense, which appeared to me
unnecessary.
So I equipped myself with a washing outfit to save it. I bought a book on washing, studied the art and taught it
also to my wife. This no doubt added to my work, but its novelty made it a pleasure.
I shall never forget the first collar that I washed myself. I had used more starch than necessary, the iron had not
been made hot enough, and for fear of burning the collar I had not pressed it sufficiently.
The result was that, though the collar was fairly stiff, the superfluous starch continually dropped off it. I went
to court with the collar on, thus inviting the ridicule of brother barristers, but even in those days I could be
impervious to ridicule.
“Well,” said I, “this is my first experiment at washing my own collars and hence the loose starch. But it does
not trouble me, and then there is the advantage of providing you with so much fun.”
“But surely there is no lack of laundries here?” asked a friend.
“The laundry bill is very heavy,” said I. “The charge for washing a collar is almost as much as its price, and
even then there is the eternal dependence on the washerman. I prefer by far to wash my things myself.”
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But I could not make my friends appreciate the beauty of self-help. In course of time I became an expert
washerman so far as my own work went, and my washing was by no means inferior to laundry washing. My
collars were no less stiff or shiny than others.
When Gokhale came to South Africa, he had with him a scarf which was a gift from Mahadeo Govind Ranade.
He treasured the memento with the utmost care and used it only on special occasions. One such occasion was the
banquet given in his honour by the Johannesburg Indians. The scarf was creased and needed ironing. It was not
possible to send it to the laundry and get it back in time. I offered to try my art.
“I can trust to your capacity as a lawyer, but not as a washerman,” said Gokhale. “What if you should soil it?
Do you know what it means to me?'”
With this he narrated, with much joy, the story of the gift. I still insisted, guaranteed good work, got his
permission to iron it, and won his certificate. After that I did not mind if the rest of the world refused me its
certificate.
*
In the same way, as I freed myself from slavery to the washerman, I threw off dependence on the barber. All
people who go to England learn there at least the art of shaving, but none, to my knowledge, learn to cut their own
hair. 1 had to learn that too. I once went to an English hair-cutter in Pretoria. He contemptuously refused to cut
my hair. I certainly felt hurt, but immediately purchased a pair of clippers and cut my hair before the mirror.
I succeeded more or less in cutting the front hair, but I spoiled the back. The friends in the court shook with
laughter.
“What’s wrong with your hair, Gandhi? Rats have been at it?”
“No. The white barber would not condescend to touch my black hair,” said I, “so I preferred to cut it myself,
no matter how badly.”
The reply did not surprise the friends. The barber was not at fault in having refused to cut my hair. There was
every chance of his losing his custom, if he should serve black men. We do not allow our barbers to serve our
untouchable brethren. I got the reward of this in South Africa, not once, but many times, and the conviction that it
was the punishment for our own sins saved me from becoming angry.
The extreme forms in which my passion for self-help and simplicity ultimately expressed itself will be
described in their proper place. The seed had been long sown. It only needed watering to take root, to flower and
to fructify, and the watering came in due course.
III.10
I must skip many other experiences of the period between 1897 and 1899 and come straight to the Boer War.
When the war was declared, my personal sympathies were all with the Boers, but I believed then that I had yet
no right, in such cases, to enforce my individual convictions. I have minutely dealt with the inner struggle
regarding this in my history of the satyagraha in South Africa, and I must not repeat the argument here. I invite
the curious to turn to those pages.
Suffice it to say that my loyalty to the British rule drove me to participation with the British in that war. I felt
that, if I demanded rights as a British citizen, it was also my duty, as such, to participate in the defense of the
British Empire. I held then that India could achieve her complete emancipation only within and through the
British Empire, So I collected together as many comrades as possible, and with very great difficulty got their
services accepted as an ambulance corps.
The average Englishman believed that the Indian was a coward, incapable of taking risks or looking beyond
his immediate self-interest. Many English friends, therefore, threw cold water on my plan. But Dr. Booth
supported it whole-heartedly. He trained us in ambulance work. We secured medical certificates of fitness for
service. Mr. Laughton and the late Mr. Escombe enthusiastically supported the plan, and we applied at last for
service at the front. The Government thankfully acknowledged our application, but said that our services were not
then needed.
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† Gandhi (center) as a member of the Natal Indian Ambulance Corps (1899-1900) †
I would not rest satisfied, however, with this refusal. Through the introduction of Dr. Booth, I called on the
Bishop of Natal. There were many Christian Indians in our corps. The Bishop was delighted with my proposal
and promised to help us in getting our services accepted.
Time too was working with us, The Boer had shown more pluck, determination and bravery than had been
expected; and our services were ultimately needed.
*
Our corps was 1,100 strong, with nearly 40 leaders. About three hundred were free Indians, and the rest
indentured. Dr, Booth was also with us.
The corps acquitted itself well. Though our work was to be outside the firing line, and though we had the
protection of the Red Cross, we were asked at a critical moment to serve within the firing line. The reservation
had not been of our seeking. The authorities did not want us to be within the range of fire. The situation, however,
was changed after the repulse at Spion Kop, and General Buller sent the message that, though we were not bound
to take the risk, Government would be thankful if we would do so and fetch the wounded from the field. We had
no hesitation, and so the action at Spion Kop found us working within the firing line, During these days we had to
march from twenty to twenty-five miles a day, bearing the wounded on stretchers. Amongst the wounded we had
the honor of carrying soldiers like General Woodgate.
The corps was disbanded after six weeks’ service. After the reverses at Spion Kop and Vaalkranz, the British
Commander-in-Chief abandoned the attempt to relieve Ladysmith and other places by summary procedure, and
decided to proceed slowly, awaiting reinforcements from England and India.
Our humble work was at the moment much applauded, and the Indians’ prestige was enhanced. The
newspapers published laudatory rhymes with the refrain,
We are sons of Empire after all.

General Buller mentioned with appreciation the work of the corps in his dispatch, and the leaders were
awarded the War Medal.
*
The Indian community became better organized. I got into closer touch with the indentured Indians. There
came a greater awakening amongst them, and the feeling that Hindus, Musalmans, Christians, Tamilians,
Gujaratis and Sindhis were all Indians and children of the same motherland took deep root amongst them.
Everyone believed that the Indians’ grievances were now sure to be redressed.
At the moment the white man’s attitude seemed to be distinctly changed. The relations formed with the whites
during the war were of the sweetest. We had come in contact with thousands of Tommies. They were friendly with
us and thankful for being there to serve them.
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I cannot forbear from recording a sweet reminiscence of how human nature shows itself at its best in moments
of trial. We were marching towards Chievely Camp where Lieutenant Roberts, the son of Lord Roberts, had
received a mortal wound. Our corps had the honor of carrying the body from the field. It was a sultry day—the
day of our march.
Everyone was thirsting for water. There was a tiny brook on the way where we could slake our thirst. But who
was to drink first? We had proposed to come in after the Tommies had finished. But they would not begin first and
urged us to do so, and for a while a pleasant competition went on for giving precedence to one another.
III.11
It has always been impossible for me to reconcile myself to any one member of the body politic remaining out
of use. I have always been loath to hide or connive at the weak points of the community or to press for its rights
without having purged it of its blemishes. Therefore, ever since my settlement in Natal, I had been endeavoring to
clear the community of a charge that had been leveled against it, not without a certain amount of truth.
The charge had often been made that the Indian was slovenly in his habits and did not keep his house and
surroundings clean. The principal men of the community had, therefore, already begun to put their houses in
order, but house-to-house inspection was undertaken only when plague was reported to be imminent in Durban.
This was done after consulting, and gaining the approval of, the city fathers, who had desired our co-operation.
Our co-operation made work easier for them and at the same time lessened our hardships. For whenever there is
an outbreak of epidemics, the executive, as a general rule, get impatient, take excessive measures and behave to
such as may have incurred their displeasure with a heavy hand. The community saved itself from this oppression
by voluntarily taking sanitary measures.
But I had some bitter experiences. I saw that I could not so easily count on the help of the community in
getting it to do its own duty, as I could in claiming for it rights. At some places I met with insults, at others with
polite indifference. It was too much for people to bestir themselves to keep their surroundings clean.
To expect them to find money for the work was out of the question.
These experiences taught me, better than ever before, that without infinite patience it was impossible to get the
people to do any work. It is the reformer who is anxious for the reform, and not society, from which he should
expect nothing better than opposition, abhorrence and even mortal persecution. Why may not society regard as
retrogression what the reformer holds dear as life itself?
Nevertheless the result of this agitation was that the Indian community learnt to recognize more or less the
necessity for keeping their houses and environments clean. I gained the esteem of the authorities. They saw that,
though I had made it my business to ventilate grievances and press for rights, I was no less keen and insistent
upon self-purification.
*
There was one thing, however, which still remained to be done, namely, the awakening in the Indian settler of
a sense of duty to the motherland. India was poor, the Indian settler went to South Africa in search of wealth, and
he was bound to contribute part of his earnings for the benefit of his countrymen in the hour of their adversity.
This the settler did during the terrible famines of 1897 and 1899. They contributed handsomely for famine relief,
and more so in 1899 than in 1897. We had appealed to Englishmen also for funds, and they had responded well.
Even the indentured Indians gave their share to the contribution, and the system inaugurated at the time of these
famines has been continued ever since, and we know that Indians in South Africa never fail to send handsome
contributions to India in times of national calamity.
Thus service of the Indians in South Africa ever revealed to me new implications of truth at every stage. Truth
is like a vast tree, which yields more and more fruit, the more you nurture it.
The deeper the search in the mine of truth the richer the discovery of the gems buried there, in the shape of
openings for an ever greater variety of service.
III.12
On my relief from war-duty I felt that my work was no longer in South Africa but in India. Not that there was
nothing to be done in South Africa, but I was afraid that my main business might become merely money-making.
Friends at home were also pressing me to return, and I felt that I should be of more service in India. And for the
work in South Africa, there were, of course, Messrs Khan and Mansukhlal Naazar.
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So I requested my co-workers to relieve me. After very great difficulty my request was conditionally accepted,
the condition being that I should be ready to go back to South Africa if, within a year, the community should need
me. I thought it was a difficult condition but the love that bound me to the community made me accept it.
The Lord has bound me
With the cotton-thread of love,
I am His bond-slave,

sang Mirabai. And for me, too, the cotton thread of love that bound me to the community was too strong to break.
The voice of the people is the voice of God, and here the voice of friends was too real to be rejected. I accepted
the condition and got their permission to go.
At this time I was intimately connected only with Natal. The Natal Indians bathed me with the nectar of love.
Farewell meetings were arranged at every place, and costly gifts were presented to me.
Gifts had been bestowed on me before when I returned to India in 1899, but this time the farewell was
overwhelming. The gifts of course included things in gold and silver, but there were articles of costly diamond as
well.
What right had I to accept all these gifts? Accepting them, how could I persuade myself that I was serving the
community without remuneration? All the gifts, excepting a few from my clients, were purely for my service to
the community, and I could make no difference between my clients and co-workers; for the clients also helped me
in my public work.
One of the gifts was a gold necklace worth fifty guineas, meant for my wife. But even that gift was given
because of my public work, and so it could not be separated from the rest.
The evening I was presented with the bulk of these things I had a sleepless night. I walked up and down my
room deeply agitated. but could find no solution. It was difficult for me to forego gifts worth hundreds, it was
more difficult to keep them.
And even if I could keep them, what about my children? What about my wife? They were being trained to a
life of service and to an understanding that service was its own reward.
I had no costly ornaments in the house. We had been fast simplifying our life. How then could we afford to
have gold watches? How could we afford to wear gold chains and diamond rings? Even then I was exhorting
people to conquer the infatuation for jewelry. What was I now to do with the jewelry that had come upon me?
I decided that I could not keep these things. I drafted a letter, creating a trust of them in favor of the
community and appointing Farsi Rustomji and others trustees. In the morning I held a consultation with my wife
and children and finally got rid of the heavy incubus.
I knew that I should have some difficulty in persuading my wife, and I was sure that I should have none so far
as the children were concerned. So I decided to constitute them my attorneys. The children readily agreed to my
proposal.
“We do not need these costly presents, we must return them to the community, and should we ever need them,
we could easily purchase them,” they said. I was delighted.
“Then you will plead with mother, won’t you?” I asked them.
“Certainly,” said they. “That. is our business. She does not need to wear the ornaments. She would want to
keep them for us, and if we don’t want them. why should she not agree to part with them?”
But it was easier said than done.
“You may not need them,” said my wife. “Your children may not need them. Cajoled, they will dance to your
tune. I can understand your not permitting me to wear them. But what about my daughters-in-law? They will be
sure to need them. And who knows what will happen tomorrow? I would be the last person to part with gifts so
lovingly given.”
And thus the torrent of argument went on, reinforced, in the end, by tears. But the children were adamant. And
I was unmoved. I mildly put in:
“The children have yet to get married. We do not want to see them married young. When they are grown up,
they can take care of themselves. And surely we shall not have, for our sons, brides who are fond of ornaments.
And if after all, we need to provide them with ornaments, I am there. You will ask me then.”
“Ask you? I know you by this time. You deprived me of my ornaments, you would not leave me in peace with
them. Fancy you offering to get ornaments for the daughters-in-law! You who are trying to make sadhus of my
boys from today. No. The ornaments will not be returned. And pray what right have you to my necklace?”
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“But,” I rejoined, “is the necklace given you for your service or for my service?”
“I agree. But service rendered by you is as good as rendered by me. I have toiled and moiled for you day and
night. Is that no service? You forced all and sundry on me, making me weep bitter tears, and I slaved for them!”
These were pointed thrusts, and some of them went home. But I was determined to return the ornaments. I
somehow succeeded in extorting a consent from her. The gifts received in 1896 and 1901 were all returned. A
trust-deed was prepared, and they were deposited with a bank, to be used for the service of the community,
according to my wishes or to those of the trustees.
Often, when I was in need of funds for public purposes, and felt that I must draw upon the trust, I have been
able to raise the requisite amount, leaving the trust money intact. The fund is still there, being operated upon in
times of need. and it has regularly accumulated.
I have never since regretted the step, and as the years have gone by, my wife has also seen its wisdom. It has
saved us from many temptations.
I am definitely of opinion that a public worker should accept no costly gifts.
III.13
So I sailed fur home. Mauritius was one of the ports of call, and as the boat made a long halt there, I went
ashore and acquainted myself fairly well with the local conditions. For one night I was the guest of Sir Charles
Bruce, the Governor of the Colony.
After reaching India I spent some time in going about the country. It was the year 1901 when the Congress met
at Calcutta under the president-ship of Mr. (later Sir) Dinshaw Wacha. And I of course attended it. It was my first
experience of the Congress.
From Bombay I traveled in the same train as Sir Pherozeshah Mehta, as I had to speak to him about conditions
in South Africa. I knew the kingly style in which he lived. He had engaged a special saloon for himself, and I had
orders to take my opportunity of speaking to him by traveling in his saloon for one stage. I, therefore, went to the
saloon and reported myself at the appointed station. With him were Mr. Wacha, and Mr. (now Sir) Chimanlal
Setalvad. They were discussing politics. As soon as Sir Pherozeshah saw me, he said,
“Gandhi, it seems nothing can be done for you. Of course we will pass the resolution you want. But what
rights have we in our own country? I believe that, so long as we have no power in our own land, you cannot fare
better in the Colonies.”
I was taken aback. Mr. Setalvad seemed to concur in the view; Mr. Wacha cast a pathetic look at me.
I tried to plead with Sir Pherozeshah, but it was out of the question for one like me to prevail upon the
uncrowned king of Bombay. I contented myself with the fact that I should be allowed to move my resolution.
“You will of course show me the resolution,” said Mr. Wacha, to cheer me up. I thanked him and left them at
the next stop.
*
So we reached Calcutta. The President was taken to his camp with great éclat by the Reception Committee. I
asked a volunteer where I was to go. He took me to the Ripon College, where a number of delegates were being
put up. Fortune favored me. Lokamanya\fn{Bal Gandadhar Tilak (1856-1920); Lokamanya was bestowed upon him by his
admirers; it means “Admired by the people” } was put up in the same block as I. I have a recollection that he came a day
later.
And as was natural, Lokamanya would never be without his darbar.\fn{Court; retinue:H} Were I a painter, I
could paint him as I saw him seated on his bed—so vivid is the whole scene in my memory. Of the numberless
people that called on him, I can recollect today only one, namely, the late Babu Motilal Ghose, editor of the
Amrita Bazar Patrika. Their loud laughter and their talks about the wrong-doings of the ruling race cannot be
forgotten.
But I propose to examine in some detail the appointments in this camp. The volunteers were clashing against
one another. You asked one of them to do something. He delegated it to another, and he in his turn to a third. and
so on; and as for the delegates, they were neither here nor there.
I made friends with a few volunteers. I told them some things about South Africa, and they felt somewhat
ashamed. I tried to bring home to them the secret of service. They seemed to understand, but service is no
mushroom growth. It presupposes the will first, and then experience. There was no lack of will on the part of
those good simple-hearted young men, but their experience was nil. The Congress would meet three days every
year and then go to sleep. What training could one have out of a three days’ show once a year?
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And the delegates were of a piece with the volunteers. They had no better or longer training. They would do
nothing themselves. “Volunteer, do this, Volunteer, do that,” were their constant orders.
Even here 1 was face to face with untouchability in a fair measure. The Tamilian kitchen was far away from
the rest. To the Tamil delegates even the sight of others, whilst they were dining, meant pollution. So a special
kitchen had to be made for them in the College compound, walled in by wicker-work. It was full of smoke which
choked you. It was a kitchen, dining room, washroom. all in one—a close safe with no outlet.
To me, this looked like a travesty of Varnadharma.\fn{Duties of the four fundamental divisions of Hindu society } If, I
said to myself, there was such untouchability between the delegates of the Congress, one could well imagine the
extent to which it existed amongst their constituents. I heaved a sigh at the thought.
There was no limit to insanitation. Pools of water were everywhere. There were only a few latrines, and the
recollection of their stink still oppresses me. I pointed it out to the volunteers. They said point blank: .
“That is not our work, it is the scavenger’s work.”
I asked for a broom. The man stared at me in wonder. I procured one and cleaned the latrine. But that was for
myself. The rush was so great, and the latrines were so few, that they needed frequent cleaning; but that was more
than I could do. So I had to content myself with simply ministering to myself. And the others did not seem to
mind the stench and the dirt.
But that was not all. Some of the delegates did not scruple to use the verandahs outside their rooms for calls of
nature at night. In the morning I pointed out the spots to the volunteers. No one was ready to undertake the
cleaning, and I found no one to share the honor with me of doing it. Conditions have since considerably
improved, but even today thoughtless delegates are not wanting who disfigure the Congress camp by committing
nuisance wherever they choose, and all the volunteers are not always ready to clean up after them.
I saw that, if the Congress session were to be prolonged, conditions would be quite favorable for the outbreak
of an epidemic.

† Allan Octavian Hume (1829-1912) one of the founders of the Indian National Congress, whose first
meeting this is, held on December 28-31, 1885. He is seated in the center of the third row, leaning slightly to
his right, directly in front of the delegate in the white robe and black turban. To his right is Dadabhoy
Nairoji [1825-1917, the first Asian to be a British Member of Parliament (for Finsbury Central, 18921895)]; to his immediate left in order: Womesh Chunder Bonnerjee [1844-1906, the first President of the
Indian National Congress], Pherozeshah Mehta [1845-1915, four times President of Bombay Municipality
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(1884, 1885, 1905, 1911), President of the Indian National Congress (1890), and President of the Bombay
Presidency Association (from its inception in 1885-1915)], and Gopal Krishna Gokhale [1866-1915, twice
member of the Imperial Council of the Governor-General of India (1901, 1903), mentor of both Gandhi in
his formative years (who later described him as “pure as crystal, gentle as a lamb, brave as a lion and
chivalrous to a fault and the most perfect man in the political field”), and of Mohammed Ali Jinnah, the
future founder of Pakistan (who in 1912 aspired to become the “Muslim Gokhale”)—a man described thus
by his lifelong political opponent Bal Gangadhar Tilak at his funeral: “This diamond of India, this jewel of
Maharashtra, this prince of workers is taking eternal rest on funeral ground. Look at him and try to
emulate him.”].
*
Concerning the British government,
Hume stated that “a studied and invariable disregard, if not actually contempt for the opinions and feelings
of our subjects, is at the present day the leading characteristic of our government in every branch of the
administration.”
*
Concerning the concept of a United India and a political party to embody it,
Hume wrote the following in a letter of March 1, 1883, to the graduates of the University of Calcutta:
“If only fifty men, good and true, can be found to join as founders, the thing can be established and the
further development will be comparatively easy. … And if even the leaders of thought are all either such
poor creatures, or so selfishly wedded to personal concerns that they dare not strike a blow for their
country's sake, then justly and rightly are they kept down and trampled on, for they deserve nothing better.
Every nation secures precisely as good a Government as it merits. If you the picked men, the most highly
educated of the nation, cannot, scorning personal ease and selfish objects, make a resolute struggle to
secure greater freedom for yourselves and your country, a more impartial administration, a larger share in
the management of your own affairs, then we, your friends, are wrong and our adversaries right, then are
Lord Ripon's noble aspirations for your good fruitless and visionary, then, at present at any rate all hopes
of progress are at an end and India truly neither desires nor deserves any better Government than she
enjoys. Only, if this be so, let us hear no more factious, peevish complaints that you are kept in leading
strings and treated like children, for you will have proved yourself such. Men know how to act. Let there be
no more complaining of Englishmen being preferred to you in all important offices, for if you lack that
public spirit, that highest form of altruistic devotion that leads men to subordinate private ease to the
public weal—that patriotism that has made Englishmen what they are—then rightly are these preferred to
you, rightly and inevitably have they become your rulers. And rulers and task-masters they must continue,
let the yoke gall your shoulders never so sorely, until you realise and stand prepared to act upon the eternal
truth that self-sacrifice and unselfishness are the only unfailing guides to freedom and happiness.” W/H †
III.14
There were yet two days for the Congress session to begin. I had made up my mind to offer my services to the
Congress office in order to gain some experience. So as soon as I had finished the daily ablutions on arrival at
Calcutta, I proceeded to the Congress office.
Babu Bhupendranath Basu and Sjt. Ghosal were the secretaries. I went to Bhupenbabu and offered my
services. He looked at me, and said:
“I have no work, but possibly Ghosalbabu might have something to give you. Please go to him.”
So I went to him. He scanned me and said with a smile:
“I can give you only clerical work. Will you do it?”
“Certainly,” said I. “I am here to do anything that is not beyond my capacity.”
“That is the right spirit, young man,” he said.\fn{ Gandhi would have been about 30 at this time:H} Addressing the
volunteers who surrounded him, he added,
“Do you hear what this young man says?” Then turning to me he proceeded:
“Well then, here is a heap of letters for disposal. Take that chair and begin. As you see, hundreds of people
come to see me. What am I to do? Am I to meet them, or am I to answer these busybodies inundating me with
letters? I have no clerks to whom I can entrust this work. Most of these letters have nothing in them, but you will
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please look them through. Acknowledge those that are worth it, and refer to me those that need a considered
reply.”
I was delighted at the confidence reposed in me. Sjt. Ghosal did not know me when he gave me the work. Only
later did he enquire about my credentials.
I found my work very easy—the disposal of that heap of correspondence. I had done with it in no time, and
Sjt. Ghosal was very glad. He was talkative. He would talk away for hours together. When he learnt something
from me about my history, he felt rather sorry to have given me clerical work. But I reassured him:
“Please don’t worry. What am I before you? You have grown gray in the service of the Congress, and are as an
elder to me. I am but an inexperienced youth. You have put me under a debt of obligation by entrusting me with
this work. For I want to do Congress work, and you have given me the rare opportunity of understanding the
details.”
“To tell you the truth,” said Sjt. Ghosal, “that is the proper spirit. But young men of today do not realize it. Of
course I have known the Congress since its birth. In fact I may claim a certain share with Mr. Hume\fn{ Allan
Octavian Hume (1829-1912)} in bringing the Congress into being.”
And thus we became good friends. He insisted on my having lunch with him.
Sjt. Ghosal used to get his shirt buttoned by his bearer. I volunteered to do the bearer’s duty, and I loved to do
it, as my regard for elders was always great. When he came to know this, he did not mind my doing little acts of
personal service for him. In fact he was delighted. Asking me to button his shirt, he would say,
“You see, now, the Congress secretary has no time even to button his shirt. He has always some work to do.”
Sjt. Ghosal’s naïvete amused me, but did not create any dislike in me for service of that nature. The benefit I
received from this service is incalculable.
In a few days I came to know the working of the Congress. I met most of the leaders. I observed the
movements of stalwarts like Gokhale and Surendranath.
I also noticed the huge waste of time there. I observed too, with sorrow even then, the prominent place that the
English language occupied in our affairs. There was little regard for economy of energy. More than one did the
work of one, and many an important thing was no one’s business at all.
Critical as my mind was in observing these things, there was enough charity in me, and so I always thought
that it might, after all, be impossible to do better in the circumstances, and that saved me from undervaluing any
work.
III.15
In the Congress at last. The immense pavilion and the volunteers in stately array, as also the elders seated on
the dais, overwhelmed me. I wondered where I should be in that vast assemblage.
The presidential address was a book by itself. To read it from cover to cover was out of the question. Only a
few passages were therefore read.
After this came the election of the Subjects Committee. Gokhale took me to the Committee meetings.
Sir Pherozeshah had of course agreed to admit my resolution, but I was wondering who would put it before the
Subjects Committee, and when. For there were lengthy speeches to every resolution, all in English to boot, and
every resolution had some well-known leader to back it. Mine was but a feeble pipe amongst those veteran drums,
and as the night was closing in, my heart beat fast.
The resolutions coming at the fag-end were, so far as I can recollect, rushed through at lightning speed.
Everyone was hurrying to go. It was 11 o’clock. I had not the courage to speak. I had already met Gokhale, who
had looked at my resolution. So I drew near his chair and whispered to him:
“Please do something for me.” He said:
“Your resolution is not out of my mind. You see the way they are rushing through the resolutions. But I will
not allow yours to be passed over.”
“So we have done?” said Sir Pherozeshah Mehta.
“No, no, there is still the resolution on South Africa. Mr. Gandhi has been waiting long,” cried out Gokhale.
“Have you seen the resolution?” asked Sir Pherozeshah. .
“Of course.”
“Do you like it?”
“It is quite good.”
“Well then, let us have it, Gandhi.”
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I read it, trembling. Gokhale supported it.
“Unanimously passed!” cried out everyone.
“You will have five minutes to speak to it Gandhi,” said Mr. Wacha.
The procedure was far from pleasing to me. No one had troubled to understand the resolution, everyone was in
a hurry to go and, because Gokhale had seen the resolution, it was not thought necessary for the rest to see it or
understand it!
*
The morning found me worrying about my speech. What was I to say in five minutes? I had prepared myself
fairly well but the words would not come to me. I had decided not to read my speech but to speak ex tempore. But
the facility for speaking that I had acquired in South Africa seemed to have left me for the moment.
As soon as it was time for my resolution, Mr. Wacha called out my name. I stood up. My head was reeling. I
read the resolution somehow. Someone had printed and distributed amongst the delegates copies of a poem he had
written in praise of foreign emigration. I read the poem and referred to the grievances of the settlers in South
Africa.
Just at this moment Mr. Wacha rang the bell. I was sure I had not yet spoken for five minutes. I did not know
that the bell was rung in order to warn me to finish in two minutes more. I had heard others speak for half an hour
or three quarters of an hour, and yet no bell was rung for them. I felt hurt and sat down as soon as the bell was
rung. But my childlike intellect thought then that the poem contained an answer to Sir Pherozeshah.
There was no question about the passing of the resolution. In those days there was hardly any difference
between visitors and delegates. Everyone raised his hand and all resolutions passed unanimously. My resolution
also fared in this wise and so lost all its importance for me. And yet the very fact that it was passed by the
Congress was enough to delight my heart. The knowledge that the imprimatur of the Congress meant that of the
whole country was enough to delight anyone.
III.16
The Congress was over, but as I had to meet the Chamber of Commerce and various people in connection with
work in South Africa, I stayed in Calcutta for a month. Rather than stay this time in a hotel, I arranged to get the
required introduction for a room in the India Club. Among its members were some prominent Indians, and I
looked forward to getting into touch with them and interesting them in the work in South Africa. Gokhale
frequently went to this club to play billiards, and when he knew that I was to stay in Calcutta for some time, he
invited me to stay with him. I thankfully accepted the invitation, but did not think it proper to go there by myself.
He waited for a day or two and then took me personally. He discovered my reserve and said:
“Gandhi, you have to stay in the country, and this sort of reserve will not do. You must get into touch with as
many people as possible. I want you to do Congress work.”
I shall record here an incident in the India Club, before I proceed to talk of my stay with Gokhale.
*
Lord Curzon held his darbar about this time.\fn{1903} Some Rajas and Maharajas who had been invited to the
darbar were members of the Club. In the Club I always found them wearing fine Bengalee dhotis and shirts and
scarves. On the darbar day they put on trousers befitting khansamas\fn{Waiters} and shining boots. I was pained
and inquired of one of them the reason for the change.
“We alone know our unfortunate condition. We alone know the insults we have to put up with, in order that we
may possess our wealth and titles,” he replied.
“But what about these khansama turbans and these shining boots?” I asked.
“Do you see any difference between khansamas and us?” he replied, and added, “they are our khansamas, we
are Lord Curzon’s khansamas. If I were to absent myself from the levée, I should have to suffer the consequences.
If I were to attend it in my usual dress, it would be an offence. And do you think I am going to get any opportunity
there of talking to Lord Curzon? Not a bit of it.”
I was moved to pity for this plainspoken man. This reminds me of another darbar.
*
At the time when Lord Hardinge laid the foundation stone of the Hindu University, there was a darbar. There
were Rajas and Maharajas of course, but Pandit Malaviyaji specially invited me also to attend it, and I did so.
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I was distressed to see the Maharajas bedecked like women in silk pajamas and silk achkans, pearl necklaces
round their necks, bracelets on their wrists, pearl and diamond tassels on their turbans and, besides all this, swords
with golden hilts hanging from their waist-bands.
I discovered that these were insignia not of their royalty, but of their slavery. I had thought that they must be
wearing these badges of impotence of their own free will, but I was told that it was obligatory for these Rajas to
wear all their costly jewels at such functions. I also gathered that some of them had a positive dislike for wearing
these jewels, and that they never wore them except on occasions like the darbar.
I do not know how far my information was correct. But whether they wear them on other occasions or not, it is
distressing enough to have to attend Viceregal darbars in jewels that only some women wear.
How heavy is the toll of sins and wrongs that wealth, power and prestige exact from man!
III.17
From the very first day of my stay with him Gokhale made me feel completely at home. He treated me as
though I were his younger brother, he acquainted himself with all my requirements and arranged to see that I got
all I needed. Fortunately my wants were few, and as I had cultivated the habit of self-help, I needed very little
personal attendance. He was deeply impressed with my habit of fending for myself, my personal cleanliness,
perseverance and regularity, and would often overwhelm me with praise.
He seemed to keep nothing private from me. He would introduce me to all the important people that called on
him. Of these the one who stands foremost in my memory is Dr. (now Sir) P. C. Ray. He lived practically next
door and was a very frequent visitor. This is how he introduced Dr. Ray:
“This is Prof. Ray who, having a monthly salary of Rs. 800, keeps just Rs. 40 for himself and devotes the
balance to public purposes. He is not, and does not want to get, married.”
I see little difference between Dr. Ray as he is today and as he used to be then. His dress used to be nearly as
simple as it is, with this difference of course that whereas it is Khadi now, it used to be Indian mill-cloth in those
days. I felt I could never hear too much of the talks between Gokhale and Dr. Ray, as they all pertained to public
good or were of educative value. At times they were painful too, containing, as they did, strictures on public men.
As a result, some of those whom I had regarded as stalwart fighters began to look quite puny.
*
To see Gokhale at work was as much a joy as an education. He never wasted a minute. His private relations
and friendships were all for public good. All his talks had reference only to the good of the country and were
absolutely free from any trace of untruth or insincerity. India’s poverty and subjection were matters of constant
and intense concern to him. Various people sought to interest him in different things. But he gave every one of
them the same reply:
“You do the thing yourself. Let me do my own work. What I want is freedom for my country. After that is won,
we can think of other things. Today that one thing is enough to engage all my time and energy.”
His reverence for Ranade\fn{ Justice Mahadev Govind Ranade (1842-1901) a distinguished scholar, social reformer author, a
founding member of the Indian National Congress and a member of the Bombay legislative council, member of the finance committee at
the center, and the judge of Bombay High Court } could be seen every moment. Ranade’s authority was final in every

matter, and he would cite it at every step. The anniversary of Ranade’s death (or birth, I forget which) occurred
during my stay with Gokhale, who observed it regularly. There were with him then, besides myself, his friends
Prof. Kathavate and a Sub-Judge. He invited us to take part in the celebration, and in his speech he gave us his
reminiscences of Ranade. He compared incidentally Ranade, Telang and Mandlik. He eulogized Telang’s
charming style and Mandlik’s greatness as a reformer. Citing an instance of Mandlik’s solicitude for his clients, he
told us an anecdote as to how once, having missed his usual train, he engaged a special train so as to be able to
attend the court in the interest of his client.
But Ranade, he said, towered above them all, as a versatile genius. He was not, only a great judge, he was an
equally great historian, an economist and reformer. Although he was a judge, he fearlessly attended the Congress,
and everyone had such confidence in his sagacity that they unquestioningly accepted his decisions. Gokhale’s joy,
knew no bounds, as he described these qualities of head and heart which were all combined in his master. .
*
Gokhale used to have a horse-carriage in those days. I did not know the circumstances that had made a horsecarriage a necessity for him, and so I remonstrated with him:
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“Can’t you make use of the tramcar in going about from place to place? Is it derogatory to a leader’s dignity?”
Slightly pained, he said,
“So you also have failed to understand me! I do not use my Council allowances for my own personal comforts.
I envy your liberty to go about in tramcars, but I am sorry I cannot do likewise. When you are the victim of as
wide a publicity as I am, it will be difficult, if not impossible, for you to go about in a tramcar. There is no reason
to suppose that everything that the leaders do is with a view to personal comfort. I love your simple habits. I live
as simply as I can, but some expense is almost inevitable for a man like myself.”
He thus satisfactorily disposed of one of my complaints, but there was another which he could not dispose of
to my satisfaction.
“But you do not even go out for walks,” said I. “Is it surprising that you should be always ailing? Should
public work leave no time for physical exercise?”
“When do you ever find me free to go out for a walk?” he replied.
I had such a great regard for Gokhale that I never strove with him. Though this reply was far from satisfying
me, I remained silent. I believed then and I believe even now, that, no matter what amount of work one has, one
should always find some time for exercise, just as one does for one’s meals. It is my humble opinion that, far from
taking away from one’s capacity for work, it adds to it.
III.18
Whilst living under Gokhale’s roof I was far from being a stay-at-home. I had told my Christian friends in
South Africa that in India I would meet the Christian Indians and acquaint myself with their condition. I had heard
of Babu Kalicharan Banerji and held him in high regard. He took a prominent part in the Congress, and I had
none of the misgivings about him that I had about the average Christian Indian, who stood aloof from the
Congress and isolated himself from Hindus and Musalmans. I told Gokhale that I was thinking of meeting him.
He said:
“What is the good of your seeing him? He is a very good man, but I am afraid he will not satisfy you. I know
him very well. However, you can certainly meet him if you like.”
I sought an appointment, which he readily gave me. When I went, I found that his wife was on her death-bed.
His house was simple. In the Congress I had seen him in a coat and trousers, but I was glad to find him now
wearing a Bengal dhoti and shirt. I liked his simple mode of dress, though I myself then wore a Farsi coat and
trousers. Without much ado I presented my difficulties to him. He asked:
“Do you believe in the doctrine of original sin?”
“I do,” said I.
“Well then, Hinduism offers no absolution therefrom, Christianity does,” and [he] added:
“The wages of sin is death, and the Bible says that the only way of deliverance is surrender unto Jesus.”
I put forward Bhakti-marga (the path of devotion ) of the Bhagavad Gita, but to no avail. I thanked him for his
goodness. He failed to satisfy me, but I benefited by the interview.
*
During these days I walked up and down the streets of Calcutta. I went to most places on foot. I met Justice
Mitter and Sir Gurudas Banerji, whose help I wanted in my work in South Africa. And about this time I met Raja
Sir Pyarimohan Mukarji.
Kalicharan Banerji had spoken to me about the Kali temple, which I was eager to see, especially as I had read
about it in books. So I went there one day. Justice Mitter’s house was in the same locality, and I therefore went to
the temple on the same day that I visited him. On the way I saw a stream of sheep going to be sacrificed to Kali.
Rows of beggars lined the lane leading to the temple. There were religious mendicants too, and even in those days
I was sternly opposed to giving alms to sturdy beggars. A crowd of them pursued me. One of such men was found
seated on a verandah. He stopped me, and accosted me:
“Whither are you going, my boy?”
I replied to him. He asked my companion and me to sit down, which we did. I asked him:
“Do you regard this sacrifice as religion?”
“Who would regard killing of animals as religion?”
“Then, why don’t you preach against it?”
“That’s not my business. Our business is to worship God.”
“But could you not find any other place in which to worship God?”
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“All places are equally good for us. The people are like a flock of sheep, following where leaders lead them. It
is no business of us sadhus.”
We did not prolong the discussion but passed on to the temple. We were greeted by rivers of blood. I could not
bear to stand there. I was exasperated and restless. I have never forgotten that sight.
*
That very evening I had an invitation to dinner at a party of Bengali friends. There I spoke to a friend about
this cruel form of worship. He said:
“The sheep don’t feel anything. The noise and the drum-beating there deaden all sensation of pain.”
I could not swallow this. I told him that, if the sheep had speech, they would tell a different tale. I felt that the
cruel custom ought to be stopped. I thought of the story of Buddha, but I also saw that the task was beyond my
capacity.
I hold today the same opinion as I held then. To my mind the life of a lamb is no less precious than that of a
human being. I should be unwilling to take the life of a lamb for the sake of the human body. I hold that, the more
helpless a creature, the more entitled it is to protection by man from the cruelty of man. But he who has not
qualified himself for such service is unable to afford to it any protection. I must go through more self-purification
and sacrifice, before I can hope to save these lambs from this unholy sacrifice.
Today I think I must die pining for this self-purification and sacrifice. It is my constant prayer that there may
be born on earth some great spirit, man or woman, fired with divine pity, who will deliver us from this heinous
sin, save the lives of the innocent creatures, and purify the temple. How is it that Bengal with all its knowledge,
intelligence, sacrifice, and emotion tolerates this slaughter?
III.19
The terrible sacrifice offered to Kali in the name of religion enhanced my desire to know Bengali life. I had
read and heard a good deal about the Brahmo Samaj. I knew something about the life of Pratap Chandra
Mazumdar. I had attended some of the meetings addressed by him. I secured his life of Keshav Chandra Sen, read
it with great interest, and understood the distinction between Sadharan Brahmo Samaj, and Adi Brahmo Samaj. I
met Pandit Shivanath Shastri and in company with Prof. Kathavate went to see Maharshi Devendranth Tagore, but
as no interviews with him were allowed then, we could not see him. We were, however, invited to a celebration of
the Brahmo Samaj held at his place, and there we had the privilege of listening to fine Bengali music: ever since I
have been a lover of Bengali music.
Having seen enough of the Brahmo Samaj, it was impossible to be satisfied without seeing Swami
Vivekanand. So with great enthusiasm I went to Belur Math, mostly, or maybe all the way, on foot. I loved the
sequestered site of the Math. I was disappointed and sorry to be told that the Swami was at his Calcutta house,
lying ill, and could not be seen.
I then ascertained the place of residence of Sister Nivedita, and met her in a Chowringhee mansion. I was
taken aback by the splendor that surrounded her, and even in our conversation there was not much meeting
ground. I spoke to Gokhale about this, and he said he did not wonder that there could be no point of contact
between me and a volatile person like her. I met her again at Mr. Pestonji Padshah’s place. I happened to come in
just as she was talking to his old mother, and so I became an interpreter between the two. In spite of my failure to
find any agreement with her, I could not but notice and admire her overflowing love for Hinduism. I came to
know of her books later.
*
I used to divide my day between seeing the leading people in Calcutta regarding the work in South Africa, and
visiting and studying the religious and public institutions of the city. I once addressed a meeting, presided over by
Dr. Mullick, on the work of the Indian Ambulance Corps in the Boer War. My acquaintance with The Englishman
stood me in good stead on this occasion too. Mr. Saunders was ill then, but rendered me as much help as in 1896.
Gokhale liked this speech of mine, and he was very glad to hear Dr. Ray praising it. Thus my stay under the roof
of Gokhale made my work in Calcutta very easy, brought me into touch with the foremost Bengali families, and
was the beginning of my intimate contact with Bengal.
I must needs skip over many a reminiscence of this memorable month. Let me simply mention my flying visit
to Burma,\fn{1902} and the foongis\fn{Monks} there. I was pained by their lethargy. I saw the golden pagoda. I did
not like the innumerable little candles burning in the temple, and the rats running about the sanctum brought to
my mind thoughts of Swami Dayanand’s experience at Morvi. The freedom and energy of the Burmese women
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charmed just as the indolence of the men pained me. I also saw, during my brief sojourn, that just as Bombay was
not India, Rangoon was not Burma, and that just as we in India have become commission agents of English
merchants, even so in Burma have we combined with the English merchants in making the Burmese people our
commission agents.
On my return from Burma I took leave of Gokhale. The separation was a wrench, but my work in Bengal, or
rather Calcutta, was finished, and I had no occasion to stay any longer.
Before settling down I had thought of making a tour through India traveling third class, and of acquainting
myself with the hardships of third class passengers. I spoke to Gokhale about this. To .begin with he ridiculed the
idea, but when I explained to him what I hoped to see, he cheerfully approved. I planned to go first to Benares to
pay my respects to Mrs. Besant, who was then ill.
*
It was necessary to equip myself anew for the third class tour. Gokhale himself gave me a metal tiffin-box and
got it filled with sweetballs and puris. I purchased a canvas bag worth twelve annas and a long coat made of
Chhaya\fn{A place in Porbander State noted locally for its coarse woolen fabrics. Note that Porbander is a Native State; Gujarat will not
become a State in its own right until 1960:H } wool. The bag was to contain this coat, a dhoti, a towel and a shirt. I had a
blanket as well to cover myself with and a water jug.
Thus equipped I set forth on my travels. Gokhale and Dr. Ray came to the station to see me off. I had asked
them both not to trouble to come, but they insisted.
“I should not have come if you had gone first class, but now I had to,” said Gokhale.
No one stopped Gokhale from going on to the platform. He was in his silk turban, jacket and dhoti. Dr. Ray
was in his Bengali dress. He was stopped by the ticket collector, but on Gokhale telling him that he was his friend,
he was admitted. Thus with their good wishes I started on my journey.
III.20
The journey was from Calcutta to Rajkot, and I planned to halt at Benares, Agra, Jaipur and Palanpur en route.
I had not the time to see any more places than these. In each city I stayed one day and put up in dharmashalas or
with pandas.\fn{Priests} like the ordinary pilgrims, excepting at Palanpur. So far as I can remember, I did not
spend more than Rs. 31 (including the train fare) on this journey. .
In traveling third class I mostly preferred the ordinary to the mail trains, as I knew that the latter were more
crowded and the fares in them higher.
The third class compartments are practically as dirty, and the closet arrangements as bad, today\fn{ My copy of
this autobiography is from a 1945 reprint of the second edition, which was first published in 1940:H } as they were then. There may
be a little improvement now, but the difference between the facilities provided for the first and the third classes is
out of all proportion to the difference between the fares for the two classes. Third class passengers are treated like
sheep and their comforts are sheep’s comforts. In Europe I traveled third—and only once first, just to see what it
was like—but there I noticed no such difference between the first and the third classes. In South Africa third class
passengers are mostly negroes, yet the third class comforts are better there than here. In parts of South Africa third
class compartments are provided with sleeping accommodation, and cushioned seats. The accommodation is also
regulated, so as to prevent overcrowding, whereas here I have found the regulation limit usually exceeded.
The indifference of the railway authorities to the comfort of the third class passengers, combined with the dirty
and inconsiderate habits of the passengers themselves, makes third class traveling a trial for a passenger of cleanly
ways. These unpleasant habits commonly include throwing of rubbish on the floor of the compartment, smoking
at all hours and in all places, betel and tobacco chewing, converting of the whole carriage into a spittoon, shouting
and yelling, and using foul language, regardless of the convenience or comfort of fellow passengers. I have
noticed little difference between my experience of the third class traveling in 1902 and that of my unbroken third
class tours from 1915 to 1919.
I can think of only one remedy for this awful state of things—that educated men should make a point of
traveling third class and reforming the habits of the people, as also of never letting the railway authorities rest in
peace, sending in complaints wherever necessary, never resorting to bribes or any unlawful means for obtaining
their own comforts, and never putting up with infringements of rules on the part of anyone concerned. This, I am
sure, would bring about considerable improvement.
My serious illness in 1918-19 has unfortunately compelled me practically to give up third class traveling, and
it has been a matter of constant pain and shame to me, especially because the disability came at a time when the
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agitation for the removal of the hardships of third class passengers was making fair headway. The hardships of
poor railway and steamship passengers, accentuated by their bad habits, the undue facilities allowed by
Government to foreign trade, and such other things, make an important group of subjects worthy to be taken up
by one or two enterprising and persevering workers who could devote their full time to it.
*
But I shall leave the third class passengers at that, and come to my experiences in Benares.
I arrived there in the morning. I had decided to put up with a panda. Numerous Brahmans surrounded me, as
soon as I got out of the train, and I selected one who struck me to be comparatively cleaner and better than the
rest. It proved to be a good choice. There was a cow in the courtyard of his house and an upper story where I was
given a lodging.
I did not want to have any food without ablution in the Ganges in the proper orthodox manner. The panda
made preparations for it. I had told him beforehand that on no account could I give him more than a rupee and
four annas as dakshina,\fn{Gift} and that he should therefore keep this in mind while making the preparations.
The panda readily assented.
“Be the pilgrim rich or poor,” said he, “the service is the same in every case. But the amount of dakshina we
receive depends upon the will and the ability of the pilgrim.”
I did not find that the panda at all abridged the usual formalities in my case. The puja\fn{Worship} was over at
twelve o’clock, and I went to the Kashi Vishvanath temple for darshan.\fn{To behold the deity with reverence and
devotion; by so doing a devotee develops affection for God, and God develops affection for that devotee:W }
I was deeply pained by what I saw there. When practicing as a barrister in Bombay in 1891, I had occasion to
attend a lecture on “Pilgrimage to Kashi” in the Prarthana Samaj hall. I was therefore prepared for some measure
of disappointment. But the actual disappointment was greater than I had bargained for.
The approach was through a narrow and slippery lane. Quiet there was none. The swarming flies and the noise
made by the shopkeepers and pilgrims were perfectly insufferable. Where one expected an atmosphere of
meditation and communion, it was conspicuous by its absence. One had to seek that atmosphere in oneself.
I did observe devout sisters, who were absorbed in meditation, entirely unconscious of the environment. But
for this the authorities of the temple could scarcely claim any credit. The authorities should be responsible for
creating and maintaining about the temple a pure, sweet and serene atmosphere, physical as well as moral. Instead
of this I found a hazar where cunning shopkeepers were selling sweets and toys of the latest fashion.
When I reached the temple, I was greeted at the entrance by a stinking mass of rotten flowers. The floor was
paved with fine marble, which was however broken by some devotee innocent of aesthetic taste who had set it
with rupees serving as an excellent receptacle for dirt. I went near the Jnana-vapi (Well of Knowledge). I
searched here for God but failed to find Him. I was not therefore in a particularly good mood. The surroundings
of the Jnana-vapi too I found to be dirty. I had no mind to give any dakshina. So I offered a pie. The panda in
charge got angry and threw away the pie. He swore at me and said:
“This insult will take you straight to hell.” This did not perturb me.
“Maharaj, said I, “whatever fate has in store for me; it does not behoove one of your class to indulge in such
language. You may take this pie if you like, or you will lose that too.”
“Go away,” he replied. “I don’t care for your pie.” And then followed a further volley of abuse.
I took up the pie and went my way, flattering myself that the Brahman had lost a pie and I had saved one. But
the Maharaj was hardly the man to let the pie go. He called me back and said,
“All right, leave the pie here, I would rather not be as you are. If I refuse your pie, it will be bad for you.”
I silently gave him the pie and, with a sigh, went away. Since then I have twice been to Kazhi Vishvanath, but that
has been after I had already been afflicted with the title of Mahatma\fn{Great soul} and experiences such as I have
detailed above had become impossible. People eager to have my darshan would not permit me to have a darshan
of the temple. The woes of Mahatmas are known to Mahatmas alone. Otherwise the dirt and the noise were the
same as before.
If anyone doubts the infinite mercy of God, let him have a look at these sacred places. How much hypocrisy
and irreligion does the Prince of yogis suffer to be perpetrated in His holy name? He proclaimed long ago:
Whatever a man sows, that shall he reap.

The law of karma is inexorable and impossible of evasion. There is thus hardly any need for God to interfere.
He laid down the law and, as it were, retired.
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After this visit to the temple, I waited upon Mrs. Besant.\fn{ Anne Besant (1847-1933), below} I knew that she had
just recovered from an illness. I sent in my name.

She came at once. As I wished only to pay my respects to her, I said,
“I am aware that you are in delicate health. I only wanted to pay my respects. I am thankful that you have been
good enough to receive me in spite of your indifferent health. I will not detain you any longer.” So saying, I took
leave of her.
III.21
Gokhale was very anxious that I should settle down in Bombay, practice at the Bar and help him in public
work. Public work in those days meant Congress work, and the chief work of the institution which he had assisted
to found was carrying on the Congress administration.
I liked Gokhale’s advice, but I was not over-confident of success as a barrister. The unpleasant memories of
past failure were yet with me, and I still hated as poison the use of flattery for getting briefs. I therefore decided to
start work first at Rajkot.
Kevalram Mavji Dave, my old well-wisher, who had induced me to go to England, was there, and he started
me straightaway with three briefs. Two of them were appeals before the Judicial Assistant to the Political Agent in
Kathiawad and one was an original case in Jamnagar.
This last was rather important. On my saying that I could not trust myself to do it justice, Kevalram Dave
exclaimed:
“Winning or losing is no concern of yours. You will simply try your best, and I am of course there to assist
you.”
The counsel on the other side was the late Sjt. Samarth. I was fairly well prepared. Not that I knew much of
Indian law, but Kevalram Dave had instructed me very thoroughly. I had heard friends say, before I went out to
South Africa, that Sir Pherozeshah Mehta had the law of evidence at his finger-tips and that that was the secret of
his success. I had borne this in mind, and during the voyage had carefully studied the Indian Evidence Act with
commentaries thereon. There was of course also the advantage of my legal experience in South Africa.
I won the case and gained some confidence. I had no fear about the appeals, which were successful. All this
inspired a hope in me that after all I might not fail even in Bombay.
*
But before I set forth the circumstances in which I decided to go to Bombay, I shall narrate my experience of
the inconsiderateness and ignorance of English officials. The Judicial Assistant’s court was peripatetic. He was
constantly touring, and vakils and their clients bad to follow him wherever he moved his camp. The vakils would
charge more whenever they had to go out of headquarters, and so the clients had naturally to incur double the
expenses. The inconvenience was no concern of the judge.
The appeal of which i am talking was to be heard at Veraval where plague was raging. I have a recollection
that there were as many as fifty cases daily in the place with a population of 5,500. It was practically, deserted.
and I put up in a deserted dharmashala at some distance from the town.
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But where were the clients to stay? If they were poor, they had simply to trust themselves to God’s mercy. A
friend who also had cases before the court had wired that I should put in an application for the camp to be moved
to some other station because of the plague at Veraval. On my submitting the application, the sahib asked me: .
“Are you afraid?” I answered:
“It is not a question of my being afraid. I think I can shift for myself, but what about the clients?
“The plague has come to stay in India,” replied the sahib. “Why fear it? The climate of Veraval is lovely. [The
sahib lived far away from the town in a palatial tent pitched on the seashore.] Surely people must learn to live
thus in the open.”
It was no use arguing against this philosophy. The sahib told his shirastedar:\fn{Chief clerk}
“Make a note of what Mr. Gandhi says, and let me know if it is very inconvenient for the vakils or the clients.”
The sahib of course had honestly done what he thought was the right thing. But how could the man have an
idea of the hardships of poor India? How was he to understand the needs, habits, idiosyncrasies and customs of
the people? How was one, accustomed to measure things in gold sovereigns, all at once to make calculations in
tiny bits of copper? As the elephant is powerless to think in the terms of the ant, in spite of the best intentions in
the world, even so is the Englishman powerless to think in the terms of, or legislate for, the Indian,
*
But to resume the thread of the story. In spite of my successes, I had been thinking of staying on in Rajkot for
some time longer, when one day Kevalram Dave came to me and said:
“Gandhi, we will not suffer you to vegetate here. You must settle in Bombay.”
“But who will find work for me there?” I asked. “Will you find the expenses?”
“Yes, yes, I will,” said he. “We shall bring you down here sometimes as a big barrister from Bombay and
drafting work we shall send you there. It lies with us vakils to make or mar a barrister. You have proved your
worth in Jamnagar and Veraval, and I have therefore not the least anxiety about you. You are destined to do public
work, and we will not allow you to be buried in Kathiawad, So tell me, then, when you will go to Bombay.”
“I am expecting a remittance from Natal. As soon as I get it I will go,” I replied.
The money came in about two weeks, and I went to Bombay, I took chambers in Payne, Gilbert and Sayani’s
offices, and it looked as though I had settled down.
III.22
Though I had hired chambers in the Fort and a house in Girgaum, God would not let me settle down. Scarcely
had I moved into my new house when my second son Manilal, who had already been through an acute attack of
smallpox some years back, had a severe attack of typhoid, combined with pneumonia and signs of delirium. at
night.
The doctor was called in. He said medicine would have little effect, but eggs and chicken broth might be given
with profit.
Manilal was only ten years old. To consult his wishes was out of the question. Being his guardian I had to
decide.
The doctor was a very good Farsi. I told him that we were all vegetarians and that I could not possibly give
either of the two things to my son. Would he therefore recommend something else?
“Your son’s life is in danger,” said the good doctor. We could give him milk diluted with water, but that will
not give him enough nourishment. As you know, I am called in by many Hindu families, and they do not object to
anything I prescribe. I think you will be well advised not to be so hard on your son.”
“What you say is quite right,” said I. “As a doctor you could not do otherwise. But my responsibility is very
great. If the boy had been grown up I should certainly have tried to ascertain his wishes and respected them. But
here I have to think and decide for him. To my mind it is only on such occasions that a man’s faith is truly tested.
Rightly or wrongly it is part of my religious conviction that man may not eat meat, eggs, and the like. There
should be a limit even to the means of keeping ourselves alive. Even for life itself we may not do certain things.
Religion, as I understand it, does not permit me to use meat or eggs for me or mine even on occasions like this,
and I must therefore take the risk that you say is likely. But I beg of you one thing. As I cannot avail myself of
your treatment I propose to try some hydropathic remedies which I happen to know. But I shall not know how to
examine the boy’s pulse, chest, lungs, etc. If you will kindly look in from time to time to examine him and keep
me informed of his condition, I shall be grateful to you.”
1635

The good doctor appreciated my difficulty and agreed to my request. Though Manilal could not have made his
choice, I told him what had passed between the doctor and myself and asked him his opinion.
“Do try your hydropathic treatment,” he said. “I will not have eggs or chicken broth.”
This made me glad, though I realized that, if I had given him either of these, he would have taken it. I knew
Kuhne’s treatment and had tried it too. I knew as well that fasting also could be tried with profit. So I began to
give Manilal hip baths according to Kuhne, never keeping him in the tub for more than three minutes, and kept
him on orange juice mixed with water for three days.
But the temperature persisted, going up to 104°. At night he would be delirious. I began to get anxious. What
would people say of me? What would my elder brother think of me? Could we not call in another doctor? Why
not have an Ayurvedic physician? What right had the parents to inflict their fads on their children? .
I was haunted by thoughts like these. Then a contrary current would start. God would surely be pleased to see
that I was giving the same treatment to my son as I would give myself. I had faith in hydropathy, and little faith in
allopathy. The doctors could not guarantee recovery. At best they could experiment. The thread of life was in the
hands of God. Why not trust it to Him and in His name go on with what I thought was the right treatment?
*
My mind was torn between these conflicting thoughts. It was night. I was in Manilal’s bed lying by his side. I
decided to give him a wet sheet pack.
I got up, wetted a sheet, wrung the water out of it and wrapped it about Manilal, keeping only his head out and
then covered him with two blankets. To the head I applied a wet towel.
The whole body was burning like hot iron, and quite parched. There was absolutely no perspiration.
I was sorely tired. I left Manilal in the charge of his mother, and went out for a walk on Chaupati to refresh
myself. It was about ten o’clock. Very few pedestrians were out. Plunged in deep thought, I scarcely looked at
them.
“My honor is in Thy keeping oh Lord, in this hour of trial,” I repeated to myself. Ramanama\fn{“The name of
Rama”} was on my lips. After a short time I returned, my heart beating within my breast. No sooner had I entered
the room than Manilal said,
“You have returned, Bapu?”
“Yes, darling.”
“Do please pull me out. I am burning.' . 'Are you perspiring, my boy?'
“I am simply soaked. Do please take me out.”
I felt his forehead. It was covered with beads of perspiration. The temperature was going down. I thanked God.
“Manilal, your fever is sure to go now. A little more perspiration and then I will take you out.”
“Pray, no. Do deliver me from this furnace. Wrap me some other time if you like.”
I just managed to keep him under the pack for a few minutes more by diverting him. The perspiration streamed
down his forehead. I undid the pack and dried his body. Father and son fell asleep in the same bed.
And each slept like a log. Next morning Manilal had much less fever. He went on thus for forty days on diluted
milk and fruit juices. I had no fear now. It was an obstinate type of fever, but it had been got under control.
Today Manilal is the healthiest of my boys. Who can say whether his recovery was due to God’s grace, or to
hydropathy, or to careful dietary and nursing? Let everyone decide according to his own faith. For my part I was
sure that God had saved my honor, and that belief remains unaltered to this day.
III.23
Manilal was restored to health, but I saw that the Girgaum house was not habitable. It was damp and illlighted. So in consultation with Shri Revashankar Jagjivan I decided to hire some well-ventilated bungalow in a
suburb of Bombay. I wandered about in Bandra and Santa Cruz. The slaughterhouse in Bandra prevented our
choice falling there. Ghatkopar and places near it were too far from the sea. At last we hit upon a fine bungalow in
Santa Cruz, which we hired as being the best from the point of view of sanitation.
I took a first class season ticket from Santa Cruz to Churchgate, and remember having frequently felt a certain
pride in being the only first class passenger in my compartment. Often I walked to Bandra in order to take the fast
train from there direct to Churchgate.
I prospered in my profession better than I had expected. My South African clients often entrusted me with
some work, and it was enough to enable me to pay my way.
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I had not yet succeeded in securing any work in the High Court, but I attended the “moot” that used to be held
in those days, though I never ventured to take part in it.\fn{ A moot court is an extracurricular activity at many law schools in
which participants take part in simulated court proceedings, which usually involves drafting briefs (or memorials) and participating in oral
argument} I recall Jamiatram Nanabhai taking a prominent part. Like other fresh barristers I made a point of

attending the hearing of cases in the High Court, more, I am afraid, for enjoying the soporific breeze coming
straight from the sea than for adding to my knowledge. I observed that I was not the only one to enjoy this
pleasure. It seemed to be the fashion and therefore nothing to be ashamed of.
However I began to make use of the High Court library and make fresh acquaintances and felt that before long
I should secure work in the High Court. Thus whilst on the one hand I began to feel somewhat at ease about my
profession, on the other hand Gokhale, whose eyes were always on me, had been busy making his own plans on
my behalf. He peeped in at my chambers twice or thrice every week, often in company with friends whom he
wanted me to know, and he kept me acquainted with his mode of work.
*
But it may be said that God has never allowed any of my own plans to stand. He has disposed them in His own
way. Just when I seemed to be settling down as I had intended, I received an unexpected cable from South Africa:
Chamberlain expected here. Please return immediately.
I remembered my promise and cabled to say that I should be ready to start the moment they put me in funds.
They promptly responded, I gave up the chambers and started for South Africa.
I had an idea that the work there would keep me engaged for at least a year, so I kept the bungalow and left my
wife and children there. I believed then that enterprising youths who could not find an opening in the country
should emigrate to other lands. I therefore took with me four or five such youths, one of whom was Maganlal
Gandhi.
The Gandhis were and are a big family. I wanted to find out all those who wished to leave the trodden path and
venture abroad. My father used to accommodate a number of them in some state service. I wanted them to be free
from this spell. I neither could nor would secure other service for them; I wanted them to be self-reliant.
But as my ideals advanced, I tried to persuade these youths also to conform their ideals to mine, and I had the
greatest success in guiding Maganlal Gandhi. But about this later.
The separation from wife and children, the breaking up of a settled establishment, and the going from the
certain to the uncertain—all this was for a moment painful, but I had inured myself to an uncertain life. I think it
is wrong to expect certainties in this world, where all else but God that is Truth is an uncertainty. All that appears
and happens about and around us is uncertain, transient. But there is a Supreme Being hidden therein as a
Certainty, and one would be blessed if one could catch a glimpse of that Certainty and hitch one’s wagon to it.
The quest for that Trutb is the summum bonum of life.
I reached Durban not a day too soon. There was work waiting for me. The date for the deputation to wait on
Mr. Chamberlain had been fixed. I had to draft the memorial to be submitted to him and accompany the
deputation.
IV.1
Mr. Chamberlain had come to get a gift of 35 million pounds from South Africa, and to win the hearts of
Englishmen and Boers. So he gave a cold shoulder to the Indian deputation.
“You know,” he said, “that the Imperial Government has little control over self-governing Colonies. Your
grievances seem to be genuine. I shall do what I can, but you must try your best to placate the Europeans, if you
wish to live in their midst.”
The reply cast a chill over the members of the deputation. I was also disappointed. It was an eye-opener for us
all, and I saw that we should start with our work de novo. I explained the situation to my colleagues.
As a matter of fact there was nothing wrong about Mr. Chamberlain’s reply. It was well that he did not mince
matters. He had brought home to us in a rather gentle way the rule of might being right or the law of the sword.
But sword we had none. We scarcely had the nerve and the muscle even to receive sword-cuts.
Mr. Chamberlain had given only a short time to the sub-continent. If Shrinagar to Cape Comorin is 1,900
miles, Durban to Capetown is not less than 1,100 miles, and Mr. Chamberlain had to cover the long distance at
hurricane speed.
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From Natal he hastened to the Transvaal. I had to prepare the case for the Indians there as well and submit it to
him. But how was I to get to Pretoria? Our people there were not in a position to procure the necessary legal
facilities for my getting to them in time. The War had reduced the Transvaal to a howling wilderness. There were
neither provisions nor clothing available. Empty or closed shops were there, waiting to be replenished or opened,
but that was a matter of time. Even refugees could not be allowed to return until the shops were ready with
provisions. Every Transvaaller had therefore to obtain a permit. The European had no difficulty in getting one, but
the Indian found it very hard.
During the War many officers and soldiers had come to South Africa from India and Ceylon, and it was
considered to be the duty of the British authorities to provide for such of them as decided to settle there. They had
in any event to appoint new officers, and these experienced men came in quite handy. The quick ingenuity of
some of them created a new department. It showed their resourcefulness. There was a special department for the
negroes. Why then should there not be one for the Asiatics? The argument seemed to be quite plausible.
When I reached the Transvaal, this new department had already been opened and was gradually spreading its
tentacles. The officers who issued permits to the returning refugees might issue them to all, but how could they do
so in respect of the Asiatics without the intervention of the new department? And if the permits were to be issued
on the recommendation of the new department, some of the responsibility and burden of the permit officers could
thus be lessened. This was how they had argued.
The fact, however, was that the new department wanted some apology for work, and the men wanted money. If
there had been no work, the department would have been found unnecessary and would have been discontinued.
So they found this work for themselves.
The Indians had to apply to this department. A reply would be vouchsafed many days after. And as there were
large numbers wishing to return to the Transvaal, there grew up an army of intermediaries or touts, who, with the
officers, looted the poor Indians to the tune of thousands. I was told that no permit could be had without influence,
and that in some cases one had to pay up to hundred pounds in spite of the influence which one might bring to
bear.
Thus there seemed to be no way open to me. I went to my old friend, the Police Superintendent of Durban, and
said to him:
“Please introduce me to the Permit Officer and help me to obtain a permit. You know that I have been a
resident of the Transvaal.”
He immediately put on his hat, came out and secured me a permit. There was hardly an hour left before my
train was to start. I had kept my luggage ready. I thanked Superintendent Alexander and started for Pretoria.
I now had a fair idea of the difficulties ahead. On reaching Pretoria I drafted the memorial. In Durban I do not
recollect the Indians having been asked to submit in advance the names of their representatives, but here there
was the new department and it asked to do so. The Pretoria Indians had already come to know that the officers
wanted to exclude me. But another chapter is necessary for this painful though amusing incident.
IV.2
The officers at the head of the new department were at a loss to know how I had entered the Transvaal. They
inquired of the Indians who used to go to them, but these could say nothing definite. The officers only ventured a
guess that I might have succeeded in entering without a permit on the strength of my old connections. If that was
the case, I was liable to be arrested!
It is a general practice, on the termination of a big war, to invest the Government of the day with special
powers. This was the case in South Africa. The Government had passed a Peace Preservation Ordinance, which
provided that anyone entering the Transvaal without a permit should be liable to arrest and imprisonment. The
question of arresting me under .this provision was mooted, but no one could summon up courage enough to ask
me to produce my permit. The officers had of course sent telegrams to Durban, and when they found that I had
entered with a permit, they were disappointed. But they were not the men to be defeated by such disappointment.
Though I had succeeded in entering the Transvaal, they could still successfully prevent me from waiting on Mr.
Chamberlain.
So the community was asked to submit the names of the representatives who were to form the Deputation.
Color prejudice was of course in evidence everywhere in South Africa, but I was not prepared to find here the
dirty and underhand dealing among officials that I was familiar with in India. In South Africa the public
departments were maintained for the good of the people and were responsible to public opinion. Hence officials in
1638

charge had a certain courtesy of manner and humility about them, and colored people also got the benefit of it
more or less.
With the coming of the officers from Asia came also its autocracy, and the habits that the autocrats had
imbibed there. In South Africa there was a kind of responsible government or democracy, whereas the commodity
imported from Asia was autocracy pure and simple; for the Asiatics had no responsible government, there being a
foreign power governing them. In South Africa the Europeans were settled emigrants. They had become South
African citizens arid had control over the departmental officers. But the autocrats from Asia now appeared on the
scene, and the Indians in consequence found themselves between the devil and the deep sea.
I had a fair taste of this autocracy. I was first summoned to see the chief of the department, an officer from
Ceylon. Lest I should appear to exaggerate when I say that I was “summoned” to see the chief, I shall make
myself clear. No written order was sent to me. Indian leaders often had to visit the Asiatic officers. Among these
was the late Sheth Tyeb Haji Khanmahomed. The chief of the office asked him who I was and why I had come
there.
“He is our adviser,” said Tyeb Sheth, “and he has come here at our request.”
“Then what are we here for? Have we not been appointed to protect you? What can Gandhi know of the
conditions here?” asked the autocrat. Tyeb Sheth answered the charge as best he could:
“Of course you are there. But Gandhi is our man. He knows our language and understands us. You are after all
officials.”
The Sahib ordered Tyeb Sheth to fetch me before him. I went to the Sahib in company with Tyeb Sheth and
others. No seats were offered. We were all kept standing.
“What brings you here?” said the Sahib, addressing me.
“I have come here at the request of my fellow-countrymen to help them with my advice,” I replied.
“But don’t you know that you have no right to come here? The permit you hold was given you by mistake.
You cannot be regarded as a domiciled Indian. You must go back. You shall not wait on Mr. Chamberlain. It is for
the protection of the Indians here that the Asiatic Department has been especially created. Well, you may go.”
With this he bade me good-bye, giving me no opportunity for a reply.”
But he detained my companions. He gave them a sound scolding and advised them to send me away. They
returned chagrined. We were now confronted with an unexpected situation.
IV.3
I smarted under the insult, but as I had pocketed many such in the past I had become inured to them. I
therefore decided to forget this latest one and take what course a dispassionate view of the case might suggest.
We had a letter from the Chief of the Asiatic Department to the effect that, as I had seen Mr. Chamberlain in
Durban, it had been found necessary to omit my name from the deputation which was to wait on him. The letter
was more than my co-workers could bear. They proposed to drop the idea of the deputation altogether. I pointed
out to them the awkward situation of the community.
“If you do not represent your case before Mr. Chamberlain,” said I, “it will be presumed that you have no case
at all. After all, the representation has to be made in writing, and we have got it ready. It does not matter in the
least whether I read it or someone else reads it. Mr. Chamberlain is not going to argue the matter with us. I am
afraid we must swallow the insult.” I had scarcely finished speaking when Tyeb Sheth cried out,
“Does not an insult to you amount to an insult to the community? How can we forget that you are our
representative?”
“Too true,” said I. “But even the community will have to pocket insults like these. Have we any alternative?”
“Come what may, why should we swallow a fresh insult? Nothing worse can possibly happen to us. Have we
many rights to lose?” asked Tyeb Sheth.
It was a spirited reply, but of what avail was it? I was fully conscious of the limitations of the community. I
pacified my friends and advised them to have, in my place, Mr. George Godfrey, an Indian barrister.
So Mr. Godfrey led the deputation. Mr. Chamberlain referred in his reply to my exclusion.
“Rather than hear the same representative over and over again, is it not better to have someone new?” he said,
and tried to heal the wound. But all this, far from ending the matter, only added to the work of the community and
also to mine. We had to start afresh.
“It is at your instance that the community helped in the war, and you see the result now,” were the words with
which some people taunted me. But the taunt had no effect.
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“I do not regret my advice,” said I. “I maintain that we did well in taking part in the war. In doing so we simply
did our duty. We may not look forward to any reward for our labors, but it is my firm conviction that all good
action is bound to bear fruit in the end. Let us forget the past and think of the task before us.”
With which the rest agreed. I added:
“To tell you the truth, the work for which you had called me is practically finished, But I believe I ought not to
leave the Transvaal, so far as it is possible, even if you permit me to return home. Instead of carrying on my work
from Natal, as before, I must now do so from here, I must no longer think of returning to India within a year, but
must get enrolled in the Transvaal Supreme Court. I have confidence enough to deal with this new department.
“If we do not do this, the community will be hounded out of the country, besides being thoroughly robbed.
Every day it will have fresh insults heaped upon it. The facts that Mr. Chamberlain refused to see me and that the
official insulted me, are nothing before the humiliation of the whole community. It will become impossible to put
up with the veritable dog’s life that we shall be expected to lead.”
So I set the ball rolling, discussed things with Indians in Pretoria and Johannesburg, and ultimately decided to
set up office in Johannesburg.
It was indeed doubtful whether I would be enrolled in the Transvaal Supreme Court. But the Law Society did
not oppose my application, and the Court allowed it. It was difficult for an Indian to secure rooms for office in a
suitable locality. But I had come in fairly close contact with Mr. Ritch, who was then one of the merchants there.
Through the good offices of a house agent known to him, I succeeded in securing suitable rooms for my office in
the legal quarters of the city, and I started on my professional work.

† Mohandus Gandhi in front of his professional offices in Johannesburg, in a photograph taken in 1903 †
IV.4
Before I narrate the struggle for the Indian settlers’ rights in the Transvaal and their dealings with the Asiatic
Department, I must turn to some other aspects of my life.
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Up to now there had been in me a mixed desire. The spirit of self-sacrifice was tempered by the desire to lay
by something for the future. .
About the time I took up chambers in Bombay, an American insurance agent had come there—a man with a
pleasing countenance and a sweet tongue. As though we were old friends he discussed my future welfare.
“All men of your status in America have their lives insured. Should you not also insure yourself against the
future? Life is uncertain. We in America regard it as a religious obligation to get insured. Can I not tempt you to
take out a small policy?”
Up to this time I had given the cold shoulder to all the agents I had met in South Africa and India, for I had
thought that life assurance implied fear and want of faith in God. But now I succumbed to the temptation of the
American agent. As he proceeded with his argument, I had before my mind’s eye a picture of my wife and
children.
“Man, you have sold almost all the ornaments of your wife,” I said to myself. “If something were to happen to
you, the burden of supporting her and the children would fall on your poor brother, who has so nobly filled the
place of father. How would that become you?” With these and similar arguments I persuaded myself to take out a
policy for Rs. 10,000.
But when my mode of life changed in South Africa, my outlook changed too. All the steps I took at this time of
trial were taken in the name of God and for His service. I did not know how long I should have to stay in South
Africa. I had a fear that I might never be able to get back to India; so I decided to keep my wife and children with
me and earn enough to support them. This plan made me deplore the life policy and feel ashamed of having been
caught in the net of the insurance agent.
If, I said to myself, my brother is really in the position of my father, surely he would not consider it too much
of a burden to support my widow, if it came that. And what reason had I to assume that death. would claim me
earlier than the others? After all the real protector was neither I nor my brother, but the Almighty. In getting my
life insured I had robbed my wife and children of their self-reliance. Why should they not be expected to take care
of themselves? What happened to the families of the numberless poor in the world? Why should I not count
myself as one of them?
A multitude of such thoughts passed through my mind, but I did not immediately act upon them. I recollect
having paid at least one insurance premium in South Africa.
Outward circumstances too supported this train of thought. During my first sojourn in South Africa it was
Christian influence that had kept alive in me the religious sense. Now it was theosophical influence that added
strength to it. Mr. Ritch was a theosophist and put me in touch with the society at Johannesburg. I never became a
member, as I had my differences, but I came in close contact with almost every theophist. I had religious
discussions with them every day. There used to be readings from theosophical books, and sometimes I had
occasion to address their meetings.
The chief thing about theosophy is to cultivate and promote the idea of brotherhood. We had considerable
discussion over this, and I criticized the members where their conduct did not appear to me to square with their
ideal. The criticism was not without its wholesome effect on me. It led to introspection.
IV.5
When, in 1893, I came in close contact with Christian friends, I was a mere novice. They tried hard to bring
home to me, and make me accept, the message of Jesus, and I was a humble and respectful listener with an open
mind. At that time I naturally studied Hinduism to the best of my ability and endeavored to understand other
religions.
In 1903 the position was somewhat changed. Theosophist friends certainly intended to draw me into their
society, but that was with a view to getting something from me as a Hindu. Theosophical literature is replete with
Hindu influence, and so these friends expected that I should be helpful to them. I explained that my Samskrit
study was not much to speak of, that I had not read the Hindu scriptures in the original, and that even my
acquaintance with the. translations was of the slightest. But being believers in samskara (tendencies caused by
previous births) and punarjanma (rebirth), they assumed that I should be able to render at least some help.
And so I felt like a Triton among the minnows. I started reading Swami Vivekananda’s Raiayoga with some of
these friends and M. N. Dvivedi’s Rajayoga with others. I had to read Patanjali’s Yoga Sutras with one friend and
the Bhagavadgita with quite a number. We formed a sort of Seekers’ Club where we had regular readings. I
already had faith in the Gita, which had a fascination for me. Now I realized the necessity of diving deeper into it.
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I had one or two translations, by means of which I tried to understand the original Sanskrit. I decided also to get
by heart one or two verses every day.
For this purpose I employed the time of my morning ablutions. The operation took me thirty-five minutes,
fifteen minutes for the tooth brush and twenty for the bath. The first I used to do standing in western fashion. So
on the wall opposite I stuck slips of paper on which were written the Gita verses and referred to them now and
then to help my memory. This time was found sufficient for memorizing the daily portion and recalling the verses
already learnt. I remember having thus committed to memory thirteen chapters. But the memorizing of the Gita
had to give way to other work and the creation and nurture of satyagraha, which absorbed all my thinking time,
as the latter may be said to be doing even now.
What effect this reading of the Gita had on my friends only they can say, but to me the Gita became an
infallible guide of conduct. It became my dictionary of daily reference. Just as I turned to the English dictionary
for the meanings of English words that I did not understand, I turned to this dictionary of conduct for a ready
solution of all my troubles and trials. Words like aparigraha (non-possession) and samabhava (equability)
gripped me.
How to cultivate and preserve that equability was the question. How was one to treat alike insulting, insolent
and corrupt officials, co-workers of yesterday raising meaningless opposition, and men who had always been
good to one? How was one to divest oneself of all possessions? Was not the body itself possession enough? Were
not wife and children possessions? Was I to destroy all the cupboards of books I had? Was I to give up all I had
and follow Him?
Straight came the answer: I could not follow Him unless I gave up all I had. My study of English law came to
my help. Snell’s discussion of the maxims of Equity came to my memory. I understood more clearly in the light of
the Gita teaching the implication of the word “trustee”. My regard for jurisprudence increased. I discovered in it
religion. I understood the Gita teaching of non-possession to mean that those who desired salvation should act
like the trustee who, though having control over great possessions, regards not an iota of them as his own. It
became clear to me as daylight that non-possession and equability presupposed a change of heart, a change of
attitude.
I then wrote to Revashankarbhai to allow the insurance policy to lapse and get whatever could be recovered, or
else to regard the premiums already paid as lost, for I had become convinced that God, who created my wife and
children as well as myself, would take care of them. To my brother, who had been as father to me, I, wrote
explaining that I had given him all that I had saved up to that moment, but that henceforth he should expect
nothing from me, for future savings, if any, would be utilized for the benefit of the community.
I could not easily make my brother understand this. In stern language he explained to me my duty towards
him. I should not, he said, aspire to be wiser than our father. I must support the family as he did. I pointed out to
him that I was doing exactly what our father had done. The meaning of “family” had but to be slightly widened
and the wisdom of my step would become clear.
My brother gave me up and practically stopped all communication. I was deeply distressed, but it would have
been a greater distress to give up what I considered to be my duty, and I preferred the lesser. But that did not
affect my devotion to him, which remained as pure and great as ever. His great love for me was at the root of his
misery. He did not so much want my money as that I should be well-behaved towards the family. Near the end of
his life, however, he appreciated my viewpoint. When almost on his deathbed, he realized that my step had been
right and wrote me a most pathetic letter.
He apologized to me, if indeed a father may apologize to his son. He commended his sons to my care, to be
brought up as I thought fit, and expressed his impatience to meet me. He cabled that he would like to come to
South Africa and I cabled in reply that he could.
But that was not to be. Nor could his desire as regards his sons be fulfilled. He died before he could start for
South Africa. His sons had been brought up in the old atmosphere and could not change their course of life. I
could not draw them to me. It was not their fault. Who can say thus far, no further, to the tide of his own nature?
Who can erase the impressions with which he is born? It is idle to expect one’s children and wards necessarily to
follow the same course of evolution as oneself.
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† Mohandas Gandhi’s eldest son, Harilal (1888-1948), in a photograph taken in 1910.
*
W says that “in 1911 Harilal renounced all family ties”. On June 6, 19 and 22, 1935, his father wrote three
letters to him, saying that he had been accused of lying in his behavior with two named women, adding
“please let me have pure truth please tell me if still you are interested in alcohol and debauchery … I wish
that you better die rather than resort to alcohol in any manner … you should know that your problem has
become much more difficult for me even than our national freedom … Manu (one of Harilal’s two
daughters) is telling me a number of dangerous things about you. She says that you had raped her before
eight years and she was so much hurt that medical treatment was also to be taken. … I can never believe
that Manu tell any lie. On can appreciate that you may resort to a lie to cover up your inhuman action.”
*
W says that “he appeared at his father’s funeral in such derelict condition that few recognized him.” He
died only four months later in a Bombay hospital of tuberculosis, “racked by liver disease and possibly
syphilis.” Hospital records “suggest that he died a lonely death. … There is no mention of any family
members” on his death certificate, only “that he was admitted to the hospital after being found unconscious
in Kamathipura” (Bombay’s oldest red-light district). †
This instance to some extent serves to show what a terrible responsibility it is to be a parent.\fn{ The above
quotations were taken from Wikipedia’s internet article Harilal Gandhi and from the English translations of the three letters referred to
above and authenticated as written by Mohandas Gandhi. The letters and their translations appear under W’s article under References,
footnote 4: “Gandhi three autograph letters signed to his son. Mullock’s auctions. Retrieved 19 September 2016. }
IV.6
As the ideals of sacrifice and simplicity were becoming more and more realized, and the religious
consciousness was becoming more and more quickened in my daily life, the passion for vegetarianism as a
mission went on increasing. I have known only one way of carrying on missionary work, viz., by personal
example and discussion with searchers for knowledge.
There was in Johannesburg a vegetarian restaurant conducted by a German who believed in Kuhne’s
hydropathic treatment. I visited the restaurant myself and helped it by taking English friends there. But I saw that
it could not last as it was always in financial difficulties. I assisted it as much as I thought it deserved, and spent
some money on it, but it had ultimately to be closed down.
Most theosophists are vegetarians more or less, and an enterprising lady belonging to that society now came
upon the scene with a vegetarian restaurant on a grand scale. She was fond of art, extravagant and ignorant of
accounts. Her circle of friends was fairly large. She had started in a small way, but later decided to extend the
venture by taking large rooms, and asked me for help.
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I knew nothing of her finances when she thus approached me, but I took it that her estimate must be fairly
accurate. And I was in a position to accommodate her. My clients used to keep large sums as deposits with me.
Having received the consent of one of these clients, I lent about a thousand pounds from the amount to his credit.
This client was most large-hearted :and trusting. He had originally come to South Africa as an indentured laborer.
He said:
“Give away the money, if you like. I know nothing in these matters. I only know you.”
His name was Badri. He afterwards took a prominent part in satyagraha, and suffered imprisonment as well.
So I advanced the loan assuming that this consent was enough.
In two or three months’ time I came to know that the amount would not be recovered. I could ill afford to
sustain such a loss. There were many other purposes to which I could have applied this amount. The loan was
never repaid. But how could trusting Badri be allowed to suffer? He had known me only. I made good the loss. A
client friend to whom I spoke about this transaction sweetly chided\fn{ The text has: chid} me for my folly.
“Bhai,”—I had fortunately not yet become Mahatma, nor even Bapu (father), friends used to call me by the
loving name of Bhai (brother)—said he, “this was not for you to do. We depend upon you in so many things. You
are not going to get back this amount. I know you will never allow Badri to come to grief, for you will pay him
out of your pocket, but if you go on helping your reform schemes by operating on your clients’ money, the poor
fellows will be ruined, and you will soon become a beggar. But you are our trustee and must know that, if you
become a beggar, all. our public work will come to a stop.”
The friend, I am thankful to say, is still alive. I have not yet come across a purer man than he, in South Africa
or anywhere else. I have known him to apologize to people and to cleanse himself, when having happened to
suspect them, he had found his suspicion to be unfounded.
I saw that he had rightly warned me. For though I made good Badri’s loss, I should not have been able to meet
any similar loss and should have been driven to incur debt—a thing I have never done in my life and always
abhorred. I realized that even a man’s reforming zeal ought not to make him exceed his limits. I also saw that in
thus lending trust-money I had disobeyed the cardinal teaching of the Gita, viz., the duty of a man of equipoise to
act without desire for the fruit. The error became for me a beacon-light of warning.
The sacrifice offered on the altar of vegetarianism was neither intentional nor expected. It was a virtue of
necessity.
IV.7
With the growing simplicity of my life, my dislike for medicines steadily increased. While practicing in
Durban, I suffered for some time from debility and rheumatic inflammation. Dr. P. J. Mehta, who had come to see
me, gave me treatment, and I got well. After that, up to the time when I returned to India, I do not remember
having suffered from any ailment to speak of.
But I used to be troubled with constipation and frequent headaches, while at Johannesburg. I kept myself fit
with occasional laxatives and a well-regulated diet. But I could hardly call myself healthy, and always wondered
when I should get free from the incubus of these laxative medicines.
About this time I read of the formation of a “No Breakfast Association” in Manchester. The argument of the
promoters was that Englishmen ate too often and too much, that their doctors’ bills were heavy because they ate
until midnight, and that they should at least give up breakfast, if they wanted to improve this state of affairs.
Though all these things could not be said of me, I felt that the argument did partly apply in my case. I used to
have three square meals daily in addition to afternoon tea. I was never a spare eater and enjoyed as many
delicacies as could be had with a vegetarian and spiceless diet. I scarcely ever got up before six or seven. I
therefore argued that, if I also dropped the morning breakfast, I might become free from headaches. So I tried the
experiment.
For a few days it was rather hard, but the headaches entirely disappeared. This led me conclude that I was
eating more than I needed. But the change was far from relieving me of constipation. I tried Kuhne’s hip baths,
which gave some relief but did not completely cure me. In the meantime the German who had a vegetarian
restaurant, or some other friend, I forget who, placed in my hands Just’s Return to Nature. In this book I read
about earth treatment. The author also advocated fresh fruit and nuts as the natural diet of man. I did not at once
take to the exclusive fruit diet, but immediately began experiments in earth treatment, and with wonderful results.
The treatment consisted in applying to the abdomen a bandage of clean earth moistened with cold water and
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spread like a poultice on fine linen. This I applied at bedtime, removing it during the night or in the morning,
whenever I happened to wake up.
It proved a radical cure. Since then I have tried the treatment on myself and my friends and never had reason to
regret, it. In India, I have not been able to try this treatment with equal confidence. For one thing, I have never
had time to settle down in one place to conduct the experiments. But my faith in the earth and water treatment
remains practically the same as before. Even today, I give myself the earth treatment to a certain extent and
recommend it to my co-workers, whenever occasion arises.
Though I have had two serious illnesses in my life, I believe that man has little need to drug himself. 999 cases
out of a thousand can be brought round by means of a well-regulated diet, water and earth treatment and similar
household remedies. He who runs to the doctor, vaidya or hakim for every little ailment, and swallows all kinds of
vegetable and mineral drugs, not only curtails his life, but, by becoming the slave of his body instead of remaining
its master, loses self-control, and ceases to be a man.
Let no one discount these observations because they are being written in a sickbed. I know the reasons for my
illnesses. I am fully conscious that I alone am responsible for them, and it is because of that consciousness that I
have not lost patience. In fact I have thanked God for them as lessons and successfully resisted the temptation of
taking numerous drugs. I know my obstinacy often tries my doctors, but they kindly bear with me and do not give
me up.
However, I must not digress. Before proceeding further. I should give the reader a word of warning. Those
who purchase Just’s book on the strength of this chapter should not take everything in it to be gospel truth. A
writer almost always presents one aspect of a case, whereas every case can be seen from no less than seven points
of view, all of which are probably correct by themselves, but not correct at the same time and in the same
circumstances.
And then many books are written with a view to gaining customers and earning name and fame. Let those,
therefore, who read such books as these do so with discernment, and take advice of some experienced man before
trying any of the experiments set forth, or let them read the books with patience and digest them thoroughly
before acting upon them.
IV.8
I am afraid I must continue the digression until the next chapter.
Along with my experiments in earth treatment, those in dietetics were also being carried on, and it may not be
out of place here to make a few observations as regards the latter, though I shall have occasion to refer to them
again later.
I may not, now or hereafter, enter into a detailed account of the experiments in dietetics, for I did so in a series
of Gujarati articles which appeared years ago in Indian Opinion, and which were afterwards published in the form
of a book popularly known in English as A Guide to Health. Among my little books this has been the most widely
read alike in the East and in the West, a thing that I have not yet been able to understand. It was written for the
benefit of the readers of Indian Opinion. But I know that the booklet has profoundly influenced the lives of many,
both in the East arid in the West, who have never seen Indian Opinion. For they have been corresponding with me
on the subject.
It has therefore appeared necessary to say something here about the booklet, for though I see no reason to alter
the views set forth in it, yet, I have made certain radical changes in my actual practice, of which all readers of the
book do not know, and of which, I think, they should be informed.
The booklet was written, like all my other writings, with a spiritual end, which has always inspired every one
of my actions, and therefore it is a matter for deep distress to me that I am unable today to practice some of the
theories propounded in the book.
It is my firm conviction that man need take no milk at all, beyond the mother’s milk that he takes as a baby.
His diet should consist of nothing but sunbaked fruits and nuts. He can secure enough nourishment both for the
tissues and the nerves from fruits like grapes and nuts like almonds. Restraint of the sexual and other passions
becomes easy for a man who lives on such food. My co-workers and I have seen by experience that there is much
truth in the Indian proverb that as a man eats, so shall he become. These views have been set out elaborately in the
book.
But unfortunately in India I have found myself obliged to deny some of my theories in practice. Whilst I was
engaged on the recruiting campaign in Kheda, an error in diet laid me low, and I was at death’s door. I tried in
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vain to rebuild a shattered constitution without milk. I sought the help of the doctors, vaidyas and scientists whom
I knew, to recommend a substitute for milk. Some suggested mung water, some mowhra oil, some almond-milk. I
wore out my body in experimenting on these, but nothing could help me to leave the sickbed. The vaidyas read
verses to me from Charaka to show that religious scruples about diet have no place in therapeutics. So they could
not be expected to help me to continue to live without milk. And how could those who recommended beef-tea and
brandy without hesitation help me to persevere with a milkless diet?
I might not take cow’s or buffalo’s milk, as I was bound by a vow. The vow of course meant the giving up of
all milks, but as I had mother cow’s and mother buffalo’s only in mind when I took the vow, and as I wanted to
live, I somehow beguiled myself into emphasizing the letter of the vow and decided to take goat’s milk. I was
fully conscious, when I started taking mother goat’s milk, that the spirit of my vow was destroyed. But the idea of
leading a campaign against the Rowlatt Act had possessed me. And with it grew the desire to live. Consequently
one of the greatest experiments in my life came to a stop.
I know it is argued that the soul has nothing to do with what one eats or drinks, as the soul neither eats nor
drinks; that it is not what you put inside from without, but what you express outwardly from within, that matters.
There is no doubt some force in this. But rather than examine this reasoning, I shall content myself with merely
declaring my firm conviction that, for the seeker who would live in fear of God and who would see Him face to
face, restraint in diet both as to quantity and quality is as essential as restraint in thought and speech.
In a matter, however, where my theory has failed me, I should not only give the information, but issue a grave
warning against adopting it. I would therefore urge those who, on the strength of the theory propounded by me,
may have given up milk, not to persist in the experiment, unless they find it beneficial in every way, or unless
they are advised by experienced physicians. Up to now my experience here has shown me that for those with a
weak digestion and for those who are confined to bed there is no light and nourishing diet equal to that of milk.
I should be greatly obliged if anyone with experience in this line, who happens to read this chapter, would tell
me, if he has known from experience, and not from reading, of a vegetable substitute for milk, which is equally
nourishing and digestible.
IV.9
To turn now to the Asiatic Department.
Johannesburg was the stronghold of the Asiatic officers. I had been observing that, far from protecting the
Indians, Chinese and others, these officers were grinding them down. Every day I had complaints like this:
“The rightful ones are not admitted, whilst those who have no right are smuggled in on payment of £100. If
you will not remedy this state of things, who will?” I shared the feeling. If I did not succeed on stamping out this
evil, I should be living in the Transvaal in vain.
So I began to collect evidence, and as soon as I had gathered a fair amount, I approached the Police
Commissioner. He appeared to be a just man.. Far from giving me the cold shoulder, he listened to me patiently
and asked me to show him all the evidence in my possession. He examined the witnesses himself and was
satisfied, but he knew as well as I that it was difficult in South Africa to get a white jury to convict a white
offender against colored men.
“But,” said he, “let us try at any rate. It is not proper either, to let such criminals go scot-free for fear of the
jury acquitting them. I must get them arrested. I assure you I shall leave no stone unturned.”
I did not need the assurance. I suspected quite a number of officers, but as I had no unchallengeable evidence
against them all, warrants of arrest were issued against the two about whose guilt I had not the slightest doubt.
My movements could never be kept secret. Many knew that I was going to the Police Commissioner
practically daily. The two officers against whom warrants had been issued had spies more or less efficient. They
used to patrol my office and report my movements to the officers. I must admit, however, that these officers were
so bad that they could not have had many spies. Had the Indians and the Chinese not helped me, they would never
have been arrested.
One of these absconded. The Police Commissioner obtained an extradition warrant against him and got him
arrested and brought to the Transvaal. They were tried, and although there was strong evidence against them, and
in spite of the fact that the jury had evidence of one of them having absconded, both were declared to be not
guilty and acquitted.
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I was sorely disappointed. The Police Commissioner also was very sorry. I got disgusted with the legal
profession. The very intellect became an abomination to me inasmuch as it could be prostituted for screening
crime.
However, the guilt of both these officers was so patent that in spite of their acquittal the Government could not
harbor them. Both were cashiered, and the Asiatic department became comparatively clean, and the Indian
community was somewhat reassured.
The event enhanced my prestige and brought me more business. The bulk, though not all, of the hundreds of
pounds that the community was monthly squandering in peculation, was saved. All could not be saved, for the
dishonest still plied their trade. But it was now possible for the honest man to preserve his honesty.
I must say that. though these officers were so bad, I had nothing against them personally. They were aware of
this themselves, and when in their straits they approached me, I helped them too. They had a chance of getting
employed by the Johannesburg Municipality, in case I did not oppose the proposal. A friend of theirs saw me in
this connection and I agreed not to thwart them, and they succeeded.
*
This attitude of mine put the officials with whom I came in contact perfectly at ease, and though I had often to
fight with their department and use strong language, they remained quite friendly with me. I was not then quite
conscious that such behavior was part of my nature. I learnt later that it was an essential part of satyagraha, and
an attribute of ahimsa.
Man and his deed are two distinct things. Whereas a good deed should call forth approbation and a wicked
deed disapprobation, the doer of the deed, whether good or wicked, always deserves respect or pity as the case
may be. “Hate the sin and not the sinner” is a precept which, though easy enough to understand, is rarely
practiced, and that is why the poison of hatred spreads in the world.
This ahimsa is the basis of the search for truth. I am realizing every day that the search is vain unless it is
founded on ahimsa as the basis. It is quite proper to resist and attack a system, but to resist and attack its author is
tantamount to resisting and attacking oneself. For we are all tarred with the same brush, and are children of one
and the same Creator, and as such the divine powers within us are infinite. To slight a single human being is to
slight those divine powers, and thus to harm not only that being but with him the whole world.
IV.10
A variety of incidents in my life have conspired to bring me in close contact with people of many creeds and
many communities, and my experience with all of them warrants the statement that I have known no distinction
between relatives and strangers, countrymen and foreigners, white and colored, Hindus and Indians of other
faiths, whether Musalmans, Parsis, Christians or Jews. I may say that my heart. has been incapable of making any
such distinctions. I cannot claim this as a special virtue, as it is in my very nature, rather than a result of any effort
on my part, whereas in the case of ahimsa (non-violence), brahmacharya (celibacy), aparigraha (non-possession)
and other cardinal virtues, I am fully conscious of a continuous striving for their cultivation.
When I was practicing in Durban, my office clerks often stayed with me, and there were among them Hindus
and Christians, or to describe them by their provinces, Gujaratis and Tamilians. I do not recollect having ever
regarded them as anything out my kith and kin. I treated them as members of my family, and had unpleasantness
with my wife if ever she stood in the way of my treating them as such. One of the clerks was a Christian, born of
Panchama parents.\fn{I.e., he was born of Untouchables}
The house was built after the Western model, and the rooms rightly had no outlets for dirty water. Each room
had therefore chamber-pots. Rather than have these cleaned by a servant or a sweeper, my wife or I attended to
them. The clerks who made themselves completely at home would naturally clean their own pots, but the
Christian clerk was a newcomer. and it was our duty to attend to his bedroom.
My wife managed the pots of the others, but to clean those used by one who had been a Panchama seemed to
her to be the limit, and we fell out. She could not bear the pots being cleaned by me, neither did she like doing it
herself. Even today I can recall the picture of her chiding me, her eyes red with anger, and pearl drops streaming
down her cheeks, as she descended the ladder, pot in hand. But I was a cruelly kind husband. I regarded myself as
her teacher, and so harassed her out of my blind love for her.
I was far from being satisfied by her merely carrying the pot. I would have her do it cheerfully. So I said,
raising my voice:
“I will not stand this nonsense in my house!”
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The words pierced her like an arrow. She shouted back:
“Keep your house to yourself and let me go!”
I forgot myself and the spring of compassion dried up in me. I caught her by the hand, dragged the helpless
woman to the gate, which was just opposite the ladder, and proceeded to open it with. the intention of pushing her
out. The tears were running down her cheeks in torrents, and she cried:
“Have you no sense of shame? Must you so far forget yourself? Where am I to go? I have no parents or
relatives here to harbor me. Being your wife, you think I must put up with your cuffs and kicks? For Heaven’s
sake behave yourself, and shut the gate. Let us not be found making scenes like this!”
*
I put on a brave face, but was really ashamed and shut the gate. If my wife could not leave me, neither could I
leave her. We have had numerous bickerings, but the end has always been peace between us. The wife, with her
matchless powers of endurance, has always been the victor.
Today I am in a position to narrate the incident with some detachment, as it belongs to a period out of which I
have fortunately emerged. I am no longer a blind, infatuated husband, I am no more my wife’s teacher. Kasturba
can, if she will, be as unpleasant to me today, as I used to be to her before. We are tried friends, the one no longer
regarding the other as the object of lust. She has been a faithful nurse throughout my illnesses, serving without
any thought of reward.
The incident in question occurred in 1898, when I had no conception of brahmacharya. It was a time when I
thought that the wife was the object of her husband’s lust, born to do her husband’s behest, rather than a helpmate,
a comrade and a partner in the husband’s joys and sorrows.
It was in the year 1900 that these ideas underwent a radical transformation, and in 1906 they took concrete
shape. But of this I propose to speak in its proper place. Suffice it to say that with the gradual disappearance in me
of the carnal appetite, my domestic life became and is becoming more and more peaceful, sweet and happy.
Let no one conclude from this narrative of a sacred recollection that we are by any means an ideal couple, or
that there is a complete identity of ideals between us. Kasturba herself does not perhaps know whether she has
any ideals independently of me. It is likely that many of my doings have not her approval even today. We never
discuss them, I see no good in discussing them. For she was educated neither by her parents nor by me at the time
when I ought to have done it.
But she is blessed with one great quality to a very considerable degree, a quality which most Hindu wives
possess in some measure. And it is this; willingly or unwillingly, consciously or unconsciously, she has
considered herself blessed in following in my footsteps, and has never stood in the way of my endeavor to lead a
life of restraint. Though, therefore, there is a wide difference between us intellectually, I have always had the
feeling that ours is a life of contentment, happiness and progress.
IV.11
This chapter has brought me to a stage where it becomes necessary for me to explain to the reader how this
story is written from week to week.
When I began writing it, I had no definite plan before me. I have no diary or documents on which to base the
story of my experiments. I write just as the Spirit moves me at the time of writing. I do not claim to know
definitely that all conscious thought and action on my part is directed by the Spirit. But on an examination of the
greatest steps that I have taken in my life, as also of those that may be regarded as the least, I think it will not be
improper to say that all of them were directed by the Spirit.
I have not seen Him, neither have I known Him. I have made the world’s faith in God my own, and as my faith
is ineffaceable, I regard that faith as amounting to experience. However, as it may be said that to describe faith as
experience is to tamper with truth, it may perhaps be more correct to say that I have no word for characterizing
my belief in God.
It is perhaps now somewhat easy to understand why I believe that I am writing this story as the Spirit prompts
me. When I began the last chapter I gave it the heading I have given to this, but as I was writing it, I realized that
before I narrated my experiences with Europeans, I must write something by way of a preface. This I did and
altered the heading.
Now again, as I start on this chapter, I find myself confronted with a fresh problem. What things to mention
and what to omit regarding the English friends of whom I am about to write is a serious problem. If things that are
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relevant are omitted, truth will be dimmed. And it is difficult to decide straightaway what is relevant, when I am
not even sure about the relevancy of writing this story.
I understand more clearly today what I read long ago about the inadequacy of all autobiography as history. I
know that I do not set down in this story all that I remember. Who can say how much I must give and how much
omit in the interests of truth?
And what would be the value in a court of law of the inadequate ex parte evidence being tendered by me of
certain events in my life? If some busybody were to cross-examine me on the chapters already written, he could
probably shed much more light on them, and if it were a hostile critic’s cross-examination, he might even flatter
himself for having shown up the hollowness of many of my pretensions.
I, therefore, wonder for a moment whether it might not be proper to stop writing these chapters. But so long as
there is no prohibition from the voice within, I must continue the writing.. I must follow the sage maxim that
nothing once begun should be abandoned unless it is proved to be morally wrong.
I am not writing the autobiography to please critics. Writing it is itself one of the experiments with truth. One
of its objects is certainly to provide some comfort and food for reflection for my co-workers. Indeed I started
writing it in compliance with their wishes. It might not have been written, if Jeramdas and Swami Anand had not
persisted in their suggestion. If, therefore, I am wrong in writing the autobiography, they must share the blame.
*
But to take up the subject indicated in the heading. Just as I had Indians living with me as members of my
family, so had I English friends living with me in Durban. Not that all who lived with me liked it. But I persisted
in having them. Nor was I wise in every case. I had some bitter experiences, but these included both Indians and
Europeans. And I do not regret the experiences. In spite of them, and in spite of the inconvenience and worry that
I have often caused to friends, I have not altered my conduct and friends have kindly borne with me. Whenever
my contacts with strangers have been painful to friends, I have not hesitated to blame them. I hold that believers
who have to see the same God in others that they see in themselves must be able to live amongst all with
sufficient detachment. And the ability to live thus can be cultivated, not by fighting shy of unsought opportunities
for such contacts, but by hailing them in a spirit of service and withal keeping oneself unaffected by them.
Though, therefore, my house was full when the Boer War broke out, I received two Englishmen who had come
from Johannesburg. Both were theosophists, one of them being Mr. Kitchin, of whom we shall have occasion to
know more later. These friends often cost my wife bitter tears. Unfortunately she has had many such trials on my
account. This was the first time that I had English friends to live with me as intimately as members of my family.
I had stayed in English houses during my days in England, but there I conformed to their ways of living, and it
was more or less like living in a boarding house. Here it was quite the contrary. The English friends became
members of the family. They adopted the Indian style in many matters. Though the appointments in the house
were in the Western fashion, the internal life was mostly Indian. I do remember having had some difficulty in
keeping them as members of the family, but I can certainly say that they had no difficulty in making themselves
perfectly at home under my roof. In Johannesburg these contacts developed further than in Durban.
IV.12
In Johannesburg I had at one time as many as four Indian clerks, who were perhaps more like my sons than
clerks. But even these were not enough for my work. It was impossible to do without typewriting, which, among
us, if at all, only I knew. I taught it to two of the clerks, but they never came up to the mark because of their poor
English. And then one of these I wanted to train as an accountant. I could not get out anyone from Natal, for
nobody could enter the Transvaal without a permit, and for my own personal convenience I was not prepared to
ask a favor of the Permit Officer.
I was at my wits end. Arrears were fast mounting up, so much so that it seemed impossible for me, however
much I might try, to cope with professional and public work. I was quite willing to engage a European clerk, but I
was not sure to get a white man or woman to serve a colored man like myself.
However, I decided to try. I approached a typewriter’s agent whom I knew, and asked him to get me a
stenographer. There were girls available, and he promised to try to secure the services of one. He came across a
Scotch girl called Miss Dick, who had just come fresh from Scotland. She had no objection to earning an honest
livelihood, wherever available, and she was in need. So the agent sent her on to me. She immediately
prepossessed me.
“Don’t you mind serving under an Indian?” I asked her.
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“Not at all,” was her firm reply.
“What salary do you expect?”
“Would £17/10 be too much?”
“Not too much if you will give me the work I want from you. When can you join?”
“This moment, if you wish.”
I was very pleased and straightaway started dictating letters to her. Before very long she became more a
daughter or a sister to me than a mere steno/typist. I had scarcely any reason to find fault with her work. She was
often entrusted with the management of funds amounting to thousands of pounds, and she was in charge of
account books. She won my complete confidence, but what was perhaps more, she confided to me her innermost
thoughts and feelings. She sought my advice in the final choice of her husband, and I had the privilege to give her
away in marriage.
As soon as Miss Dick became Mrs. Macdonald, she had to leave me, but even after her marriage, she did not
fail to respond, whenever under pressure I made a call upon her.
*
But a permanent steno/typist was now needed in her place, and I was fortunate in getting another girl. She was
Miss Schlesin, introduced to me by Mr. Kallenbach, whom the reader will know in due course. She is at present a
teacher in one of the High Schools in the Transvaal. She was about seventeen when she came to me. Some of her
idiosyncrasies were at times too much for Mr. Kallenbach and me. She had come less to work as a steno/typist
than to gain experience. Color prejudice was foreign to her temperament. She seemed to mind neither age nor
experience. She would not hesitate even to the point of insulting a man and telling him to his face what she
thought of him. Her impetuosity often landed me in difficulties, but her open and guileless temperament removed
them as soon as they were created. I have often signed without revision letters typed by her, as I considered her
English to be better than mine, and had the fullest confidence in her loyalty.
Her sacrifice was great. For a considerable period she did not draw more than £6, and refused ever to receive
more than £10 a month. When I urged her to take more, she would give me a scolding and say,
“I am not here to draw a salary from you. I am here because I like to work with you and I like your ideals.”
She had once an occasion, to take £40 from me, but she insisted on having it as a loan, and repaid the full
amount last year. Her courage was equal to her sacrifice. She is one of the few women I have been privileged to
come across, with a character as clear as crystal and courage that would shame a warrior. She is a grown up
woman now. I do not know her mind quite as well as when she was with me, but my contact with this young lady
will ever be for me a sacred recollection.
I would therefore be false to truth if I kept back what I know about her. She knew neither night nor day in
toiling for the cause. She ventured out on errands in the darkness of the night all by herself, and angrily scouted
any suggestion of an escort. Thousands of stalwart Indians looked up to her for guidance. When during the
satyagraha days almost every one of the leaders was in jail, she led the movement single-handed. She had the
management of thousands, a tremendous amount of correspondence, and Indian Opinion in her hands, but she
never wearied.
I could go on without end writing thus about Miss Schlesin, but I shall conclude this chapter with citing
Gokhale’s estimate of her.
Gokhale knew every one of my co-workers. He was pleased with many of them, and would often give his
opinion of them. He gave the first place to Miss Schlesin amongst all the Indian and European co-workers.
“I have rarely met with the sacrifice, the purity and the fearlessness I have seen in Miss Schlesin,” said he.
“Amongst your co-workers, she takes the first place in my estimation.”
IV.13
Before I proceed with the other intimate European contacts, I must note two or three items of importance. One
of the contacts, however, should be mentioned at once. The appointment of Miss Dick was not enough for my
purpose. I needed more assistance. I have in the earlier chapters referred to Mr. Ritch. I knew him well. He was
manager in a commercial firm. He approved my suggestion of leaving the firm and getting articled under me, and
he considerably lightened my burden.
About this time Sjt. Madanjit approached me with a proposal to start Indian Opinion and sought my advice. He
had already been conducting a press, and I approved of his proposal. The journal was launched in 1904, and Sjt.
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Mansukhlal Nazar became the first editor. But I had to bear the brunt of the work, having for most of the time to
be practically in charge of the journal.
Not that Sjt. Mansukhlal could not carry it on. He had been doing a fair amount of journalism whilst in India,
but he would never venture to write on intricate South African problems so long as I was there. He had the
greatest confidence in my discernment, and therefore threw on me the responsibility of attending to the editorial
columns.
The journal has been until this day a weekly. In the beginning it used to be issued in Gujarati, Hindi, Tamil and
English. I saw, however, that the Tamil and Hindi sections were a make-believe. They did not serve the purpose
for which they were intended, so I discontinued them as I even felt that there would be a certain amount of
deception involved in their continuance.
*
I had no notion that I should have to invest any money in this journal, but I soon discovered that it could not go
on without my financial help. The Indians and the Europeans both knew that, though I was not avowedly the
editor of Indian Opinion, I was virtually responsible for its conduct. It would not have mattered if the journal had
never been started, but to stop it after it had once been launched. would have been both a loss and a disgrace. So I
kept on pouring out my money, until ultimately I was practically sinking all my savings in it. I remember a time
when I had to remit £75 each month.
But after all these years I feel that the journal has served the community well. It was never intended to be a
commercial concern. So long as it was under my control, the changes in the journal were indicative of changes in
my life. Indian Opinion in those days, like Young India and Navajivan today, was a mirror of part of my life.
Week after week I poured out my soul in its columns, and expounded the principles and practice of satyagraha as
I understood it. During ten years, that is, until 1914, excepting the intervals of my enforced rest in prison, there
was hardly an issue of Indian Opinion without an article from me.
I cannot recall a word in those articles set down without thought or deliberation, or a word of conscious
exaggeration, or anything merely to please. Indeed the journal became for me a training in self-restraint, and for
friends a medium through which to keep in touch with my thoughts. The critic found very little to which he could
object. In fact the tone of Indian Opinion compelled the critic to put a curb on his own pen.
Satyagraha would probably have been impossible without Indian Opinion. The readers looked forward to it
for a trustworthy account of the satyagraha campaign as also of the real condition of Indians in South Africa. For
me it became a means for the study of human nature in all its casts and shades, as I always aimed at establishing
an intimate and clean bond between the editor and the readers.
I was inundated with letters containing the outpourings of my correspondents’ hearts. They were friendly,
critical or bitter, according to the temper of the writer. It was a fine education for me to study, digest and answer
all this correspondence. It was as though the community thought audibly through this correspondence with me. It
made me thoroughly understand the responsibility of a journalist, and the hold I secured in this way over the
community made the future campaign workable, dignified and irresistible.
In the very first month of Indian Opinion, I realized that the sole aim of journalism should be service. The
newspaper press is a great power, but just as an unchained torrent of water submerges whole countrysides and
devastates crops, even so an uncontrolled pen serves but to destroy. If the control is from without, it proves more
poisonous than want of control. It can be profitable only when exercised from within. If this line of reasoning is
correct. how many of the journals in the world would stand the test?
But who would stop those that are useless? And who should be the judge? The useful and the useless must, like
good and evil generally, go on together, and man must make his choice.
IV.14
Some of the classes which render us the greatest social service, but which we Hindus have chosen to regard as
“untouchables”, are relegated to remote quarters of a town or a village, called in Gujarati dhedvado, and the name
has acquired a bad odor. Even so in Christian Europe the Jews were once “untouchables” and the quarters that
were 'assigned to them had the offensive name of “ghettoes”. In a similar way today we have become the
untouchables of South Africa. It remains to be seen how far the sacrifice of Andrews and the magic wand of Sastri
succeed in rehabilitating us.
The ancient Jews regarded themselves as the chosen people of God, to the exclusion of all others, with the
result that their descendants were visited with a strange and even unjust retribution. Almost in a similar way the
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Hindus have considered themselves aryas or civilized, and a section of their own kith and kin as anaryas or
untouchables, with the result that a strange, if unjust, nemesis is being visited not only upon the Hindus in South
Africa, but the Musalmans and Parsis as well, inasmuch as they belong to the same country and have the same
color as their Hindu brethren.
The reader will have now realized to some extent the meaning of the word “location”, with which I have
headed this chapter. In South Africa we have acquired the odious name of “coolies”. The word “coolie” in India
means only a porter or hired workman, but in South Africa it has a contemptuous connotation. It means what a
pariah or an untouchable means to us, and the quarters assigned to the “coolies” are known as “Coolie locations”.
Johannesburg had one such location, but unlike other places with locations where the Indians had tenancy
rights, in the Johannesburg location the Indians had acquired their plots on a lease of 99 years. People were
densely packed in the location, the area of which never increased with the increase in population. Beyond
arranging to clean the latrines in the location in a haphazard way, the Municipality did nothing to provide any
sanitary facilities, much less good roads or lights. It was hardly likely that it would safeguard its sanitation, when
it was indifferent to the welfare of the residents. These were too ignorant of the rules of municipal sanitation and
hygiene to do without the help or supervision of the Municipality.
If those who went there had all been Robinson Crusoes, theirs would have been a different story. But we do not
know of a single emigrant colony of Robinson Crusoes in the world. Usually people migrate abroad in search of
wealth and trade, but the bulk of the Indians who went to South Africa were ignorant, pauper agriculturists, who
needed all the care and protection that could be given them.
The traders, and educated Indians who followed them were very few. The criminal negligence of the
Municipality and the ignorance of the Indian settlers thus conspired to render the location thoroughly unsanitary.
The Municipality, far from doing anything to improve the condition of the location, used the insanitation, caused
by their own neglect, as a pretext for destroying the location, and for that purpose obtained from the local
legislature authority to dispossess the settlers. This was the condition of things when I settled in Johannesburg.
The settlers, having proprietary rights in their land, were naturally entitled to compensation. A special tribunal
was appointed to try the land acquisition cases. If the tenant was not prepared to accept the offer of the
Municipality, he had a right to appeal to the tribunal, and if the latter’s award exceeded the Municipality’s offer,
the Municipality had to bear the costs.
Most of the tenants engaged me as their legal adviser. I had no desire to make money out of these cases, so I
told the tenants that I should be satisfied with whatever costs the tribunal awarded, in case they won, and a fee of
£10 on every lease, irrespective of the result of the case. I also told them that I proposed to set apart half of the
money paid by them for the building of a hospital or similar institution for the poor. This naturally pleased them
all.
Out of about 70 cases only one was lost. So the fees amounted to a fairly big figure. But Indian Opinion was
there with its persistent claim and devoured, so far as I can recollect, a sum of £1,600.
I had worked hard for these cases. The clients always surrounded me. Most of them were originally indentured
laborers from Bihar and its neighborhood and from South India. For the redress of their peculiar grievances they
had formed an association of their own, separate from that of the free Indian merchants and traders. Some of them
were open-hearted, liberal men and had high character. Their leaders were Sjt. Jairamsing, the president, and Sjt.
Badri, who was as good as the president.
Both of them are now no more. They were exceedingly helpful to me. Sjt. Badri came in very close contact
with me and took a prominent part in satyagraha.
Through these and other friends I came in intimate contact with numerous Indian settlers from North and
South India. I became more their brother than a mere legal adviser, and shared in all their private and public
sorrows and hardships.
*
It may be of some interest to know how the Indians used to name me. Abdulla Sheth refused to address me as
Gandhi. None, fortunately, ever insulted me by calling or regarding me as saheb. Abdulla Sheth hit upon a fine
appellation—bhai, i.e., brother. Others followed him and continued to address me as bhai until the moment I left
South Africa. There was a sweet flavor about the name when it was used by the ex-indentured Indians.
IV.15
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The Indians were not removed from the location as soon as the Municipality secured its ownership. It was
necessary to find the residents suitable new quarters before dislodging them, but as the Municipality could not
easily do this, the Indians were suffered to stay in the same “dirty” location, with this difference that their
condition became worse than before. Having ceased to be proprietors they became tenants of the Municipality.
with the result that their surroundings became more unsanitary than ever. When they were proprietors, they had to
maintain some sort of cleanliness, if only for fear of the law. The Municipality had no such fear. The number of
tenants increased, and with them the squalor and the disorder.
*
While the Indians were fretting over this state of things, there was a sudden outbreak of the black plague, also
called the pneumonic plague, more terrible and fatal than the bubonic.
Fortunately it was not the location but one of the gold mines in the vicinity of Johannesburg that was
responsible for the outbreak. The workers in this mine were for the most part Negroes, for whose cleanliness their
white employers were solely responsible. There were a few Indians also working in connection with the mine,
twenty-three of whom suddenly caught the infection and returned one evening to their quarters in the location
with an acute attack of the plague.
Sjt. Madanjit, who was then canvassing subscribers for Indian Opinion and realizing subscriptions, happened
to be in the location at this moment. He was a remarkably fearless man. His heart wept to see these victims of the
scourge. and he sent a pencil-note to me to the following effect:
“There has been a sudden outbreak of the black plague. You must come immediately and take prompt
measures, otherwise we must be prepared for dire consequences. Please come immediately.”
Sjt. Madanjit bravely broke open the lock of a vacant house, and put all the patients there. I cycled to the
location, and wrote to the Town Clerk to inform him of the circumstances in which we had taken possession of the
house. Dr. William Godfrey, who was practicing in Johannesburg, ran to the rescue as soon as he got the news,
and became both nurse and doctor to the patients. But twenty-three patients were more than three of us could cope
with.
*
It is my faith, based on experience, that if one’s heart is pure, calamity brings in its train men and measures to
fight it. I had at that time four Indians in my office—Sjts. Kalyandas, Maneklal, Gunvantrai Desai and another
whose name I cannot recollect. Kalyandas had been entrusted to me by his father.
In South Africa I have rarely come across anyone more obliging and willing to render implicit obedience than
Kalyandas. Fortunately he was unmarried then, and I did not hesitate to impose on him duties involving risks,
however great. Maneklal I had secured in Johannesburg. He too, so far as I can remember, was unmarried. So I
decided to sacrifice all four—call them clerks, co-workers or sons.
There was no need at all to consult Kalyandas. The others expressed their readiness as soon as they were
asked.
“Where you are, we will also be,” was their short and sweet reply.
Mr. Ritch had a large family. He was ready to take the plunge, but I prevented him. I had not the heart to
expose him to the risk. So he attended to the work outside the danger zone.
It was a terrible night—that night of vigil and nursing. I had nursed a number of patients before, but never any
attacked by the black plague. Dr. Godfrey’s pluck proved infectious. There was not much nursing required. To
give them their doses of medicine, to attend to their wants, to keep them and their beds clean and tidy, and to
cheer them up was all that we had to do.
The indefatigable zeal and fearlessness with which the youths worked rejoiced me beyond measure. One could
understand the bravery of Dr. Godfrey and of an experienced man like Sjt. Madanjit. But the spirit of these callow
youths!
So far as I can recollect, we pulled all the patients through that night. But the whole incident, apart from its
pathos, is of such absorbing interest and, for me, of such religious value, that I must devote to it at least two more
chapters.
IV.16
The Town Clerk expressed his gratitude to me for having taken charge of the vacant house and the patients. He
frankly confessed that the Town Council had no immediate means to cope with such an emergency, but promised
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that they would render all the help in their power. Once awakened to a sense of their duty, the Municipality made
no delay in taking prompt measures.
The next day they placed a vacant godown at my disposal, and suggested that the patients be removed there,
but the Municipality did not undertake to clean the premises. The building was unkempt and unclean. We cleaned
it up ourselves, raised a few beds and other necessaries through the offices of charitable Indians, and improvised a
temporary hospital. The Municipality lent the services of a nurse, who came with brandy and other hospital
equipment. Dr. Godfrey still remained in charge.
The nurse was a kindly lady and would fain have attended to the patients, but we rarely allowed her to touch
them, lest she should catch the contagion.
We had instructions to give the patients frequent doses of brandy. The nurse even asked us to take it for
precaution, just as she was doing herself. But none of us would touch it. I had no faith in its beneficial effect even
for the patients. With the permission of Dr. Godfrey, I put three patients, who were prepared to do without brandy,
under the earth treatment, applying wet earth bandages to their heads and chests.
Two of these were saved; the other twenty died in the godown.
Meanwhile the Municipality was busy taking other measures. There was a lazaretto for contagious diseases
about seven miles from Johannesburg. The two surviving patients were removed to tents near the lazaretto, and
arrangements were made for sending any fresh cases there. We were thus relieved of our work.
In the course of a few days we learnt that the good nurse had had an attack and immediately succumbed. It is
impossible to say how the two patients were saved and how we remained immune, but the experience enhanced
my faith in earth treatment, as also my skepticism of the efficacy of brandy, even as a medicine. I know that
neither this faith nor this skepticism is based upon any solid grounds, but I still retain the impression which I then
received, and have therefore thought it necessary to mention it here.
*
On the outbreak of the plague, I had addressed a strong letter to the press, holding the Municipality guilty of
negligence after the location came into its possession and responsible for the outbreak of the plague itself. This
letter secured me Mr. Henry Polak, and was partly responsible for the friendship of the late Rev. Joseph Doke.
I have said in an earlier chapter that I used to have my meals at a vegetarian restaurant. Here I met Mr. Albert
West. We used to meet in this restaurant every evening and go out walking after dinner. Mr. West was a partner in
a small printing concern. He read my letter in the press about the outbreak of the plague and, not finding me in the
restaurant, felt uneasy.
My co-workers and I had reduced our diet since the outbreak, as I had long made it a rule to go on a light diet
during epidemics. In these days I had therefore given up my evening dinner. Lunch also I would finish before the
other guests arrived. I knew the proprietor of the restaurant very well, and I had informed him that, as I was
engaged in nursing the plague patients, I wanted to avoid the contact of friends as much as possible.
Not finding me in the restaurant for a day or two, Mr. West knocked at my door early one morning just as I
was getting ready to go out for a walk. As I opened the door Mr. West said:
“I did not find you in the restaurant and was really afraid lest something should have happened to you. So I
decided to come and see you in the morning in order to make sure of finding you at home. Well, here I am at your
disposal. I am ready to help in nursing the patients. You know that I have no one depending on me.” I expressed
my gratitude, and without taking even a second to think, replied:
“I will not have you as a nurse. If there are no more cases, we shall be free in a day or two. There is one thing
however.”
“Yes, what is it?”
“Could you take charge of the Indian Opinion press at Durban? Mr. Madanjit is likely to be engaged here, and
someone is needed at Durban. If you could go, I should feel quite relieved on that score.”
“You know that I have a press. Most probably I shall be able to go, but may I give my final reply in the
evening? We shall talk it over during our evening walk.”
I was delighted. We had the talk. He agreed to go. Salary was no consideration to him, as money was not his
motive. But a salary of £10 per month and a part of the profits, if any, was fixed up.
The very next day Mr. West left for Durban by the evening Mail, entrusting me with the recovery of his dues.
From that day until the time I left the shores of South Africa, he remained a partner of my joys and sorrows.
Mr. West belonged to a peasant family in Louth (Lincolnshire). He had had an ordinary school education, but
had learnt a good deal in the school of experience and by dint of self-help. I have always known him to be a pure,
sober, god-fearing, humane Englishman.
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We shall know more of him and his family in the chapters to follow.
IV.17
Though my co-workers and I were relieved of the charge of the patients, there remained many things arising
out of the black plague still to be dealt with.
I have referred to the negligence of the Municipality regarding the location. But it was wide awake so far as
the health of its white citizens was concerned. It had spent large amounts for the preservation of their health and
now it poured forth money like water in order to stamp out the plague. In spite of the many sins of omission and
commission against the Indians that I had laid at the door of the Municipality, I could not help commending its
solicitude about the white citizens, and I rendered it as much help as I could in its laudable efforts. I have an
impression that, if I had withheld my co-operation, the task would have been more difficult for the Municipality,
and that it would not have hesitated to use armed force and do its worst.
But all that was averted. The Municipal authorities were pleased at the Indians’ behavior, and much of the
future work regarding plague measures was simplified. I used all the influence I could command with the Indians
to make them submit to the requirements of the Municipality. It was far from easy for the Indians to go all that
length, but I do not remember anyone having resisted my advice. .
The location was put under a strong guard, passage in and out being made impossible without permission. My
co-workers and I had free permits of entry and exit. The decision was to make the whole location population
vacate, and live under canvas for three weeks in an open plain about thirteen miles from Johannesburg, and then
to set fire to the location.
To settle down under canvas with provisions and other necessaries was bound to take some time, and a guard
became necessary during the interval. The people were in a terrible fright, but my constant presence was a
consolation to them. Many of the poor people used to hoard their scanty savings underground. This had to be
unearthed. They had no bank, they knew none. I became their banker. Streams of money poured into my office. I
could not possibly charge any fees for my labors in such a crisis. I coped with the work somehow. I knew my
bank manager very well. I told him that I should have to deposit these moneys with him.
The banks were by no means anxious to accept large amounts of copper and silver. There was also the fear of
bank clerks refusing to touch money coming from a plague-affected area. But the manager accommodated me in
every way. It was decided to disinfect all the money before sending it to the bank. So far as I can remember,
nearly sixty thousand pounds were thus deposited. I advised such of the people as had enough money to place it
as fixed deposit, and they accepted the advice. The result was some of them became accustomed to invest their
money in banks.
*
The location residents were removed by special train to Klipspruit Farm near Johannesburg, where they were
supplied with provisions by the Municipality at public expense. This city under canvas looked like a military
camp. The people who were unaccustomed to this camp life were distressed and astonished over the
arrangements, but they did not have to put up with any particular inconvenience. I used to cycle out to them daily.
Within twenty-four hours of their stay they forgot all their misery and began to live merrily. Whenever I went
there I found them enjoying themselves with song and mirth. Three weeks’ stay in the open air evidently
improved their health.
*
So far as I recollect, the location was put to the flames on the very next day after its evacuation. The
Municipality showed not the slightest inclination to save anything from the conflagration. About this very time,
and for the same reason, the Municipality burnt down all its timber in the market, and sustained a loss of some ten
thousand pounds. The reason for this drastic step was the discovery of some dead rats in the market.
The Municipality had to incur heavy expenditure, but it successfully arrested the further progress of the plague,
and the city once more breathed freely.
IV.18
The black plague enhanced my influence with the poor Indians, and increased my business and my
responsibility. Some of the new contacts with Europeans became so close that they added considerably to my
moral obligations.
1655

I made the acquaintance of Mr. Polak in the vegetarian restaurant, just as I had made that of Mr. West. One
evening a young man dining at a table a little way off sent me his card expressing a desire to see me. I invited him
to come to my table, which he did.
“I am sub-editor of The Critic,” he said. “When I read your letter to the press about the plague, I felt a strong
desire to see you. I am glad to have this opportunity.”
Mr. Polak’s candor drew me to him. The same evening we got to know each other. We seemed to hold closely
similar views on the essential things of life. He liked simple life. He had a wonderful faculty of translating into
practice anything that appealed to his intellect. Some of the changes that he had made in his life were as prompt as
they were radical.
*
Indian Opinion was getting more and more expensive every day. The very first report from Mr. West was
alarming. He wrote:
“I do not expect the concern to yield the profit that you had thought probable. I am afraid there may be even a
loss. The books are not in order. There are heavy arrears to be recovered, but one cannot make head or tail of
them. Considerable overhauling will have to be done. But all this need not alarm you. I shall try to put things right
as best I can. I remain on, whether there is profit or not.”
Mr. West might have left when he discovered that there was no profit, and I could not have blamed him. In
fact, he had a right to arraign me for having described the concern as profitable without proper proof. But he
never so much as uttered one word of complaint. I have, however, an impression that this discovery led Mr. West
to regard me as credulous.
I had simply accepted Sjt. Madanjit’s estimate without caring to examine it, and told Mr. West to expect a
profit. I now realize that a public worker should not make statements of which he has not made sure. Above all, a
votary of truth must exercise the greatest caution. To allow a man to believe a thing which one has not fully
verified is to compromise truth. I am pained to have to confess that, in spite of this knowledge, I have not quite
conquered my credulous habit, for which my ambition to do more work than I can manage is responsible. This
ambition has often been a source of worry more to my co-workers than to myself.
On receipt of Mr. West’s letter I left for Natal. I had taken Mr. Polak into my fullest confidence. He came to
see me off at the station, and left with me a book to read during the journey, which he said I was sure to like. It
was Ruskin’s Unto This Last.
*
The book was impossible to lay aside, once I had begun it. It gripped me. Johannesburg to Durban was a
twenty-four hours’ journey. The train reached there in the evening. I could not get any sleep that night. I
determined to change my life in accordance with the ideals of the book.
This was the first book of Ruskin I had ever read. During the days of my education I had read practically
nothing outside text-books, and after I launched into active life I had very little time for reading. I cannot
therefore claim much book knowledge. However, I believe I have not lost much because of this enforced restraint.
On the contrary, the limited reading may be said to have enabled me thoroughly to digest what I did read.
Of these books, the one that brought about an instantaneous and practical transformation in my life was Unto
This Last. I translated it later into Gujarati, entitling it Sarvodaya (the welfare of all).
I believe that I discovered some of my deepest convictions reflected in this great book of Ruskin, and that is
why it so captured me and made me transform my life. A poet is one who can call forth the good latent in the
human breast. Poets do not influence all alike, for everyone is not evolved in an equal measure. The teachings of
Unto This Last I understood to be:
1. That the good of the individual is contained in the good of all.
2. That a lawyer’s work has the same value as the barber’s, inasmuch as all have the same right of earning their
livelihood from their work.
3. That a life of labor, i.e., the life of the tiller of the soil and the handicraftsman, is the life worth living.
The first of these I knew. The second I had dimly realized. The third had never occurred to me. Unto This Last
made it as clear as daylight for me that the second and the third were contained in the first. I arose with the dawn,
ready to reduce these principles to practice.
IV.19
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I talked over the whole thing with Mr. West. described to him the effect Unto This Last had produced on my
mind, and proposed that Indian Opinion should be removed to a farm, on which everyone should labor, drawing
the same living wage, and attending to the press work in spare time. Mr. West approved of the proposal, and £3
was laid down as the monthly allowance per head, irrespective of color or nationality.
But it was a question whether all the ten or more workers in the press would agree to go and settle on an outof-the-way farm, and be satisfied with bare maintenance. We therefore proposed that those who could not fit in
with the scheme should continue to draw their salaries and gradually try to reach the ideal of becoming members
of the settlement.
I talked to the workers in the terms of this proposal. It did not appeal to Sjt. Madanjit, who considered my
proposal to be foolish and held that it would ruin a venture on which he had staked his all; that the workers would
bolt, Indian Opinion would come to a stop, and the press would have to be closed down.
Among the men working in the press was Chhaganlal Gandhi, one of my cousins. I had put the proposal to him
at the same time as to West. He had a wife and children, but he had from childhood chosen to be trained and to
work under me. He had full faith in me. So without any argument he agreed to the scheme and has been with me
ever since. The machinist Govindaswami also fell in with the proposal. The rest did not join the scheme, but
agreed to go wherever I removed the press.
I do not think I took more than two days to fix up these matters with the men. Thereafter I at once advertised
for a piece of land situated near a railway station in the vicinity of Durban. An offer came in respect of Phoenix.
Mr. West and I went to inspect the estate. Within a week we purchased twenty acres of land. It had a nice little
spring and a few orange and mango trees. Adjoining it was a piece of 80 acres which had many more fruit trees
and a dilapidated cottage. We purchased this too, the total cost being a thousand pounds.
The late Mr. Rustomji always supported me in such enterprises. He liked the project. He placed at my disposal
second-hand corrugated iron sheets of a big godown and other building material, with which we started work.
Some Indian carpenters and masons, who had worked with me in the Boer War, helped me in erecting a shed for
the press. This structure. which was 75 feet long and 50 feet broad. was ready in less than a month. Mr. West and
others, at great personal risk, stayed with the carpenters and masons.
The place, uninhabited and thickly overgrown with grass, was infested with snakes and obviously dangerous to
live in. At first all lived under canvas. We carted most of our things to Phoenix in about a week. It was fourteen
miles from Durban, and two and a half miles from Phoenix station.
Only one issue of Indian Opinion had to be printed outside, in the Mercury press.
I now endeavored to draw to Phoenix those relations and friends who had come with me from India to try their
fortune, and who were engaged in business of various kinds. They had come in search of wealth, and it was
therefore difficult to persuade them; but some agreed. Of these I can single out here only Maganlal Gandhi’s
name. The others went back to business. Maganlal Gandhi left his business for good to cast in his lot with me, and
by ability, sacrifice and devotion stands foremost among my original co-workers in my ethical experiments. As a
self-taught handicraftsman his place among them is unique.
Thus the Phoenix Settlement was started in 1904, and there, in spite of numerous odds, Indian Opinion
continues to be published. But the initial difficulties, the changes made, the hopes and the disappointments
demand a separate chapter.
IV.20
It was no easy thing to issue the first number of Indian Opinion from Phoenix. Had I not taken two
precautions, the first issue would have had to be dropped or delayed. The idea of having an engine to work the
press had not appealed to me. I had thought that hand-power would be more in keeping with an atmosphere where
agricultural work was also to be done by hand. But as the idea had not appeared feasible, we had installed an .oilengine. I had, however, suggested to West to have something handy to fall back upon in case the engine failed. He
had therefore arranged a wheel which could be worked by hand. The size of the paper, that of a daily, was
considered unsuitable for an out-of-the-way place like Phoenix. It was reduced to foolscap size, so that, in case of
emergency, copies might be struck off with the help of a treadle.
In the initial stages, we all had to keep late hours before the day of publication. Everyone, young and old, had
to help in folding the sheets. We usually finished our work between ten o’clock and midnight. But the first night
was unforgettable. The pages were locked, but the engine refused to work. We had got out an engineer from
Durban to put up the engine and set it going. He and West tried their hardest, but in vain. Everyone was anxious.
West, in despair, at last came to me, with tears in his eyes, and said,
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“The engine will not work. I am afraid we cannot issue the paper in time.”
“If that is the case, we cannot help it. No use shedding tears. Let us do whatever else is humanly possible.
What about the hand wheel?” I said, comforting him.
“Where have we the men to work it?” he replied. “We are not enough to cope with the job. It requires relays of
four men each, and our own men are all tired.”
Building work bad not yet been finished, so the carpenters were still with us. They were sleeping on the press
floor. I said pointing to them,
“But can’t we make use of these carpenters? And we may have a whole night of work. I think this device is
still open to us.”
“I dare not wake up the carpenters. And our men are really too tired,” said West.
“Well, that’s for me to negotiate,” said I.
“Then it is possible that we may get through the work,” West replied. I woke up the carpenters and requested
their cooperation. They needed no pressure. They said,
“If we cannot be called upon in an emergency, what use are we? You rest yourselves and we will work the
wheel. For us it is easy work.”
Our own men were of course ready. West was greatly delighted arid started singing a hymn as we set to work. I
partnered the carpenters, and the rest joined turn by turn, and thus we went on until 7 a.m. There was still a good
deal to do. I therefore suggested to West that the engineer might now be asked to get up and try again to start the
engine, so that if we succeeded we might finish in time.
West woke him up, and he immediately went into the engine room. And lo and behold! the engine worked
almost as soon as he touched it. The whole press rang with peals of joy.
“How can this be? How is it that all our labors last night were of no avail, and this morning it has been set
going as though there were nothing wrong with it?” I enquired.
“It is difficult to say,” said West or the engineer. I forget which. “Machines also sometimes seem to I behave as
though they required rest like us.” For me the failure of the engine had come as a test for us all, and its working in
the nick of time as the fruit of our honest and earnest labors.
The copies were dispatched in time, and everyone was happy. This initial insistence ensured the regularity of
the paper, and created an atmosphere of self-reliance in Phoenix. There came a time when we deliberately gave up
the use of the engine and worked with hand-power only. Those were, to my mind, the days of the highest moral
uplift for Phoenix.
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IV.21
It has always been my regret that, although I started the Settlement at Phoenix, I could stay there only for brief
periods. My original idea had been gradually to retire from practice, go and live at the Settlement, earn my
livelihood by manual work there, and find the joy of service in the fulfillment of Phoenix. But it was not to be. I
have found by experience that man makes his plans to be often upset by God, but, at the same time where the
ultimate goal is the search of truth, no matter how a man’s plans are frustrated, the issue is never injurious and
often better than anticipated. The unexpected turn that Phoenix took and the unexpected happenings were
certainly not injurious, though it is difficult to say that they were better than our original expectations.
In order to enable every one of us to make a living by manual labor, we parceled out the land round the press
in pieces of three acres each. One of these fell to my lot. On all these plots we, much against our wish, built
houses with corrugated iron. Our desire had been to have mud huts thatched with straw or small brick houses such
as would become ordinary peasants, but it could not be. They would have been more expensive and would have
meant more time, and everyone was eager to settle down as soon as possible.
The editor was still Mansukhlal Nazar. He had not accepted the new scheme and us directing the paper from
Durban where there was a branch office for Indian Opinion. Though we had paid compositors, the idea was for
every member of the Settlement to learn type-setting, the easiest, if the most tedious, of the processes in a printing
press. Those, therefore, who did not already know the work learnt it. I remained a dunce to the last. Maganlal
Gandhi surpassed us all. Though he had never before worked in a press, he became an expert compositor and not
only achieved great speed but, to my agreeable surprise, quickly mastered all the other branches of press work. I
have always thought that he was not conscious of his own capacity.
We had hardly settled down, the buildings were hardly ready, when I had to leave the newly constructed nest
and go to Johannesburg. I was not in a position to allow the work there to remain without attention for any length
of time.
On return to Johannesburg, I informed Polak of the important changes I had made. His joy knew no bounds
when he learnt that the loan of his book had been so fruitful.
“Is it not possible,” he asked, “for me to take part in the new venture?”
“Certainly,” said I. “You may if you like join the Settlement.”
“I am quite ready,” he replied, “if you will admit me.”
His determination captured me. He gave a month’s notice to his chief to be relieved from The Critic and
reached Phoenix in due course. By his sociability he won the hearts of all and soon became a member of the
family. Simplicity was so much a part of his nature that, far from feeling the life at Phoenix in any way strange or
hard, he took to it like a duck takes to water.
But I could not keep him there long. Mr. Ritch had decided to finish his legal studies in England, and it was
impossible for me to bear the burden of the office single-handed, so I suggested to Polak that he should join the
office and qualify as an attorney. I had thought that ultimately both of us would retire and settle at Phoenix, but
that never came to pass.
Polak’s was such a trustful nature that, when he reposed his confidence in a friend, he would try to agree with
him instead of arguing with him. He wrote to me from Phoenix that though he loved the life there, was perfectly
happy, and had hopes of developing the Settlement, still he was ready to leave and join the office to qualify as an
attorney, if I thought that thereby we should more quickly realize our ideals. I heartily welcomed the letter. Polak
left Phrenix, came to Johannesburg and signed his articles with me,
About the same time a Scotch theosophist, whom I had been coaching for a local legal examination, also
joined as an articled clerk, on my inviting him to follow Polak’s example. His name was Mr. MacIntyre. Thus,
with the laudable object of quickly realizing the ideals at Phoenix, I seemed to be going deeper and deeper into a
contrary current, and had God not willed otherwise, I should have found myself entrapped in this net spread in the
name of simple life.
It will be after a few more chapters that I shall describe how 1 and my ideals were saved in a way no one had
imagined or expected.
IV.22
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I had now given up all hope of returning to India in the near future. I had promised my wife that I would return
home within a year. The year was gone without any prospect of my return, so I decided to send for her and the
children.
On the boat bringing them to South Africa, Ramdas, my third son, broke his arm while playing with the ship’s
captain. The captain looked after him well and had him attended to by the ship’s doctor. Ramdas landed with his
hand in a sling. The doctor had advised that, as soon as we reached home, the wound should be dressed by a
qualified doctor. But this was the time when I was full of faith in my experiments in earth treatment. I had even
succeeded in persuading some of my clients who had faith in my quackery to try the earth and water treatment.
What then was I to do for Ramdas? He was just eight years old. I asked him if he would mind my dressing his
wound. With a smile he said he did not mind at all. It was not possible for him at that age to decide what was the
best thing for him, but he knew very well the distinction between quackery and proper medical treatment. And he
knew my habit of home treatment and had faith enough to trust himself to me.
In fear and trembling I undid the bandage, washed the wound, applied a clean earth poultice and tied the arm
up again. This sort of dressing went on daily for, about a month until the wound was completely healed. There
was no hitch, and the wound took no more time to heal than the ship’s doctor had said it would under the usual
treatment.
*
This and other experiments enhanced my faith in such household remedies, and I now proceeded with them
with more self-confidence. I widened the sphere of their application, trying the earth and water and fasting
treatment in cases of wounds, fevers, dyspepsia, jaundice and other complaints, with success on most occasions.
But nowadays I have not the confidence I had in South Africa, and experience has even shown that these
experiments involve obvious risks.
The reference here, therefore, to these experiments is not meant to demonstrate their success. I cannot claim
complete success for any experiment. Even medical men can make no such claim for their experiments. My
object is only to show that he who would go in for novel experiments must begin with himself. That leads to a
quicker discovery of truth, and God always protects the honest experimenter.
The risks involved in experiments in cultivating intimate contacts with Europeans were as grave as those in the
nature cure experiments. Only those risks were of a different kind. But in cultivating those contacts I never so
much as thought of the risks.
*
I invited Polak to come and stay with me, and we began to live like blood brothers. The lady who was soon to
be Mrs. Polak and he had been engaged for some years, but the marriage had been postponed, for a propitious
time. I have an impression that Polak wanted to put some money by before he settled down to a married life. He
knew Ruskin much better than I, but his Western surroundings were a bar against his translating Ruskin’s teaching
immediately into practice. But I pleaded with him:
“When there is a heart union, as in your case, it is hardly right to postpone marriage merely for financial
considerations. If poverty is a bar, poor men can never marry. And then you are now staying with me. There is no
question of household expenses. I think you should get married as soon as possible.”
As I have said in a previous chapter, I had never to argue a thing twice with Polak. He appreciated the force of
my argument, and immediately opened correspondence on the subject with Mrs. Polak, who was then in England.
She gladly accepted the proposal and in a few months reached Johannesburg. Any expense over the wedding was
out of the question, not even a special dress was thought necessary. They needed no religious rites to seal the
bond. Mrs. Polak was a Christian by birth and Polak a Jew. Their common religion was the religion of ethics.
*
I may mention in passing an amusing incident in connection with this wedding. The Registrar of European
marriages in the Transvaal could not register marriages between black or colored people. In the wedding in
question, I acted as the best man. Not that we could not have got a European friend for the purpose, but Polak
would not brook the suggestion. So we three went to the registrar of marriages.
How could he be sure that the parties to a marriage in which I acted as the best man would be whites? He
proposed to postpone registration pending inquiries. The next day was a Sunday. The day following was New
Year’s Day, a public holiday. To postpone the date of a solemnly arranged wedding on such a flimsy pretext was
more than one could put up with. I knew the Chief Magistrate, who was head of the Registration Department. So I
appeared before him with the couple. He laughed and gave me a note to the Registrar and the marriage was duly
registered.
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*
Up to now the Europeans living with us had been more or less known to me before. But now an English lady
who was an utter stranger to us entered the family. I do not remember our ever having had a difference with the
newly married couple, but even if Mrs. Polak and my wife had had some unpleasant experiences, they would have
been no more than what happen in the best-regulated homogeneous families. And let it be remembered that mine
would be considered an essentially heterogeneous family, where people of all kinds and temperaments were freely
admitted. When we come to think of it, the distinction between heterogeneous and homogeneous is discovered to
be merely imaginary. We are all one family.
I had better celebrate West’s wedding also in this chapter. At this stage of my life, my ideas about
brahmacharya had not fully matured, and so I was interesting myself in getting all my bachelor friends married.
When, in due course, West made a pilgrimage to Louth to see his parents, I advised him to return married if
possible. Phoenix was the common home, and as we were all supposed to have become farmers, we were not
afraid of marriage and its usual consequences.
West returned with Mrs. West, a beautiful young lady from Leicester. She came of a family of shoemakers,
working in a Leicester factory. Mrs. West had herself some experience of work in this factory.
I have called her beautiful, because it was her moral beauty that at once attracted me. True beauty after all
consists in purity of heart. With Mr. West had come his mother-in-law too. The old lady is still alive. She put us
all to shame by her industry and her buoyant, cheerful nature.
In the same way as I persuaded these European friends to marry, I encouraged the Indian friends to send for
their families from home. Phoenix thus developed into a little village, half a dozen families having come and
settled and begun to increase there.
IV.23
It has already been seen that, though household expenses were heavy, the tendency towards simplicity began in
Durban. But the Johannesburg house came in for much severer overhauling in the light of Ruskin’s teaching.
I introduced as much simplicity as was possible in a barrister’s house. It was impossible to do without a certain
amount of furniture. The change was more internal than external. The liking for doing personally all the physical
labor increased. I therefore began to bring my children also under that discipline.
Instead of buying baker’s bread, we began to prepare unleavened whole meal bread at home according to
Kuhne’s recipe. Common mill flour was no good for this, and the use of hand ground flour, it was thought, would
ensure more simplicity; health and economy. So I purchased a hand-mill for £7. The iron wheel was too heavy to
be tackled by one man, but easy for two, Polak and I and the children usually worked it. My wife also
occasionally lent a hand, though the grinding hour was her usual time for commencing kitchen work. Mrs. Polak
now joined us on her arrival.
The grinding proved a very beneficial exercise for the children. Neither this nor any other work was ever
imposed on them, but it was a pastime to them to come and lend a hand, and they were at liberty to break off
whenever tired. But the children, including those whom I shall have occasion to introduce later, as a rule never
failed me. Not that I had no laggards at all, but most did their work cheerfully enough. I can recall few youngsters
in those days fighting shy of work or pleading fatigue.
We had engaged a servant to look after the house. He lived with us as a member of the family, and the children
used to help him in his work. The municipal sweeper removed the night-soil, but we personally attended to the
cleaning of the closet instead of asking or expecting the servant to do it. This proved a good training for the
children. The result was that none of my sons developed any aversion for scavenger's work, and they naturally got
a good grounding in general sanitation. There was hardly any illness in the home at Johannesburg, but whenever
there was any, the nursing was willingly done by the children.
I will not say that I was indifferent to their literary education, but I certainly did not hesitate to sacrifice it. My
sons have therefore some reason for a grievance against me. Indeed they have occasionally given expression to it,
and I must plead guilty to a certain extent. The desire to give them a literary education was there. I even
endeavored to give it to them myself, but every now and then there was some hitch or other. As I had made no
other arrangement for their private tuition, I used to get them to walk with me daily to the office and back home—
a distance of about 5 miles in all.
This gave them and me a fair amount of exercise. I tried to instruct them by conversation during these walks, if
there was no one else claiming my attention. All my children, excepting the eldest, Harilal, who had stayed away
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in India, were brought up in Johannesburg in this manner. Had I been able to devote at least an hour to their
literary education with strict regularity, I should have given them, in my opinion, an ideal education. But it has
been their, as also my, regret that I failed to ensure them enough literary training.
The eldest son has often given vent to his distress privately before me and publicly in the press; the other sons
have generously forgiven the failure as unavoidable. I am not heart-broken over it and the regret, if any, is that I
did not prove an ideal father. But I hold that I sacrificed their literary training to what I genuinely, though maybe
wrongly, believed to be service to the community.
I am quite clear that I have not been negligent in doing whatever was needful for building up their character. I
believe it is the bounden duty of every parent to provide for this properly. Whenever, in spite of my endeavor, my
sons have been found wanting, it is my certain conviction that they have reflected, not want of care on my part,
but the defects of both their parents.
Children inherit the qualities of the parents, no less than their physical features. Environment does play an
important part, but the original capital on which a child starts in life is inherited from its ancestors. I have also
seen children successfully surmounting the effects of an evil inheritance. That is due to purity being an inherent
attribute of the soul.
*
Polak and I had often very heated discussions about the desirability or otherwise of giving the children an
English education. It has always been my conviction that Indian parents who train their children to think and talk
in English from their infancy betray their children and their country. They deprive them of the spiritual and social
heritage of the nation, and render them to that extent unfit for the service of the country. Having these convictions,
I made a point of always talking to my children in Gujarati.
Polak never liked this. He thought I was spoiling their future. He contended, with all the vigor and love at his
command, that, if children were to learn a universal language like English from their infancy, they would easily
gain considerable advantage over others in the race of life.
He failed to convince me. I do not now remember whether I convinced him of the correctness of my attitude,
or whether he gave me up as too obstinate. This happened about twenty years ago, and my convictions have only
deepened with experience. Though my sons have suffered for want of full literary education, the knowledge of the
mother-tongue that they naturally acquired has been all to their and the country’s good, inasmuch as they do not
appear the foreigners they would otherwise have appeared. They naturally became bilingual, speaking and writing
English with fair ease, because of daily contact with a large circle of English friends, and because of their stay in a
country where English was the chief language spoken.
IV.24
Even after I thought I had settled down in Johannesburg, there was to be no settled life for me. Just when 1.
felt that I should be breathing in peace, an unexpected event happened.
The papers brought the news of the outbreak of the Zulu “rebellion” in Natal. I bore no grudge against the
Zulus, they had harmed no Indian. I had doubts about the “rebellion” itself. But I then believed that the British
Empire existed for the welfare of the world. A genuine sense of loyalty prevented me from even wishing ill to the
Empire. The rightness or otherwise of the “rebellion” was therefore not likely to affect my decision.
Natal had a Volunteer Defence Force, and it was open to it to recruit more men. I read that this force had
already been mobilized to quell the “rebellion”.
I considered myself a citizen of Natal, being intimately connected with it. So I wrote to the Governor,
expressing my readiness, if necessary, to form an Indian Ambulance Corps. He replied immediately accepting the
offer.
I had not expected such prompt acceptance. Fortunately I had made all the necessary arrangements, even
before writing the letter. If my offer was accepted, I had decided to break up the Johannesburg home. Polak was to
have a smaller house, and my wife was to go and settle at Phoenix.
I had her full consent to this decision. I do not remember her having ever stood in my way in matters like this.
As soon, therefore, as I got the reply from the Governor, I gave the landlord the usual month’s notice of vacating
the house, sent some of the things to Phoenix and left some with Polak.
*
I went to Durban and appealed for men. A big contingent was not necessary. We were a party of twenty-four,
of whom, besides me, four were Gujaratis. The rest were ex-indentured men from South India, excepting one who
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was a free Pathan. In order to give me a status and to facilitate work, as also in accordance with the existing
convention, the Chief Medical Officer appointed me to the temporary rank of Sergeant-Major and three men
selected by me to the rank of sergeants and one to that of corporal. We also received our uniforms from the
Government. Our Corps was on active service for nearly six weeks.
On reaching the scene of the “rebellion”, I saw that there was nothing there to justify the name of “rebellion”.
There was no resistance that one could see. The reason why the disturbance had been magnified into a rebellion
was that a Zulu chief had advised non-payment of a new tax imposed on his people, and had assagaied a
sergeant\fn{I.e., speared him with the short, thrusting Zulu spear called an assegai:H } who had gone to collect the tax.
At any rate my heart was with the Zulus, and I was delighted, on reaching headquarters, to hear that our main
work was to be the nursing of the wounded Zulus.
The Medical Officer in charge welcomed us. He said the white people were not willing nurses for the wounded
Zulus, that their wounds were festering, and that he was at his wits end. He hailed our arrival as a godsend for
those innocent people, and he equipped us with bandages, disinfectants, etc., and took us to the improvised,
hospital. The Zulus were delighted to see us. The white soldiers used to peep through the railings that separated us
from them and tried to dissuade us from attending to the wounds. And as we would not heed them, they became
enraged and poured unspeakable abuse on the Zulus.
Gradually I came into closer touch with these soldiers, and they ceased to interfere. Among the commanding
officers were Col. Sparks and Col. Wylie, who had bitterly opposed me in 1896. They were surprised at my
attitude and specially called and thanked me. They introduced me to General Mackenzie.
Let not the reader think that these were professional soldiers. Col. Wylie was a well-known Durban lawyer.
Col. Sparks was well-known as the owner of a butcher’s shop in Durban. General Mackenzie was a noted Natal.
farmer. All these gentlemen were volunteers, and as such had received military training and experience.
The wounded in our charge were not wounded in battle. A section of them had been taken prisoners as
suspects. The general had sentenced them to be flogged. The flogging had caused severe sores. These, being
unattended to, were festering. The others were Zulu friendlies. Although these had badges given them to
distinguish them from the “enemy”, they had been shot at by the soldiers by mistake.
Besides this work I had to compound and dispense prescriptions for the white soldiers. This was easy enough
for me as I had received a year’s training in Dr. Booth’s little hospital. This work brought me in close contact with
many Europeans.
We were attached to a swift-moving column. It had orders to march wherever danger was reported. It was for
the most part mounted infantry. As soon as our camp was moved, we had to follow on foot with our stretchers on
our shoulders. Twice or thrice we had to march forty miles a day. But wherever we went, I am thankful that we
had God’s good work to do, having to carry to the camp on our stretchers those Zulu friendlies who had been
inadvertently wounded, and to attend upon them as nurses.
IV.25
The Zulu “rebellion” was full of new experiences and gave me much food for thought. The Boer War had not
brought home to me the horrors of war with anything like the vividness that the “rebellion” did. This was no war
but a man-hunt, not only in my opinion, but also in that of many Englishmen with whom I had occasion to talk.
To hear every morning reports of the soldiers’ rifles exploding like crackers in innocent hamlets, and to live in the
midst of them was a trial. But I swallowed the bitter draught, especially as the work of my Corps consisted only in
nursing the wounded Zulus. I could see that but for us the Zulus would have been uncared for. This work,
therefore, eased my conscience.
But there was much else to set one thinking. It was a sparsely populated part of the country. Few and far
between in hills and dales were the scattered kraals of the simple and so-called “uncivilized” Zulus. Marching,
with or without the wounded, through these solemn solitudes, I often fell into deep thought. I pondered over
brahmacharya and its implications and my convictions took deep root. I discussed it with my co-workers. I had
not realized then how indispensable it was for self-realization, but I clearly saw that one aspiring to serve
humanity with his whole soul could not do without it. It was borne in upon me that I should have more and more
occasions for service of the kind I was rendering, and that I should find myself unequal to my task if I were
engaged in the pleasures of family life and in the propagation and rearing of children.
In a word, I could not live both after the flesh and the spirit. On the present occasion, for instance, I should not
have been able to throw myself into the fray, had my wife been expecting a baby. Without the observance of
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brahmacharya service of the family would be inconsistent with service of the community. With brahmacharya
they would be perfectly consistent.
So thinking, I became somewhat impatient to take a final vow. The prospect of the vow brought a certain kind
of exultation. Imagination also found free play and opened out limitless vistas of service.
Whilst I was thus in the midst of strenuous physical and mental work, a report came to the effect that the work
of suppressing the “rebellion” was nearly over, and that we should soon be discharged. A day or two after this our
discharge came and in a few days we got back to our homes.
After a short while I got a letter from the Governor specially thanking the Ambulance Corps for its services.
*
On my arrival at Phoenix I eagerly broached the subject of brahmacharya with Chhaganlal, Maganlal, West
and others. They liked the idea and accepted the necessity of taking the vow; but they also represented the
difficulties of the task. Some of them set themselves bravely to observe it, and some, I know, succeeded also.
I too took the plunge—the vow to observe brahmacharya for life. I must confess that I had not then fully
realized the magnitude and immensity of the task I undertook. The difficulties are even today staring me in the
face. The importance of the vow is being more and more borne in upon me. Life without brahmacharya appears
to me to be insipid and animal-like. The brute by nature knows no self-restraint. Man is man because he is capable
of, and only in so far as he exercises, self-restraint. What formerly appeared to me to be extravagant praise of
brahmacharya in our religious books seems now, with increasing clearness every day, to be absolutely proper and
founded on experience.
I saw that brahmacharya, which is so full of wonderful potency, is by no means an easy affair, and certainly
not a mere matter of the body. It begins with bodily restraint, but does not end there. The perfection of it precludes
even an impure thought. A true brahmachari will not even dream of satisfying the fleshly appetite, and until he is
in that condition, he has a great deal of ground to cover.
For me the observance of even bodily brahmacharya has been full of difficulties. Today I may say that I feel
myself fairly safe, but I have yet to achieve complete mastery over thought, which is so essential. Not that the will
or effort is lacking, but it is yet a problem to me wherefrom undesirable thoughts spring their insidious invasions.
I have no doubt that there is a key to lock out undesirable thoughts, but everyone has to find it out for himself.
Saints and seers have left their experiences for us, but they have given us no infallible and universal prescription.
For perfection or freedom from error comes only from grace, and so seekers after God have left us mantras, such
as Ramanama, hallowed by their own austerities and charged with their purity. Without an unreserved surrender
to His grace, complete mastery over thought is impossible. This is the teaching of every great book of religion,
and I am realizing the truth of it every moment of my striving after that perfect brahmacharya.
But part of the history of that striving and struggle will be told in chapters to follow. I shall conclude this
chapter with an indication of how I set about the task. In the first flush of enthusiasm, I found the observance
quite easy. The very first change I made in my mode of life was to stop sharing the same bed with my wife or
seeking privacy with her.
Thus brahmacharya, which I had been observing willy-nilly since 1900, was sealed with a vow in the middle
of 1906.
IV.26
Events were so shaping themselves in Johannesburg as to make this self-purification on my part a preliminary,
it were, to satyagraha. I can now see that all the principal events of my life, culminating in the vow of
brahmacharya, were secretly preparing me for it.
The principle called satyagraha came into being before that name was invented. Indeed when it was born, I
myself could not say what it was. In Gujarati also we used the English phrase “passive resistance” to describe it.
When in a meeting of Europeans I found that the term “passive resistance” was too narrowly construed, that it
was supposed to be a weapon of the weak, that it could be characterized by hatred, and that it could finally
manifest itself as violence, I had to demur to all these statements and explain the real nature of the Indian
movement.
It was clear that a new word must be coined by the Indians to designate their struggle. But I could not for the
life of me find out a new name, and therefore offered a nominal prize through Indian Opinion to the reader who
made the best suggestion on the subject. As a result Maganlal Gandhi coined the word sadagraha (sat = truth,
1664

agraha = firmness) and won the prize. But in order to make it clearer I changed the word to satyagraha, which
has since become current in Gujarati as a designation for the struggle.
*
The history of this struggle is for all practical purposes a history of the remainder of my life in South Africa
and especially of my experiments with truth in that sub-continent. I wrote the major portion of this history in
Yeravda jail and finished it after I was released. It was published in Navajivan and subsequently issued in book
form. Sjt. Valji Govindji Desai has been translating it into English for Current Thought, but I am now arranging to
have the English translation published in book form at an early date, so that those who will may be able to
familiarize themselves with my most important experiments in South Africa.
I would recommend a perusal of my history of Satyagraha in South Africa to such readers as have not seen it
already. I will not repeat what I have put down there, but in the next few chapters will deal only with a few
personal incidents of my life in South Africa which have not been covered by that history. And when I have done
with these, I will at once proceed to give the reader some idea of my experiments in India.
Therefore, anyone who wishes to consider these experiments in their strict chronological order will now do
well to keep the history of satyagraha in South Africa before him.
IV.27
I was anxious to observe brahmacharya in thought, word and deed, and equally anxious to devote the
maximum of time to the satyagraha struggle and fit myself for it by cultivating purity. I was therefore led to make
further changes and to impose greater restraints upon myself in the matter of food. The motive for the previous
changes had been largely hygienic, but the new experiments were made from a religious standpoint.
Fasting and restriction in diet now played a more important part in my life. Passion in man is generally coexistent with a hankering after the pleasures of the palate. And so it, was with me. I have encountered many
difficulties in trying to control passion as well as taste, and I cannot claim even now to have brought them under
complete subjection. I have considered myself to be a heavy eater. What friends have thought to be my restraint
has never appeared to me in that light.
If I had failed to develop restraint to the extent that I have, I should have descended lower than the beasts and
met my doom long ago. However, as I had adequately realized my shortcomings, I made great efforts to get rid of
them, and thanks to this endeavor I have all these years pulled on with my body and put in with it my share of
work.
Being conscious of my weakness and unexpectedly coming in contact with congenial company, I began to take
an exclusive fruit diet or to fast on the Ekadashi day, and also to observe Janmashtami and similar holidays.
I began with a fruit diet, but from the standpoint of restraint I did not find much to choose between fruit diet
and a diet of food grains. I observed that the same indulgence of taste was possible with the former as with the
latter, and even more, when one got accustomed to it. I therefore came to attach greater importance to fasting or
having only one meal a day on holidays. And if there was some occasion for penance or the like, I gladly utilized
it too for the purpose of fasting.
But I also saw that, the body now being drained more effectively, the food yielded greater relish and the
appetite grew keener. It dawned upon me that fasting could be made as powerful a weapon of indulgence as of
restraint. Many similar later experiences of mine as well as of others can be adduced as evidence of this startling
fact. I wanted to improve and train my body, but as my chief object now was to achieve restraint and a conquest
of the palate, I selected first one food and then another, and at the same time restricted the amount. But the relish
was after me, as it were. As I gave up one thing and took up another, this latter afforded me a fresher and greater
relish than its predecessor.
In making these experiments I had several companions, the chief of whom was Hermann Kallenbach. I have
already written about this friend in the history of satyagraha in South Africa. and will not go over the same
ground here. Mr. Kallenbach was always with me whether in fasting or in dietetic changes. I lived with him at his
own place when the satyagraha struggle was at its height. We discussed our changes in food and derived more
pleasure from the new diet than from the old. Talk of this nature sounded quite pleasant in those days, and did not
strike me as at all improper. Experience has taught me, however, that it was wrong to have dwelt upon the relish
of food One should eat not in order to please the palate, but just to keep the body going. When each organ of
sense subserves\fn{Helps to further or promote} the body and through the body the soul, its special relish disappears,
and then alone does it begin to function in the way nature intended it to do.
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Any number of experiments is too small and no sacrifice is too great for attaining this symphony with nature.
But unfortunately the current is now-a-days flowing strongly in the opposite direction. We are not ashamed to
sacrifice a multitude of other lives in decorating the perishable body and trying to prolong its existence for a few
fleeting moments, with the result that we kill ourselves, both body and soul. In trying to cure one old disease, we
give rise to a hundred new ones; in trying to enjoy the pleasures of sense, we lose in the end even our capacity for
enjoyment.
All this is passing before our very eyes, but there are none so blind as those who will not see. Having thus set
forth their object and the train of ideas which led up to them, I now propose to describe the dietetic experiments at
some length.
IV.28
Thrice in her life my wife narrowly escaped death through serious illness. The cures were due to household
remedies.
At the time of her first attack satyagraha was going on or was about to commence. She had frequent
hemorrhage. A medical friend advised a surgical operation, to which she agreed after some hesitation She was.
extremely emaciated, and the doctor had to perform the operation without chloroform. It was successful, but she
had to suffer much pain.
She, however, went through it with wonderful bravery. The doctor and his wife who nursed her were all
attention. This was in Durban. The doctor gave me leave to go to Johannesburg, and told me not to have any
anxiety about the patient.
In a few days, however, I received a letter to the effect that Kasturbai was worse, too weak to sit up in bed, and
had once become unconscious. The doctor knew that he might not, without my consent, give her wines or meat.
So he telephoned to me at Johannesburg for permission to give her beef tea. I replied saying I could not grant the
permission, but that, if she was in a condition to express her wish in the matter she might be consulted, and she
was free to do as she liked.
“But,” said the doctor, “I refuse to consult the patient’s wishes in the matter. You must come yourself. If you
do not leave me free to prescribe whatever diet I like, I will not hold myself responsible for your wife’s life.”
I took the train for Durban the same day, and met the doctor who quietly broke this news to me:
“I had already given Mrs. Gandhi beef tea when I telephoned to you.”
“Now, doctor, I call this a fraud,” said I.
“No question of fraud in prescribing medicine or diet for a patient. In fact we doctors consider it a virtue to
deceive patients or their relatives, if thereby we can save our patients,” said the doctor with determination.
I was deeply pained, but kept cool. The doctor was a good man and a personal friend. He and his wife had laid
me under a debt of gratitude, but I was not prepared to put up with his medical morals.
“Doctor, tell me what you propose to do now. I would never allow my wife to be given meat or beef, even if
the denial meant her death, unless of course she desired to take it.”
“You are welcome to your philosophy. I tell you that, so long as you keep your wife under my treatment, I
must have the option to give her anything I wish. If you don’t like this, I must regretfully ask you to remove her. I
can’t see her die under my roof.”
“Do you mean to say that I must remove her at once?”
“Whenever did I ask you to remove her? I only want to be left entirely free. If you do so, my wife and I will do
all that is possible for her, and you may go back without the least anxiety on her score. But if you will not
understand this simple thing, you will compel me to ask you to remove your wife from my place.”
I think one of my sons was with me. He entirely agreed with me, and said his mother should not be given beef
tea.
I next spoke to Kasturbai herself. She was really too weak to be consulted in this matter. But I thought it my
painful duty to do so. I told her what had passed between the doctor and myself. She gave a resolute reply:
“I will not take beef tea. It is a rare thing in this world to be born as a human being, and I would far rather die
in your arms than pollute my body with such abominations.”
I pleaded with her. I told her that she was not bound to follow me. I cited to her the instances of Hindu friends
and acquaintances who had no scruples about taking meat or wine as medicine. But she was adamant.
“No,” said she, “pray remove me at once.”
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I was delighted. Not without some agitation I decided to take her away. I informed the doctor of her resolve.
He exclaimed in a rage:
“What a callous man you are! You should have been ashamed to broach the matter to her in her present
condition. I tell you your wife is not in a fit state to be removed. She cannot stand the least little hustling. I
shouldn’t be surprised if she were to die on the way. But if you must persist, you are free to do so. If you will not
give her beef tea, I will not take the risk of keeping her under my roof even for a single day.”
*
So we decided to leave the place at once. It was drizzling and the station was some distance. We had to take
the train, from Durban for Phoenix, whence our Settlement was reached by a road of two miles and a half. I was
undoubtedly taking a very great risk, but I trusted in God, and proceeded with my task. I sent a messenger to
Phoenix in advance, with a message to West to receive us at the station with a hammock, a bottle of hot milk and
one of hot water, and six men to carry Kasturbai in the hammock. I got a rickshaw to enable me to take her by the
next available train, put her into it in that dangerous condition, and marched away.
Kasturbai needed no cheering up. On the contrary, she comforted me, saying:
“Nothing will happen to me. Don’t worry.”
She was mere skin and bone, having had no nourishment for days. The station platform was very large, and as
the rickshaw could not be taken inside, one had to walk some distance before one could reach the train. So I
carried her in my arms and put her into the compartment. From Phoenix we carried her in the hammock, and there
she slowly picked up strength under hydropathic treatment.
In two or three days of our arrival at Phoenix a swami came to our place. He had heard of the resolute way in
which we had rejected the doctor’s advice, and he had, out of sympathy, come to plead with us. My second and
third sons Manilal and Ramdas were, so far as I can recollect, present when the swami came. He held forth on the
religious harmlessness of taking meat, citing authorities from Manu. I did not like his carrying on this disputation
in the presence of my wife, but I suffered him to do so out of courtesy. I knew the verses from the Manusmriti.
I did not need them for my conviction. I knew also that there was a school which regarded these verses as
interpolations: but even if they were not, I held my views on vegetarianism independently of religious texts, and
Kasturbai’s faith was unshakable. To her the scriptural texts were a sealed book, but the traditional religion of her
forefathers was enough for her. The children swore by their father’s creed and so they made light of the swami’s
discourse. But Kasturbai put an end to the dialogue at once.
“Swamiji,” she said, “whatever you may say, I do not want to recover by means of beef tea. Pray don’t worry
me any more. You may discuss the thing with my husband and children if you like. But my mind is made up.”
IV.29
My first experience of jail life was in 1908. I saw that some of the regulations that the prisoners had to observe
were such as should be voluntarily observed by a brahmachari, that is, one desiring to practice self-restraint.
Such, for instance, was the regulation requiring the last meal to be finished before sunset.
Neither the Indian nor the African prisoners were allowed tea or coffee. They could add salt to the cooked food
if they wished, but they might not have anything for the mere satisfaction of the palate. When I asked the jail
medical officer to give us curry powder, and to let us add salt to the food whilst it was cooking, he said:
“You are not here for satisfying your palate. From the point of view of health, curry powder is not necessary,
and it makes no difference whether you add salt during or after cooking.”
Ultimately these restrictions were modified, though not without much difficulty, but both were wholesome
rules of self-restraint. Inhibitions imposed from without rarely succeed, but when they are self-imposed, they have
a decidedly salutary effect. So, immediately after release from jail, I imposed on myself the two rules. As far as
was then possible, I stopped taking tea, and finished my last meal before sunset. Both these now require no effort
in the observance.
There came, however, an occasion which compelled me to give up salt altogether, and this restriction I
continued for an unbroken period of ten years. I had read in some books on vegetarianism that salt was not a
necessary article of diet for man, that on the contrary saltless diet was better for the health. I had deduced that a
brahmachari benefited by a saltless diet. I had read and realized that the weak-bodied should avoid pulses. I was
very fond of them.
*
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Now it happened that Kasturbai, who had a brief respite after her operation, had again begun getting
hemorrhage, and the malady seemed to be obstinate: hydropathic treatment by itself did not answer. She had not
much faith in my remedies, though she did not resist them. She certainly did not ask for outside help. So when all
my remedies had failed, I entreated her to give up salt and pulses.
She would not agree, however much I pleaded with her, supporting myself with authorities. At last she
challenged me, saying that even I could not give up these articles if I was advised to do so. I was pained and
equally delighted—delighted in that I got an opportunity to shower my love on her. I said to her:
“You are mistaken. If I was ailing and the doctor advised me to give up these or any other articles, I should
unhesitatingly do so. But there! Without any medical advice, I give up salt and pulses for one year, whether you
do so or not.” She was rudely shocked and exclaimed in deep sorrow:
“Pray forgive me. Knowing you, I should not have provoked you. I promise to abstain from these things, but
for heaven’s sake take back your vow. This is too hard on me.”
“It is very good for you to forego these articles. I have not the slightest doubt that you will be all the better
without them. As for me, I cannot retract a vow seriously taken. And it is sure to benefit me, for all restraint,
whatever prompts it, is wholesome for men. You will therefore leave me alone. It will be a test for me, and a
moral support to you in carrying out your resolve.”
So she gave me up.
“You are too obstinate. You will listen to none,” she said, and sought relief in tears.
*
I would like to count this incident as an instance of satyagraha, and it is one of the sweetest recollections of
my life. After this Kasturbai began to pick up quickly—whether as a result of the saltless and pulseless diet or of
the other consequent changes in her food, whether as a result of my strict vigilance in exacting observance of the
other rules of life, or as an effect of the mental exhilaration produced by the incident, and if so to what extent, I
cannot say. But she rallied quickly, hemorrhage completely stopped, and I added somewhat to my reputation as a
quack.
As for me, I was all the better for the new denials. I never craved for the things I had left, the year sped away,
and I found the senses to be more subdued than ever. The experiment stimulated the inclination for self-restraint,
and I continued the abstention from the articles until long after I returned to India. Only once I happened to take
both the articles whilst I was in London in 1914. But of that occasion, and as to how I resumed both, I shall speak
in a later chapter.
I have tried the experiment. of a saltless and pulseless diet on many of my co-workers, and with good results in
South Africa. Medically there may be two opinions as to the value of this diet, but morally I have no doubt that all
self-denial is good for the soul. The diet of a man of self-restraint must be different from that of a man of
pleasure, just as their ways of life must be different. Aspirants after brahmacharya often defeat their own end by
adopting courses suited to a life of pleasure.
IV.30
I have described in the last chapter how Kasturbai’s illness was instrumental in bringing about some changes in
my diet. At a later stage more changes were introduced for the sake of supporting brahmacharya. The first of
these was the giving up of milk.
It was from Raychandbhai that I first learnt that milk stimulated animal passion. Books on vegetarianism
strengthened the idea, but so long as I had not taken the brahmacharya vow I could not make up my mind to
forego milk. I had long realized that milk was not necessary for supporting the body, but it was not easy to give it
up. While the necessity for avoiding milk in the interests of self-restraint was growing upon me, I happened to
come across some literature from Calcutta, describing the tortures to which cows and buffaloes were subjected by
their keepers. This had a wonderful effect on me. I discussed it with Mr. Kallenbach.
*
Though I have introduced Mr. Kallenbach to the readers of the history of satyagraha in South Africa, and
referred to him in a previous chapter. I think it necessary to say something more about him here.
We met quite by accident. He was a friend of Mr. Khan’s, and as the latter had discovered deep down in him a
vein of other-worldliness he introduced him to me.
When I came to know him I was startled at his love of luxury and extravagance. But at our very first meeting,
he asked searching questions concerning matters of religion. We incidentally talked of Gautama Buddha’s
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renunciation. Our acquaintance soon ripened to very close friendship, so much so that we thought alike, and he
was convinced that he must carry out in his life the changes I was making in mine.

† Mohandas Gandhi, his secretary Miss Sonia Schlesin and Hermann Kallenbach in a 1913 photograph †
At that time he was single, and was expending Rs. 1,200 monthly on himself, over and above house rent. Now
he reduced himself to such simplicity that his expenses came to Rs. 120 per month. After the breaking up of my
household and my first release from jail, we began to live together. It was a fairly hard life that we led.
It was during this time that we had the discussion about milk. Mr. Kallenbach said,
“We constantly talk about the harmful effects of milk. Why then do not we give it up? It is certainly not
necessary.” I was agreeably surprised at the suggestion, which I warmly welcomed, and both of us pledged
ourselves to abjure milk there and then.
This was at Tolstoy Farm in the year 1912. But this denial was not enough to satisfy me. Soon after this I
decided to live on a pure fruit diet, and that too composed of the cheapest fruit possible. Our ambition was to live
the life of the poorest people.
The fruit diet turned out to be very convenient also. Cooking was practically done away with. Raw groundnuts,
bananas, dates, lemons, and olive oil composed our usual diet.
*
I must here utter a warning for the aspirants of brahmacharya. Though I have made out an intimate connection
between diet and brahmacharya, it is certain that mind is the principal thing. A mind consciouly unclean cannot
be cleansed by fasting. Modifications in diet have no effect on it. The concupiscence of the mind cannot be rooted
out except by intense self-examination, surrender to God and, lastly, grace.
But there is an intimate connection between the mind and the body, and the carnal mind always lusts for
delicacies and luxuries. To obviate this tendency dietetic restrictions and fasting would appear to be necessary.
The carnal mind, instead of controlling the senses, becomes their slave, and therefore the body always needs clean
non-stimulating foods and periodical fasting.
Those who make light of dietetic restrictions and fasting are as much in error as those who stake their all on
them. My experience teaches me that, for those whose minds are working towards self-restraint, dietetic
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restrictions and fasting are very helpful. In fact without their help, concupiscence cannot be completely rooted out
of the mind.
IV.31
Just about the time when I gave up milk and cereals, and started on the experiment of a fruit diet, I commenced
fasting as a means of self-restraint. In this Mr. Kallenbach also joined me. I had been used to fasting now and
again, but for purely health reasons. That fasting was necessary for self-restraint I learnt from a friend.
Having been born in a Vaishnava family and of a mother who was given to keeping all sorts of hard vows, I
had observed., while in India, the Ekadashi and other fasts, but in doing so I had merely copied my mother and
sought to please my parents.
At that time I did not understand, nor did I believe in, the efficacy of fasting. But seeing that the friend I have
mentioned was observing it with benefit, and with the hope of supporting the brahmacharya vow, I followed his
example and began keeping the Ekadashi fast.
As a rule Hindus allow themselves milk and fruit on a fasting day, but such fast I had been keeping daily. So
now I began complete fasting, allowing myself only water.
When I started on this experiment, the Hindu month of Shravan and the Islamic month of Ramzan happened to
coincide. The Gandhis used to observe not only the Vaishnava but also the Shaivite vows, and visited the Shaivite
as also the Vaishnava temples. Some of the members of the family used to observe pradosha\fn{Fasting until
evening} in the whole of the month of Shravan. I decided to do likewise.
These important experiments were undertaken while we were at Tolstoy Farm, where Mr. Kallenbach and I
were staying with a few satyagrahi families, including young people and children. For these last we had a school.
Among them were four or five Musalmans. I always helped and encouraged them in keeping all their religious
observances. I took care to see that they offered their daily namaz. There were Christians and Farsi youngsters
too, whom I considered it my duty to encourage to follow their respective religious observances.
During this month, therefore, I persuaded the Musalman youngsters to observe the ramzan fast. I had of course
decided to observe pradosha myself, but I now asked the Hindu, Farsi and Christian youngsters to join me. I
explained to them that it was always a good thing to join with others in any matter of self-denial. Many of the
Farm inmates welcomed my proposal. The Hindu and the Farsi youngsters did not copy the Musalman ones in
every detail; it was not necessary. The Musalman youngsters had to wait for their breakfast until sunset, whereas
the others did not do so, and were thus able to prepare delicacies for the Musalman friends and serve them. Nor
had the Hindu and other youngsters to keep the Musalmans company when they had their last meal before sunrise
next morning, and of course all except the Musalmans allowed themselves water.
*
The result of these experiments was that all were convinced of the value of fasting, and a splendid esprit de
corps grew up among them.
We were all vegetarians on Tolstoy Farm, thanks, I must gratefully confess, to the readiness of all to respect
my feelings. The Musalman youngsters must have missed their meat during ramzan; but none of them ever let me
know that they did so. They delighted in and relished the vegetarian diet, and the Hindu youngsters often prepared
vegetarian delicacies for them, in keeping with the simplicity of the Farm.
I have purposely digressed in the midst of this chapter on fasting, as I could not have given these pleasant
reminiscences anywhere else, and I have indirectly described a characteristic of mine, namely that I have always
loved to have my co-workers with me in anything that has appealed to me as being good. They were quite new to
fasting, but thanks to the pradosha and ramzan fasts, it was easy for me to interest them in fasting as a means of
self-restraint.
Thus an atmosphere of self-restraint naturally sprang up on the Farm. All the Farm inmates now began to join
us in keeping partial and complete fasts, which, I am sure, was entirely to the good. I cannot definitely say how
far this self-denial touched their hearts and helped them in their striving to conquer the flesh. For my part,
however, I am convinced that I greatly benefited by it both physically and morally. But I know that it does not
necessarily follow that fasting and similar disciplines would have the same effect for all.
Fasting can help to curb animal passion, only if it is undertaken with a view to self-restraint. Some of my
friends have actually found their animal passion and palate stimulated as an after-effect of fasts. That is to say,
fasting is futile unless it is accompanied by an incessant longing for self-restraint. The famous verse from the
second chapter of the Bhagavad Gita is worth noting in this connection:
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† Mohandas Gandhi and other residents of Tolstoy Farm in a photograph taken in 1910. They are, standing
from the right: L. Ramsamy, Ponsamy, L.M. Morgan, Venugopal Naidoo, C.K.T. Coopoo Naidoo and K.
Devar. Sitting, from the right: Pragjee Desai, Rajee Naidoo, Joseph Roypen, Dr. Hermann Kallenbach,
M.K. Gandhi, Mrs. P.K. Naidoo, Mrs. Lazarus, Mrs. C.K. Thambie Naidoo. Front row: Bala,
Bhartasarathy, Naransamy and Puckry Naidoo (all sons of Thambie Naidoo). †

† Gandhi with Gokhale, Kallenbach, and members of the Durban Reception Committee, 1912. †
For a man who is fasting his senses
Outwardly, the sense-objects disappear,
Leaving the yearning behind; but when
He has seen the Highest,
Even the yearning disappears!
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Fasting and similar discipline is, therefore, one of the means to the end of self-restraint, but it is not all, and if
physical fasting is not accompanied by mental fasting, it is bound to end in hypocrisy and disaster.
IV.32
The reader will, I hope, bear in mind the fact that I am, in these chapters, describing things not mentioned, or
only cursorily mentioned, in the history of satyagraha in South Africa. If he does so, he will easily see the
connection between the recent chapters.
As the Farm grew, it was found necessary to make some provision for the education of its boys and girls. There
were, among these, Hindu, Musalman, Farsi and Christian boys and some Hindu girls. It was not possible, and I
did not think it necessary, to engage special teachers for them. It was not possible, for qualified Indian teachers
were scarce, and even when available, none would be ready to go to a place 21 miles distant from Johannesburg
on a small salary. Also we were certainly not overflowing with money. And I did not think it necessary to import
teachers from outside the Farm. I did not believe in the existing system of education, and I had a mind to find out
by experience and experiment the true system. Only this much I knew—that, under ideal conditions, true
education could be imparted only by the parents, and that then there should be the minimum of outside help, that
Tolstoy Farm was a family, in which I occupied the place of the father, and that I should so far as possible
shoulder the responsibility for the training of the young.
*
The conception no doubt was not without its flaws. All the young people had not been with me since their
childhood, they had been brought up in different conditions and environments, and they did not belong to the
same religion. How could I do full justice to the young people, thus circumstanced, even if I assumed the place of
paterfamilias?
But I had always given the first place to the culture of the heart or the building of character, and as I felt
confident that moral training could be given to all alike, no matter how different their ages and their upbringing, I
decided to live amongst them all the twenty-four hours of the day as their father. I regarded character building as
the proper foundation for their education and, if the foundation was firmly laid, I was sure that the children could
learn all the other things themselves or with the assistance of friends.
But as I fully appreciated the necessity of a literary training in addition, I started some classes with the help of
Mr. Kallenbach and Sjt. Pragji Desai. Nor did I underrate the building up of the body. This they got in the course
of their daily routine. For there were no servants on the Farm, and all the work, from cooking down to
scavenging, was done by the inmates.
There were many fruit trees to be looked after, and enough gardening to be done as well. Mr. Kallenbach was
fond of gardening and had gained some experience of this work in one of the Governmental model gardens. It was
obligatory on all, young and old, who were not engaged in the kitchen, to give some time to gardening. The
children had the lion’s share of this work, which included digging pits, felling timber and lifting loads. This gave
them ample exercise. They took delight in the work, and so they did not generally need any other exercise or
games.
Of course some of them, and sometimes all of them, malingered and shirked. Sometimes I connived at their
pranks, but often I was strict with them. I dare say they did not like the strictness, but I do not recollect their
having resisted it. Whenever I was strict, I would, by argument, convince them that it was not right to play with
one’s work. The conviction would, however, be short-lived, the next moment they would again leave their work
and go to play.
All the same we got along, and at any rate they built up fine physiques. There was scarcely any illness on the
Farm, though it must be said that good air and water and regular hours of food were not a little responsible for
this.
*
A word about vocational training. It was my intention to teach every one of the youngsters some useful manual
vocation. For this purpose Mr. Kallenbach went to a Trappist monastery and returned having learnt shoe-making.
I learnt it from him and taught the art to such as were ready to take it up. Mr. Kallenbach had some experience of
carpentry, and there was another inmate who knew it; so we had a small class in carpentry. Cooking almost all the
youngsters knew.
All this was new to them. They had never even dreamt that they would have to learn these things some day.
For generally the only training that Indian children received in South Africa was in the three R’s.
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On Tolstoy Farm we made it a rule that the youngsters should not be asked to do what the teachers did not do,
and therefore, when they were asked to do any work, there was always a teacher co-operating and actually
working with them. Hence whatever the youngsters learnt, they learnt cheerfully.
Literary training and character building must be dealt with in the following chapters.
IV.33
It was seen in the last chapter how we provided for the physical training on Tolstoy Farm, and incidentally for
the vocational. Though this was hardly done in a way to satisfy me, it may be claimed to have been more or less
successful.
Literary training, however, was a more difficult matter. I had neither the resources nor the literary equipment
necessary; and I had not the time I would have wished to devote to the subject. The physical work that I was
doing used to leave me thoroughly exhausted at the end of the day, and I used to have the classes just when I was
most in need of some rest.
Instead, therefore, of my being fresh for the class, I could with the greatest difficulty keep myself awake. The
mornings had to be devoted to work on the farm and domestic duties, so the school hours had to be kept after the
midday meal. There was no other time suitable for the school.
We gave three periods at the most to literary training. Hindi, Tamil, Gujarati and Urdu were all I taught, and
tuition was given through the vernaculars of the boys. English was taught as well. It was also necessary to
acquaint the Gujarati Hindu children with a little Sanskrit, and to teach all the children elementary history,
geography and arithmetic.
I had undertaken to teach Tamil and Urdu. The little Tamil I knew was acquired during voyages and in jail. I
had not got beyond Pope’s excellent Tamil handbook. My knowledge of the Urdu script was all that I had
acquired on a single voyage, and my knowledge of the language was confined to the familiar Persian and Arabic
words that I had learnt from contact with Musalman friends. Of Sanskrit I knew no more than I had learnt at the
high school, even my Gujarati was no better than that which one acquires at the school.
Such was the capital with which I had to carry on. In poverty of literary equipment my colleagues went one
better than I. But my love for the languages of my country, my confidence in my capacity as a teacher, as also the
ignorance of my pupils, and more than that, their generosity, stood me in good stead.
The Tamil boys were all born in South Africa, and therefore knew very little Tamil, and did not know the script
at all. So I had to teach them the script and the rudiments of grammar. That was easy enough. My pupils knew that
they could any day beat me in Tamil conversation, and when Tamilians, not knowing English, came to see me,
they became my interpreters. I got along merrily, because I never attempted to disguise my ignorance from my
pupils. In all respects I showed myself to them exactly as I really was.
Therefore in spite of -my colossal ignorance of the language I never lost their love and respect. It was
comparatively easier to teach the Musalman boys Urdu. They knew the script. I had simply to stimulate in them
an interest in reading and to improve their handwriting.
These youngsters were for the most part unlettered and unschooled. But I found in the course of my work that I
had very little to teach them, beyond weaning them from their laziness, and supervising their studies. As I was
content with this, I could pull on with boys of different ages and learning different subjects in one and the same
classroom.
Of textbooks, about which we hear so much, I never felt the want. I do not even remember having made much
use of the books that were available. I did not find it at all necessary to load the boys with quantities of books. I
have always felt that the true textbook for the pupil is his teacher. I remember, very little that my teachers taught
me from books. but I have even now a clear recollection of the things they taught me independently of books.
Children take in much more and with less labor through their ears than through their eyes. I do not remember
having read any book from cover to cover with my boys. But I gave them, in my own language, all that I had
digested from my reading of various books, and I dare say they are still carrying a recollection of it in their minds.
It was laborious for them to remember what they learnt from books, but what I imparted to them by word of
mouth, they could repeat with the greatest case. Reading was a task for them, but listening to me was a pleasure,
when I did not bore them by failure to make my subject interesting. And from the questions that my talks
prompted them to put, I had a measure of their power of understanding.
IV.34
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The spiritual training of the boys was a much more difficult matter than their physical and mental training. 1
relied little on religious books for the training of the spirit. Of course I believed that every student should be
acquainted with the elements of his own religion and have a general knowledge of his own scriptures, and
therefore I provided for such knowledge as best I could.
But that, to my mind, was part of the intellectual training: Long before I undertook the education of the
youngsters of the Tolstoy Farm I had realized that the training of the spirit was a thing by itself. To develop the
spirit is to build character and to enable one to work towards a knowledge of God and self-realization. And I held
that this was an essential part of the training of the young, and that all training without culture of the spirit was of.
no use, and might be even harmful. I am familiar with the superstition that self-realization is possible only in the
fourth stage of life, i.e., sannyasa (renunciation). But it is a matter of common knowledge that those who defer
preparation for this invaluable experience until the last stage of life attain not self-realization but old age
amounting to a second and pitiable childhood, living as a burden on this earth. I have a full recollection that I held
these views even whilst I was teaching, i.e., in 1911-12, though I might not then have expressed them in identical.
language.
How then was this spiritual training to be given? I made the children memorize and recite hymns, and read to
them from books on moral training. But that was far from satisfying me. As I came into closer contact with them I
saw that it was not through books that one could impart training of the spirit. Just as physical training was to be
imparted through physical exercise, and intellectual through intellectual exercise, even so the training of the spirit
was possible only through the exercise of the spirit. And the exercise of the spirit entirely depended on the life and
character of the teacher. The teacher had always to be mindful of his p’s and q’s, whether he was in the midst of
his boys or not.
It is possible for a teacher situated miles away to affect the spirit of the pupils by his way of living. It would be
idle for me, if I were a liar, to teach boys to tell the truth. A cowardly teacher would never succeed in making his
boys valiant, and a stranger to self-restraint could never teach his pupils the value of self-restraint.
I saw, therefore, that I must be an eternal object-lesson to the boys and girls living with me. They thus became
my teachers, and I learnt I must be good and live straight, if only for their sakes. I may say that the increasing
discipline and restraint I imposed on myself at Tolstoy Farm was mostly due to those wards of mine.
*
One of them was wild, unruly, given to lying, and quarrelsome. On one occasion he broke out most violently. I
was exasperated. I never punished my boys, but this time I was very angry. I tried to reason with him. But he was
adamant and even tried to overreach me. At last I picked up a ruler lying at hand and delivered a blow on his arm.
I trembled as I struck him. I dare say he noticed it. This was an entirely novel experience for them all. The boy
cried out and begged to be forgiven. He cried not because the beating was painful to him; he could, if he had been
so minded, have paid me back in the same coin, being a stoutly built youth of seventeen; but he realized my pain
in being driven to this violent resource.
Never again after this incident did he disobey me. But I still repent that violence. I am afraid I exhibited before
him that day not the spirit, but the brute in me.
I have always been opposed to corporal punishment. I remember only one occasion on which I physically
punished one of my sons. I have therefore never until this day been able to decide whether I was right or wrong in
using the ruler.
Probably it was improper, for it was prompted by anger and a desire to punish. Had it been an expression only
of my distress, I should have considered it justified. But the motive in this case was mixed.
This incident set me thinking and taught me a better method of correcting students. I do not know whether that
method would have availed on the occasion in question. The youngster soon forgot the incident, and I do not think
he ever showed great improvement. But the incident made me understand better the duty of a teacher towards his
pupils.
Cases of misconduct on the part of the boys often occurred after this, but I never resorted to corporal
punishment. Thus in my endeavor to impart spiritual training to the boys and girls under me, I came to understand
better and better the power of the spirit.
IV.35
It was at Tolstoy Farm that Mr. Kallenbach drew my attention to a problem that had never before struck me.
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As I have already said, some of the boys at the Farm were bad and unruly. There were loafers, too, amongst
them. With these my three boys came in daily contact, as also did other children of the same type as my own sons.
This troubled Mr. Kallenbach, but his attention was cenetred on the impropriety of keeping my boys with these
unruly youngsters. One day he spoke out:
“Your way of mixing your own boys with the bad ones does not appeal to roe. It can have only one result.
They will become demoralized through this bad company.” I do not remember whether the question puzzled me at
the moment, but I recollect what I said to him:
“How can I distinguish between my boys and the loafers? I am equally responsible for both. The youngsters
have come because I invited them. If I were to dismiss them with some money, they would immediately run off to
Johannesburg and fall back into their old ways. To tell you the truth, it is quite likely that they and their guardians
believe that, by having come here, they have laid me under an obligation. That they have to put up with a good
deal of inconvenience here, you and I know very well. But my duty is clear. I must have them here, and therefore
my boys also must needs live with them.
“And surely you do not want me to teach my boys to feel from today that they are superior to other boys. To
put that sense of superiority into their heads would be to lead them astray. This association with other boys will be
a good discipline for them. They will, of their own accord, learn to discriminate between good and evil. Why
should we not believe that, if there is really anything good in them, it is bound to react on their companions?
However that may be, I cannot help keeping them here, and if that means some risk; we must run it.”
Mr. Kallenbach shook his head.
The result, I think, cannot be said to have been bad. I do not consider my sons were any the worse for the
experiment. On the contrary I can see that they gained something. If there was the slightest trace of superiority in
them, it was destroyed and they learnt to mix with all kinds of children. They were tested and disciplined.
This and similar experiments have shown me that, if good children are taught together with bad ones and
thrown into their company, they will lose nothing, provided the experiment is conducted under the watchful care
of their parents and guardians.
Children wrapped up in cotton wool are not always proof against all temptation or contamination. It is true,
however, that when boys and girls of all kinds of upbringing are kept and taught together, the parents and the
teachers are put to the severest test. They have constantly to be on the alert.
IV.36
Day by day it became increasingly clear to me how very difficult it was to bring up and educate boys and girls
in the right way. If I was to be their real teacher and guardian, I must touch their hearts. I must share their joys and
sorrows, I must help them to solve the problems that faced them, and I must take along the right channel the
surging aspirations of their youth.
On the release of some of the satyagrahis from jail, Tolstoy Farm was almost denuded of its inmates. The few
that remained mostly belonged to Phoenix. So I removed them there.
Here I had to pass through a fiery ordeal. In those days I had to move between Johannesburg and Phoenix.
Once when I was in Johannesburg I received tidings of the moral fall of two of the inmates of the ashram. News
of an apparent failure or reverse in the satyagraha struggle would not have shocked me, but this news came upon
me like a thunderbolt. The same day I took the train for Phoenix. Mr. Kallenbach insisted on accompanying me.
He had noticed the state I was in. He would not brook the thought of my going alone, for he happened to be the
bearer of the tidings which had so upset me.
During the journey my duty seemed clear to me. I felt that the guardian or teacher was responsible, to some
extent at least, for the lapse of his ward or pupil. So my responsibility regarding the incident in question became
clear to me as daylight. My wife had already warned me in the matter, but being of a trusting nature, I had ignored
her caution. I felt that the only way the guilty parties could be made to realize my distress and the depth of their
own fall would be for me to do some penance.
So I imposed upon myself a fast for seven days—and a vow to have only one meal a day for a period of four
months and a half. Mr. Kallenbach tried to dissuade me, but in vain. He finally conceded the propriety of the
penance, and, insisted on joining me. I could not resist his transparent affection.
I felt greatly relieved, for the decision meant a heavy load off my mind. The anger against the guilty parties
subsided and gave place to the purest pity for them. Thus considerably eased, I reached Phoenix. I made further
investigation and acquainted myself with some more details I needed to know.
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My penance pained everybody, but it cleared the atmosphere. Everyone came to realize what a terrible thing it
was to be sinful, and the bond that bound me to the boys and girls became stronger and truer.
A circumstance arising out of this incident compelled me, a little while after, to go into a fast for fourteen days,
the results of which exceeded even my expectations.
It is not my purpose to make out from these incidents that it is the duty of a teacher to resort to fasting
whenever there is a delinquency on the part of his pupils. I hold, however, that some occasions do call for this
drastic remedy.
But it presupposes clearness of vision and spiritual fitness. Where there is no true love between the teacher and
the pupil, where the pupil’s delinquency has not touched the very being of the teacher and where the pupil has no
respect for the teacher, fasting is out of place and may even be harmful. Though there is thus room for doubting
the propriety of fasts in such cases, there is no question about the teacher’s responsibility for the errors of his
pupil.
*
The first penance did not prove difficult for any of us. I had to suspend or stop none of my normal activities. It
may be recalled that during the whole of this period of penance I was a strict fruitarian. The latter part of the
second fast went fairly hard with me. I had not then completely understood the wonderful efficacy of Ramanama,
and my capacity for suffering was to that extent less. Besides, I did not know the technique of fasting, especially
the necessity of drinking plenty of water, however nauseating or distasteful it might be. Then the fact that the first
fast had been an easy affair had made me rather careless as to the second.
Thus during the first I took Kuhne baths every day, but during the second I gave them up after two or three
days, and drank very little water, as it was distasteful and produced nausea. The throat became parched and weak
and during the last days I could speak only in a very low voice. In spite of this, however, my work was carried on
through dictation where writing was necessary. I regularly listened to readings from the Ramayana and other
sacred books. I had also sufficient strength to discuss and advise in all urgent matters.
IV.37
I must skip many of the recollections of South Africa.
At the conclusion of the satyagraha struggle in 1914, I received Gokhale’s instruction to return home via
London. So in July Kasturbai, Kallenbach and I sailed for England.
During Satyagraha I had begun traveling third class. I therefore took third class passages for this voyage. But
there was a good deal of difference between third class accommodation on the boat on this route and that provided
on Indian coastal boats or railway trains. There is hardly sufficient sitting, much less sleeping, accommodation in
the Indian service, and little cleanliness. During the voyage to London, on the other hand, there was enough room
and cleanliness, and the steamship company had provided special facilities for us. The company had provided
reserved closet accommodation for us, and as we were fruitarians, the steward had orders to supply us with fruits
and nuts. As a rule third class passengers get little fruit or nuts. These facilities made our eighteen days on the
boat quite comfortable.
*
Some of the incidents during the voyage are well worth recording: Mr. Kallenbach was very fond of
binoculars, and had one or two costly pairs. We had daily discussions over one of these. I tried to impress on him
that this possession was not in keeping with the ideal of simplicity that we aspired to reach. Our discussions came
to a head one day, as we were standing near the porthole of our cabin.
“Rather than allow these to be a bone of contention between us, why not throw them into the sea and be done
with them?” said I.
“Certainly, throw the wretched things away,” said Mr. Kallenbach.
“I mean it,” said I.
“So do I,” quickly came the reply.
And forthwith I flung them into the sea. They were worth some £7, but their value lay less in their price than in
Mr. Kallenbach’s infatuation for them. However, having got rid of them, he never regretted it.
This is but one out of the many incidents that happened between Mr. Kallenbach and me. Every day we had to
learn something new in this way, for both of us were trying to tread the path of Truth. In the march towards Truth,
anger, selfishness, hatred, etc. naturally give way, for otherwise Truth would be impossible to attain. A man who is
swayed by passions may have good enough intentions, may be truthful in word, but he will never find the Truth. A
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successful search for Truth means complete deliverance from the dual throng such as of love and hate, happiness
and misery.
*
Not much time had elapsed since my fast when we started on our voyage. I had not regained my normal
strength. I used to stroll on deck to get a little exercise, so as to revive my appetite and digest what I ate. But even
this exercise was beyond me, causing pain in the calves, so much so that on reaching London I found that I was
worse rather than better.
There I came to know Dr. Jivraj Mehta. I gave him the history of my fast and subsequent pain, and he said,
“If you do not take complete rest for a few days, there is a fear of your legs going out of use.”
It was then that I learned that a man emerging from a long fast should not be in a hurry to regain lost strength,
and should also put a curb on his appetite. More caution and perhaps more restraint are necessary in breaking a
fast than in keeping it.
*
In Madeira we heard that the great War might break out at any moment. As we entered the English Channel,
we received the news of its actual outbreak. We were stopped for some time. It was a difficult business to tow the
boat through the submarine mines which had been laid throughout the Channel, and it took about two days to
reach Southampton.
War was declared on the 4th of August. We reached London on the 6th.
IV.38
On arrival in England .I learned that Gokhale had been stranded in Paris where he had gone for reasons of
health, and as communication between Paris and London had been cut off, there was no knowing when he would
return. I did not want to go home without having seen him, but no one could say definitely when he would arrive.
What then was I to do in the meanwhile?
What was my duty as regards the war?
Sorabji Adajania, my comrade in jail and a satyagrabi, was then reading for the Bar in London. As one of the
best satyagrahis he had been sent to England to qualify himself as a barrister, so that he might take my place on
return to South Africa. Dr. Pranjivandas Mehta was paying his expenses. With him, and through him, I had
conferences with Dr. Jivraj Mehta and others who were prosecuting their studies in England. In consultation with
them, a meeting of the Indian residents in Great Britain and Ireland was called. I placed my views before them.
*
I felt that Indians residing in England ought to do their bit in the war. English students had volunteered to serve
in the army, and Indians might do no less. A number of objections were taken to this line of argument. There was,
it was contended, a world of difference between the Indians and the English. We were slaves and they were
masters. How could a slave cooperate with the master in the hour of the latter’s need? Was it not the duty of the
slave, seeking to be free, to make the master’s need his opportunity?
This argument failed to appeal to me then. I knew the difference of status between an Indian and an
Englishman, but I did not believe that we had been quite reduced to slavery. I felt then that it was more the fault
of individual British officials than of the British system, and that we could convert them by love. If we would
improve our status through the help and cooperation of the British, it was our duty to win their help by standing
by them in their hour of need. Though the system was faulty, it did not seem to me to be intolerable, as it does
today.\fn{This book was first published in 1940} But if, having lost my faith in the system, I refuse to cooperate with the
British Government today, how could those friends then do so, having lost their faith not only in the system but in
the officials as well?
The opposing friends felt that that was the hour for making a bold declaration of Indian demands and for
improving the status of Indians.
I thought that England’s need should not be turned into our opportunity, and that it was more becoming and
far-sighted not to press our demands while the war lasted. I therefore adhered to my advice and invited those who
would to enlist as volunteers.
There was a good response, practically all the provinces and all the religions being represented among the
volunteers.
I wrote a letter to Lord Crewe, acquainting him with these facts and expressing our readiness to be trained for
ambulance work, if that should be considered a condition precedent to the acceptance of our offer.
1677

*
Lord Crewe accepted the offer after some hesitation, and thanked us for having tendered our services to the
Empire at that critical hour.
The volunteers began their preliminary training in first aid to the wounded under the well-known Dr. Cantlie. It
was a short course of six weeks, but it covered the whole course of first aid.
We were a class of about 80. In six weeks we were examined, and all except one passed. For these the
Government now provided military drill and other training. Colonel Baker was placed in charge of this work.
London in these days was a sight worth seeing. There was no panic, but all were busy helping to the best of
their ability. Able-bodied adults began training as combatants, but what were the old, the infirm and the women to
do? There was enough work for them, if they wanted. So they employed themselves in cutting and making clothes
and dressings for the wounded.
The Lyceum, a ladies’ club, undertook to make as many clothes for the soldiers as they could. Shrimati
Sarojini Naidu was a member of this club, and threw herself whole-heartedly into the work. This was my first
acquaintance with her. She placed before me a heap of clothes which had been cut to pattern, and asked me to get
them all sewn up and return them to her. I welcomed her demand and with the assist ance of friends got as many
clothes made as I could manage during my training for first aid.
IV.39
As soon as the news reached South Africa that I along with other Indians had offered my services in the war, I
received two cables. One of these was from Mr. Polak who questioned the consistency of my action with my
profession of ahimsa.
I had to a certain extent anticipated this objection, for I had discussed the question in my Hind Swaraj (Indian
Home Rule), and used to discuss it day in and day out with friends in South Africa. All of us recognized the
immorality of war. If I was not prepared to prosecute my assailant, much less should I be willing to participate in
a war, especially when I knew nothing of the justice or otherwise of the cause of the combatants. Friends of
course knew that I had previously served in the Boer War, but they assumed that my views had since undergone a
change.
As a matter of fact the very same line of argument that persuaded me to take part in the Boer War had weighed
with me on this occasion. It was quite clear to me that participation in war could never be consistent with ahimsa.
But it is not always given to one to be equally clear about one’s duty.
A votary of truth is often obliged to grope in the dark.
*
Ahimsa is a comprehensive principle. We are helpless mortals caught in the conflagration of himsa.\fn
{Destruction of life; Gandhi himself defines it thus, just below:H } The saying that life lives on life has a deep meaning in it.
Man cannot for a moment live without consciously or unconsciously committing outward himsa. The very fact of
his living—eating, drinking and moving about—necessarily involves some himsa, destruction of life, be it ever so
minute. A votary of ahimsa therefore remains true to his faith if the spring of all his actions is compassion, if he
shuns to the best of his ability the destruction of the tiniest creature, tries to save it, and thus incessantly strives to
be free from the deadly coil of himsa. He will be constantly growing in self-restraint and compassion, but he can
never become entirely free from outward himsa.
Then again, because underlying ahimsa is the unity of all life, the error of one cannot but affect all, and hence
man cannot be wholly free from himsa. So long as he continues to be a social being, he cannot but participate in
the himsa that the very existence of society involves. When two nations are fighting, the duty of a votary of
ahimsa is to stop the war. He who is not equal to that duty, he who has no power of resisting war, he who is not
qualified to resist war, may take part in war, and yet whole-heartedly try to free himself, his nation and the world
from war.
I had hoped to improve my status and that of my people through the British Empire. Whilst in England I was
enjoying the protection of the British Fleet, and taking shelter as I did under its armed might, I was directly
participating in its potential violence. Therefore, if I desired to retain my connection with the Empire, and to live
under its banner, one of three courses was open to me: I could declare open resistance to the war and, in
accordance with the law of satyagraha, boycott the Empire until it changed its military policy; or I could seek
imprisonment by civil disobedience of such of its laws as were fit to be disobeyed; or I could participate in the
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war on the side of the Empire and thereby acquire the capacity and fitness for resisting the violence of war. I
lacked this capacity and fitness, so I thought there was nothing for it but to serve in the war.
I make no distinction, from the point of view of ahimsa, between combatants and non-combatants. He who
volunteers to serve a band of dacoits,\fn{Armed robbers in India or Myanmar} by working as their carrier, or their
watchman while they are about their business, or their nurse when they are wounded, is as much guilty of dacoity
as the dacoits themselves. In the same way those who confine themselves to attending to the wounded in battle
cannot be absolved from the guilt of war.
*
I had argued the whole thing out to myself in this manner before I received Polak’s cable, and soon after its
receipt I discussed these views with several friends and concluded that it was my duty to offer to serve in the war.
Even today I see no flaw in that line of argument, nor am I sorry for my action, holding, as I then did, views
favorable to the British connection. I know that even then I could not carry conviction with all my friends about
the correctness of my position. The question is subtle. It admits of differences of opinion, and therefore I have
submitted my argument as clearly as possible to those who believe in ahimsa and who are making serious efforts
to practice it in every walk of life.
A devotee of Truth may not do anything in deference to convention. He must always hold himself open to
correction, and whenever he discovers himself to be wrong he must confess it at all costs and atone for it.
IV.40
Though I thus took part in the war as a matter of duty, it chanced that I was not only unable directly to
participate in it, but actually compelled to offer what may be called miniature satyagraha even at that critical
juncture.
I have already said that an officer was appointed in charge of our training, as soon as our names were approved
and enlisted. We were all under the impression that this Commanding Officer was to be our chief only so far as
technical matters were concerned, and that in all other matters I was the head of our Corps, which was directly
responsible to me in matters of internal discipline; that is to say, the Commanding Officer had to deal with the
Corps, through me.
But from the first the officer left us under no such delusion. Mr. Sorabji Adajania was a shrewd man. He
warned me:
“Beware of this man,” he said. “He seems inclined to lord it over us. We will have none of his orders. We are
prepared to look upon him as our instructor. But the youngsters he has appointed to instruct us also feel as though
they had come as our masters.” These youngsters were Oxford students who had come to instruct us and whom
the Commanding Officer had appointed to be our section leaders.
I also had not failed to notice the high-handedness of the Commanding Officer, but I asked Sorabji not to be
anxious and tried to pacify him. But he was not the man to be easily convinced.
“You are too trusting. These people will deceive you with wretched words, and when at last you see through
them, you will ask us to resort to satyagraha, and so come to grief, and bring us all to grief along with you,” said
he with a smile.
“What else but grief can you hope to come to after having cast in your lot with me?” said I. “A satyagrahi is
born to be deceived. Let the Commanding Officer deceive us. Have I not told you times without number that
ultimately a deceiver only deceives himself?” Sorabji gave a loud laugh.
“Well, then,” said he, “continue to be deceived. You will some day meet your death in satyagraha and drag
poor mortals like me behind you.” These words put me in mind of what the late Miss Emily Hobhouse wrote to
me with regard to non-cooperation:
“I should not be surprised if one of these days you have to go to the gallows for the sake of truth. May God
show. you the right path and protect you.”
*
The talk with Sorabji took place just after the appointment of the Commanding Officer. In a very few days our
relations with him reached the breaking point. I had hardly regained my strength after the fourteen days fast, when
I began to take part in the drill, often walking to the appointed place about two miles from home. This gave me
pleurisy and laid me low. In this condition I had to go week-end camping. Whilst the others stayed there, I
returned home. It was here that an occasion arose for satyagraha.
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The Commanding Officer began to exercise his authority somewhat freely. He gave us clearly to understand
that he was our head in all matters, military and non-military, giving us at the same time a taste of his authority.
Sorabji hurried to me. He was not at all prepared to put up with this high-handedness. He said:
“We must have all orders through you. We are still in the training camp and all sorts of absurd orders are being
issued. Invidious distinctions are made between ourselves and those youths who have been appointed to instruct
us. We must have it out with the Commanding Officer, otherwise we shall not be able to go on any longer. The
Indian students and others who have joined our Corps are not going to abide by any absurd orders. In a cause
which has been taken up for the sake of self-respect, it is unthinkable to put up with loss of it.”
I approached the Commanding Officer and drew his attention to the complaints I had received. He wrote
asking me to set out the complaints in writing, at the same time asking me “to impress upon those who complain
that the proper direction in which to make complaints is to me through their section commanders, now appointed,
who will inform me through the instructors.”
To this I replied saying that I claimed no authority, that in the military sense I was no more than any other
private, but that I had believed that as Chairman of the Volunteer Corps, I should be allowed unofficially to act as
their representative. I also set out the grievances and requests that had been brought to my notice, namely, that
grievous dissatisfaction had been caused by the appointment of section leaders without reference to the feeling of
the members of the Corps; that they be recalled, and the Corps be invited to elect section leaders, subject to the
Commander’s approval.
This did not appeal to the Commanding Officer, who said it was repugnant to all military discipline that the
section leaders should be elected by the Corps, and that the recall of appointments already made would be
subversive of all discipline.
So we held a meeting and decided upon withdrawal. I brought home to the members the serious consequences
of satyagraha. But a very large majority voted for the resolution, which was to the effect that, unless the
appointments of Corporals already made were recalled and the members of the Corps given an opportunity of
electing their own Corporals, the members would be obliged to abstain from further drilling and week-end
camping.
I then addressed a letter to the Commanding Officer telling him what a severe disappointment his letter
rejecting my suggestion had been. I assured him that I was not fond of any exercise of authority and that I was
most anxious to serve. I also drew his attention to a precedent. I pointed out that, although I occupied no official
rank in the South African Indian Ambulance Corps at the time of the Boer War, there was never a hitch between
Colonel Gallwey and the Corps, and the Colonel never took a step without reference to me with a view to
ascertain the wishes of the Corps. I also enclosed a copy of the resolution we had passed the previous evening.
This had no good effect on the Officer, who felt that the meeting and the resolution were a grave breach of
discipline.
Hereupon I addressed a letter to the Secretary of State for India, acquainting him with all the facts and
enclosing a copy of the resolution. He replied explaining that conditions in South Africa were different, and
drawing my attention to the fact that under the rules the section commanders were appointed by the Commanding
Officer, but assuring me that in future, when appointing section commanders, the Commanding Officer would
consider my recommendations.
*
A good deal of correspondence passed between us after this, but I do not want to prolong the bitter tale. Suffice
it to say that my experience was of a piece with the experiences we daily have in India. What with threats and
what with adroitness the Commanding Officer succeeded in creating a division in our Corps. Some of those who
had voted for the resolution yielded to the Commander’s threats or persuasions and went back on their promise.
About this time an unexpectedly large contingent of wounded soldiers arrived at the Netley Hospital, and the
services of our Corps were requisitioned. Those whom the Commanding Officer could persuade went to Netley.
The others refused to go.
I was on my back, but was in communication with the members of the Corps. Mr. Roberts, the UnderSecretary of State, honored me with many calls during those days. He insisted on my persuading the others to
serve. He suggested that they should form a separate Corps and that at the Netley Hospital they could be
responsible only to the Commanding Officer there, so that there would be no question of loss of self-respect,
Government would be placated, and at the same time helpful service would be rendered to the large number of
wounded received at the hospital.
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This suggestion appealed both to my companions and to me, with the result that those who had stayed away
also went to Netley. Only I remained away, lying on my back and making the best of a bad job.
IV.41
I have already referred to the attack of pleurisy I had in England. Gokhale returned to London soon after.
Kallenbach and I used regularly to go to him. Our talks were mostly about the war, and as Kallenbach had the
geography of Germany at his finger tips, and had traveled much in Europe, he used to show him on the map the
various places in connection with the war. When I got pleurisy this also became a topic of daily discussion.
My dietetic experiments were going on even then. My diet consisted, among other things, of groundnuts, ripe
and unripe bananas, lemon, olive oil, tomatoes and grapes. I completely eschewed milk, cereals, pulses and other
things.
Dr. Jivraj Mehta treated me. He pressed me hard to resume milk and cereals, but I was obdurate. The matter
reached Gokhale’s ears. He had not much regard for my reasoning in favor of a fruitarian diet, and he wanted me
to take whatever the doctor prescribed for my health.
It was no easy thing for me not to yield to Gokhale’s pressure. When he would not take a refusal, I begged him
to give me twenty-four hours for thinking over the question. As Kallenbach and I returned home that evening, we
discussed where my duty lay. He had been with me in my experiment. He liked it, but I saw that he was agreeable
to my giving it up if my health demanded it. So I had to decide for myself according to the dictates of the inner
voice.
*
I spent the whole night thinking over the matter. To give up the experiment would mean renouncing all my
ideas in that direction, and yet I found no flaw in them. The question was how far I should yield to Gokhale’s
loving pressure, and how far I might modify my experiment in the so-called interests of health. I finally decided
to adhere to the experiment in so far as the motive behind was chiefly religious, and to yield to the doctor’s advice
where the motive was mixed.
Religious considerations had been predominant in the giving up of milk. I had before me a picture of the
wicked processes the govals in Calcutta adopted to extract the last drop of milk from their cows and buffaloes. I
also had the feeling that, just as meat was not man’s food, even so animal’s milk could not be man’s food. So I got
up in the morning with the determination to adhere to my resolve to abstain from milk. This greatly relieved me. 1
dreaded to approach Gokhale, but I trusted him to respect my decision.
In the evening Kallenbach and I called on Gokhale at the National Liberal Club. The first question he asked me
was:
“Well, have you decided to accept the doctor’s advice?” I gently but firmly replied:
“I am willing to yield on all points except one about which I beg you not to press me. I will not take milk,
milk-products or meat. If not to take these things should mean my death, I feel I had better face it.”
“Is this your final decision?” asked Gokhale.
“I am afraid I cannot decide otherwise,” said I. “I know that my decision will pain you, but I beg your
forgiveness.” With a certain amount of pain but with deep affection, Gokhale said:
“I do not approve of your decision. I do not see any religion in it. But I won’t press you any more.” With these
words he turned to Dr. Jivraj Mehta and said:
“Please don’t worry him any more. Prescribe anything you like within the limit he has set for himself.”
The doctor expressed dissent, but was helpless. He advised me to take mung soup, with a dash of asafetida in
it. To this I agreed. I took it for a day or two, but it increased my pain. As I did not find it suitable, I went back to
fruits and nuts. The doctor of course went on with his external treatment. The latter somewhat relieved my pain,
but my restrictions were to him a sore handicap.
Meanwhile Gokhale left for home, as he could not stand the October fogs of London.
IV.42
The persistence of the pleurisy caused some anxiety, but I knew that the cure lay not in taking medicine
internally but in dietetic changes assisted by external remedies.
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I called in Dr. Allinson of vegetarian fame, who treated diseases by dietetic modifications and whom I had met
in 1890. He thoroughly overhauled me. I explained to him how I had pledged myself not to take milk. He cheered
me up and said:
“You need not take milk. In fact I want you to do without any fat for some days.” He then advised me to live
on plain brown bread, raw vegetables such as beet, radish, onion and other tubers and greens, and also fresh fruit,
mainly oranges. The vegetables were not to be cooked but merely grated fine, if I could not masticate them.
I adopted this for about three days, but raw vegetables did not quite suit me. My body was not in a condition to
enable me to do full justice to the experiment. I was nervous about taking raw vegetables.
Dr. Allinson also advised me to keep all the windows of my room open for the whole twenty-four hours, bathe
in tepid water, have an oil massage on the affected parts and a walk in the open for fifteen to thirty minutes. I
liked all these suggestions.
My room had French windows which, if kept wide open, would let in the rain. The fanlight could not be
opened. I therefore got the glass broken, so as to let in fresh air and I partially opened the windows in a manner
not to let in rain. .
All these measures somewhat improved my health, but did not completely cure me.
*
Lady Cecilia Roberts occasionally called on me. We became friends. She wanted very much to persuade me to
take milk. But as I was unyielding, she hunted about for a substitute for milk. Some friend suggested to her
malted milk, assuring her quite unknowingly that it was absolutely free from milk, and that it was a chemical
preparation with all the properties of milk. Lady Cecilia, I knew, had a great regard for my religious scruples. and
so I implicitly trusted her. I dissolved the powder in water and took it only to find that it tasted just like milk. I
read the label on the bottle, to find, only too late. that it was a preparation of milk. So I gave it up.
I informed Lady Cecilia about the discovery. asking her not to worry over it. She came post haste to me to say
how sorry she was. Her friend had not read the label at all. I begged her not to be anxious and expressed my regret
that I could not avail myself of the things she had procured with so much trouble. I also assured her that I did not
at all feel upset or guilty over having taken milk under a misapprehension.
I must skip over many other sweet reminiscences of my contact with Lady Cecilia. I could think of many
friends who have been a source of great comfort to me in the midst of trials and disappointments. One who has
faith reads in them the merciful providence of God, who thus sweetens sorrow itself.
Dr. Allinson, when he next called, relaxed his restrictions and permitted me to have groundnut butter or olive
oil for the sake of fat, and to take the vegetables cooked, if I chose, with rice. These changes were quite welcome,
but they were far from giving me a complete cure. Very careful nursing was still necessary, and I was obliged to
keep mostly in bed.
Dr. Mehta occasionally looked in to examine me and held out a standing offer to cure me if only I would listen
to his advice.
*
Whilst things were going on in this way, Mr. Roberts one day came to see me and urged me very strongly to go
home.
“You cannot possibly go to Netley in this condition. There is still severer cold ahead of us. I would strongly
advise you to get back to India, for it is only there that you can be completely cured. If, after your recovery, you
should find the war still going on, you will have many opportunities there of rendering help. As it is, I do not
regard what you have already done as by any means a mean contribution.”
I accepted his advice and began to make preparations for returning to India.
IV.43
Mr. Kallenbach had accompanied me to England with a view to going to India. We were staying together and
of course wanted to sail by the same boat. Germans, however, were under such strict surveillance that we had our
doubts about Mr. Kallenbach getting a passport. I did my best to get it, and Mr. Roberts, who was in favour of his
getting his passport, sent a cable to the Viceroy in this behalf. But straight came Lord Hardinge’s reply:
“Regret Government of India not prepared to take any such risk.” All of us understood the force of the reply.
It was a great wrench for me to part from Mr. Kallenbach, but I could see that his pang was greater. Could he
have come to India. he would have been leading today the simple happy life of a farmer and weaver. Now he is in
South Africa, leading his old life and doing brisk business as an architect.
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We wanted a third class passage, but as there was none available on P. and O. boats, we had to go second. We
took with us the dried fruit we had carried from South Africa, as most of it would not be procurable on the boat:
where fresh fruit was easily available.
Dr. Jivraj Mehta had bandaged my ribs with Mede’s Plaster and had asked me not to remove it till we reached
the Red Sea. For two days I put up with the discomfort, but finally it became too much for me. It was with
considerable difficulty that I managed to undo the plaster and regain the liberty of having a proper wash and bath.
My diet consisted mostly of nuts and fruits. I found that I was improving every day and felt very much better
by the time we entered the Suez Canal. I was weak, but felt entirely out of danger, and I gradually went on
increasing my exercise. The improvement I attributed largely to the pure air of the temperate zone. Whether it was
due to past experience or to any other reason, I do not know, but the kind of distance I noticed between the
English and Indian passengers on the boat was something I had not observed even on my voyage from South
Africa. I did talk to a few Englishmen, but the talk was mostly formal. There were hardly any cordial
conversations such as had certainly taken place on the South African boats. The reason for this was, I think, to be
found in the conscious or unconscious feeling at the back of the Englishman’s mind that he belonged to the ruling
race, and the feeling at the back of the Indian’s mind that he belonged to the subject race.
I was eager to reach home and get free from this atmosphere.
On arriving at Aden we already began to feel somewhat at home. We knew the Aden- wallas very well, having
met Mr. Kekobad Kavasji Dinshaw in Durban and come in close contact with him and his wife.
A few days more and we reached Bombay. It was such a joy to get back to the homeland after an exile of ten
years.
Gokhale had inspired a reception for me in Bombay, where he had come in spite of his delicate health. I had
approached India in the ardent hope of merging myself in him, and thereby feeling free. But fate had willed it
otherwise.
IV.44
Before coming to a narrative of the course my life took in India, it seems necessary to recall a few of the South
African experiences which I have deliberately left out.
Some lawyer friend[s] have asked me to give my reminiscences of the Bar. The number of these is so large
that, if I were to describe them all, they would occupy a volume by themselves and take me out of my scope. But
it may not perhaps be improper to recall some of those which bear upon the practice of truth.
So far as I can recollect, I have already said that I never resorted to untruth in my profession, and that a large
part of my legal practice was in the interest of public work, for which I charged nothing beyond out-of-pocket
expenses, and these too I sometimes met myself.
I had thought that in saying this I had said all that was necessary as regards my legal practice. But friends want
me to do more. They seem to think that. if I described, however slightly, some of the occasions when I refused to
swerve from the truth, the legal profession might profit by it. .
As a student I had heard that the lawyer’s profession was a liar’s profession. But this did not influence me, as I
had no intention of earning either position or money by lying.
My principle was put to the test many a time in South Africa. Often I knew that my opponents had tutored their
witnesses, and if I only encouraged my client or his witnesses to lie, we could win the case. But I always resisted
the temptation. I remember only one occasion when, after having won a case, I suspected that my client had
deceived me. In my heart of hearts I always wished that I should win only if my client’s case was right. In fixing
my fees I do not recall ever having made them conditional on my winning the case. Whether my client won or
lost, I expected nothing more nor less than my fees.
I warned every new client at the outset that he should not expect me to take up a false case or to coach the
witnesses, with the result that I built up such a reputation that no false cases used to come to me. Indeed some of
my clients would keep their clean cases for me, and take the doubtful ones elsewhere.
*
There was one case which proved a severe trial. It was brought to me by one of my best clients. It was a case
of highly complicated accounts and had been a prolonged one. It had been heard in parts before several courts.
Ultimately the book-keeping portion of it was entrusted by the court to the arbitration of some qualified
accountants. The award was entirely in favor of my client, but the arbitrators had inadvertently committed an error
in calculation which, however small, was serious, inasmuch as an entry which ought to have been on the debit
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side was made on the credit side. The opponents had opposed the award on other grounds. I was junior counsel
for my client. When the senior counsel became aware of the error, he was of opinion that our client was not bound
to admit it. He was clearly of opinion that no counsel was bound to admit anything that went against his client’s
interest.
I said we ought to admit the error. But the senior counsel contended:
“In that case there is every likelihood of the court canceling the whole award, and no sane counsel would
imperil his client’s case to that extent. At any rate I would be the last man to take any such risk. If the case were to
be sent up for a fresh hearing, one could never tell what expenses our client might have to incur, and what the
ultimate result might be.”
The client was present when this conversation took place. I said:
“I feel that both our client and we ought to run the risk. Where is the certainty of the court upholding a wrong
award simply because we do not admit the error? And supposing the admission were to bring the client to grief,
what harm is there?”
“But why should we make the admission at all?” said the senior counsel.
“Where is the surety of the court not detecting the error or our opponent not discovering it?” said I.
“Well then, will you argue the case? I am not prepared to argue it on your terms,” replied the senior counsel
with decision. I humbly answered:
“If you will not argue, then I am prepared to do so, if our client so desires. I shall have nothing to do with the
case if the error is not admitted.”
With this I looked at my client. He was a little embarrassed. I had been in the case from the very first. The
client fully trusted me, and knew me through and through. He said:
“Well, then, you will argue the case and admit the error. Let us lose, if that is to be our lot. God defend the
right.”
I was delighted. I had expected nothing less from him. The senior counsel again warned me, pitied me for my
obduracy, but congratulated me all the same. What happened in the court we shall see in the next chapter.
IV.45
I had no doubt about the soundness of my advice, but I doubted very much my fitness for doing full justice to
the case. I felt it would be a most hazardous undertaking to argue such a difficult case before the Supreme Court,
and I appeared before the Bench in fear and trembling. As soon as I referred to the error in the accounts, one of
the judges said:
“Is not this sharp practice, Mr. Gandhi?”
I boiled within to hear this charge. It was intolerable to be accused of sharp practice when there was not the
slightest warrant for it.
“With a judge prejudiced from the start like this, there is little chance of success in this difficult case,” I said to
myself. But I composed my thoughts and answered:
“I am surprised that your Lordship should suspect sharp practice without hearing me out.”
“No question of a charge,' said the judge. It is a mere suggestion.”
“The suggestion here seems to me to amount to a charge. I would ask your Lordship to hear me out and then
arraign me if there is any occasion for it.”
“I am sorry to have interrupted you,” replied the judge. Pray do go on with your explanation of the
discrepancy.”
I had enough material in support of my explanation. Thanks to the judge having raised this question, I was able
to rivet the Court’s attention on my argument from the very start. I felt much encouraged and took the opportunity
of entering into a detailed explanation. The Court gave me a patient hearing, and I was able to convince the judges
that the discrepancy was due entirely to inadvertence. They therefore did not feel disposed to cancel the whole
award, which had involved considerable labor.
The opposing counsel seemed to feel secure in the belief that not much argument would be needed after the
error had been admitted. But the judges continued to interrupt him, as they were convinced that the error was a
slip which could be easily rectified. The counsel labored hard to attack the award, but the judge who had
originally started with the suspicion had now come round definitely to my side.
“Supposing Mr. Gandhi had not admitted the error, what would you have done?” he asked.
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“It was impossible for us to secure the services of a more competent and honest expert accountant than the one
appointed by us.”
“The Court must presume that you know your case best. If you cannot point out anything beyond the slip
which any expert accountant is liable to commit, the Court will be loath to compel the parties to go in for fresh
litigation and fresh expenses because of a patent mistake. We may not order a fresh hearing when such an error
can be easily corrected,” continued the judge.
And so the counsel’s objection was overruled. The Court either confirmed the award, with the error rectified,
or ordered the arbitrator to rectify the error, I forget which.
I was delighted. So were my client and senior counsel; and I was confirmed in my conviction that it was not
impossible to practice law without compromising truth.
Let the reader, however, remember that even truthfulness in the practice of the profession cannot cure it of the
fundamental defect that vitiates it.
IV.46
The distinction between the legal practice in Natal and that in the Transvaal was that in Natal there was a joint
Bar; a barrister, whilst he was admitted to the rank of advocate, could also practice as an attorney; whereas in the
Transvaal, as in Bombay, the spheres of attorneys and advocates were distinct. A barrister had the right of election
whether he would practice as an advocate or as an attorney. So, whilst in Natal I was admitted as an advocate, in
the Transvaal I sought admission as an attorney. For as an advocate I could not have come in direct contact with
the Indians and the white attorneys in South Africa would not have briefed me.
But even in the Transvaal it was open to attorneys to appear before magistrates. On one occasion, whilst I was
conducting a case before a magistrate in Johannesburg, I discovered that my client had deceived me. I saw him
completely break down in the witness box.
So without any argument I asked the magistrate to dismiss the case. The opposing counsel was astonished, and
the magistrate was pleased. I rebuked my client for bringing a false case to me. He knew that I never accepted
false cases, and when I brought the thing home to him, he admitted his mistake, and I have an impression that he
was not angry with me for having asked the magistrate to decide against him. At any rate my conduct in this case
did not affect my practice for the worse, indeed it made my work easier. I also saw that my devotion to truth
enhanced my reputation amongst the members of the profession, and in spite of the handicap of color I was able
in some cases to win even their affection.
*
During my professional work it was also my habit never to conceal my ignorance from my clients or my
colleagues. Wherever I felt myself at sea, I would advise my client to consult some other counsel, or if he
preferred to stick to me, I would ask him to let me seek the assistance of senior counsel. This frankness earned me
the unbounded affection and trust of my clients. They were always willing to pay the fee whenever consultation
with senior counsel was necessary. This affection and trust served me in good stead in my public work.
I have indicated in the foregoing chapters that my object in practicing in South Africa was service of the
community. Even for this purpose, winning the confidence of the people was an indispensable condition. The
large-hearted Indians magnified into service professional work done for money, and when I advised them to suffer
the hardships of imprisonment for the sake of their rights, many of them cheerfully accepted the advice, not so
much because they had reasoned out the correctness of the course, as because of their confidence in, and affection
for, me.
As I write this, many a sweet reminiscence comes to my mind. Hundreds of clients became friends and real coworkers in public service, and their association sweetened a life that was otherwise full of difficulties and dangers.
IV.47
The reader, by now, will be quite familiar with Parsi Rustomji’s name. He was one who became at once my
client and co-worker, or perhaps it would be truer to say that he first became co-worker and then client. I won his
confidence to such an extent that he sought and followed my advice also in private domestic matters. Even when
he was ill, he would seek my aid, and though there was much difference between our ways of living, he did not
hesitate to accept my quack treatment. .
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This friend once got into a very bad scrape. Though he kept me informed of most of his affairs, he had
studiously kept back one thing. He was a large importer of goods from Bombay and Calcutta, and not infrequently
he resorted to smuggling. But as he was on the best terms with customs officials, no one was inclined to suspect
him. In charging duty, they used to take his invoices on trust. Some might even have connived at the smuggling.
*
But to use the telling simile of the Gujarati poet Akho, theft like quicksilver won’t be suppressed, and Parsi
Rustomji’s proved no exception. The good friend ran post haste to me, the tears rolling down his cheeks as he
said:
“Bhai, I have deceived you. My guilt has been discovered today. I have smuggled and I am doomed. I must go
to jail and be ruined. You alone may be able to save me from this predicament. I have kept back nothing else from
you, but I thought I ought not to bother you with such tricks of the trade, and so I never told you about this
smuggling. But now, how much I repent it!” I calmed him and said:
“To save or not to save you is in His hands. As to me you know my way. I can but try to save you by means of
confession.” The good Parsi felt deeply mortified.
“But is not my confession before you enough?” he asked.
“You have wronged not me but Government. How will the confession made before me avail you?” I replied
gently.
“Of course I will do just as you advise, but will you not consult with my old counsel Mr.——a? He is a friend
too,” said Farsi Rustomji.
*
Inquiry revealed that the smuggling had been going on for a long time, but the actual offence detected involved
a trifling sum. We went to his counsel. He perused the papers, and said:
“The case will be tried by a jury, and a Natal jury will be the last to acquit an Indian. But I will not give up
hope.’
I did not know this counsel intimately. Farsi Rustomji intercepted:
“I thank you, but I should like to be guided by Mr. Gandhi’s advice in this case. He knows me intimately. Of
course you will advise him whenever necessary.”
Having thus shelved the counsel’s question, we went to Farsi Rustomji’s shop. And now explaining my view I
said to him:
“I don’t think this case should be taken to court at all. It rests with the Customs Officer to prosecute you or to
let you go, and he in turn will have to be guided by the Attorney General. I am prepared to meet both. I propose
that you should offer to pay the penalty they fix, and the odds are that they will be agreeable. But if they are not,
you must be prepared to go to jail. I am of opinion that the shame lies not so much in going to jail as in
committing the offence. The deed of shame has already been done. Imprisonment you should regard as a penance.
The real penance lies in resolving never to smuggle again.”
I cannot say that Farsi Rustomji took all this quite well. He was a brave man, but his courage failed him for the
moment. His name and fame were at stake, and where would he be if the edifice he had reared with such care and
labor should go to pieces?
“Well, I have told you,” he said, “that I am entirely in your hands. You may do just as you like.”
*
I brought to bear on this case all my powers of persuasion. I met the Customs Officer and fearlessly apprised
him of the whole affair. I also promised to place all the books at his disposal and told him how penitent Farsi
Rustomji was feeling. The Customs Officer said:
“I like the old Farsi. I am sorry he has made a fool of himself. You know where my duty lies. I must be guided
by the Attorney General and so I would advise you to use all your persuasion with him.”
“I shall be thankful,” said I, “if you do not insist on dragging him into court.”
Having got him to promise this, I entered into correspondence with the Attorney General and also met him. I
am glad to say that he appreciated my complete frankness and was convinced that I had kept back nothing. I now
forget whether it was in connection with this or with some other case that my persistence and frankness extorted
from him the remark:
“I see you will never take a no for an answer.”
The case against Farsi Rustomji was compromised. He was to pay a penalty equal to twice the amount he had
confessed to having smuggled. Rustomji reduced to writing the facts of the whole case, got the paper framed and
hung it up in his office to serve as a perpetual reminder to his heirs and fellow merchants. These friends of
1686

Rustomji warned me not to be taken in by this transitory contrition. When I told Rustomji about this warning he
said:
“What would be my fate if I deceived you?”
V.1
Before I reached home, the party which had started from Phoenix had already arrived. According to our
original plan I was to have preceded them, but my preoccupation in England with the war had upset all our
calculations, and when I saw that I had to be detained in England indefinitely, I was faced with the question of
finding a place for accommodating the Phoenix party. I wanted them all to stay together in India, if possible, and
to live the life they had led at Phoenix. I did not know of any ashram to which I could recommend them to go,
and therefore cabled to them to meet Mr. Andrews and do as he advised.
So they were first put in the Gurukul, Kangri, where the late Swami Shraddhanandji treated them as his own
children. After this they were put in the, Shantiniketan Ashram, where the Poet and his people showered similar
love upon them. The experiences they gathered at both these places too stood them and me in good stead.
The Poet, Shraddhanandji and Principal Sushil Rudra, as I used to say to Andrews, composed his trinity. When
in South Africa he was never tired of speaking of them, and of my many sweet memories of South Africa, Mr.
Andrews’ talks, day in and day out, of this great trinity, are amongst the sweetest and most vivid. Mr. Andrews
naturally put the Phoenix party in touch also with Sushil Rudra. Principal Rudra had no ashram, but he had a
home which he placed completely at the disposal of the Phoenix family. Within a day of their arrival, his people
made them feel so thoroughly at home that they did not seem to miss Phoenix at all.
It was only when I landed in Bombay that I learnt that the Phoenix party was at Shantiniketan. I was therefore
impatient to meet them as soon as I could after my meeting with Gokhale.
*
The receptions in Bombay gave me an occasion for offering what might be called a little satyagraha. At the
party given in my honor at Mr. Jehangir, Petit’s place, I did not dare to speak in Gujarati. In those palatial
surroundings of dazzling splendor I, who had lived my best life among indentured laborers, felt myself a complete
rustic. With my Kathiawadi cloak, turban and dhoti, I looked somewhat more civilized than I do today, but the
pomp and splendor of Mr. Petit’s mansion made me feel absolutely out of my element. However, I acquitted
myself tolerably well, having taken shelter under Sir Pherozeshah’s protecting wing.
*
Then there was the Gujarati function. The Gujaratis would not let me go without a reception, which was
organized by the late Uttamlal Trivedi. I had acquainted myself with the programme beforehand. Mr. Jinnah was
present, being a Gujarati, I forget whether as president or as the principal speaker. He made a short and sweet little
speech in English. As far as I remember most of the other speeches were also in English. When my turn came, I
expressed my thanks in Gujarati explaining my partiality for Gujarati and Hindustani, and entering my humble
protest against the use of English in a Gujarati gathering. This I did, not without some hesitation, for I was afraid
lest it should be considered discourteous for an inexperienced man, returned home after a long exile, to enter his
protest against established practices. But no one seemed to misunderstand my insistence on replying in Gujarati.
In fact I was glad to note that everyone seemed reconciled to my protest.
The meeting thus emboldened me to think that I should not find it difficult to place my new-fangled notions
before my countrymen. After a brief stay in Bombay, full of these preliminary experiences, I went to Poona
whither Gokhale had summoned me.
V.2
The moment I reached Bombay Gokhale sent me word that the Governor was desirous of seeing me, and that it
might be proper for me to respond before I left for Poona. Accordingly I called on His Excellency.\fn{ January 14,
1915} After the usual inquiries, he said:
“I ask one thing of you, I would like you to come and see me whenever you propose to take any steps
concerning Government.” I replied:
“I can very easily give the promise, inasmuch as it is my rule, as a satyagrahi, to understand the viewpoint of
the party I propose to deal with, and to try to agree with him as far as may be possible. I strictly observed the rule
in South Africa and I mean to do the same here.” Lord Willingdon thanked me and said:
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“You may come to me whenever you like, and you will see that my Government do not willfully do anything
wrong.” To which I replied:
“It is that faith which sustains me.”
After this I went to Poona. It is impossible for me to set down all the reminiscences of this precious time.
Gokhale and the members of the Servants of India Society overwhelmed me with affection. So far as I recollect,
Gokhale had summoned all of them to meet me. I had a frank talk with them all on every sort of subject.
Gokhale was very keen that I should join the Society and so was I. But the members felt that, as there was a
great difference between my ideals and methods of work and theirs, it might not be proper for me to join the
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Society. Gokhale believed that, in spite of my insistence on my own principles, I was equally ready and able to
tolerate theirs.
“But,” he said, “the members of the Society have not yet understood your readiness for compromise. They are
tenacious of their principles, and quite independent. I am hoping that they will accept you, but if they don’t, you
will not for a moment think that they are lacking in respect or love for you. They are hesitating to take any risk
lest their high regard for you should be jeopardized. But whether you are formally admitted as a member or not, I
am going to look upon you as one.”
I informed Gokhale of my intentions. Whether I was admitted as a member or not, I wanted to have an Ashram
where I could settle down with my Phoenix family, preferably somewhere in Gujarat, as, being a Gujarati, I
thought I was best fitted to serve the country through serving Gujarat. Gokhale liked the idea. He said:
“You should certainly do so. Whatever may be the result of your talks with the members, you must look to me
for the expenses of the Ashram, which I will regard as my own.”
My heart overflowed with joy. It was a pleasure to feel free from the responsibility of raising funds, and to
realize that I should not be obliged to set about the work all on my own, but that I should be able to count on a
sure guide whenever I was in difficulty. This took a great load off my mind.
So the late Dr. Dev was summoned and told to open an account for me in the Society’s books and to give me
whatever I might require for the Ashram and for public expenses.
I now prepared to go. to Shantiniketan. On the eve of my departure Gokhale arranged a party of selected
friends, taking good care to order refreshments of my liking, i.e., fruits and nuts. The party was held just a few
paces from his room, and yet he was hardly in a condition to walk across and attend it. But his affection for me
got the better of him and he insisted on coming. He came, but fainted and had to be carried away. Such fainting
was not a new thing with him and so when he came to, he sent word that we must go on with the party.
This party was of course no more than a conversazione in the open space opposite the Society’s guest-house,
during which friends had heart-to-heart chats over light refreshments of groundnuts, dates and fresh fruits of the
season. But the fainting fit was to be no common event in my life.
V.3
From Poona I went to Rajkot and Porbandar, where I had to meet my brother’s widow and other relatives.
During the satyagraha in South Africa I had altered my style of dress so as to make it more in keeping with that
of the indentured laborers, and in England also I had adhered to the same style for indoor use. For landing in
Bombay I had a Kathiawadi suit of clothes consisting of a shirt, a dhoti, a cloak and a white scarf, all made of
Indian mill cloth. But as I was to travel third from Bombay, I regarded the scarf and the cloak as too much of an
encumbrance, so I shed them, and invested in an eight-to-ten-annas Kashmiri cap. One dressed in that fashion
was sure to pass muster as a poor man.
On account of the plague prevailing at that time, third class passengers were being medically inspected at
Viramgam or Wadhwan—I forget which. I had slight fever. The inspector on finding that I had a temperature
asked me to report myself to the Medical Officer at Rajkot and noted down my name. Someone had perhaps sent
the information that I was passing through Wadhwan, for the tailor Motilal, a noted public worker of the place,
met me at the station. He told me about the Viramgam customs, and the hardships railway passengers had to
suffer on account of it. I had little inclination to talk because of my fever, and tried to finish with a brief reply
which took the form of a question:
“Are you prepared to go to jail?”
I had taken Motilal to be one of those impetuous youths who do not think before speaking. But not so Motilal.
He replied with firm deliberation:
“We will certainly go to jail, provided you lead us. As Kathiawadis, we have the first right on you. Of course
we do not mean to detain you now, but you must promise to halt here on your return. You will be delighted to see
the work and the spirit of our youths, and you may trust us to respond as soon as you summon us.”
Motilal captivated me. His comrade eulogizing him, said:
“Our friend is but a tailor. But he is such a master of his profession that he easily earns Rs. 15 a month—which
is just what he needs—working an hour a day, and gives the rest of his time to public work. He leads us all,
putting our education to shame.”
Later I came in close contact with Motilal, and I saw that there was no exaggeration in the eulogy. He made a
point of spending some days in the then newly started Ashram every month to teach the children tailoring and to
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do some of the tailoring of the Ashram himself. He would talk to me every day of Viramgam, and the hardships of
the passengers, which had become absolutely unbearable for him. He was cut off in the prime of youth by a
sudden illness, and public life at Wadhwan suffered without him.
On reaching Rajkot, I reported myself to the Medical Officer the next morning. I was not unknown there. The
doctor felt ashamed and was angry with the inspector. This was unnecessary, for the inspector had only done his
duty. He did not know me, and even if he had known me, he should not have done otherwise. The Medical Officer
would not let me go to him again and insisted on sending an inspector to me instead.
*
Inspection of third class passengers for sanitary reasons is essential on such occasions. If big men choose to
travel third, whatever their position in life, they must voluntarily submit themselves to all the regulations that the
poor are subject to, and the officials ought to be impartial. My experience is that the officials, instead of looking
upon third class passengers as fellowmen, regard them as so many sheep. They talk to them contemptuously, and
brook no reply or argument. The third class passenger has to obey the official as though he were his servant, and
the latter may with impunity belabor and blackmail him, and book him his ticket only after putting him to the
greatest possible inconvenience, including often missing the train.
All this I have seen with my own eyes. No reform is possible unless some of the educated and the rich
voluntarily accept the status of the poor, travel third, refuse to enjoy the amenities denied to the poor and, instead
of taking avoidable hardships, discourtesies and injustice as a matter of course, fight for their removal.
Wherever I went in Kathiawad I heard complaints about the Viramgam customs hardships. I therefore decided
immediately to make use of Lord Willingdon’s offer. I collected and read all the literature available on the subject,
convinced myself that the complaints were well-founded, and opened correspondence with the Bombay
Government. I called on the Private Secretary to Lord Willingdon and waited on His Excellency also. The latter
expressed his sympathy but shifted the blame on Delhi.
“If it had been in our hands, we should have removed the cordon long ago. You should approach the
Government of India,” said the Secretary.
I communicated with the Government of India, but got no reply beyond an acknowledgment. It was only when
I had an occasion to meet Lord Chelmsford later that redress could be had. When I placed the facts before him, he
expressed his astonishment. He had known nothing of the matter. He gave me a patient hearing, telephoned that
very moment for papers about Viramgam. and promised to remove the cordon if the authorities had no
explanation or defense to offer. Within a few days of this interview I read in the papers that the Viramgam
customs cordon had been removed.
I regarded this event as the advent of satyagraha in India. For during my interview with the Bombay
Government the Secretary had expressed his disapproval of a reference to satyagraha in a speech which I had
delivered in Bagasra (in Kathiawad).
“Is not this a threat?” he had asked. “And do you think a powerful Government will yield to threats?”
“This was no threat,” I had replied. “It was educating the people. It is my duty to place before the people all
the legitimate remedies for grievances. A nation that wants to come into its own ought to know all the ways and
means to freedom. Usually they include violence as the last remedy. Satyagraha, on the other hand, is an
absolutely non-violent weapon. I regard it as my duty to explain its practice and its limitations. I have no doubt
that the British Government is a powerful Government, but I have no doubt also that Satyagraha is a sovereign
remedy.” The clever Secretary skeptically nodded his head and said:
“We shall see.”
V.4
From Rajkot I proceeded to Shantiniketan. The teachers and students overwhelmed me with affection. The
reception was a beautiful combination of simplicity, art and love. It was here I met Kakasaheb Kalelkar for the
first time.
I did not know then why Kalelkar was called “Kakasaheb”. But I learnt later on that Sjt. Keshavrao
Deshpande, who was a contemporary and a close friend of mine in England, and who had conducted a school in
the Baroda State called “Ganganath Vidyalaya”, had given the teachers family names with a view to investing the
Vidyalaya with a family atmosphere. Sjt. Kalelkar who was a teacher there came to be called “Kaka” (lit. paternal
uncle). Phadke was called “Mama” (lit. maternal uncle), and Harihar Sharma received the name “Anna” (lit.
brother). Others also got similar names. Anandanand (Swami) as Kaka’s friend and Patwardhan (Appa) as
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Mama’s friend later joined the family, and all in course of time became my co-workers one after another. Sjt.
Deshpande himself used to be called Saheb. When the Vidyalaya had to be dissolved, the family also broke up,
but they never gave up their spiritual relationship or their assumed names.
Kakasaheb went out to gain experience of different institution, and at the time I went to Shantiniketan, he
happened to be there. Chintaman Shastri, belonging to the same fraternity, was there also. Both helped in teaching
Sanskrit.
*
The Phoenix family had been assigned separate quarters at. Shantiniketan. Maganlal Gandhi was at their head,
and he had made it his business to see that all the rules of the Phoenix Ashram should be scrupulously observed. 1
saw that, by dint of his love, knowledge and perseverance, he had made his fragrance felt in the whole of
Shantiniketan.
Andrews was there, and also Pearson. Amongst the Bengali teachers with whom we came in fairly close
contact were Jagadanandbabu, Nepalbabu, Santoshbabu, Kshitimohanbabu, Nagenbabu, Sharadbabu and
Kalibabu.
As is my wont, I quickly mixed with the teachers and students, and engaged them in a discussion on self-help.
I put it to the teachers that, if they and the boys dispensed with the services of paid cooks and cooked their food
themselves, it would enable the teachers to control the kitchen from the point of view of the boys’ physical and
moral health, and it would afford to the students an object-lesson in self-help.
One or two of them were inclined to shake their heads. Some of them strongly approved of the proposal. The
boys welcomed it, if only because of their instinctive taste for novelty.
So we launched the experiment. When I invited the Poet to express his opinion, he said that he did not mind it
provided the teachers were favorable. To the boys he said,
“The experiment contains the key to swaraj.”
Pearson began to wear away his body in making the experiment a success. He threw himself into it with zest. A
batch was formed to cut vegetables, another to clean the grain, and so on. Nagenbabu and others undertook to see
to the sanitary cleaning of the kitchen and its surroundings. It was a delight to me to see them working spade in
hand.
But it was too much to expect the hundred and twenty-five boys with their teachers to take to this work of
physical labor like ducks to water. There used to be daily discussions. Some began early to show fatigue. But
Pearson was not the man to be tired. One would always find him with his smiling face doing something or other
in or about the kitchen.
He had taken upon himself the cleaning of the bigger utensils. A party of students played on their sitar before
this cleaning party in order to beguile the tedium of the operation. All alike took the thing up with zest and
Shantiniketan became a busy hive.
Changes like these when once begun always develop. Not only was the Phoenix party’s kitchen selfconducted, but the food cooked in it was of the simplest. Condiments were eschewed. Rice, dal, vegetables and
even wheat flour were all cooked at one and the same time in a steam cooker.
And Shantiniketan boys started a similar kitchen with a view to introducing reform in the Bengali kitchen. One
or two teachers and some students ran this kitchen.
The experiment was, however, dropped after some time. I am of opinion that the famous institution lost.
nothing by having conducted the experiment for a brief interval, and some of the experiences gained could not but
be of help to the teachers.
*
I had intended to stay at Shantiniketan for some time, but fate willed otherwise. I had hardly been there a week
when I received from Poona a telegram announcing Gokhale’s death. Shantiniketan was immersed in grief. All the
members came over to me to express their condolences. A special meeting was called in the Ashram temple to
mourn the national loss. It was a solemn function. The same day I left for Poona with my wife and Maganlal. All
the rest stayed at Shantiniketan. Andrews accompanied me up to Burdwan.
“Do you think,” he asked me, “that a time will come for satyagraha in India? And if so, have you any idea
when it will come?”
“It is difficult to say,” said I. “For one year I am to do nothing. For Gokhale took from me a promise that I
should travel in India for gaining experience, and express no opinion on public questions until I have finished the
period of probation. Even after the year is over, I will be in no hurry to speak and pronounce opinions. And so I
do not suppose there will be any occasion for satyagraha for five years or so.
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I may note in this connection that Gokhale used to laugh at some of my ideas in Hind Swaraj (Indian Home
Rule) and say:
“After you have stayed a year in India, your views will correct themselves.”
V.5
At Burdwan we came face to face with the hardships that a third class passenger has to go through even in
securing his ticket.
“Third class tickets are not booked so early,” we were told.
I went to the Station Master, though that too was a difficult business. Someone kindly directed me to where he
was, and I represented to him our difficulty. He also made the same reply. As soon as the booking window
opened, I went to purchase the tickets. But it was no easy a thing to get them. Might was right, and passengers,
who were forward and indifferent to others, coming one after another, continued to push me out. I was therefore
about the last of the first crowd to get a ticket. .
The train arrived, and getting into it was another trial. There was a free exchange of abuse and pushes between
passengers already in the train and those trying to get in. We ran up and down the platform, but were everywhere
met with the same reply:
“No room here.” I went to the guard. He said,
“You must try to get in where you can or take the next train.”
“But I have urgent business,” I respectfully replied.
He had no time to listen to me. I was disconcerted. I told Maganlal to get in wherever possible, and I got into
an inter-class compartment with my wife. The guard saw us getting in. At Asansol station he came to charge us
excess fares. I said to him:
“It was your duty to find us room. We could not get any, and so we are sitting here. If you can accommodate us
in a third class compartment, we shall be only too glad to go there.”
“You may not argue with me,” said the guard. “I cannot accommodate you. You must pay the excess fare, or
get out.”
I wanted to reach Poona somehow. I was not therefore prepared to fight the guard, so I paid the excess fare he
demanded. i.e., up to Poona. But I resented the injustice.
*
In the morning we reached Mogalsarai. Maganlal had managed to get a seat in the third class, to which I now
shifted. I acquainted the ticket examiner with all the facts, and asked him to give me a certificate to the effect that
I had shifted to a third class compartment at Mogalsarai.
This he declined to do. I applied to the railway authorities for redress, and got a reply to this effect:
“It is not our practice to refund excess fares without the production of a certificate, but we make an exception
in your case. It is not possible, however, to refund the excess fare from Burdwan to Mogalsarai.”
Since this I have had experiences of third class traveling which, if I wrote them all down, would easily fill a
volume. But I can only touch on them casually in these chapters. It has been and always will be my profound
regret that physical incapacity should have compelled me to give up third class traveling.
The woes of third class passengers are undoubtedly due to the high-handedness of railway authorities. But the
rudeness, dirty habits. selfishness and ignorance of the passengers themselves are no less to blame. The pity is
that they often do not realize that they are behaving ill, dirtily or selfishly. They believe that everything they do is
in the natural way. All this may be traced to the indifference towards them of us “educated” people.
*
We reached Kalyan dead tired. Maganlal and I got some water from the station water-pipe and had our bath. As
I was proceeding to arrange for my wife’s bath, Sjt. Kaul of the Servants of India Society recognizing us came up.
He too was going to Poona. He offered to take my wife to the second class bath room. I hesitated to accept the
courteous offer. I knew that my wife had no right to avail herself of the second class bath room, but I ultimately
connived at the impropriety.
This, I know, does not become a votary of truth. Not that my wife was eager to use the bath room, but a
husband’s partiality for his wife got the better of his partiality for truth. The face of truth is hidden behind the
golden veil of maya, says the Upanishad.
V.6
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On arrival in Poona. we found ourselves, after the performance of the shraddha ceremonies, discussing the
future of the Society. and the question as to whether I should join it or not. This question of membership proved a
very delicate matter for me to handle. Whilst Gokhale was there I did not have to seek admission as a member. I
had simply to obey his wish, a position I loved to be in. Launching on the stormy sea of Indian public life, I was
in need of a sure pilot. I had had one in Gokhale and had felt secure in his keeping. Now that he was gone. I was
thrown on my own resources. and I felt that it was my duty to seek admission. That, I thought, would please
Gokhale’s spirit. So, without hesitation and with firmness, I began the wooing.
Most of the members of the Society were in Poona at this juncture. I set about pleading with them and tried to
dispel their fears about me. But I saw that they were divided. One section favored my admission, the other was
strongly against it. I knew that neither yielded to the other in its affection for me, but possibly their loyalty to the
Society was greater, at any rate not less than, their love for me.
All our discussions were therefore free from bitterness, and strictly confined to matters of principle. The
section that was opposed to me held that they and I were as the poles asunder in various vital matters, and they
felt my membership was likely to imperil the very objects for which the Society was founded. This naturally was
more than they could bear. We dispersed after prolonged discussions, the final decision being postponed to a later
date.
*
I was considerably agitated as I returned home. Was it right for me to be admitted by a majority vote? Would it
be consonant with my loyalty to Gokhale? I saw clearly that, when there was such a sharp division amongst the
members of the Society over admitting me, by far the best course for me was to withdraw my application for
admission and save those opposed to me from a delicate situation. Therein I thought lay my loyalty to the Society
and Gokhale.
The decision came to me in a flash, and immediately I wrote to Mr. Shastri asking him not to have the
adjourned meeting at all. Those who had opposed my application fully appreciated the decision. It saved them
from an awkward position and bound us in closer bonds of friendship. The withdrawal of my application made me
truly a member of the Society.
Experience now tells me that it was well that I did not formally become a member, and that the opposition of
those who had been against me was justified. Experience has shown too that our views on matters of principle
were widely divergent. But the recognition of the differences has meant no estrangement or bitterness between us.
We have remained as brothers, and the Society’s Poona home has always been for me a place of pilgrimage.
It is true that I did not officially become a member of the Society, but I have ever been a member in spirit.
Spiritual relationship is far more precious than physical. Physical relationship divorced from spiritual is body
without soul.
V.7
I next went to Rangoon to meet Dr. Mehta, and on my way I halted at Calcutta. I was the guest of the late Babu
Bhupendranath Basu. Bengali hospitality reached its climax here. In those days I was a strict fruitarian, so all the
fruits and nuts available in Calcutta were ordered: for me. The ladies of the house kept awake all night skinning
various nuts. Every possible care was taken in dressing fresh fruit in the Indian style. Numerous delicacies were
prepared for my companions, amongst whom was my son Ramdas. Much as I could appreciate this affectionate
hospitality, I could not bear the thought of a whole household being occupied in entertaining two or three guests.
But as yet I saw no escape from such embarrassing attentions.
On the boat going to Rangoon I was a deck passenger. If excess of attention embarrassed us in Sjt. Basu’s
house, grossest inattention, even to the elementary comforts of deck passengers, was our lot on the boat. What
was an apology for a bath room was unbearably dirty, the latrines were stinking sinks. To use the latrine one had
to wade through urine and excreta or jump over them.
This was more than flesh and blood could bear. I approached the Chief Officer without avail. If anything was
lacking to complete the picture of stink and filth, the passengers furnished it by their thoughtless habits. They spat
where they sat, dirtied the surroundings with the leavings of their food, tobacco and betel leaves. There was no
end to the noise, and everyone tried to monopolize as much room as possible. Their luggage took up more room
than they. We had thus two days of the severest trial.
*
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On reaching Rangoon I wrote to the Agent of the Steamship Company, acquainting him with all the facts.
Thanks to this letter and to Dr. Mehta’s efforts in the matter, the return journey, though on deck, was less
unbearable.
In Rangoon my fruitarian diet was again a source of additional trouble to the host. But since Dr. Mehta’s home
was as good as my own, I could control somewhat the lavishness of the menu. However, as I had not set any limit
to the number of articles I might eat, the palate and the eyes refused to put an effective check on the supply of
varieties ordered.
There were no regular hours for meals. Personally I preferred having the last meal before nightfall.
Nevertheless as a rule it could not be had before eight or nine.
This year—1915—was the year of the Kumbha fair, which is held at Hardvar once every 12 years. I was by no
means eager to attend the fair, but I was anxious to meet Mahatma Munshiramji who was in his gurukul.\fn{I.e., he
was in his school, or living quarters with his disciples:H } Gokhale’s Society had sent a big volunteer corps for service at the
Kumbha. Pandit Hridayanath Kunzru was at the head, and the late Dr. Dev was the medical officer. I was invited
to send the Phoenix party to assist them, and so Maganlal Gandhi had already preceded me. On my return from
Rangoon, I joined the band.
*
The journey from Calcutta to Hardvar was particularly trying. Sometimes the compartments had no lights.
From Saharanpur we were huddled into carriages for goods or cattle. These had no roofs, and what with the
blazing midday sun overhead and the scorching iron floor beneath, we were all but roasted. The pangs of thirst,
caused by even such a journey as this, could not persuade orthodox Hindus to take water, if it was “Musalmani”.
They waited until they could get the “Hindu” water.
These very Hindus, let it be noted, do not so much as hesitate or inquire when, during illness, the doctor
administers them wine or prescribes beef tea, or a Musalman or Christian compounder gives them water.
*
Our stay in Shantiniketan had taught us that the scavenger’s work would be our special function in India. Now
for the volunteers in Hardvar tents had been pitched in a dharmashala, and Dr. Dev had dug some pits to be used
as latrines. He had had to depend on paid scavengers for looking after these. Here was work for the Phoenix party.
We offered to cover up the excreta with earth and to see to their disposal, and Dr. Dev gladly accepted our offer.
The offer was naturally made by me, but it was Maganlal Gandhi who had to execute it.
My business was mostly to keep sitting in the tent giving darshan and holding religious and other discussions
with numerous pilgrims who called on me. This left me not a minute which I could call my own. I was followed
even to the bathing ghat by these darshan-seekers, nor did they leave me alone whilst I was having my meals.
Thus it was in Hardvar that I realized what a deep impression my humble services in South Africa had made
throughout the whole of India.
*
But this was no enviable position to be in. I felt as though I was between the devil and the deep sea. Where no
one recognized me, I had to put up with the hardships that fall to the lot of the millions in this land, e.g., in
railway traveling. Where I was surrounded by people who had heard of me I was the victim of their craze for
darshan. Which of the two conditions was more pitiable, I have often been at a loss to determine. This at least I
know: that the darshanvalas’ blind love has often made me angry, and more often sore at heart. Whereas
traveling, though often trying, has been uplifting and has hardly ever roused me to anger.
*
I was in those days strong enough to roam about a lot, and was fortunately not so known as not to be able to go
in the streets without creating much fuss. During these roamings I came to observe more of the pilgrims’
absentmindedness, hypocrisy and slovenliness, than of their piety. The swarm of sadhus, who had descended
there, seemed to have been born but to enjoy the good things of life. Here I saw a cow with five feet! I was
astonished, but knowing men soon disillusioned me. The poor five-footed cow was a sacrifice to the greed of the
wicked. I learnt that the fifth foot was nothing else but a foot cut off from a live calf and grafted upon the shoulder
of the cow! The result of this double cruelty was exploited to fleece the ignorant of their money. There was no
Hindu but would be attracted by a five-footed cow, and no Hindu but would lavish his charity on such a
miraculous cow.
*
The day of the fair was now upon us. It proved a red letter day for me. I had not gone to Hardvar with the
sentiments of a pilgrim. I have never thought of frequenting places of pilgrimage in search of piety. But the
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seventeen lakhs of men that were reported to be there could not all be hypocrites or mere sight-seers. I had no
doubt that countless people amongst them had gone there to earn merit and for self-purification. It is difficult, if
not impossible, to say to what extent this kind of faith uplifts the soul.
I therefore passed the whole night immersed in deep thought. There were those pious souls in the midst of the
hypocrisy that surrounded them. They would be free of guilt before their Maker. If the visit to Hardvar was in
itself a sin, I must publicly protest against it, and leave Hardvar on the day of Kumbha. If the pilgrimage to
Hardvar and to the Kumbha fair was not sinful, 1 must impose some act of self-denial on myself in atonement for
the iniquity prevailing there and purify myself.
This was quite natural for me. My life is based on disciplinary resolutions. I thought of the unnecessary trouble
I had caused to my hosts at Calcutta and Rangoon, who had so lavishly entertained me. I therefore decided to
limit the articles of my daily diet and to have my final meal before sunset. I was convinced that, if I did not
impose these restrictions on myself, I should put my future hosts to considerable inconvenience and should
engage them in serving me rather than engage myself in service.
So I pledged myself never whilst in India to take more than five articles in twenty-four hours, and never to eat
after dark. I gave the fullest thought to the difficulties I might have to face. But I wanted to leave no loophole. I
rehearsed to myself what would happen during an illness, if I counted medicine among the five articles, and made
no exception in favor of special articles of diet. I finally decided that there should be no exception on any account
whatsoever.
I have been under these vows for now\fn{ I.e., 1928:H} thirteen years. They have subjected me to a severe test,
but I am able to testify that they have also served as my shield. I am of opinion that they have added a few years
to my life and saved me from many an illness.
V.8
It was a positive relief to reach the gurukul and meet Mahatma Munshiramji with his giant frame. I at once felt
the wonderful contrast between the peace of the gurukul and the din and noise of Hardvar. The Mahatma
overwhelmed me with affection. The Brahmacharis were all attention. It was here that I was first introduced to
Acharya Ramadevji, and I could immediately see what a force and a power he must be. We had different
viewpoints in several, matters: nevertheless our acquaintance soon ripened into friendship.
I had long discussions with Acharya Ramadevji and other professors about the necessity of introducing
industrial training into the gurukul. When the time came for going away it was a wrench to leave the place.
*
I had heard much in praise of the Lakshman Jhula (a hanging, bridge over the Ganges) some distance from
Hrishikesh, and many friends pressed me not to leave Hardvar without having gone as far as the bridge. I wanted
to do this pilgrimage on foot, and so I did it in two stages.
Many sannyasis called on me at Hrishikesh. One of them was particularly attracted towards me. The Phoenix
party was there and their presence drew from the Swami many questions. We had discussions about religion and
he realized that I felt deeply about matters of religion. He saw me bareheaded and shirtless as I had returned from
my bath in the Ganges. He was pained to miss the shikha (tuft of hair) on my head and the sacred thread about my
neck and said:
“It pains me to see you, a believing Hindu, going without a sacred thread and the shikha. These are the two
external symbols of Hinduism and every Hindu ought to wear them.”
*
Now there is a history as to how I came to dispense with both. When I was an urchin of ten, I envied the
Brahman lads sporting bunches of keys tied to their sacred threads, and I wished I could do likewise. The practice
of wearing the sacred thread was not then common among the vaishya families in Kathiawad. But a movement
had just been started for making it obligatory for the first three varnas.\fn{Castes:H} As a result several members
of the Gandhi clan adopted the sacred thread. The Brahman who was teaching two or three of us boys
Ramaraksha invested us with the thread, and although I had no occasion to possess a bunch of keys, I got one and
began to sport it. Later, when the thread gave way, I do not remember whether I missed it very much. But I know
that I did not go in for a fresh one.
As I grew up several well-meaning attempts were made both in India and South Africa to re-invest me with the
sacred thread, but with little success. If the shudras\fn{Untouchables:H} may not wear it, I argued, what right have
the other varnas to do so?
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And I saw no adequate reason for adopting what was to me an unnecessary custom. I had no objection to the
thread as such, but the reasons for wearing it were lacking.
As a vaishnava I had naturally worn round my neck the kanthi, and the shikha was considered obligatory by
elders. On the eve of my going to England. however, I got rid of the shikha, lest when I was bare-headed it should
expose me to ridicule and make me look, as I then thought, a barbarian in the eyes of the Englishmen. In fact this
cowardly feeling carried me so far that in South Africa I got my cousin Chitaganlal Gandhi, who was religiously
wearing the shikha, to do away with it. I feared that it might come in the way of his public work and so, even at
the risk of paining him, I made him get rid of it.
*
I therefore made a clean breast of the whole matter to the Swami and said:
“I will not wear the sacred thread, for I see no necessity for it, when countless Hindus can go without it and yet
remain Hindus. Moreover, the sacred thread should be a symbol of spiritual regeneration, presupposing a
deliberate attempt on the part of the wearer at a higher and purer life. I doubt whether in the present state of
Hinduism and of India, Hindus can vindicate the right to wear a symbol charged with such a meaning. That right
can come only after Hinduism has purged itself of untouchability, has removed all distinctions of superiority and
inferiority, and shed a host of other evils and shams that have become rampant in it. My mind therefore rebels
against the idea of wearing the sacred thread.
“But I am sure your suggestion about the shikha is worth considering. I once used to have it, and I discarded it
from a false sense of shame. And so I feel that I should start growing it again. I shall discuss the matter with my
comrades.”
The Swami did not appreciate my position with regard to the sacred thread. The very reasons that seemed to
me to point to not wearing it appeared to him to favor its wearing. Even today my position remains about the
same as it was at Hrishikesh. So long as there are different religions, everyone of them may need some outward
distinctive symbol. But when the symbol is made into a fetish and an instrument of proving the superiority of
one’s religion over others, it is fit only to be discarded. The sacred thread does not appear to me today to be a
means of uplifting Hinduism. I am therefore indifferent to it.
As for the shikha, cowardice having been the reason for discarding it; after consultation with friends I decided
to re-grow it.
*
But to return to Lakshman Jhula. I was charmed with the natural scenery about Hrishikesh and the Lakshman
Jhula, and bowed my head in reverence to our ancestors for their sense of the beautiful in Nature, and for their
foresight in investing beautiful manifestations of nature with a religious significance.
But the way in which men were using these beauty spots was far from giving me peace. As at Hardvar, so at
Hrishikesh, people dirtied the roads and the fair banks of the Ganges. They did not even. hesitate to desecrate the
sacred water of the Ganges. It filled me with agony to see people performing natural functions on the
thoroughfares and river banks, when they could easily have gone a little farther away from public haunts.
Lakshman Jhula was, I saw, nothing but an iron suspension bridge over the Ganges. I was told that originally
there had been a fine rope-bridge. But a philanthropic Marwadi got it into his head to destroy the rope-bridge and
erect an iron one at a heavy cost and then entrusted the keys to the Government!
I am at a loss to say anything about the rope-bridge as I have never seen it, but the iron bridge is entirely out of
place in such surroundings and mars their beauty. The making over of the keys of this pilgrims’ bridge to
Government was too much even for my loyalty of those days.
The svargashram which one reaches after crossing the bridge was a wretched place, being nothing but a
number of shabby-looking sheds of galvanized iron sheets. These, I was told, were made for sadhakas (aspirants).
There were hardly any lying there at the moment. Those who were in the main building gave one an unfavorable
impression.
But the Hardvar experiences proved for me to be of inestimable value. They helped me in no small way to
decide where I was to live and what I was to do.
V.9
The pilgrimage to the Kumbha Fair was my second visit to Hardvar.
The Satyagraha Ashram was founded on the 25 th of May, 1915. Shraddhanandji wanted me to settle in Hardvar.
Some of my Calcutta friends recommended Vaidyanathadham. Others strongly urged me to choose Rajkot. But
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when I happened to pass through Ahmedabad, many friends pressed me to settle down there, and they volunteered
to find the expenses of the ashram, as well as a house for us to live in.
I had a predilection for Ahmedabad. Being a Gujarati I thought I should be able to render the greatest service
to the country through the Gujarati language. And then, as Ahmedabad was an ancient centre of handloom
weaving, it was likely to be the most favorable field for the revival of the cottage industry of hand-spinning. There
was also the hope that, the city being the capital of Gujarat, monetary help from its wealthy citizens would be
more available there than elsewhere.
The question of untouchability was naturally among the subjects discussed with the Ahmedabad friends. I
made it clear to them that I should take the first opportunity of admitting an untouchable candidate to the ashram
if he was otherwise worthy.
“Where is the untouchable who will satisfy your condition?” said a vaishnava friend self-complacently.
I finally decided to found the ashram at Ahmedabad. So far as accommodation was concerned, Sjt. Jivanlal
Desai, a barrister in Ahmedabad, was the principal man to help me. He offered to let, and we decided to hire, his
Kochrab bungalow.
The first thing we had to settle was the name of the ashram. I consulted friends. Amongst the names suggested
were Sevashram (the abode of service), Tapovan (the abode of austerities), etc. I liked the name Sevashram but
for the absence of emphasis on the method of service. Tapovan seemed to be a pretentious title, because though
tapas was dear to us we could not presume to be tapasvins (men of austerity).
Our creed was devotion to truth, and our business was the search for and insistence on truth. I wanted to
acquaint India with the method I had tried in South Africa, and I desired to test in India the extent to which its
application might be possible. So my companions and I selected the name Satyagraha Ashram, as conveying both
our goal and our method of service.
For the conduct of the ashram a code ef rules and observances was necessary. A draft was therefore prepared,
and friends were invited to express their opinions on it. Amongst the many opinions that were received, that of Sir
Gurudas Banerji is still in my memory. He liked the rules, but suggested that humility should be added as one of
the observances, as he believed that the younger generation sadly lacked humility.
Though I noticed this fault, I feared humility would cease to be humility the moment it became a matter of
vow. The true connotation of humility is self-effacement. Self-effacement is moksha (salvation), and whilst it
cannot, by itself, be an observance, there may be other observances necessary for its attainment. If the acts of an
aspirant after moksha or a servant have no humility or selflessness about them, there is no longing for moksha or
service. Service without humility is selfishness and egotism.
There were at this time about thirteen Tamilians in our party. Five Tamil youngsters had accompanied me from
South Africa, and the rest came from different parts of the country. We were in all about twenty-five men and
women.
*
This is how the ashram was started. All had their meals in a common kitchen and strove to live as one family.
V.10
The ashram had been in existence only a few months when we were put to a test such as I had scarcely
expected. I received a letter from Amritlal Thakkar to this effect:
“A humble and honest untouchable family is desirous of joining your ashram. Will you accept them? “
I was perturbed. I had never expected that an untouchable family with an introduction from no less a man than
Thakkar Bapa would so soon be seeking admission to the ashram. I shared the letter with my companions. They
welcomed it.
I wrote to, Amritlal Thakkar expressing our willingness to accept the family, provided all the members were
ready to abide by the rules of the ashram.
The family consisted of Dudabhai, his wife Danibehn and their daughter Lakshmi, then a mere toddling babe.
Dudabhai had been a teacher in Bombay. They all agreed to abide by the rules and were accepted.
But their admission created a flutter amongst the friends who had been helping the ashram. The very first
difficulty was found with regard to the use of the well, which was partly controlled by the owner of the bungalow.
The man in charge of the water-lift objected that drops of water from our bucket would pollute him. So he took to
swearing at us and molesting Dudabhai. I told everyone to put up with the abuse and continue drawing water at
any cost.
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When he saw that we did not return his abuse, the man became ashamed and ceased to bother us. All monetary
help, however, was stopped. The lriend who had asked that question about an untouchable being able to follow
the rules of the ashram had never expected that any such would be forthcoming.
*
With the stopping of monetary help came rumors of proposed social boycott. We were prepared for all this. I
had told my companions that, if we were boycotted and denied the usual facilities, we would not leave
Ahmedabad. We would rather go and stay in the untouchables’ quarter and live on whatever we could get by
manual labor. Matters came to such a pass that Maganlal Gandhi one day gave me this notice:
“We are out of funds and there is nothing for the next month.” I quietly replied:
“Then we shall go to the untouchables’ quarter.”
This was not the first time I had been faced with such a trial. On all such occasions God has sent help at the
last moment. One morning, shortly after Maganlal had given me warning of our monetary plight, one of the
children came and said that a sheth\fn{A wealthy person} who was waiting in a car outside wanted to see me.
I went out to him.
“I want to give the ashram some help. Will you accept it?” he asked.
“Most certainly,” said I. “And I confess I am at the present moment at the end of my resources.”
“I shall come tomorrow at this time,” he said. “Will you be here?”
“Yes,” said I, and he left.
Next day, exactly at the appointed hour, the car drew up near our quarters, and the horn was blown. The
children came with the news.
The sheth did not come in. I went out to see him. He placed in my hands currency notes of the value of Rs.
13,000, and drove away.
I had never expected this help, and what a novel way of rendering it ! The gentleman had never before visited
the ashram. So far as I can remember, I had met him only once. No visit, no enquiries, simply rendering help and
going away! This was a unique experience for me.
The help deferred the exodus to the untouchables’ quarter. We now felt quite safe for a year.
*
Just as there was a storm outside, so was there a storm in the ashram itself. Though in South Africa
untouchable friends used to come to my place and live and feed with me, my wife and other women did not seem
quite to relish the admission into the ashram of the untouchable friends. My eyes and ears easily detected their
indifference, if not their dislike, towards Danibehn.
The monetary difficulty had caused me no anxiety, but this internal storm was more than I could bear. .
Danibehn was an ordinary woman. Dudabhai was a man with slight education but of good understanding. I liked
his patience. Sometimes he did flare up, but on the whole I was well impressed with his forbearance. I pleaded
with him to swallow minor insults. He not only agreed, but prevailed upon his wife to do likewise.
The admission of this family proved a valuable lesson to the ashram. In the very beginning we proclaimed to
the world that the ashram would not countenance untouchability. Those who wanted to help the ashram were thus
put on their guard, and the work of the ashram in this direction was considerably simplified. The fact that it is
mostly the real orthodox Hindus who have met the daily growing expenses of the Ashram is perhaps a clear
indication that untouchability is shaken to its foundation. There are indeed many other proofs of this, but the fact
that good Hindus do not scruple to help an ashram where we go the length of dining with the untouchables is no
small proof.
I am sorry that I should have to skip over quite a number of things pertaining to this subject. how we tackled
delicate questions arising out of the main question, how we had to overcome some unexpected difficulties, and
various other matters which are quite relevant to a description of experiments with Truth.
The chapters that follow will also suffer from the same drawback. I shall have to omit important details,
because most of the characters in the drama are still alive, and it is not proper without permission to use their
names in connection with events with which they are concerned. It is hardly practicable to obtain their consent or
to get them even now and then to revise the chapters concerning themselves. Besides, such procedure is outside
the limit of this autobiography.
I therefore fear that the rest of the story, valuable as it is in my opinion to seekers after Truth, will be told with
inevitable omissions. Nevertheless, it is my desire and hope, God willing: to bring this narrative down to the days
of Non-cooperation.
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V.11
We shall, for a moment, take leave of the ashram, which in the very beginning had to weather internal and
external storms, and briefly advert to a matter that engaged my attention.
Indentured laborers were those who had emigrated from India to labor under an indenture for five years or less.
Under the Smuts-Gandhi Settlement of 1914, the £3 tax in respect of the indentured emigrants to Natal had been
abolished, but the general emigration from India still needed treatment.
In March 1916 Pandit Madan Mohan Malaviyaji moved a resolution in the Imperial Legislative Council for the
abolition of the indenture system. In accepting the motion Lord Hardinge announced that he had “obtained from
His Majesty’s Government the promise of the abolition in due course” of the system. I felt, however, that India
could not be satisfied with so very vague an assurance, but ought to agitate for immediate abolition. India had
tolerated the system through sheer negligence, and I believed the time had come when people could successfully
agitate for this redress. I met some of the leaders, wrote in the press, and saw that public opinion was solidly in
favor of immediate abolition.
Might this be a fit subject for satyagraha? I had no doubt that it was, but I did not know the modus operandi.
In the meantime the Viceroy had made no secret of the meaning of “the eventual abolition”, which, as he said,
was abolition “within such reasonable time as will allow of alternative arrangements being introduced.” So in
February 1917, Pandit Malaviyaji asked for leave to introduce a bill for the immediate abolition of the system.
Lord Chelmsford refused permission. It was time for me to tour the country for an all-India agitation.
*
Before I started the agitation I thought it proper to wait upon the Viceroy. So I applied for an interview. He
immediately granted it. Mr. Maffey, now Sir John Maffey, was his private secretary. I came in close contact with
him. I had a satisfactory talk with Lord Chelmsford who, without being definite, promised to be helpful.
I began my tour from Bombay. Mr. Jehangir Petit undertook to convene the meeting under the auspices of the
Imperial Citizenship Association. The Executive Committee of the Association met first for framing the
resolutions to be moved at the meeting. Dr. Stanley Reed, Sjt. (now Sir) Lallubhai Samaldas, Sjt. Natarajan and
Mr. Petit were present at the Committee meeting. The discussion centered round the fixing of the period within
which the Government was to be asked to abolish the system.
There were three proposals, viz., for abolition “as soon as possible”, abolition “by the 31 st July”, and
“immediate abolition”. I was for a definite date, as we could then decide what to do if the Government failed to
accede to our request within the time limit. Sjt. Lallubhai was for “immediate” abolition. He said “immediate”
indicated a shorter period than the 31st July.
I explained that the people would not understand the word “immediate”. If we wanted to get them to do
something, they must have a more definite word. Everyone would interpret “immediate” in his own way—
Government one way, the people another way. There was no question of misunderstanding “the 31st of July”, and
if nothing was done by that date, we could proceed further. Dr. Reed saw the force of the argument, and ultimately
Sjt. Lallubhai also agreed. We adopted the 31 st July as the latest date by which the abolition should be announced,
a resolution to that effect was passed at the public meeting, and meetings throughout India resolved accordingly.
Mrs. Jaiji Petit put all her energies into the organization of a ladies’ deputation to the Viceroy. Amongst the
ladies from Bombay who formed the deputation, I remember the names of Lady Tata and the late Dilshad Begam.
The deputation had a great effect. The Viceroy gave an encouraging reply.
I visited Karachi, Calcutta and various other places. There were fine meetings everywhere, and there was
unbounded enthusiasm. I had not expected anything like it when the agitation was launched.
*
In those days I used to travel alone, and had therefore wonderful experiences. The C.I.D.\fn{ Criminal Investigation
Division} men were always after me. But as I had nothing to conceal, they did not molest me, nor did I cause them
any trouble. Fortunately I had not then received the stamp of Mahatma-ship, though the shout of that name was
quite common where people knew me.
On one occasion the detectives disturbed me at several stations, asked for my ticket and took down the
number. I, of course, readily replied to all the questions they asked. My fellow passengers had taken me to be a
sadhu or a fakir. When they saw that I was being molested at every station, they were exasperated and swore at
the detectives.
“Why are you worrying the poor sadhu for nothing?” they protested. “Don’t you show these scoundrels your
ticket,” they said, addressing me. I said to them gently:
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“It is no trouble to show them my ticket. They are doing their duty.”
The passengers were not satisfied, they evinced more and more sympathy, and strongly objected to this sort of
ill-treatment of innocent men.
*
But the detectives were nothing. The real hardship was the third class traveling. My bitterest experience was
from Lahore to Delhi. I was going to Calcutta from Karachi via Lahore where I had to change trains.
It was impossible to find a place in the train. It was full, and those who could get in did so by sheer force, often
sneaking through windows if the doors were locked. I had to reach Calcutta on the date fixed for the meeting, and
if I missed this train I could not arrive in time. I had almost given up hope of getting in. No one was willing to
accept me, when a porter discovering my plight came to me and said,
“Give me twelve annas and I’ll get you a seat.”
“Yes,” said I, you shall have twelve annas if you do procure me a seat.”
The young man went from carriage to carriage entreating passengers but no one heeded him. As the train was
about to start, some passengers said,
“There is no room here, but you can shove him in if you like. He will have to stand.”
“Well?” asked the young porter.
I readily agreed, and he shoved me in bodily through the window. Thus I got in and the porter earned his
twelve annas.
*
The night was a trial. The other passengers were sitting somehow. I stood two hours, holding the chain of the
upper bunk. Meanwhile some of the passengers kept worrying me incessantly.
“Why will you not sit down?” they asked.
I tried to reason with them saying there was no room, but they could not tolerate my standing, though they
were lying full length on the upper bunks. They did not tire of worrying me, neither did I tire of gently replying to
them. This at last mollified them. Some of them asked me my name, and when I gave it they felt ashamed. They
apologized and made room for me.
Patience was thus rewarded. I was dead tired, and my head was reeling. God sent help just when it was most
needed.
In that way I somehow reached Delhi and thence Calcutta. The Maharaja of Cassimbazaar, the president of the
Calcutta meeting, was my host. Just as in Karachi, here also there was unbounded enthusiasm. The meeting was
attended by several Englishmen.
Before the 31 st July the Government announced that indentured emigration from India was stopped. It was in
1894 that I drafted the first petition protesting against the system, and I had then hoped that this “semi-slavery”,
as Sir W.W. Hunter used to call the system, would some day be brought to an end. There were many who aided in
the agitation which was started in 1894, but I cannot help saying that potential satyagraha hastened the end.
For further details of that agitation and of those who took part in it, I refer the reader to my Satyagraha in
South Africa.
V.12
Champaran is the land of King Janaka. Just as it abounds in mango groves, so used it to be full of indigo
plantations until the year 1917. The Champaran tenant was bound by law to plant three out of every twenty parts
of his land with indigo for his landlord. This system was known as the tinkathia system, as three kathas out of
twenty (which make one acre) had to be planted with indigo.
I must confess that I did not then know even the name, much less the geographical position, of Champaran,
and I had hardly any notion of indigo plantations. I had seen packets of indigo, but little dreamed that it was
grown and manufactured in Champaran at great hardship to thousands of agriculturists.
Rajkumar Shukla was one of the agriculturists who had been under this harrow, and he was filled with a
passion to wash away the stain of indigo for the thousands who were suffering as he had suffered. This man
caught hold of me at Lucknow, where I had gone for the Congress of 1916.
“Vakil Babu will tell you everything about our distress,” he said, and urged me to go to Champaran.
“Vakil Babu” was none other than Babu Brajkishore Prasad, who became my esteemed co-worker in
Champaran, and who is the soul of public work in Bihar. Rajkumar Shukla brought him to my tent. He was
dressed in a black alpaca achkan and trousers.
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Brajkishore Babu failed then to make an impression on me. I took it that he must be some vakil exploiting the
simple agriculturists. Having heard from him something of Champaran, I replied as was my wont:
“I can give no opinion without seeing the condition with my own eyes. You will please move the resolution in
the Congress, but leave me free for the present.”
Rajkumar Shukla of course wanted some help from the Congress. Babu Brajkishore Prasad moved the
resolution, expressing sympathy for the people of Champaran, and it was unanimously passed. Rajkumar Shukla
was glad, but far from satisfied. He wanted me personally to visit Champaran and witness the miseries of the
ryots there. I told him that I would include Champatan in the tour which I had contemplated and give it a day or
two.
“One day will be enough,” said he, “and you will see things with your own eyes.”
*
From Lucknow I went to Cawnpore. Rajkumar Shukla followed me there.
“Champaran is very near here. Please give a day,” he insisted.
“Pray excuse me this time. But I promise that I will come,” said I, further committing myself.
I returned to the ashram. The ubiquitous Rajkumar was there too.
“Pray fix the day now,” he said.
“Well,” said I, “I have to be in Calcutta on such and such a date, come and meet me then, and take me from
there.” I did not know where I was to go, what to do, what things to see.
Before I reached Bhupen Babu’s place in Calcutta, Rajkumar Shukla had gone and established himself there.
Thus this ignorant, unsophisticated but resolute agriculturist captured me.
So early in 1917, we left Calcutta for Champaran, looking just like fellow rustics. I did not even know the
train. He took me to it, and we traveled together, reaching Patna in the morning.
*
This was my first visit to Patna. I had no friend or acquaintance with whom I could think of putting up. I had
an idea that Rajkumar Shukla, simple agriculturist as he was, must have some influence in Patna. I had come to
know him a little more on the journey, and on reaching Patna I had no illusions concerning him. He was perfectly
innocent of everything. The vakils that he had taken to be his friends were really nothing of the sort. Poor
Rajkumar was more or less as a menial to them. Between such agriculturist clients and their vakils there is a gulf
as wide as the Ganges in flood.
Rajkumar Shukla took me to Rajendra Babu’s place in Patna. Rajendra Babu had gone to Puri or some other
place, I now forget which. There were one or two servants at the bungalow who paid us no attention. I had with
me something to eat. I wanted dates which my companion procured for me from the bazaar.
There was strict untouchability in Bihar. I might not draw water at the well whilst the servants were using it,
lest drops of water from my bucket might pollute them. The servants, not knowing to what caste I belonged,
Rajkumar directed me to the indoor latrine, the servant promptly directed me to the outdoor one. All this was far
from surprising or irritating to me, for I was inured to such things. The servants were doing the duty, which they
thought Rajendra Babu would wish them to do.
These entertaining experiences enhanced my regard for Rajkumar Shukla; if they also enabled me to know him
better. I saw now that Rajkumar Shukla could not guide me, and that I must take the reins in my own hands.
V.13
I knew Maulana Mazharul Haq in London when he was studying for the bar, and when I met him at the
Bombay Congress in 1915—the year in which he was President of the Muslim League—he had renewed the
acquaintance, and extended me an invitation to stay with him whenever I happened to go to Patna. I bethought
myself of this invitation and sent him a note indicating the purpose of my visit. He immediately came in his car,
and pressed me to accept his hospitality; I thanked him and requested him to guide me to my destination by the
first available train, the railway guide being useless to an utter stranger like me. He had a talk with Rajkumar
Shukla and suggested that I should first go to Muzaffarpur. There was a train for that place the same evening, and
he sent me off by it.
Principal Kripalani was then in Muzaffarpur. I had known of him ever since my visit to Hyderabad. Dr.
Choithram had told me of his great sacrifice, of his simple life, and of the ashram that Dr. Choithram was running
out of funds provided by Prof. Kripalani. He used to be a professor in the Government College, Muzaffarpur, and
had just resigned the post when I went there. I had sent a telegram informing him of my arrival, and he met me at
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the station with a crowd of students, though the train reached there at midnight. He had no rooms of his own, and
was staying with Professor Malkani who therefore virtually became my host. It was an extraordinary thing in
those days for a Government professor to harbor a man like me.
Professor Kripalani spoke to me about the desperate condition of Bihar, particularly of the Tirhut division and
gave me an idea of the difficulty of my task. He had established very close contact with the Biharis, and had
already spoken to them about the mission that took me to Bihar.
*
In the morning a small group of vakils called on me. I still remember Ramnavmi Prasad among them, as his
earnestness specially appealed to me.
“It is not possible,” he said, “for you to do the kind of work you have come for, if you stay here (meaning Prof.
Malkani’s quarters). You must come and stay with one of us. Gaya Babu is a well-known vakil here. I have come
on his behalf to invite you to stay with him. I confess we are all afraid of Government, but we shall render what
help we can. Most of the things Rajkumar Shukla has told you are true. It is a pity our leaders are not here today. I
have, however, wired to them both, Babu Brajkishore Prasad and Babu Rajendra Prasad, I expect them to arrive
shortly, and they are sure to be able to give you all the information you want and to help you considerably. Pray
come over to Gaya Babu’s place.”
This was a request that I could not resist, though I hesitated for fear of embarrassing Gaya Babu. But he put me
at ease, and so I went over to stay with him. He and his people showered all their affection on me.
Brajkishore Babu now arrived from Darbhanga and Rajendra Babu from Puri. Brajkishore Babu was not the
Babu Brajkishore Prasad I had met in Lucknow. He impressed me this time with his humility, simplicity,
goodness and extraordinary faith, so characteristic of the Biharis, and my heart was joyous over it. The Bihar
vakils’ regard for him was an agreeable surprise to me.
*
Soon I felt myself becoming bound to this circle of friends in life-long friendship. Brajkishore Babu
acquainted me with the facts of. the case. He used to be in the habit of taking up the cases of the poor tenants.
There were two such cases pending when I went there. When he won any such case, he consoled himself that he
was doing something for these poor people. Not that he did not charge fees from these simple peasants. Lawyers
labor under the belief that, if they do not charge fees, they will have no wherewithal to run their households, and
will not be able to render effective help to the poor people. The figures of the fees they charged and the standard
of a barrister’s fees in Bengal and Bihar staggered me.
“We gave Rs. 10,000 to so and so for his opinion,” I was told. Nothing less than four figures in any case. The
friends listened to my kindly reproach and did not misunderstand me.
“Having studied these cases,” said I, “I have come to the conclusion that we should stop going to law courts.
Taking such cases to the courts does little good. Where the ryots are so crushed and fear stricken, law courts are
useless. The real relief for them is to be free from fear. We cannot sit still until we have driven tinkathia out of
Bihar. I had thought that I should be able to leave here in two days, but I now realize that the work might take
even two years. I am prepared to give that time, if necessary. I am now feeling my ground, but I want your help.”
I found Brajkishore Babu exceptionally cool-headed.
“We shall render all the help we can,” he said quietly, “but pray tell us what kind of help you will need.” And
thus we sat talking until midnight.
“I shall have little use for your legal knowledge,” I said to them. “I want clerical assistance and help in
interpretation. It may be necessary to face imprisonment, but, much as I would love you to run that risk, you
would go only so far as you feel yourselves capable of going. Even turning yourselves into clerks and giving up
your profession for an indefinite period is no small thing. I find it difficult to understand the local dialect of Hindi,
and I shall not be able to read papers written: in Kaithi or Urdu. I shall want you to translate them for me. We
cannot afford to pay for this work. It should all be done for love and out of a spirit of service.”
Brajkishore Babu understood this immediately, and he now cross-examined me and his companions by turns.
He tried to ascertain the implications of all that I had said—how long their service would be required, how many
of them would be needed, whether they might serve by turns and so on. Then he asked the vakils the capacity of
their sacrifice.
Ultimately they gave me this assurance.
“Such and such a number of us will do whatever you may ask. Some of us will be with you for so much time
as you may require. The idea of accommodating oneself to imprisonment is a novel thing for us. We will try to
assimilate it.”
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V.14
My object was to inquire into the condition of the Champaran agriculturists and understand their grievances
against the indigo planters. For this purpose it was necessary that I should meet thousands of the ryots. But I
deemed it essential, before starting on my inquiry, to know the planters’ side of the case and see the
Commissioner of the Division. I sought and was granted appointments with both.
The Secretary of the Planters’ Association told me plainly that I was an outsider and that I had no business to
come between the planters and their tenants, but if I had any representation to make, I might submit it in writing. I
politely told him that I did not regard myself as an outsider, and that I had every right to inquire into the condition
of the tenants if they desired me to do so.
The Commissioner, on whom I called, proceeded to bully me, and advised me forthwith to leave Tirhut.
I acquainted my co-workers with all this, and told them that there was a likelihood of Government stopping me
from proceeding further, and that I might have to go to jail earlier than I had expected, and that, if I was to be
arrested, it would be best that the arrest should take place in Motihari or if possible in Bettiah. It was advisable,
therefore, that I should go to those places as early as possible.
Champaran is a district of the Tirhut division and Motihari is its headquarters. Rajkumar Shukla’s place was in
the vicinity of Bettiah, and the tenants belonging to the kothis in its neighborhood were the poorest in the district.
Rajkumar Shukla wanted me to see them and I was equally anxious to do so.
So I started with my co-workers for Motihari the same day. Babu Gorakh Prasad harbored us in his home,
which became a caravanserai. It could hardly contain us all. The very same day we heard that about five miles
from Motihari a tenant had been ill-treated. It was decided that, in company with Babu Dharanidhar Prasad, I
should go and see him the next morning, and we accordingly set off for the place on elephant’s back.
An elephant, by the way, is about as common in Champaran as a bullock-cart in Gujarat.
We had scarcely gone half way when a messenger from the Police Superintendent overtook us and said that the
latter had sent his compliments. I saw what he meant. Having left Dharanidharbabu to proceed to the original
destination, I got into the hired carriage which the messenger had brought. He then served on me a notice to leave
Champaran. and drove me to my place. On his asking me to acknowledge the service of the notice, I wrote to the
effect that I did not propose to comply with it and leave Champaran till my inquiry was finished. Thereupon I
received a summons to take my trial the next day for disobeying the order to leave Champaran.
I kept awake that whole night writing letters and giving necessary instructions to Babu Brajkishore Prasad.
*
The news of the notice and the summons spread like wildfire, and I was told that Motihari that day witnessed
unprecedented scenes. Gorakhbabu’s house and the court house overflowed with men. Fortunately I had finished
all my work during the night and so was able to cope with the crowds. My companions proved the greatest help.
They occupied themselves with regulating the crowds, for the latter followed me wherever I went.
A sort of friendliness sprang up between the officials—Collector, Magistrate, Police Superintendent—and
myself. I might have legally resisted the notices served on me. Instead I accepted them all, and my conduct
towards the officials was correct. They thus saw that I did not want to offend them personally, but that I wanted to
offer civil resistance to their orders. In this way they were put at ease, and instead of harassing me they gladly
availed themselves of my and my co-workers’ co-operation in regulating the crowds.
*
But it was an ocular demonstration to them of the fact that their authority was shaken.
The people had for the moment lost all fear of punishment and yielded obedience to the power of love which
their new friend exercised.
*
It should be remembered that no one knew me in Champaran. The peasants were all ignorant. Champaran,
being far up north of the Ganges, and right at the foot of the Himalayas in close proximity to Nepal, was cut off
from the rest of India.
The Congress was practically unknown in those parts. Even those who had heard the name of the Congress
shrank from joining it or even mentioning it.
And now the Congress and its members had entered this land, though not in the name of the Congress, yet in a
far more real sense.
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In consultation with my co-workers I had decided that nothing should be done in the name of the Congress.
What we wanted was work and not name, substance and not shadow. For the name of the Congress was the bete
noire of the Government and their controllers—the planters. To them the Congress was a byword for lawyers’
wrangles, evasion of law through legal loopholes, a byword for bomb and anarchical crime and for diplomacy and
hypocrisy.
We had to disillusion them both. Therefore we had decided not to mention the name of the Congress and not to
acquaint the peasants with the organization called the Congress. It was enough, we thought, if they understood
and followed the spirit of the Congress instead of its letter.
*
No emissaries had therefore been sent there, openly or secretly, on behalf of the Congress to prepare the
ground for our arrival. Rajkumar Shukla was incapable of reaching the thousands of peasants. No political work
had yet been done amongst them. The world outside Champaran was not known to them.

† Gandhi at Champaran, Bihar, with Rajkumar Shukla to his left, surrounded by the local people (1917) †
And yet they received me as though we had been age-long friends. It is no exaggeration, but the literal truth, to
say that in this meeting with the peasants I was face to face with God, ahimsa and Truth.
When I come to examine my title to this realization, I find nothing but my love for the .people. And this in turn
is nothing but an expression of my unshakable faith in Ahimsa.
That day in Champaran was an unforgettable event in my life and a red-letter day for the peasants and for me.
According to the law, I was to be on my trial, but truly speaking Government was to be on its trial. The
Commissioner only succeeded in trapping Government in the net which he had spread for me.
V.15
The trial began. The Government pleader, the Magistrate and other officials were on tenterhooks. They were at
a loss to know what to do. The Government pleader was pressing the Magistrate to postpone the case.
But I interfered and requested the Magistrate not to postpone the case, as I wanted to plead guilty to having
disobeyed the order to leave Champaran, and read a brief statement as follows:
With the permission of the Court I would like to make a brief statement showing why I have taken the very serious
step of seemingly disobeying the order passed under Sec. 144 of Cr. P. C.\fn{ Criminal Penal Code} In my humble
opinion it is a question of difference of opinion between the Local Administration and myself. I have entered the
country with motives of rendering humanitarian and national service. I have done so in response to a pressing
invitation. to come and help the ryots, who urge they are not being fairly treated by the indigo planters. I could not
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render any help without studying the problem. I have, therefore, come to study it with the assistance, if possible, of the
Administration and the planters. I have no other motive, and cannot believe that my coming can in any way disturb
public peace and cause loss of life. I claim to have considerable experience in such matters.
The Administration, however, have thought differently. I fully appreciate their difficulty, and I admit too that they
can only proceed upon information they received. As a .law-abiding citizen my first instinct would be, as it was, to
obey the order served upon me. But I could not do so without doing violence to my sense of duty to those for whom I
have come.
I feel that I could just now serve them only by remaining in their midst. I could not, therefore, voluntarily retire.
Amid this conflict of duties I could only throw the responsibility of removing me from them on the Administration. I
am fully conscious of the fact that a person, holding, in the public life of India, a position such as I do, has to be most
careful in setting an example. It is my firm belief that in the complex constitution under which we are living, the only
safe and honorable course for a self-respecting man is, in the circumstances such as face me, to do what I have decided
to do, that is, to submit without protest to the penalty, of disobedience.
I venture to make this statement not in any way in extenuation of the penalty to be awarded against me, but to show
that I have disregarded the order served upon me not for want of respect for lawful authority, but .in obedience to, the
higher law of our being, the voice of conscience.

There was now no occasion to postpone the hearing, but as both the Magistrate and the Government pleader
had been taken by surprise, the Magistrate postponed judgment.
Meanwhile I had wired full details, to the Viceroy, to Patna friends, as also to Pandit Madan Mohan Malaviya
and others.
Before I could appear before the Court to receive the sentence, the Magistrate sent a written message that the
Lieutenant Governor had ordered the case against me to be withdrawn, and the Collector wrote to me saying that I
was at liberty to conduct the proposed inquiry, and that I might count on whatever help I needed from the
officials.
None of us was prepared for this prompt and happy issue. I called on the Collector Mr. Heycock. He seemed to
be a good man, anxious to do justice. He told me that I might ask for whatever papers I desired to see, and, that I
was at liberty to see him whenever I liked.
*
The country thus had its first direct object-lesson in Civil Disobedience. The affair was freely discussed both
locally and in the press, and my inquiry got unexpected publicity.
It was necessary for my inquiry that the Government should remain neutral. But the inquiry did not need
support from press reporters or leading articles in the press. Indeed the situation in Champaran was so delicate
and difficult that over-energetic criticism or highly colored reports might easily damage the cause which I was
seeking to espouse. So I wrote to the editors of the principal papers requesting them not to trouble to send any
reporters, as I should send them whatever might be necessary for publication and keep them informed.
*
I knew that the Government attitude countenancing my presence had displeased the Champaran planters, and I
knew that even the officials, though they could say nothing openly, could hardly have liked it. Incorrect or
misleading reports, therefore, were likely to incense them all the more, and their ire, instead of descending on me,
would be sure to descend on the poor fear-stricken ryots and seriously hinder my search for the truth about the
case.
In spite of these precautions the planters engineered against me a poisonous agitation. All sorts of falsehoods
appeared in the press about my co-workers and myself. But my extreme cautiousness and my insistence on truth,
even to the minutest detail, turned the edge of their sword.
The planters left no stone unturned in maligning Brajkishorebabu, but the more they maligned him, the more
he rose in the estimation of the people. In such a delicate situation as this I did not think it proper to invite any
leaders from other provinces. Pandit Malaviyaji had sent me an assurance that, whenever I wanted him, I had only
to send him word, but I did not trouble him.
I thus prevented the struggle from assuming a political aspect. But I sent to the leaders and the principal papers
occasional reports, not for publication, but merely for their information. I had seen that, even where the end might
be political, but where the cause was non-political, one damaged it by giving it a political aspect and helped it by
keeping it within its non-political limit. The Champaran struggle was a proof of the fact that disinterested service
of the people in any sphere ultimately helps the country politically.
V.16
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To give a full account of the Champaran inquiry would be to narrate the history, for the period, of the
Champaran ryot, which is out of the question in these chapters. The Champaran inquiry was a bold experiment
with Truth and ahimsa, and I am giving week by week only what occurs to me as worth giving from that point of
view. For more details the reader must turn to Sjt. Rajendra Prasad’s history of the Champaran satyagraha in
Hindi, of which, I am told, an English edition is now in the press.
But to return to the subject matter of this chapter.
The inquiry could not be conducted in Gorakhbabu’s house, without practically asking poor Gorakhbabu to
vacate it. And the people of Motihari had not yet shed their fear to the extent of renting a house to us. However,
Brajkishorebabu tactfully secured one with considerable open space about it, and we now removed there.
It was not quite possible to carry on the work without money. It had not been the practice hitherto to appeal to
the public for money for work of this kind. Brajkishorebabu and his friends were mainly vakils who either
contributed funds themselves, or found it from friends whenever there was an occasion. How could they ask the
people to pay when they and their kind could well afford to do so? That seemed to be the argument. I had made up
my mind not to accept anything from the Champaran ryots. It would be bound to be misinterpreted. I was equally
determined not to appeal to the country at large for funds to conduct this inquiry. For that was likely to give it an
all-India and political aspect.
Friends from Bombay offered Rs. 15,000, but I declined the offer with thanks. I decided to get as much as was
possible, with Brajkishorebabu’s help, from well-to-do Biharis living outside Champaran and, if more was
needed, to approach my friend Dr. P. J. Mehta of Rangoon. Dr. Mehta readily agreed to send me whatever might
be needed.
We were thus free from all anxiety on this score. We were not likely to require large funds, as we were bent on
exercising the greatest economy in consonance with the poverty of Champaran. Indeed it was found in the end
that we did not need any large amount. I have an impression that we expended in all not more than three thousand
rupees, and, as far as I remember, we saved a few hundred rupees from what we had collected.
The curious ways of living of my companions in the early days were a constant theme of raillery at their
expense. Each of the vakils had a servant and a cook, and therefore a separate kitchen, and they often had their
dinner as late as midnight. Though they paid their own expenses, their irregularity worried me, but as we had
become close friends there was no possibility of a misunderstanding between us, and they received my ridicule in
good part.
Ultimately it was agreed that the servants should be dispensed with, that all the kitchens should be
amalgamated, and that regular hours should be observed. As all were not vegetarians, and as two kitchens would
have been expensive, a common vegetarian kitchen was decided upon. It was also felt necessary to insist on
simple meals.
*
These arrangements considerably reduced the expenses and saved us a lot of time and energy, and both these
were badly needed. Crowds of peasants came to make their statements, and they were followed by an army of
companions who filled the compound and garden to overflowing. The efforts of my companions to save me from
darshan-seekers were often of no avail, and I had to be exhibited for darshan at particular hours. At least five to
seven volunteers were required to take down statements, and even then some people had to go away in the
evening without being able to make their statements.
All these statements were not essential, many of them being repetitions, but the people could not be satisfied
otherwise, and I appreciated their feeling in the matter. Those who took down the statements had to observe
certain rules. Each peasant had to be close cross-examined, and whoever failed to satisfy the test was rejected.
This entailed a lot of extra time but most of the statements were thus rendered incontrovertible.
An officer from the C.I.D. would always be present when these statements were recorded. We might have
prevented him, but we had decided from the very beginning not only not to mind the presence of C.I.D. officers,
but to treat them with courtesy and to give them all the information that it was possible to give them.
This was far from doing us any harm. On the contrary the very fact that the statements were taken down in the
presence of the C.I D. officers made the peasants more fearless. Whilst on the one hand excessive fear of the
C.I.D. was driven out of the peasants’ minds, on the other, their presence exercised a natural restraint on
exaggeration. It was the business of C.I.D. friends to entrap people and so the peasants had necessarily to be
cautious.
As I did not want to irritate the planters, but to win them over by gentleness, I made a point of writing to and
meeting such of them against whom allegations of a serious nature were made. I met the Planters’ Association as
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well, placed the ryots’ grievances before them and acquainted myself with their point of view Some of the
planters hated me, some were indifferent, and a few treated me with courtesy.
V.17
Brajkishorebabu and Rajendrababu were a matchless pair. Their devotion made it impossible for me to take a
single step without their help. Their disciples, or their companions—Shambhubabu, Anugrahababu, Dharanibabu,
Ramnavmibabu and other vakils—were always with us. Vindhyababu and. Janakdharibabu also came and helped
us now and then. All these were Biharis. Their principal work was to take down the ryots’ statements.
Professor Kripalani could not but cast in his lot with us. Though a Sindhi he was more Bihari than a born
Bihari. I have seen only a few workers capable of merging themselves in the province of their adoption. Kripalani
is one of those few. He made it impossible for anyone to feel that he belonged to a different province. He was my
gatekeeper in chief. For the time being he made it the end and aim of his life to save me from darshan-seekers. He
warded off people, calling to his aid now his unfailing humor, now his non-violent threats. At nightfall he would
take up his occupation of a teacher and regale his companions with his historical studies and observations, and
quicken any timid visitor into bravery.
Maulana Mazharul Haq had registered his name on the standing list of helpers whom I might count upon
whenever necessary, and he made a point of looking in once or twice a month. The pomp and splendor in which
he then lived was in sharp contrast to his simple life of today. The way in which he associated with us made us
feel that he was one of us, though his fashionable habit gave a stranger a different impression.
*
As I gained more experience of Bihar, I became convinced that work of a permanent nature was impossible
without proper village education. The ryots’ ignorance was pathetic. They either allowed their children to roam
about, or made them toil on indigo plantations from morning to night for a couple of coppers a day. In those days
a male laborer’s wage did not exceed ten pice, a female’s did not exceed six, and a child’s three. He who
succeeded in earning four annas a day was considered most fortunate.
In consultation with my companions I decided to open primary schools in six villages. One of our conditions
with the villagers was that they should provide the teachers with board and lodging while we would see to the
other expenses. The village folk had hardly any cash in their hands, but they could well afford to provide
foodstuffs. Indeed they had already expressed their readiness to contribute grain and other raw materials. .
From where to get the teachers was a great problem. It was difficult to find local teachers who would work for
a bare allowance or without remuneration. My idea was never to entrust children to commonplace teachers. Their
literary qualification was not so essential as their moral fiber.
So I issued a public appeal for voluntary teachers. It received a ready response. Sjt. Gangadharrao Deshpande
sent Babasaheb Soman and Pundalik. Shrimati Avantikabai Gokhale came from Bombay and Mrs. Anandibai
Vaishampayan from Poona. I sent to the Ashram for Chhotalal, Surendranath and my son Devdas.\fn{ 1900-1957}

About this time Mahadev Desai and Narahari Parikh with their wives cast in their lot with me. Kasturbai was
also summoned for the work.
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This was a fairly strong contingent. Shrimati Avantikabai and Shrimati Anandibai were educated enough, but
Shrimati Durga Desai and Shrimati Manibehn Parikh had nothing more than a bare knowledge of Gujarati, and
Kasturbai not even that. How were these ladies to instruct the children in Hindi?
I explained to them that they were expected to teach the children not grammar and the three R’s so much as
cleanliness and good manners. I further explained that even as regards letters there was not so great a difference
between Gujarati, Hindi and Marathi as they imagined, and in the primary classes, at any rate, the teaching of the
rudiments of the alphabet and numerals was not a difficult matter.
*
The result was that the classes taken by these ladies were found to be most successful. The experience inspired
them with confidence and interest in their work. Avantikabai’s became a model school. She threw herself heart
and soul into her work. She brought her exceptional gifts to bear on it. Through these ladies we could, to some
extent, reach the village women.
But I did not want to stop at providing for primary education. The villages were unsanitary, the lanes full of
filth, the wells surrounded by mud and stink and the courtyards unbearably untidy. The elder people badly needed
education in cleanliness. They were all suffering from various skin diseases. So it was decided to do as much
sanitary work as possible and to penetrate every department of their lives.
Doctors were needed for this work. I requested the Servants of India Society to lend us the services of the late
Dr. Dev. We had been great friends, and he readily offered his services for six months. The teachers—men and
women—had all to work under him.
All of them had express instructions not to concern themselves with grievances against planters or with
politics. People who had any complaints to make were to be referred to me. No one was to venture out of his beat.
The friends carried out these instructions with wonderful fidelity. I do not remember a single occasion of
indiscipline.
V.18
As far as was possible we placed each school in charge of one man and one woman. These volunteers had to
look after medical relief and sanitation. The womenfolk had to be approached through women.
Medical relief was a very simple affair. Castor oil, quinine and sulfur ointment were the only drugs provided to
the volunteers. If the patient showed a furred tongue or complained of constipation, castor oil was administered,
in case of fever quinine was given after an opening dose of castor oil, and the sulfur ointment was applied in case
of boils and itch after thoroughly washing the affected parts. No patient was permitted to take home any medicine.
Wherever there was some complication Dr. Dev was consulted. Dr. Dev used to visit each centre on certain fixed
days in the week.
Quite a number of people availed themselves of this simple relief. This plan of work will not seem strange
when it is remembered that the prevailing ailments were few and amenable to simple treatment, by no means
requiring expert help. As for the people the arrangement answered excellently.
Sanitation was a difficult affair. The people were not prepared to do anything themselves. Even the field
laborers were not ready to do their own scavenging. But Dr. Dev was not a man easily to lose heart. He and the
volunteers concentrated their energies on making a village ideally clean. They swept the roads and the courtyards,
cleaned out the wells, filled up the pools nearby, and lovingly persuaded the villages to raise volunteers from
amongst themselves. In some villages they shamed people into taking up the work, and in others the people were
so enthusiastic that they even prepared roads to enable my car to go from place to place.
These sweet experiences were not unmixed with bitter ones of people’s apathy. I remember some villagers
frankly expressing their dislike for this work.
*
It may not be out of place here to narrate an experience that I have described before now at many meetings.
Bhitiharva was a small village in which was one of our schools. I happened to visit a smaller village in its vicinity
and found some of the women dressed very dirtily. So I told my wife to ask them why they did not wash their
clothes.
She spoke to them. One of the. women took her into her hut and said:
“Look now, there is no box or cupboard here containing other clothes. The sari I am wearing is the only one I
have. How am I to wash it? Tell Mahatmaji to get me another sari, and I shall then promise to bathe and put on
clean clothes every day.”
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*
This cottage was not an exception, but a type to be found in many Indian villages. In countless cottages in
India people live without any furniture, and without a change of clothes, merely with a rag to cover their shame.
*
One more experience I will note. In Champaran there is no lack of bamboo and grass. The school hut they had
put up at Bhitiharva was made of these materials. Someone—possibly some of the neighboring planters’ men—
set fire to it one night.
It was not thought advisable to build another hut of bamboo and grass. The school was in charge of Sjt. Soman
and Kasturbai. Sjt. Soman decided to build a pukka house, and thanks to his infectious labor, many cooperated
with him, and a brick house was soon made ready. There was no fear now of this building being burnt down. Thus
the volunteers with their schools, sanitation work and medical relief gained the confidence and respect of the
village folk, and were able to bring good influence to bear upon them.
But I must confess with regret that my hope of putting this constructive work on a permanent footing was not
fulfilled. The volunteers had come for temporary periods, I could not secure any more from outside, and
permanent honorary workers from Bihar were not available. As soon as my work in Champaran was finished,
work outside, which had been preparing in the meantime, drew me away. The few months’ work in Champaran,
however, took such deep root that its influence in one form or another is to be observed there even today.
V.19
Whilst on the one hand social service work of the kind I have described in the foregoing chapters was being
carried out, on the other the work of recording statements of the ryots grievances was progressing apace.
Thousands of such statements were taken, and they could not but have their effect. The ever growing number of
ryots coming to make their statements increased the planters’ wrath, and they moved heaven and earth to
counteract my inquiry. One day I received a letter from the Bihar Government to the following effect:
“Your inquiry has been sufficiently prolonged; should you not now bring it to an end and leave Bihar?”
The letter was couched in polite language, but its meaning was obvious. I wrote in reply that the inquiry was
bound to be prolonged, and unless and until it resulted in bringing relief to the people, I had no intention of
leaving Bihar. I pointed out that it was open to Government to terminate my inquiry by accepting the ryots’
grievances as genuine and redressing them, or by recognizing that the ryots had made out a prima facie case for
an official inquiry which should be immediately instituted.
Sir Edward Gait, the Lieutenant Governor, asked me to see him, expressed his willingness to appoint an
inquiry and invited me to be a member of the Committee. I ascertained the names of the other members, and after
consultation with my co-workers agreed to serve on the Committee, on condition that I should be free to confer
with my co-workers during the progress of the inquiry, that Government should recognize that, by being a
member of the Committee, I did not cease to be the ryots’ advocate, and that in case the result of the inquiry failed
to give me satisfaction, I should be free to guide and advise the ryots as to what line of action they should take.
Sir Edward Gait accepted the condition as just and proper and announced the inquiry. The late Sir Frank Sly
was appointed Chairman of the Committee.
The Committee found in favor of the ryots, and recommended that the planters should refund a portion of the
exactions made by them which the Committee had found to be unlawful, and that the tinkathia system should be
abolished by law.
Sir Edward Gait had a large share in getting the Committee to make a unanimous report and in getting the
agrarian bill passed in accordance with the Committee’s recommendations. Had he not adopted a firm attitude,
and had he not brought all his tact to bear on the subject, the report would not have been unanimous, and the
Agrarian Act would not have been passed.
The planters wielded extraordinary power. They offered strenuous opposition to the bill in spite of the report,
but Sir Edward Gait remained firm up to the last and fully carried out the recommendations of the Committee.
The tinkathia system, which had been in existence for about a century, was thus abolished, and with it the
planters’ raj came to an end. The ryots, who had all along remained crushed, now somewhat came to their own,
and the superstition that the stain of indigo could never be washed out was exploded.
It was my desire to continue the constructive work for some years, to establish more schools and to penetrate
the villages more effectively. The ground had been prepared, but it did not please God, as often before, to allow
my plans to be fulfilled. Fate decided otherwise and drove me to take up work elsewhere.
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V.20
Whilst I was yet winding up my work on the Committee, I received a letter from Sjts. Mohanlal Pandya and
Shankarlal Parikh telling me of the failure of crops in the Kheda district, and asking me to guide the peasants,
who were unable to pay the assessment. I had not the inclination, the ability or the courage I to advise without an
inquiry on the spot.
At the same time there came a letter from Shrimati Anasuyabai about the condition of labor in Ahmedabad.
Wages were low, the laborers had long been agitating for an increment, and I had a desire to guide them if I could.
But I had not the confidence to direct even this comparatively small affair from that long distance.
So I seized the first opportunity to go to Ahmedabad. I had hoped that I should be able to finish both these
matters quickly and get back to Champaran to supervise the constructive work that had been inaugurated there.
*
But things did not move as swiftly as I had wished, and I was unable to return to Champaran, with the result
that the schools closed down one by one. My co-workers and I had built many castles in the air, but they all
vanished for the time being.
One of these was cow protection work in Champaran, besides rural sanitation and education. I had seen, in the
course of my travels, that cow protection and Hindi propaganda had become the exclusive concern of the
Marwadis. A Marwadi friend had sheltered me in his dharmashala whilst at Bettiah. Other Marwadis of the place
had interested me in their goshala (dairy). My ideas about cow protection had been definitely formed then, and
my conception of the work was the same as it is today.
Cow protection, in my opinion, included cattle-breeding, improvement of the stock, humane treatment of
bullocks, formation of model dairies, etc. The Marwadi friends had promised full cooperation in this work, but as
I could not fix myself up in Champaran, the scheme could not be carried out.
The goshala in Bettiah is still there, but it has not become a model dairy, the Champaran bullock is still made
to work beyond his capacity, and the so-called Hindu still cruelly belabors the poor animal and disgraces his
religion.
That this work should have remained unrealized has been, to me, a continual regret, and whenever I go to
Champaran and hear the gentle reproaches of the Marwadi and Bihari friends, I recall with a heavy sigh all those
plans which I had to drop so abruptly.
The educational work in one way or another is going on in many places. But the cow protection work had not
taken firm root, and has not, therefore, progressed in the direction intended.
*
Whilst the Kheda peasants’ question was still being discussed, I had already taken up the question of the millhands in Ahmedabad.
I was in a most delicate situation. The mill-hands’ case was strong. Shrimati Anasuyabai had to battle against
her own brother, Sjt. Ambalal Sarabhai, who led the fray on behalf of the mill owners. My relations with them
were friendly, and that made fighting with them the more difficult. I held consultations with them, and requested
them to refer the dispute to arbitration, but they refused to recognize the principle of arbitration.
I had therefore to advise the laborers to go on strike. Before I did so, I came in very close contact with them
and their leaders, and explained to them the conditions of a successful strike:
1. never to resort to violence.
2. never to molest blacklegs.\fn{People who work while others they work with are on strike}
3. never to depend upon alms, and
4. to remain firm, no matter how long the strike continued, and to earn bread, during the strike, by any other
honest labor.
The leaders of the strike understood and accepted the conditions, and the laborers pledged themselves at a
general meeting not to resume work until either their terms were accepted or the mill-owners agreed to refer the
dispute to arbitration.
*
It was during this strike that I came to know intimately Sjts. Vallabhbhai Patel and Shankarlal Banker. Shrimati
Anasuyabai I knew well before this. We had daily meetings of the strikers under the shade of a tree on the bank of
the Sabarmati. They attended the meeting in their thousands, and I reminded I them in my speeches of their
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pledge and of the duty to maintain peace and self-respect. They daily paraded the streets of the city in peaceful
procession, carrying their banner bearing the inscription Ek Tek (Keep the Pledge).
The strike went on for twenty-one days. During the continuance of the strike I consulted the mill-owners from
time to time and entreated them to do justice to the laborers.
“We have our pledge too,” they used to say. “Our relations with the laborers are those of parents and children.
How can we brook the interference of a third party? Where is the room for arbitration?”
V.21
Before I proceed to describe the progress of the labor dispute it is essential to have a peep into the ashram.
All the while I was in Champaran the ashram was never out of my mind, and occasionally I paid it flying
visits. At that time the ashram was in Kochrab, a small village near Ahmedabad. Plague broke out in this village,
and I saw evident danger to the safety of the ashram children. It was impossible to keep ourselves immune from
the effects of the surrounding unsanitation, however scrupulously we might observe the rules of cleanliness within
the ashram walls. We were not then equal either to getting the Kochrab people to observe these rules nor to
serving the village otherwise.
Our ideal was to have the ashram at a safe distance both from town and village, and yet at a manageable
distance from either. And we were determined, some day, to settle on ground of our own.
The plague, I felt, was sufficient notice to quit Kochrab. Sjt. Punjabhai Hirachand, a merchant in Ahmedabad,
had come in close contact with the ashram, and used to serve us in a number of matters in a pure and selfless
spirit. He had a wide experience of things in Ahmedabad, and he volunteered to procure us suitable land. I went
about with him north and south of Kochrab in search of land, and then suggested to him to find out a piece of land
three or four miles to the north.
He hit upon the present site. Its vicinity to the Sabarmati Central Jail was for me a special attraction. As jailgoing was understood to be the normal lot of satyagrahis, I liked this position. And I knew that the sites selected
for jails have generally clean surroundings.
In about eight days the sale was executed. There was no building on the land and no tree. But its situation on
the bank of the river and its solitude were great advantages. We decided to start by living under canvas, and
having a tin shed for a kitchen, till permanent houses were built.
The ashram had been slowly growing. We were now over forty souls, men, women and children, having our
meals at a common kitchen. The whole conception about the removal was mine, the execution was as usual left to
Maganlal.

† Sabarmati ashram, Gujarat. Gandhi is shown beginning his march to Dandi, 241 miles away, protesting
the British Salt Law, which increased taxes on Indian salt in order to promote British salt sales in India †
Our difficulties, before we had permanent living accommodation, were great. The rains were impending, and
provisions had to be got from the city four miles away. The ground, which had been a waste, was infested with
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snakes, and it was no small risk to live with little children under such conditions. The general rule was not to kill
the snakes, though I confess none of us had shed the fear of these reptiles, nor have we even now.
The rule of not killing venomous reptiles has been practiced for the most part at Phoenix, Tolstoy Farm and
Sabarmati. At each of these places we had to settle on waste lands. We have had, however, no loss of life
occasioned by snakebite.
I see, with the eye of faith, in this circumstance the hand of the God of Mercy. Let no one cavil at this, saying
that God can never be partial, and that He has no time to meddle with the humdrum affairs of men. I have no other
language to express the fact of the matter, to describe this uniform experience of mine. Human language can but
imperfectly describe God’s ways. I am sensible of the fact that they are indescribable and inscrutable. But if
mortal man will dare to describe them, he has no better medium than his own inarticulate speech. Even if it be a
superstition to believe that complete immunity from harm for twenty-five years in spite of a fairly regular practice
of non-killing is not a fortuitous accident but a grace of God. I should still hug that superstition.
During the strike of the mill-hands in Ahmedabad the foundation of the ashram weaving shed was being laid.
For the principal activity of the ashram was then weaving. Spinning had not so far been possible for us.
V.22
For the first two weeks the mill-hands exhibited great courage and self-restraint and daily held monster
meetings. On these occasions I used to remind them of their pledge, and they would shout back to me the
assurance that they would rather die than break their word.
But at last they began to show signs of flagging. Just as physical weakness in men manifests itself in
irascibility, their attitude towards the blacklegs became more and more menacing as the strike seemed to weaken,
and I began to fear an outbreak of rowdyism on their part. The attendance at their daily meetings also began to
dwindle by degrees, and despondency and despair were writ large on the faces of those who did attend.
Finally the information was brought to me that the strikers had begun to totter. I felt deeply troubled and set to
thinking furiously as to what my duty was in the circumstances. I had had experience of a gigantic strike in South
Africa, but the situation that confronted me here was different. The mill-hands had taken the pledge at my
suggestion. They had repeated it before me day after day, and the very idea that they might now go back upon it
was to me inconceivable. Was it pride or was it my love for the laborers and my passionate regard for truth that
was at the back of this feeling—who can say? .
One morning—it was at a mill-hands’ meeting—while I was still groping and unable to see my way clearly,
the light came to me. Unbidden and all by themselves the words came to my lips:
“Unless the strikers rally,” I declared to the meeting, “and continue the strike till a settlement is reached, or till
they leave the mills altogether, I will not touch any food.”
The laborers were thunderstruck.
Tears began to course down Anasuyabehn’s cheeks. The laborers broke out,
“Not you but we shall fast. It would be monstrous if you were to fast. Please forgive us for our lapse, we will
now remain faithful to our pledge to the end.”
“There is no need for you to fast,” I replied. “It would be enough if you could remain true to your pledge. As
you know we are without funds, and we do not want to continue our strike by living on public charity. You should
therefore try to eke out a bare existence by some kind of labor, so that you may be able to remain unconcerned, no
matter how long the strike may continue. As for my fast, it will be broken only after the strike is settled.”
*
In the meantime Vallabhbhai was trying to find some employment for the strikers under the Municipality, but
there was not much hope of success there. Maganlal Gandhi suggested that, as we needed sand for filling the
foundation of our weaving school in the ashram, a number of them might be employed for that purpose.
The laborers welcomed the proposal. Anasuyabehn led the way with a basket on her bead and soon an endless
stream of laborers carrying baskets of sand on their heads could be seen issuing out of the hollow of the riverbed.
It was a sight worth seeing. The laborers felt themselves infused with a new strength, and it became difficult to
cope with the task of paying out wages to them.
My fast was not free from a grave defect. For as I have already mentioned in a previous chapter, I enjoyed very
close and cordial relations with the mill-owners, and my fast could not but affect their decision. As a satyagrahi I
knew that I might not fast against them, but ought to leave them free to be influenced by the mill-hands’ strike
alone. My fast was undertaken not on account of lapse of the mill-owners, but on account of that of the laborers in
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which, as their representative, I felt I had a share. With the mill-owners, I could only plead; to fast against them
would amount to coercion.
Yet in spite of my knowledge that my fast was bound to put pressure upon them, as in fact it did, I felt I could
not help it. The duty to undertake it seemed to me to be clear.
I tried to set the mill-owners at ease.
“There is not the slightest necessity for you to withdraw from your position.” I said to them.
But they received my words coldly and even flung keen, delicate bits of sarcasm at me, as indeed they had a
perfect right to do.
The principal man at the back of the mill-owners’ unbending attitude towards the strike was Sheth Ambalal.
His resolute will and transparent sincerity were wonderful and captured my heart. It was a pleasure to be pitched
against him. The strain produced by my fast upon the opposition, of which he was the head, cut me, therefore, to
the quick. And then, Sarladevi, his wife, was attached to me with the affection of a blood-sister, and I could not
bear to see her anguish on account of my action.
Anasuyabehn arid a number of other friends and laborers shared the fast with me on the first day. But after
some difficulty I was able to dissuade them from continuing it further.
*
The net result of it was that an atmosphere of good-will was created all round. The hearts of the mill-owners
were touched, and they set about discovering some means for a settlement. Anasuyabehn’s house became the
venue of their discussions. Sjt. Anandshankar Dhruva intervened and was in the end appointed arbitrator, and the
strike was called off after I had fasted only for three days. The mill-owners commemorated the event by
distributing sweets among the laborers, and thus a settlement was reached after 21 days’ strike.
At the meeting held to celebrate the settlement, both the mill-owners and the Commissioner were present. The
advice which the latter gave to the mill-hands on this occasion was:
“You should always act as Mr. Gandhi advises you.”
Almost immediately after these events I had to engage in a tussle with this very gentleman. But circumstances
were changed, and he had changed with the circumstances. He then set about warning the Patidars of Kheda
against following my advice
*
I must not close this chapter without noting here an incident, as amusing as it was pathetic. It happened in
connection with the distribution of sweets. The mill-owners had ordered a very large quantity, and It was a
problem how to distribute it among the thousands 6f laborers. It was decided that it would be the fittest thing to
distribute it in the open, beneath the very tree under which the pledge bad been taken, especially as it would have
been extremely inconvenient to assemble them all together in any other place.
I had taken it for granted that the men who had observed strict discipline for full 21 days would without any
difficulty be able to remain standing in an orderly manner while the sweets were being distributed, and not make
an impatient scramble for them. But when it came to the test, all the methods that were tried for making the
distribution failed.
Again and again their ranks would break into confusion after distribution had proceeded for a couple of
minutes. The leaders of the mill-hands tried their best to restore order, but in vain. The confusion. the crush and
the scramble at last became so great that quite an amount of the sweets was spoiled by being trampled under foot.
and the attempt to distribute them in the open had finally to be given up.
With difficulty we succeeded in taking away the remaining sweets to Sheth Ambalal’s bungalow in Mirzapur.
Sweets were distributed comfortably the next day within the compound of that bungalow.
The comic side of this incident is obvious, but the pathetic side bears mention. Subsequent inquiry revealed the
fact that the beggar population of Ahmedabad, having got scent of the fact that sweets were to be distributed
under the Ek-Tek tree, had gone there in large numbers, and it was their hungry scramble for the sweets that had
created all the confusion and disorder.
The grinding poverty and starvation with which our country is afflicted is such that it drives more and more
men every year into the ranks of the beggars, whose desperate struggle for bread renders them insensible to all
feelings of decency and self-respect. And our philanthropists, instead of providing work for them and insisting on
their working for bread, give them alms.
V.23
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No breathing time was, however, in store for me. Hardly was the Ahmedabad mill-hands’ strike over, when I
had to plunge into the Kheda satyagraha struggle.
A condition approaching famine had arisen in the Kheda district owing to a widespread failure of crops, and
the Patidars of Kheda were considering the question of getting the revenue assessment for the year suspended. Sjt.
Amritlal Thakkar had already inquired into and reported on the situation and personally discussed the question
with the Commissioner, before I gave definite advice to the cultivators. Sjts. Mohanlal Pandya and Shankarlal
Parikh had also thrown themselves into the fight, and had set up an agitation in the Bombay Legislative Council
through Sjt. Vithalbhai Patel and the late Sir Gokuldas Kahandas Parekh. More than one deputation had waited
upon the Governor in that connection.
I was at this time President of the Gujarat Sabha. The Sabha sent petitions and telegrams to the Government
and even patiently swallowed the insults and threats of the Commissioner. The conduct of the officials on this
occasion was so ridiculous and undignified as to be almost incredible now.
The cultivators’ demand was as clear as daylight, and so moderate as to make out a strong case for its
acceptance. Under the Land Revenue Rules, if the crop was four annas or under, the cultivators could claim full
suspension of the revenue assessment for the year. According to the official figures the crop was said to be over
four annas. The contention of the cultivators, on the other hand, was that it was less than four annas. But the
Government was in no mood to listen, and regarded the popular demand for arbitration as lese majeste. At last all
petitioning and prayer having failed, after taking counsel with co-workers, I advised the Patidars to resort to
satyagraha.
Besides the volunteers of Kheda, my principal comrades in this struggle were Sjts. Vallabhbhai Patel,
Shankarlal Banker, Shrimati Anasuyabehn, Sjts. Indulal Yajnik, Mahadev Desai and others. Sjt. Vallabhbhai, in
joining the struggle, had to suspend a splendid and growing practice at the Bar, which for all practical purposes he
was never able to resume.
We fixed up our headquarters at the Nadiad Anathashram, no other place being available which would have
been large enough to accommodate all of us. The following pledge was signed by the satyagrahis:
Knowing that the crops of our villages are less than four annas, we requested the Government to suspend the
collection of revenue assessment till the ensuing year, but the Government has not acceded to our prayer. Therefore,
we, the undersigned, hereby solemnly declare that we shall not, of our own accord, pay to the Government the full or
the remaining revenue for the year.
We shall let the Government take whatever legal steps it may think fit and gladly suffer the consequences of our
non-payment. We shall rather let our lands be forfeited than that by voluntary payment we should allow our case to be
considered false or should compromise our self-respect.
Should the Government, however, agree to suspend collection of the second installment of the assessment
throughout the district, such amongst us as are in a position to pay will pay up the whole or the balance of the revenue
that may be due. The reason why those who are able to pay still withhold payment is that, if they pay up. the poorer
ryots may in a panic sell their chattels or incur debts to pay their dues, and thereby bring suffering upon themselves.
In these circumstances we feel that, for the sake of the poor, it is the duty even of those who can afford to pay to
withhold payment of their assessment.

I cannot devote many chapters to this struggle. So a number of sweet recollections in this connection will have
to be crowded out. Those who want to make a fuller and deeper study of this important fight would do well to
read the full and authentic history of the Kheda satyagraha by Sjt. Shankarlal Parikh of Kathlal, Kheda..
V.24
Champaran being in a far away corner of India, and the press having been kept out of the campaign, it did not
attract visitors from outside. Not so with the Kheda campaign, of which the happenings were reported in the press
from day to day.
The Gujaratis were deeply interested in the fight, which was to them a novel experiment. They were ready to
pour forth their riches for the success of the cause. It was not easy for them to see that satyagraha could not be
conducted simply by means of money.
Money is the thing that it least needs. In spite of my remonstrance, the Bombay merchants sent us more money
than necessary, so that we had some balance left at the end of the campaign. At the same time the satyagrahi
volunteers. had to learn the new lesson of simplicity. I cannot say that they imbibed it fully, but they considerably
changed their ways of life.
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For the Patidar farmers, too, the fight was quite a new thing. We had, therefore, to go about from village to
village explaining the principles of satyagraha. The main thing was to rid the agriculturists of their fear by
making them realize that the officials were not the masters but the servants of the people, inasmuch as they
received their salaries from the taxpayer. And then it seemed well nigh impossible to make them realize the duty
of combining civility with fearlessness. Once they had shed the fear of the officials, how could they be stopped
from returning their insults? And yet if they resorted to incivility it would spoil their satyagraha, like a drop of
arsenic in milk.
I realized later that they had less fully learnt the lesson of civility than I had expected. Experience has taught
me that civility is the most difficult part of satyagraha. Civility does not here mean the mere outward gentleness
of speech cultivated for the occasion, but an inborn gentleness and desire to do the opponent good. These should
show themselves in every act of a satyagrahi.
In the initial stages, though, the people exhibited much courage, the Government did not seem inclined to take
strong action. But as the people’s firmness showed no signs of wavering, the Government began coercion. The
attachment officers sold people’s cattle and seized whatever movables they could lay hands on. Penalty notices
were served, and in some cases standing crops were attached. This unnerved the peasants, some of whom paid up
their dues, while others desired to place safe movables in the way of the officials so that they might attach them to
realize the dues. On the other hand some were prepared to fight to the bitter end.
While these things were going on, one of Sjt. Shankarlal Parikh’s tenants paid up the assessment in respect of
his land. This created a sensation. Sjt. Shankarlal Parikh immediately made amends for his tenant’s mistake by
giving away for charitable purposes the land for which the assessment had been paid. He thus saved his honor arid
set a good example to others.
*
With a view to steeling the hearts of those who were frightened, I advised the people, under the leadership of
Sjt. Mohanlal Pandya, to remove the crop of onion, from a field which had been, in my opinion wrongly attached.
I did not regard this as civil disobedience, but even if it was, I suggested that this attachment of standing crops,
though it might be in accordance with law, was morally wrong, and was nothing short of looting, and that
therefore it was the people’s duty to remove the onion in spite of the order of attachment.
This was a good opportunity for the people to learn a lesson in courting fines or imprisonment, which was the
necessary consequence of such disobedience. For Sjt. Mohanlal Pandya it was a thing after his heart. He did not
like the campaign to end without someone undergoing suffering in the shape of imprisonment for something done
consistently with the principles of satyagraha! So he volunteered to remove the onion crop from the field, and in
this seven or eight friends joined him.
It was impossible for the Government to leave them free. The arrest of Sjt. Mohanlal and his companions
added to the people’s enthusiasm. When the fear of jail disappears, repression puts heart into the people. Crowds
of them besieged the court-house on the day of the hearing. Pandya and his companions were convicted and
sentenced to a brief term of imprisonment. I was of opinion that the conviction was wrong, because the act of
removing the onion crop could not come under the definition of theft in the Penal Code. But no appeal was filed
as the policy was to avoid the law courts.
A procession escorted the “convicts” to jail, and on that day Sjt. Mohanlal Pandya earned from the people the
honored title of dungli chor (onion thief) which he enjoys to this day.
The conclusion of the Kheda satyagraha I will leave to the next chapter.
V.25
The campaign came to an unexpected end. It was clear that the people were exhausted, and I hesitated to let the
unbending be driven to utter ruin. I was casting about for some graceful way of terminating the struggle which
would be acceptable to a satyagrahi. Such a one appeared quite unexpectedly.
The mamlatdar of the Nadiad taluka sent me word that, if well-to-do Patidars paid up, the poorer ones would
be granted suspension. I asked for a written undertaking to that effect, which was given. But as a Mamlatdar could
be responsible only for his taluka, I inquired of the Collector, who alone could give an undertaking in respect of
the whole district, whether the mamlatdar’s undertaking was true for the whole district.
He replied that orders declaring suspension in terms of the mamlatdar’s letter had been already issued. I was
not aware of it, but if it was a fact, the people’s pledge had been fulfilled. The pledge, it will be remembered, had
the same things for its object, and so we expressed ourselves satisfied with the orders.
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However, the end was far from making me feel happy, inasmuch as it lacked the grace with which the
termination of every satyagraha campaign ought to be accompanied. The Collector carried on as though he had
done nothing by way of a settlement. The poor were to be granted suspension, but hardly any got the benefit of it.
It was the people’s right to determine who was poor, but they could not exercise it. I was sad that they had not the
strength to exercise the right. Although, therefore, the termination was celebrated as a triumph of satyagraha, I
could not enthuse over it, as it lacked the essentials of a complete triumph.
*
The end of a satyagraha campaign can be described as worthy, only when, it leaves the satyagrahis stronger
and more spirited than they are in the beginning.
The campaign was not, however, without its indirect results which we can see today and the benefit of which
we are reaping. The Kheda satyagraha marks the beginning of an awakening among the peasants of Gujarat, the
beginning of their true political education.
Dr. Besant’s brilliant Home Rule agitation had certainly touched the peasants, but it was the Kheda campaign
that compelled the educated public workers to establish contact with the actual life of the peasants. They learnt to
identify themselves with the latter. They found their proper sphere of work, their capacity for sacrifice increased.
That Vallabhbhai found himself during this campaign was by itself no small achievement. We could realize its
measure during the flood relief operations last year and the Bardoli satyagraha this year.

† Farmers of Bardoli, facing starvation through famine, participating in the Bardoli satyagraha of 1928 †
Public life in Gujarat became instinct with a new energy and a new vigor. The Patidar peasant came to an
unforgettable consciousness of his strength.
The lesson was indelibly imprinted on the public mind that the salvation of the people depends upon
themselves, upon their capaclty for suffering and sacrifice. Through the Kheda campaign satyagraha took firm
root in the soil of Gujarat.
Although, therefore, I found nothing to enthuse over in the termination of the satyagraha, the Kheda peasants
were jubilant, because they knew that what they had achieved was commensurate with their effort, and they had
found the true and infallible method for a redress of their grievances. This knowledge was enough justification for
their jubilation.
Nevertheless the Kheda peasants had not fully understood the inner meaning of satyagraha, and they saw it to
their cost, as we shall see in the chapters to follow.
V.26
The Kheda campaign was launched while the deadly war in Europe was still going, on. Now a crisis had
arrived, and the Viceroy had invited various leaders to a war conference in Delhi. I had also been urged to attend
the conference. I have already referred to the cordial relations between Lord Chelmsford, the Viceroy, and myself.
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In response to the invitation I went to Delhi. I had, however, objections to taking part in the conference, the
principal one being the exclusion from it of leaders like the Ali Brothers.\fn{ The Ali Brothers were Maulana Mohammad
Ali and Maulana Shaukat Ali—two brothers who were at the helm of affairs during the Khilafat Movement in India, a pan-Islamic, political
protest campaign launched by Muslims in British India to influence the British government to keep their word to protect the position of the
Caliph of the Ottoman Empire during the aftermath of World War I. } They were then in jail (below).

† Maulana Mohammad Ali and Maulana Shaukat Ali. Opposing the British decision to abolish the
Caliphate after World War I, they were jailed for two years in September, 1921, on charges of seditious
speech. They had earlier supported Gandhi’s Non-Cooperation movement passed in the Congress Party
session of 1916 at Calcutta, and Gandhi now responded by enlisting the support of the Indian National
Congress and many thousands of Hindus, who joined the Muslims in a demonstration of unity against the
British government, inspiring many hundreds of protests and strikes all over India, like the one below. †

I had met them only once or twice, though I had heard much about them. Everyone had spoken highly of their
services and their courage.
I had not then come in close touch with Hakim Saheb, but Principal Rudra and Dinabandhu Andrews had told
me a deal in his praise. I had met Mr. Shuaib Qureshi and Mr. Khwaja at the Muslim League in Calcutta. I had
also come in contact with Drs. Ansari and Abdur Rahman. I was seeking the friendship of good Musalmans, and
was eager to understand the Musalman mind through contact with their purest and most patriotic representatives. I
therefore never needed any pressure to go with them, wherever they took me, in order to get into intimate touch
with them.
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I had realized early enough in South Africa that there was no genuine friendship between the Hindus and the
Musalmans. I never missed a single opportunity to remove obstacles in the way of unity. It was not in my nature
to placate anyone by adulation, or at the cost of self-respect.
But my South African experiences had convinced me that it would be on the question of Hindu-Muslim unity
that my ahimsa would be put to its severest test, and that the question presented the widest field for my
experiments in ahimsa.
The conviction is still there. Every moment of my life I realize that God is putting me on my trial. Having such
strong convictions on the question when I returned from South Africa, I prized the contact with the Brothers. But
before closer touch could be established they were isolated.
Maulana Mahomed Ali used to write long letters to me from Betul and Chhindwada whenever his jailers
allowed him to do so. I applied for permission to visit the Brothers, but to no purpose. It was after the
imprisonment of the Ali Brothers that I was invited by Muslim friends to attend the session of the Muslim League
at Calcutta. Being I requested to speak, I addressed them on the duty of the Muslims to secure the Brothers’
release. A little while after this I was taken by these friends to the Muslim College at Aligarh. There I invited the
young men to be fakirs for the service of the motherland.
Next I opened correspondence with the Government for the release of the Brothers. In that connection I
studied the Brothers’ views and activities about the Khilafat. I had discussions’ with Musalman friends. I felt that,
if I would become a true friend of the Muslims, I must render all possible help in securing the release of the
Brothers, and a just settlement of the Khilafat question.
It was not for me to enter into the absolute merits of the question, provided there was nothing immoral in their
demands. In matters of religion beliefs differ, and each one’s is supreme for himself. If all had the same belief
about all matters of religion, there would be only one religion in the world.
As time progressed I found that the Muslim demand about the Khilafat was not only not against any ethical
principle, but that the British Prime Minister had admitted the justice of the Muslim demand I felt, therefore,
bound to render what help I could in securing a due fulfillment of the Prime Minister’s pledge. The pledge had
been given in such clear terms that the examination of the Muslim demand on the merits was needed only to
satisfy my own conscience.
*
Friends and critics have criticized my attitude regarding the Khilafat question. In spite of the criticism I feel
that I have no reason to revise it or to regret my cooperation with the Muslims. I should adopt the same attitude,
should a similar occasion arise. When, therefore, I went to Delhi, I had fully intended to submit the Muslim case
to the Viceroy. The Khilafat question had not then assumed the shape it did subsequently. .
But on my reaching Delhi another difficulty in the way of my attending the conference arose. Dinabandhu
Andrews raised a question about the morality of my participation in the war conference. He told me of the
controversy in the British press regarding secret treaties between England and Italy. How could I participate in the
conference, if England had entered into secret treaties with another European power? asked Mr. Andrews.
I knew nothing of the treaties. Dinabandhu Andrews’ word was enough for me. I therefore addressed a letter to
Lord Chelmsford explaining my hesitation to take part in the conference. He invited me to discuss the question
with him. I had a prolonged discussion with him and his Private Secretary Mr. Maffey. As a result I agreed to take
part in the conference. This was in effect the Viceroy’s argument:
“Surely you do not believe that the Viceroy knows everything done by the British Cabinet. I do not claim, no
one claims, that the British Government is infallible. But if you agree that the Empire has been, on the whole, a
power for good, if you believe that Indja has, on the whole, benefited by the British connection, would you not
admit that it is the duty of every Indian citizen to help the Empire in the hour of its need? I too have read what the
British papers say about the secret treaties. I can assure you that I know nothing beyond what the papers say, and
you know the canards that these papers frequently start. Can you, acting on a mere newspaper report, refuse help
to the Empire at such a critical juncture? You may raise whatever moral issues you like and challenge us as much
as you please after the conclusion of the war, not today.”
The argument was not new. It appealed to me as new because of the manner in which, and the hour at which, it
was presented, and I agreed to attend the conference. As regards the Muslim demands I was to address a letter to
the Viceroy.
V.27
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So I attended the conference. The Viceroy was very keen on my supporting the resolution about recruiting. I
asked for permission to speak in Hindi-Hindustani. The Viceroy acceded to my request, but suggested that I
should speak also in English. I had no speech to make. I spoke but one sentence to this effect:
“With a full sense of my responsibility I beg to support the resolution.”
Many congratulated me on my having spoken in Hindustani.
That was, they said, the first instance within living memory of anyone having spoken in Hindustani at such a
meeting. The congratulations and the discovery that I was the first to speak in Hindustani at a Viceregal meeting
hurt my national pride. I felt like shrinking into myself. What a tragedy that the language of the country should be
taboo in meetings held in the country, for work relating to the country, and that a speech there in Hindustani by a
stray individual like myself should be a matter for congratulation! Incidents like these are reminders of the low
state to which we have been reduced.
The one sentence that I uttered at the conference had for me considerable significance. It was impossible for
me to forget either the conference or the resolution I supported.
*
There was one undertaking that I had to fulfill while yet in Delhi. I had to write a letter to the Viceroy. This
was no easy thing for me. I felt it my duty, both in the interests of the Government and of the people, to explain
therein how and why I attended the conference, and to state clearly what the people expected from Government.
In the letter I expressed my regret for the exclusion from the conference of leaders like Lokamanya Tilak and
the Ali Brothers, and stated the people’s minimum political demand as also the demands of the Muslims on
account of the situation created by the war. I asked for permission to publish the letter, and the Viceroy gladly
gave it.
The letter had to be sent to Simla, where the Viceroy had gone immediately after the conference. The letter had
for me considerable importance, and sending it by post would have meant delay. I wanted to save time, and yet I
was not inclined to send it by any messenger I came across. I wanted some pure man to carry it and hand it
personally at the Viceregal Lodge. Dinabandhu Andrews and Principal Rudra suggested the name of the good
Rev. Ireland of the Cambridge Mission. He agreed to carry the letter if he might read it and if it appealed to him
as good. I had no objection as the letter was by no means private. He read it, liked it and expressed his willingness
to carry out the mission. I offered him the second class fare, but he declined it saying he was accustomed to
traveling intermediate. This he did though it was a night journey. His simplicity and his straight and plainspoken
manner captivated me. The letter thus delivered at the hands of a pure-minded man had, as I thought, the desired
result. It eased my mind and cleared my way.
*
The other part of my obligation consisted in raising recruits.\fn{ Recruits to fight alongside the British Army against the
Central Powers in World War I. One million Indian troops would serve overseas, of whom some 67,000 were wounded and a total 74,187
Indian soldiers lost their lives} here could I make a beginning except in Kheda? And whom could I invite to be the first

recruits except my own co-workers? So as soon as I reached Nadiad, I had a conference with Vallabhbhai and
other friends. Some of them could not easily take to the proposal. Those who liked the proposal had misgivings
about its success.
There was no love lost between the Government and the classes to which I wanted to make my appeal. The
bitter experience they had had of the Government officials was still fresh in their .memory. And yet they were in
favor of starting work.
As soon as I set about my task, my eyes were opened. My optimism received a rude shock. Whereas during the
revenue campaign the people readily offered their carts free of charge, and two volunteers came forth when one
was needed, it was difficult now to get a cart even on hire, to say nothing of volunteers. But we would not be
dismayed. We decided to dispense with the use of carts and to do our journeys on foot. At this rate we had to
trudge about 20 miles a day.
If carts were not forthcoming, it was idle to expect people to feed us. It was hardly proper to ask for food. So it
was decided that, every volunteer must carry his food in his satchel. No bedding or sheet was necessary as it was
summer.
We had meetings wherever we went. People did attend, but hardly one or two would offer themselves as
recruits.
“You are a votary of ahimsa, how can you ask us to take up arms?”
“What good has Government done for India to deserve our co-operation?”
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These and similar questions used to be put to us. However, our steady work began to tell. Quite a number of
names were registered, and we hoped that we should be able to have a regular supply as soon as the first batch
was sent. I had already begun to confer with the Commissioner as to where the recruits were to be accommodated.
The Commissioners in every division were holding conferences on the Delhi model. One such was held in
Gujarat. My co-workers and I were invited to it. We attended, but I felt there was even less place for me here than
at Delhi. In this atmosphere of servile submission I felt ill at ease. I spoke somewhat at length. I could say nothing
to please the officials, and had certainly one or two hard things to say.
I used to issue leaflets asking people to enlist as recruits. One of the arguments I had used was distasteful to
the Commissioner:
“Among the many misdeeds of the British rule in India, history will look upon the Act depriving a whole
nation of arms as the blackest. If we want the Arms Act to be repealed, if we want to learn the use of arms, here is
a golden opportunity. If the middle classes render voluntary help to Government in the hour of its trial, distrust
will disappear, and the ban on possessing arms will be withdrawn.”
The Commissioner referred to this and said that he appreciated my presence in the conference in spite of the
differences between us. And I had to justify my standpoint as courteously as I could.
Here is the letter to the Viceroy referred to above:
As you are aware, after careful consideration, I felt constrained to convey to Your Excellency that I could not attend
the Conference for reasons stated in the letter of the 26 th instant (April), but, after the interview, you were good enough
to grant me, I persuaded myself to join it, if for no other cause, then certainly out of my great regard for yourself.
One of my reasons for abstention and perhaps the strongest was that Lokamanya Tilak, Mrs. Besant and the Ali
Brothers, whom I regard as among the most powerful leaders of public opinion, were not invited to the Conference. I
still feel that it was a grave blunder not to have asked them, and I respectfully suggest that that blunder might be
possibly repaired if these leaders were invited to assist the Government by giving it the benefit of their advice at the
Provincial Conferences, which, I understand, are to follow.
I venture to submit that no Government can afford to disregard the leaders, who represent the large masses of the
people as these do, even though they may hold views fundamentally different. At the same time it gives me pleasure to
be able to say that the views of all parties were permitted to be freely expressed at the Committees of the Conference.
For my part, I purposely refrained from stating my views at the Committee at which I had the honor of serving, or at
the Conference itself. I felt that I could best serve the objects of the Conference by simply tendering my support to the
resolutions submitted to it, and this I have done without any reservation. I hope to translate the spoken word into action
as early as the Government can see its way to accept my offer, which I am submitting simultaneously herewith in a
separate letter.
I recognize that in the hour of its danger we must give, as we have decided to give, ungrudging and unequivocal
support to the Empire of which we aspire in the near future to be partners in the same sense as the Dominions overseas.
But it is the simple truth that our response is due to the expectation that our goal will be reached all the more speedily.
On that account, even as performance of duty automatically confers a corresponding right, people are entitled to believe
that the imminent reforms alluded to in your speech will embody the main general principles of the Congress-League
Scheme, and I am sure that it is this faith which has enabled many members of the Conference to tender to the
Government their full-hearted co-operation.
If I could make my countrymen retrace their steps, I would make them withdraw all the Congress resolutions, and
not whisper “Home Rule” or “Responsible Government” during the pendency\fn{Duration} of the War. I would make
India offer all her able-bodied sons as a sacrifice to the Empire at its critical moment, and I know that India, by this
very act, would become the most favored partner in the Empire, and racial distinctions would become a thing of the
past.
But practically the whole of educated India has decided to take a less effective course, and it is no longer possible to
say that educated India does not exercise any influence on the masses. I have been coming into most intimate touch
with the ryots ever since my return from South Africa to India, and I wish to assure you that the desire for Home Rule
has widely penetrated them. I was present at the sessions of the last Congress, and I was a party to the resolution that
full Responsible Government should be granted to British India within a period to be fixed definitely by a
Parliamentary Statute.
I admit that it is a bold step to take, but I feel sure that nothing less than a definite vision of Home Rule to be
realized in the shortest possible time will satisfy the Indian people. I know that there are many in India. who consider
no sacrifice as too great in order to achieve the end, and they are wakeful enough to realize that they must be equally
prepared to sacrifice themselves for the Empire in which they hope and desire to reach their final status. It follows then
that we can but accelerate our journey to the goal by silently and simply devoting ourselves heart and soul to the work
of delivering the Empire from the threatening danger. It will be national suicide not to recognize this elementary truth.
We must perceive that, if we serve to save the Empire, we have in that very act secured Home Rule.
Whilst, therefore, it is clear to me that we should give to the Empire every available man for its defense, I fear that I
cannot say the same thing about, financial assistance. My intimate intercourse with the ryots convinces me that India
has already donated to the Imperial Exchequer beyond her capacity. I know tbat in making this statement I am voicing
the opinion of the majority of my countrymen.
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The Conference means for me, and I believe for many of us, a definite step in the consecration of our lives to the
common cause, but ours is a peculiar position. We are today outside the partnership. Ours is a consecration based on
hope of better future. I should be untrue to you and to my country if I did not clearly and unequivocally tell you what
that hope is. I do not bargain for its fulfillment, but you should know that disappointment of hope means disillusion.
There is one thing I may not omit. You have appealed to us to sink domestic differences. If the appeal involves the
toleration of tyranny and wrong-doing on the part of officials, I am powerless to respond. I shall resist organized
tyranny to the uttermost. The appeal must be to the officials that they do not ill-treat a single soul, and that they consult
and respect popular opinion as never before.
In Champaran by resisting an age-long tyranny I have shown the ultimate sovereignty of British justice. In Kheda a
population that was cursing the Government now feels that it, and not the Government, is the power when it is prepared
to suffer for the truth it represents. It is, therefore, losing its bitterness arid is saying to itself that the Government must
be a Government for people, for it tolerates orderly and respectful disobedience where injustice is felt.
Thus Champaran and Kheda affairs are my direct, definite and special contribution to the War. Ask me to suspend
my activities in that direction and you ask me to suspend my life. If I could popularize the use of soul-force, which is
but another name for love-force, in place of brute force, I know that I could present you with an India that could defy
the whole world to do its worst.
In season and out of season, therefore, I shall discipline myself to express in my life this eternal law of suffering,
and present it for acceptance to those who care, and if I take part in any other activity, the motive is to show the
matchless superiority of that law.
Lastly, I would like you to ask His Majesty’s Ministers to give definite assurance about Mohammedan States. I am
sure you know that every Mohammedan is deeply interested in them. As a Hindu, I cannot be indifferent to their cause.
Their sorrows must be our sorrows. In the most scrupulous regard for the rights of those States and for the Muslim
sentiment as to their places of worship, and your just and timely treatment of India’s claim to Home Rule lies the safety
of the Empire.
I write this, because I love the English nation, and I wish to evoke in every Indian the loyalty of Englishmen.

V.28
I very nearly ruined my constitution during the recruiting campaign. In those days my food principally
consisted of groundnut butter and lemons. I knew that it was possible to eat too much butter and injure one’s
health, arid yet I allowed myself to do so. This gave me a slight attack of dysentery. I did not take serious notice
of this, and went that evening to the ashram, as was my wont every now and then. I scarcely took any medicine in
those days. I thought I should get well if I skipped a meal, and indeed I felt fairly free from trouble as I omitted,
the morning meal next day. I knew, however, that to be entirely free I must prolong my fast and, if I ate anything
at all, I should have nothing but fruit juices.
There was some festival that day, and although I had told Kasturbai that I should have nothing for my midday
meal, she tempted me and I succumbed. As I was under a vow of taking no milk or milk products, she had
specially prepared for me a sweet wheaten porridge with oil added to it instead of ghee. She had reserved too a
bowlful of mung for me.
I was fond of these things, and I readily took them, hoping that without coming to grief I should eat just
enough to please Kasturbai and to satisfy my palate. But the devil had been only waiting for an opportunity.
Instead of eating very little I had my fill of the meal. This was sufficient invitation to the angel of death. Within an
hour the dysentery appeared in acute form.
The same evening I had to go back to Nadiad. I walked with very great difficulty to the Sabarmati station, a
distance of only ten furlongs. Sjt. Vallabhbhai, who joined me at Ahmedabad, saw that I was unwell, but I did not
allow him to guess how unbearable the pain was.
*
We reached Nadiad at about ten o’clock. The Hindu Anathashram where we had our headquarters was only
half a mile from the station; but it was as good as ten for me. I somehow managed to reach the quarters, but the
griping pain was steadily increasing. Instead of using the usual latrine which was a long way off, I asked for a
commode to be placed in the adjoining room. I was ashamed to have to ask for this, but there was no escape. Sjt.
Fulchand immediately procured a commode.
All the friends surrounded me deeply concerned. They were all love and attention, but they could not relieve
my pain. And my obstinacy added to their helplessness. I refused all medical aid. I would take no medicine, but
preferred to suffer the penalty for my folly. So they looked on in helpless dismay.
I must have had thirty to forty motions in twenty-four hours. I fasted, not taking even fruit juices in the
beginning. The appetite had all gone. I had thought all along that I had an iron frame, but I found that my body
had now become a lump of clay. It had lost all power of resistance. Dr. Kanuga came and pleaded with me to take
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medicine. I declined. He offered to give me an injection. I declined that too. My ignorance about injections was in
those days quite ridiculous. I believed that an injection must be some kind of serum. Later I discovered that the
injection that the doctor suggested was a vegetable substance, but the discovery was too late to be of use.
The motions still continued, leaving me completely exhausted. The exhaustion brought on a delirious fever.
The friends got more nervous, and called in more doctors. But what could they do with a patient who would not
listen to them?
Sheth Ambalal with his good wife came down to Nadiad, conferred with my co-workers and removed me with
the greatest care to his Mirzapur bungalow in Ahmedabad. It was impossible for anyone to receive more loving
and selfless service than I had the privilege of having during this illness. But a sort of low fever persisted, wearing
away my body from day to day. I felt that the illness was bound to be prolonged and possibly fatal. Surrounded as
I was with all the love and attention that could be showered on me under Sheth Ambalal’s roof, I began to get
restless and urged him to remove me to the ashram. He had to yield to my importunity.
Whilst I was thus tossing on the bed of pain in the ashram, Sjt. Vallabhbhai brought the news that Germany
had been completely defeated, and that the Commissioner had sent word that recruiting was no longer necessary.
The news that I had no longer to worry myself about recruiting came as a very great relief.
*
I had now been trying hydropathy which gave some relief, but it was a hard job to build up the body. The many
medical advisers overwhelmed me with advice, but I could not persuade myself to take anything. Two or three
suggested meat broth as a way out of the milk vow, and cited authorities from Ayurveda in support of their advice.
One of them strongly recommended eggs. But for all of them I had but one answer: no.
For me the question of diet was not one to be determined on the authority of the shastras. It was one
interwoven with my course of life which is guided by principles no longer depending upon outside authority. I
had no desire to live at the cost of them. How could I relinquish a principle in respect of myself, when I had
enforced it relentlessly in respect of my wife, children and friends?
This protracted and first long illness in my life thus afforded me a unique opportunity to examine my
principles and to test them. One night I gave myself up to despair. I felt that I was at death’s door. I sent word to
Anasuyabehn. She ran down to the Ashram. Vallabhbhai came up with Dr. Kanuga, who felt my pulse and said,
“Your pulse is quite good, I see absolutely no danger. This is a nervous breakdown due to extreme weakness.”
But 1 was far from being reassured. I passed the night without sleep.
The morning broke without death coming. But I could not get rid of the feeling that the end was near, and so I
began to devote all my waking hours to listening to the Gita being read to me by the inmates of the ashram. I was
incapable of reading, I was hardly inclined to talk. The slightest talk meant a strain on the brain. All interest in
living had ceased, as I have never liked to live for the sake of living. It was such an agony to live on in that
helpless state, doing nothing, receiving the service of friends and co-workers, and watching the body slowly
wearing away.
*
Whilst I lay thus ever expectant of death, Dr. Talvalkar came one day with a strange creature.
He hailed from Maharashtra. He was not known to fame, but the moment I saw him I found that he was a
crank like myself. He had come to try his treatment on me.
He had almost finished his course of studies in the Grant Medical College without taking the degree. Later I
came to know that he was a member of the Brahmo Samaj.
Sjt. Kelkar, for that is his name, is a man of an independent and obstinate temperament. He swears by the ice
treatment, which, he wanted to try on me. We gave him the name of “Ice Doctor”. He is quite confident that he
has discovered certain things which have escaped qualified doctors.
It is a pity both for him and me that he has not been able to infect me with his faith in his system. I believe in
his system up to a certain point, but I am afraid he has been hasty in arriving at certain conclusions.
But whatever may be the merits of his discoveries, I allowed him to experiment on my body. I did not mind
external treatment. The treatment consisted in the application of ice all over the body.. Whilst I am unable to
endorse his claim about the effect his treatment had on me, it certainly infused in me a new hope and a new
energy, and the mind naturally reacted on the body.
I began to have an appetite, and to have a gentle walk for five to ten minutes. He now suggested a reform in
my diet. Said he:
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“I assure you that you will have more energy and regain your strength quicker if you take raw eggs. Eggs are
as harmless as milk. They certainly cannot come under the category of meat. And do you know that all eggs are
not fertilized? There are sterilized eggs on the market.”
I was not, however, prepared to take even the sterilized eggs. But the improvement was enough to give me
interest in public activities.
V.29
Friends and doctors assured me that I should recuperate quicker by a change to Matheran, so I went there. But
the water at Matheran being very hard, it made my stay there extremely difficult. As a result of the attack of the
dysentery that I had, my anal tract had become extremely tender, and owing to fissures I felt an excruciating pain
at the time of evacuation, so that the very idea of eating filled me with dread. Before the week was over, I had to
flee from Matheran.
Shankarlal Banker now constituted himself the guardian of my health, and pressed me to consult Dr. Dalal. Dr.
Dalal was called accordingly. His capacity for taking instantaneous decisions captured me. He said:
“I cannot rebuild your body unless you take milk. If in addition you would take iron and arsenic injections, I
would guarantee fully to renovate your constitution.”
“You can give me the injections,” I replied, “but milk is a different question; I have a vow against it.”
“What exactly is the nature of your vow?” the doctor inquired.
I told him the whole history and the reasons behind my vow, how since 1 had come to know that the cow and
the buffalo were subjected to the process of phooka, I had conceived a strong disgust for milk. Moreover, .I had
always held that milk is not the natural diet of man. I had therefore abjured its use altogether. Kasturbai was
standing near my bed listening all the time to this conversation.
“But surely you cannot have any objection to goat’s milk then,” she interposed. The doctor too took up, the
strain.
“If you will take goat’s milk, it will be enough for me,” he said.
I succumbed. My intense eagerness to take up the satyagraha fight had created in me a strong desire to live,
and so I contented myself with adhering to the letter of my vow only, and sacrificed its spirit. For although I had
only the milk of the cow and the she-buffalo in mind when I took the vow, by natural implication it covered the
milk of all animals. Nor could it be right for me to use milk at all, so long as I held that milk is not the natural diet
of man.
Yet knowing all this I agreed to take goat’s milk. The will to live proved stronger than the devotion to truth,
and for once the votary of truth compromised his sacred ideal by his eagerness to take up the satyagraha fight.
The memory of this action even now rankles in my breast and fills me with remorse, and I am constantly thinking
how to give up goat’s milk. But I cannot yet free myself from that subtlest of temptations, the desire to serve,
which still holds me.
My experiments in dietetics are dear to me as a part of my researches in ahimsa. They give me recreation and
joy. But my use of goat’s milk today troubles me not from the viewpoint of dietetic ahimsa so much as from that
of truth, being no less than a breach of pledge. It seems to me that I understand the ideal of truth better than that of
ahimsa, and my experience tells me that, if I let go my hold of truth, I shall never be able to solve the riddle of
ahimsa. The ideal of truth requires that vows taken should be fulfilled in the spirit as well as in the letter. In the
present case I killed the spirit—the soul of my vow—by adhering to its outer form only, and, that is what galls
me.
But in spite of this clear knowledge I cannot see my way straight before me. In other words, perhaps, I have
not the courage to follow the straight course. Both at bottom mean one and the same thing, for doubt is invariably
the result of want or weakness of faith. “Lord, give me faith” is, therefore, my prayer day and night.
Soon after I began taking goat’s milk, Dr. Dalal performed on me a successful operation for fissures. As 1
recuperated, my desire to live revived, especially because God had kept work in store for me.
*
I had hardly begun to feel my way towards recovery, when I happened casually to read in the papers the
Rowlatt Committee’s report which had just been published. Its recommendations startled me.\fn{ This Committee had
been formed in 1918, with Mr. Justice Rowlatt, an English judge, as its Chairman, for the purpose of evaluating political activity conducted
by native groups hostile to the continuation of the British Raj and recommend policies to combat their efforts. It used as its pretext the
alleged financing of native protests by German and Russian (i.e., Communist) interests. Also known as the Black Act, it vested the
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Viceroy’s government with extraordinary powers to quell sedition by silencing the press, detaining the political activists without trial, and
arresting without warrant any individuals suspected of sedition or treason } Shankarlal Banker and Umar Sobani approached me

with the suggestion that I should take some prompt action in the matter.
In about a month I went to Ahmedabad. I mentioned my apprehensions to Vallabhbhai, who used to come to
see me almost daily.
“Something must be done,” said I to him.
“But what can we do in the circumstances?” he asked in reply. I answered,
“If even a handful of men can be found to sign the pledge of resistance, and the proposed measure is passed
into law in defiance of it, we ought to offer satyagraha at once. If I was not laid up like this, I should give battle
against it all alone, and expect others to follow suit. But in my present helpless condition I feel myself to be
altogether unequal to the task.”
As a result of this talk, it was decided to call a small meeting of such persons as were in touch with me. The
recommendations of the Rowlatt Committee seemed to me to be altogether unwarranted by the evidence
published in its report, and were, I felt, such that no self-respecting people could submit to them.
*
The proposed conference was at last held at the ashram. Hardly a score of persons had been invited to it. So far
as I remember, among those who attended were, besides Vallabhbhai, Shrimati Sarojini Naidu, Mr. Horniman, the
late Mr. Umar Sobani, Sjt. Shankarlal Banker and Shrimati Anasuyabehn. The satyagraha pledge was drafted at
this meeting, and, as far as I recollect, was signed by all present. I was not editing any journal at that time, but I
used occasionally to ventilate my views through the daily press. I followed the practice on this occasion.
Shankarlal Banker took up the agitation in right earnest, and for the first time I got an idea of his wonderful
capacity for organization and sustained work. As all hope of any of the existing institutions adopting a novel
weapon like satyagraha seemed to me to be vain, a separate body called the Satyagraha Sabha was established at
my instance. Its principal members were drawn from Bombay where, therefore, its headquarters were fixed.
The intending covenanters began to sign the satyagraha pledge in large numbers, bulletins were issued, and
popular meetings began to be held everywhere recalling all the familiar features of the Kheda campaign. I became
the president of the Satyagraha Sabha.
I soon found that there was not likely to be much chance of agreement between myself and the intelligentsia
composing this Sabha. My insistence on the use of Gujarati in the Sabha, as also some of my other methods of
work that would appear to be peculiar, caused them no small worry and embarrassment. I must say to their credit,
however, that most of them generously put up with my idiosyncrasies.
But from the very beginning it seemed clear to me that the Sabha was not likely to live long. I could see that
already my emphasis on truth and ahimsa had begun to be disliked by some of its members. Nevertheless in its
early stages our new activity went on at full blast, and the movement gathered head rapidly.
V.30
Thus, while on the one hand the agitation against the Rowlatt Committee’s report gathered volume and
intensity, on the other the Government grew more and more determined to give effect to its recommendations, and
the Rowlatt Bill was published. I have attended the proceedings of India’s legislative chamber only once in my
life, and that was on the occasion of the debate on this Bill. Shastriji delivered an impassioned speech, in which
he uttered a solemn note of warning to the Government. The Viceroy seemed to be listening spell-bound, his eyes
riveted on Shastriji as the latter poured forth the hot stream of his eloquence. For the moment it seemed to me as
if the Viceroy could not but be deeply moved by it, it was so true and so full of feeling.
But you can wake a man only if he is really asleep; no effort that you may make will produce any effect upon
him if he is merely pretending sleep. That was precisely the Government’s position. It was anxious only to go
through the farce of legal formality. Its decision had already been made. Shastriji’s solemn warning was,
therefore, entirely lost upon the Government.
In these circumstances mine could only be a cry in the wilderness. I earnestly pleaded with the Viceroy. I
addressed him private letters as also public letters, in the course of which I clearly told him that the Government’s
action left me no other course except to resort to satyagraha. But it was all in vain.
*
The Bill had not yet been gazetted\fn{ Published in the Government gazette:H} as an Act. I was in a very weak
condition, but when I received an invitation from Madras I decided to take the risk of the long journey.
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I could not at that time sufficiently raise my voice at meetings. The incapacity to address meetings standing
still abides. My entire frame would shake, and heavy throbbing would start on an attempt to speak standing for
any length of time.
I have ever felt at home in the south. Thanks to my South African work I felt I had some sort of special right
over the Tamils and Telugus, and the good people of the south have never belied my belief. The invitation had
come over the signature of the late Sjt. Kasturi Ranga Iyengar. But the man behind the invitation, as I
subsequently learnt on my way to Madras, was Rajagopalachari. This might be said to be my first acquaintance
with him; at any rate this was the first time that we came to know each other personally.
Rajagopalachari had then only recently left Salem\fn{ Salem, India:H} to settle down for legal practice in Madras
at the pressing invitation of friends like the late Sjt. Kasturi Ranga Iyengar, and that with a view to taking a more
active part in public life. It was with him that we had put up in Madras. This discovery I made only after we had
stayed with him for a couple of days. For, since the bungalow that we were staying in belonged to Sjt. Kasturi
Ranga Iyengar. I was under the impression that we were his guests. Mahadev Desai, however, corrected me. He
very soon formed a close acquaintance with Rajagopalachari, who, from his innate shyness, kept himself
constantly in the background. But Mahadev put me on my guard.
“You should cultivate this man,” he said to me one day.
And so I did. We daily discussed together plans of the fight, but beyond the holding of public meetings I could
not then think of any other programme. I felt myself at a loss to discover how to offer civil disobedience against
the Rowlatt Bill if it was finally passed into law. One could disobey it only if the Government gave one the
opportunity for it. Failing that, could we civilly disobey other laws? And if so, where was the line to be drawn?
These and a host of similar questions formed the theme of these discussions of ours.
Sjt. Kasturi Ranga Iyengar called together a small conference of leaders to thrash out the matter. Among those
who took a conspicuous part in it was Sjt. Vijayaraghavachari. He suggested that I should draw up a
comprehensive manual of the science of satyagraha, embodying even minute details. I felt the task to be beyond
my capacity, and I confessed. as much to him.
*
While these cogitations were still going on, news was received that the Rowlatt Bill had been published as an
Act. That night I fell asleep while thinking over the question. Towards the small hours of the morning I woke up
somewhat earlier than usual. I was still in that twilight condition between sleep and consciousness when suddenly
the idea broke upon me; it was as if in a dream. Early in the morning I related the whole story to Rajagopalachari.
“The idea came to me last night in a dream that we should call upon the country to observe a general
hartal.\fn{Strike} Satyagraha is a process of self-purification, and ours is a sacred fight, and it seems to me to be in
the fitness of things that it should be commenced with an act of self-purification.
“Let all the people of India, therefore, suspend their business on that day and observe the day as one of fasting
and prayer. The Musalmans may not fast for more than one day; so the duration of the fast should be 24 hours. It
is very difficult to say whether all the provinces would respond to this appeal of ours or not, but I feel fairly sure
of Bombay, Madras, Bihar and Sindh. I think we should have every reason to feel satisfied even if all these places
observe the hartal fittingly.”
Rajagopalachari was at once taken up with my suggestion. Other friends too welcomed it when it was
communicated to them later. I drafted a brief appeal. The date of the hartal was first fixed on the 30 th March 1919,
but was subsequently changed to 6th April. The people thus had only a short notice of the hartal. As the work had
to be started at once, it was hardly possible to give longer notice.
But who knows how it all came about? The whole of India from one end to the other, towns as well as villages,
observed a complete hartal on that day. It was a most wonderful spectacle.
V.31
After a short tour in South India I reached Bombay, I think on the 4 th April, having received a wire from Sjt.
Shankarlal Banker asking me to be present there for the 6 th of April celebrations. But in the meanwhile Pelhi had
already observed the hartal on the 30th March. The word of the late Swami Shraddhanandji and Hakim Ajmal
Khan Saheb was law there. The wire about the postponement of the hartal till the 6th of April had reached there
too late.
Delhi had never witnessed a hartal like that before. Hindus and Musalmans seemed united like one man.
Swami Shraddhanandji was invited to deliver a speech in the Jumma Masjid, which he did.
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All this was more than the authorities could bear. The police checked the hartal procession as it was
proceeding towards the railway station, and opened fire, causing a number of casualties, and the reign of
repression commenced in Delhi.
Shraddhanandji urgently summoned me to Delhi. I wired back, saying I would start for Delhi immediately
after the 6th of April celebrations were over in Bombay.
The story of happenings in Delhi was repeated with variations in Lahore and Amritsar. From Amritsar Drs.
Satyapal and Kitchluhid sent me a pressing invitation to go there. I was altogether unacquainted with them at that
time, but I communicated to them my intention to visit Amritsar after Delhi.
On the morning of the 6 th the citizens of Bombay flocked in their thousands to the Chowpati for a bath in the
sea, after which they moved on in a procession to Thakurdvar. The procession included a fair sprinkling of
women and children, while the Musalmans joined it in large numbers. From Thakurdvar some of us who were in
the procession were taken by the Musalman friends to a mosque near by where Mrs. Naidu and myself were
persuaded to deliver speeches.
Sjt. Vithaldas Jerajani proposed that we should then and there administer the swadeshi and Hindu-Muslim
unity pledges to the people, but I resisted the proposal on the ground that pledges should not be administered or
taken in precipitate hurry, and that we should be satisfied with what was already being done by the people. A
pledge once taken, I argued, must not be broken afterwards; therefore it was necessary that the implications of the
swadeshi pledge should be clearly understood, and the grave responsibility entailed by the pledge regarding
Hindu-Muslim unity fully realized by all concerned In the end I suggested that those who wanted to take the
pledges should again assemble on the following morning for the purpose.
*
Needless to say the hartal in Bombay was a complete success. Full preparation had been made for starting
civil disobedience. Two or three things had been discussed in this connection. It was decided that civil
disobedience might be offered in respect of such laws only as easily lent themselves to being disobeyed by the
masses.
The salt tax was extremely unpopular and a powerful movement had been for some time past going on to
secure its repeal. I therefore suggested that the people might prepare salt from sea-water in their own houses in
disregard of the salt laws.
My other suggestion was about the sale of proscribed literature. Two of my books, viz., Hind Swaraj and
Sarvodaya (Gujarati adaptation of Ruskin’s Unto This Last), which had been already proscribed, came handy for
this purpose. To print and sell them openly seemed to be the easiest way of offering civil disobedience. A
sufficient number of copies of the books was therefore printed. and it was arranged to sell them at the end of the
monster meeting that was to be held that evening after the breaking of the fast.
*
On the evening of the 6th an army of volunteers issued forth accordingly with this prohibited literature to sell it
among the people. Both Shrimati Sarojini Devi and I went out in cars. All the copies were soon sold out. The
proceeds of the sale were to be utilized for furthering the civil disobedience campaign. Both these books were
priced at four annas per copy, but I hardly remember anybody having purchased them from me at their face value
merely. Quite a large number of people simply poured out all the cash that was in their pockets to purchase their
copy. Five and ten rupee notes just flew out to cover the price of a single copy, while in one case I remember
having sold a copy for fifty rupees!
It was duly explained to the people that they were liable to be arrested and imprisoned for purchasing the
proscribed literature. But for the moment they had shed all fear of jail-going.
It was subsequently learnt that the Government had conveniently taken the view that the books that had been
proscribed by it had not in fact been sold, and that what we had sold was not held as coming under the definition
of proscribed literature. The reprint was held by the Government to be a new edition of the books that had been
proscribed and to sell them did not constitute an offence under the law. This news caused general disappointment.
The next morning another meeting was held for the administration of the pledges with regard to swadeshi and
Hindu-Muslim unity. Vithaldas Jerajani for the first time realized that all is not gold that glitters. Only a handful
of persons came. I distinctly remember some of the sisters who were present on that occasion. The men who
attended, were also very few. I had already drafted the pledge and brought it with me. I thoroughly explained its
meaning to those present before I administered it to them.
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The paucity of the attendance neither pained nor surprised me, for I have noticed this characteristic difference
in the popular attitude—partiality for exciting work, dislike for quiet constructive effort. The difference has
persisted to this day. But I shall have to devote to this subject a chapter by itself. To return to the story.
*
On the night of the 7th I started for Delhi and Amritsar. On reaching Mathura on the 8 th I first heard rumors
about my probable arrest. At the next stoppage after Mathura, Acharya Gidvani came to meet me, and gave me
definite news that I was to be arrested, and offered his services to me if I should need them. I thanked him for the
offer, assuring him that I would not fail to avail myself of it, if and when I felt it necessary. Before the train had
reached Palwalrailway station, I was served with a written order to the effect that I was prohibited from entering
the boundary of the Punjab, as my presence there was likely to result in a disturbance of the peace.
I was asked by the police to get down from the train. I refused to do so saying,
“I want to go to the Punjab in response to a pressing invitation, not to foment unrest, but to allay it. I am
therefore sorry that it is not possible for me to comply with this order.”
At last the train reached Palwal. Mahadev was with me. I asked him to proceed to Delhi to convey to Swami
Shraddhanandji the news about what had happened and to ask the people to remain calm. He was to explain why I
had decided to disobey the order served upon me and suffer the penalty for disobeying it, and also why it would
spell victory for our side if we could maintain perfect peace in spite of any punishment that might be inflicted
upon me.
*
At Palwal railway station I was taken out of the train and put under police custody. A train from Delhi came in
a short time. I was made to enter a third class carriage, the police party accompanying.
On reaching Mathura, I was taken to the police barracks, but no police official could tell me as to what they
proposed to do with me or where I was to be taken next. Early at 4 o’clock the next morning I was waked up and
put in a goods train that was going towards Bombay. At noon I was again made to get down at Sawai Madhopur.
Mr. Bowring, Inspector of Police, who arrived by the Mail train from Lahore, now took charge of me.
I was put in a first class compartment with him. And from an ordinary prisoner I became a “gentleman”
prisoner. The officer commenced a long panegyric of Sir Michael O’Dwyr.\fn{ In December 1912, while Lord Hardinge
was Viceroy of India, Michael Francis O’Dwyer was appointed Lieutenant Governor of the Punjab, a post which he held until 1919. When
he assumed charge in May 1913, he was cautioned by the Viceroy that “the Punjab was the Province about which the Government were
then the most concerned; that there was much inflammable material lying about; which required very careful handling if an explosion was
to be avoided.”}

† Lieutenant Governor Michael Francis O’Dwyer (1864-1940) who some historians now believe
premeditated the massacre at Jallianwala Bagh in Amritsar of April 13, 1919, in which British troops under
the command of Col. Reginald Dyer, fired on a crowd of non-violent protesters and religious pilgrims for
ten minutes, directing their bullets largely towards the few open gates through which people were trying to
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flee, killing according to Indian sources some 1,000 people and wounding 500 more. Winston Churchill
referred to it as “monstrous”, while Prime Minister Asquith called it “one of the worst outrages in the
whole of our history”. Winston Churchill, in the House of Commons debate of 8 July 1920, said, “The
crowd was unarmed, except with bludgeons. It was not attacking anybody or anything … When fire had
been opened upon it to disperse it, it tried to run away. Penned up in a narrow place considerably smaller
than Trafalgar Square, with hardly any exits, and packed together so that one bullet would drive through
three or four bodies, the people ran madly this way and the other. When the fire was directed upon the
centre, they ran to the sides. The fire was then directed to the sides. Many threw themselves down on the
ground, the fire was then directed down on the ground. This was continued to 8 to 10 minutes, and it
stopped only when the ammunition had reached the point of exhaustion.” After Churchill's speech in the
House of Commons debate, MPs voted 247 to 37 against Dyer and in support of the Government. W/H †
Sir Michael had nothing against me personally, he went on, only he apprehended a disturbance of the peace if I
entered the Punjab and so on. In the end he requested me to return to Bombay of my own accord and agree not to
cross the frontier of the Punjab.
I replied that I could not possibly comply with the order, and that I was not prepared of my own accord to go
back. Whereupon the officer, seeing no other course, told me that he would have to enforce the law against me.
“But what do you want to do with me?” I asked him. He replied that he himself did not know, but was awaiting
further orders.
“For the present,” he said, “I am taking you to Bombay.”
We reached Surat. Here I was made over to the charge of another police officer.
“You are now free,” the officer told me when we had reached Bombay.
“It would however be better,” he added, “if you get down near the Marine Lines where I shall get the train
stopped for you. At Colaba there is likely to be a big crowd.”
I told him that I would be glad to follow his wish. He was pleased and thanked me for it. Accordingly I
alighted at the Marine Lines. The carriage of a friend just happened to be passing by. It took me and left me at
Revashankar Jhaveri’s place.
The friend told me that the news of my arrest had incensed the people and roused them to a pitch of mad
frenzy.
“An outbreak is apprehended every minute, near Pydhuni, the Magistrate and the police have already arrived
there,” he added.
*
Scarcely had I reached my destination, when Umar Sobani and Anasuyabehn arrived and asked me to motor to
Pydhuni at once.
“The people have become impatient, and are very much excited,” they said, “We cannot pacify them. Your
presence alone can do it.”
I got into the car. Near Pydhuni I saw that a huge crowd had gathered.
On seeing me the people went mad with joy. A procession was immediately formed, and the sky was rent with
the shouts of Vande mataram and Allaho akbar.
At Pydhuni we sighted a body of mounted police. Brickbats were raining down from above. I besought the
crowd to be calm, but it seemed as if we should not be able to escape the shower of brickbats. As the procession
issued out of Abdur Rahman Steet and was about to proceed towards the Crawford Market, it suddenly found
itself confronted by a body of the mounted police, who had arrived there to prevent it from proceeding further in
the direction of the Fort.
The crowd was densely packed. It had almost broken through the police cordon. There was hardly any chance
of my voice being heard in that vast concourse.
Just then the officer in charge of the mounted police gave the order to disperse the crowd, and at once the
mounted party charged upon the crowd brandishing their lances as they went. For a moment I felt that I would be
hurt. But my apprehension was groundless; the lances just grazed the car as the lancers swiftly passed by.
The ranks of the people were soon broken, and they were thrown into utter confusion, which was soon
converted into a rout. Some got trampled under foot, others were badly mauled and crushed. In that seething mass
of humanity there was hardly any room for the horses to pass, nor was there any exit by which the people could
disperse.
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So the lancers blindly cut their way through the crowd. I hardly imagine they could see what they were doing.
The whole thing presented a most dreadful spectacle. The horsemen and the people were mixed together in mad
confusion.
Thus the crowd was dispersed and its progress checked. Our motor was allowed to proceed. I had it stopped
before the Commissioner’s office, and got down to complain to him about the conduct of the police.
V.32
So I went to the Commissioner Mr. Griffith’s office. All about the staircase leading to the office I saw soldiers
armed from top to toe, as though for military action. The verandah was all astir. When I was admitted to the
office, I saw Mr. Bowring sitting with Mr. Griffith.
I described to the Commissioner the scenes I had witnessed. He replied briefly:
“I did not want the procession to proceed to the Fort, as a disturbance was inevitable there. And as I saw that
the people would not listen to persuasion, I could not help ordering the mounted police to charge through the
crowd.”
“But,” said I, “you knew what the consequences must be. The horses were bound to trample on the people. I
think it was quite unnecessary to send that contingent of mounted men.”
“You cannot judge that,” said Mr. Griffith. “We police officers know better than you the effect of your teaching
on the people. If we did not start with drastic measures, the situation would pass out of our hands. I tell you that
the people are sure to go out of your control. Disobedience of law will quickly appeal to them; it is beyond them
to understand the duty of keeping peaceful. I have no doubt about your intentions, but the people will not
understand them. They will follow their natural instinct.”
“It is there that I join issue with you,” I replied. “The people are not by nature violent but peaceful.” And thus
we argued at length. Ultimately Mr. Griffith said,
“But suppose you were convinced that your teaching had been lost on the people, what would you do?”
“I should suspend civil disobedience if I were so convinced.”
“What do you mean? You told Mr. Bowring that you would proceed to the Punjab the moment you were
released.”
“Yes, I wanted to do so by the next available train. But it is out of the question today.”
“If you will be patient, the conviction is sure to grow on you. Do you know what is happening in Ahmedabad?
and what has happened in Amritsar? People have everywhere gone nearly mad. I am not yet in possession of all
the facts. The telegraph wires have been cut in some places. I put it to you that the responsibility for all these
disturbances lies on you.”
“I assure you I should readily take it upon myself wherever I discovered it. But I should be deeply pained and
surprised, if I found that there were disturbances in Ahmedabad. I cannot answer for Amritsar. I have never been
there, no one knows me there. But even about the Punjab I am certain of this much that, had not the Punjab
Government prevented my entry into the Punjab, I should have been considerably helpful in keeping the peace
there. By preventing me they gave the people unnecessary provocation.”
And so we argued on and on. It was impossible for us to agree. I told him that I intended to address a meeting
on Chowpati and to ask the people to keep the peace, and took leave of him.
*
The meeting was held on the Chowpati sands. I spoke at length on the duty of non-violence and on the
limitations of satyagraha, and said:
“Satyagraha is essentially a weapon of the truthful. A satyagrahi is pledged to non-violence, and, unless people
observe it in thought, word and deed, I cannot offer mass satyagraha.”
Anasuyabehn, too, had received news of disturbance in Ahmedabad. Some one had spread a rumour that she
also had been arrested. The mill-hands had gone mad over her rumoured arrest, struck work and committed acts
of violence, and a sergeant had been done to death. Vc
*
I proceeded to Ahmedabad. I learnt that an attempt had been made to pull up the rails near the Nadiad railway
station, that a Government officer had been murdered in Viramgam, and that Ahmedabad was under martial law.
The people were terror-stricken. They had indulged in acts of violence and were being made to pay for them with
interest.
1729

A police officer was waiting at the station to escort me to Mr. Pratt, the Commissioner. I found him in a state of
rage. I spoke to him gently, and expressed my regret for the disturbances. I suggested that martial law was
unnecessary, and declared my readiness to co-operate in all efforts to restore peace. I asked for permission to hold
a public meeting on the grounds of the Sabarmati Ashram.
The proposal appealed to him, and the meeting was held, I think, on Sunday, the 13 th of April, and martial law
was withdrawn the same day or the day after. Addressing the meeting, I tried to bring home to the people the
sense of their wrong, declared a penitential fast of three days for myself, appealed to the people to go on a similar
fast for a day, and suggested to those who had been guilty of acts of violence to confess their guilt.
I saw my duty as clear as daylight. It was unbearable for me to find that the laborers, amongst whom I had
spent a good deal of my time, whom I had served, and from whom I had expected better things, had taken part in
the riots, and I felt I was a sharer in their guilt.
Just as I suggested to the people to confess their guilt, I suggested to the Government to condone the crimes.
Neither accepted my suggestion.
*
The late Sir Ramanbhai and other citizens of Ahmedabad came to me with an appeal to suspend satyagraha.
The appeal was needless, for I had already made up my mind to suspend satyagraha so long as people had not
learnt the lesson of peace.
The friends went away happy. There were, however, others who were unhappy over the decision. They felt
that, if I expected peace everywhere and regarded it as a condition precedent to launching satyagraha, mass
satyagraha would be an impossibility.
I was sorry to disagree with them. If those amongst whom I worked, and whom I expected to be prepared for
non-violence and self-suffering, could not be non-violent, satyagraha was certainly impossible. I was firmly of
opinion that those who wanted to lead the people to satyagraha ought to be able to keep the people within the
limited non-violence expected of them. I hold the same opinion even today.
V.33
Almost immediately after the Ahmedabad meeting I went to Nadiad. It was here that I first used the expression
“Himalayan miscalculation” which obtained such a wide currency afterwards. Even at Ahmedabad I had begun to
have a dim perception of my mistake.
But when I reached Nadiad and saw the actual state of things there and heard reports about a large number of
people from Kheda district, having been arrested, it suddenly dawned upon me that I had committed a grave error
in calling upon the people in the Kheda district and elsewhere to launch upon civil disobedience prematurely, as it
now seemed to me.
I was addressing a public meeting. My confession brought down upon me no small amount of ridicule. But I
have never regretted having made that confession. For I have always held that it is only when one sees one’s own
mistakes with a convex lens, and does just the reverse in the case of others, that one is able to arrive at a just
relative estimate of the two. I further believe that a scrupulous and conscientious observance of this rule is
necessary for one who wants to be a satyagrahi.
*
Let us now see what that Himalayan miscalculation was.
Before one can be fit for the practice of civil disobedience one must have rendered a willing and respectful
obedience to the state laws. For the most part we obey such laws out of fear of the penalty for their breach, and
this holds good particularly in respect of such laws as do not involve a moral principle. For instance, an honest.
respectable man will not suddenly take to stealing. whether there is a law against stealing or not; but this very
man will not feel any remorse for failure to observe the rule about carrying head-lights on bicycles after dark.
Indeed it is doubtful whether he would even accept advice kindly about being more careful in this respect.
But he would observe any obligatory rule of this kind, if only to escape the inconvenience of facing a
prosecution for a breach of the rule. Such compliance is not, however, the willing and spontaneous obedience that
is required of a satyagrahi. A satyagrahi obeys the laws of society intelligently and of his own free will, because
he considers it to be his sacred duty to do so. It is only when a person has thus obeyed the laws of society
scrupulously that he is in a position to judge as to which particular rules are good and just and which unjust and
iniquitous. Only then does the right accrue to him of the civil disobedience of certain laws in well-defined
circumstances.
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My error lay in my failure to observe this necessary limitation. I had called on the people to launch upon civil
disobedience before they had thus qualified themselves for it, and this mistake seemed to me of Himalayan
magnitude. As soon as I entered the Kheda District, all the old recollections of the Kheda Satyagraha struggle
came back to me, and I wondered how I could have failed to perceive what was so obvious. I realized that before
a people could be fit for offering civil disobedience. they should thoroughly understand its deeper implications.
That being so, before re-starting civil disobedience on a mass scale, it would be necessary to create a band of
well-tried, pure-hearted volunteers who thoroughly understood the strict conditions of satyagraha. They could
explain these to the people, and by sleepless vigilance keep them on the right path.
With these thoughts filling my mind I reached Bombay, raised a corps of satyagrahi volunteers through the
Satyagraha Sabha there, and with their help commenced the work of educating the people with regard to the
meaning and inner significance of satyagraha. This was principally done by issuing leaflets of an educative
character bearing on the subject.
But whilst this work was going on, I could see that it was a difficult task to interest the people in the peaceful
side of satyagraha. The volunteers too failed to enlist themselves in large numbers. Nor did all those who actually
enlisted take anything like a regular systematic training, and as the days passed by, the number of fresh recruits
began gradually to dwindle instead of to grow. I realized that the progress of the training in civil disobedience was
not going to be as rapid as I had at first expected.
V.34
Thus, whilst this movement for the preservation of non-violence was making steady though slow progress on
the one hand, Government’s policy of lawless repression was in full career on the other, and was manifesting
itself in the Punjab in all its nakedness. Leaders were put under arrest, martial law, which in other words meant no
law, was proclaimed, special tribunals were set up. These tribunals were not courts of justice, but instruments for
carrying out the arbitrary will of an autocrat. Sentences were passed unwarranted by evidence and in flagrant
violation of justice.
In Amritsar innocent men an women were made to crawl like worms on their bellies.\fn{ This was at a point where a
Miss Marcella Sherwood had been dragged from her bicycle, stripped naked and assaulted by a mob earlier on; anyone wishing to proceed
in the street between 6 am and 8 pm was forced to crawl the 200 yards on all fours, lying flat on their bellies. The order was in effect from
April 19 to April 25; in addition, no doctors or supplies were allowed to come into the street, forcing any sick people in the houses there to
lie unattended. “Colonel Dyer later explained to a British inspector: “Some Indians crawl face downwards in front of their gods. I wanted
them to know that a British woman is as sacred as a Hindu god and therefore they have to crawl in front of her, too.” He also authorized the
indiscriminate, public whipping of locals who came within lathi length of British policemen. Miss Marcella Sherwood later defended
Colonel Dyer, describing him ‘as the savior of the Punjab’.” (It should be noted that none of these houses had any back doors, and in order
to circumvent the order, people had to climb down the backs of their own homes from their roofs):W,H } Before this outrage the

Jallianwala Bagh tragedy paled into insignificance in my eyes, though it was this massacre principally that
attracted the attention of the people of India and of the world.\fn{ It was here on April 13, 1919, that some 5,000 unarmed
civilians, including women and children, had peacefully assembled to participate in a non-political event—the annual Baisakhi
celebrations, which are both a religious and cultural festival of the Punjabis—possibly in ignorance that they were by doing so in violation
of martial law. Upon entering the park, the commanding officer, Reginald Dyer, ordered his 50 soldiers, all armed with .303 Lee-Enfield
rifles, to shoot directly into the crowd. Shooting continued until his troops’ supply of 1,650 rounds of ammunition was almost exhausted.
The shooting continued unabated for about 10 minutes. Later, Dyer’s own testimony revealed that the crowd was not given any warning to
disperse and he was not remorseful for having ordered his troops to shoot. The official reports quote 379 dead and over 1,000 injured.
However, public enquiry estimates, estimates from Government Civil Servants in the city (commissioned by the Punjab Sub-committee of
Indian National Congress) as well as counts from the Home Political cite numbers well over a thousand dead. According to a Home
Political Deposit report, the number was more than 1,000, with more than 1,200 wounded. A Dr. Smith, a British civil surgeon at Amritsar,
indicated over 1,800 casualties. On the day after the massacre, Dyer issued the following statement, directed at the residents of Armritsar:
“You people know well that I am a Sepoy and soldier. Do you want war or peace? If you wish for a war, the Government is prepared for it,
and if you want peace, then obey my orders and open all your shops; else I will shoot. For me the battlefield of France or Amritsar is the
same. I am a military man and I will go straight. Neither shall I move to the right nor to the left. Speak up, if you want war? In case there is
to be peace, my order is to open all shops at once. You people talk against the Government and persons educated in Germany and Bengal
talk sedition. I shall report all these. Obey my orders. I do not wish to have anything else. I have served in the military for over 30 years. I
understand the Indian Sepoy and Sikh people very well. You will have to obey my orders and observe peace. Otherwise the shops will be
opened by force and Rifles. You will have to report to me of the badmash.\fn{Disobedient ones} I will shoot them. Obey my orders and open
shops. Speak up if you want war? You have committed a bad act in killing the English .\fn{Five Englishmen had been murdered in the city
earlier in three days of rioting} The revenge will be taken upon you and upon your children.”:W,H}

I was pressed to proceed to the Punjab immediately in disregard of consequences. I wrote and also telegraphed
to the Viceroy asking far permission to go there, but in vain. If I proceeded without the necessary permission, I
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should not be allowed to cross the boundary of the Punjab, but left to find what satisfaction I could from civil
disobedience.
I was thus confronted by a serious dilemma. As things stood, to break the order against my entry into the
Punjab could, it seemed to me, hardly be classed as civil disobedience, for I did not see around me the kind of
peaceful atmosphere that I wanted, and the unbridled repression in the Punjab had further served to aggravate and
deepen the feelings of resentment: For me, therefore, to offer civil disobedience at such a time, even if it were
possible, would have been like fanning the flame. I therefore decided not to proceed to the Punjab in spite of the
suggestion of friends.
It was a bitter pill for me to swallow. Tales of rank injustice and oppression came pouring in daily from the
Punjab, but all I could do was to sit helplessly by and gnash my teeth.
*
Just then Mr. Horniman, in whose hands The Bombay Chronicle had become a formidable force, was suddenly
spirited away by the authorities. This act of the Government seemed to me to be surrounded by a foulness which
still stinks in my nostrils. I know that Mr. Horniman never desired lawlessness. He had not liked my breaking the
prohibitory order of the Punjab Government without the permission of the Satyagraha Committee, and had fully
endorsed the decision to suspend civil disobedience. I had even received from him a letter advising suspension
before I had announced my decision to that effect. Only owing to the distance between Bombay and Ahmenabad I
got the letter after the announcement. His sudden deportation therefore caused me as much pain as surprise.
As a result of these developments I was asked by the directors of The Bombay Chronicle to take up the
responsibility of conducting that paper. Mr. Brelvi was already there on the staff, so not much remained to be
done by me, but as usual with my nature, the responsibility would have become an additional tax. But the
Government came, as it were, to my rescue, for by its order the publication of The Chronicle had to be suspended.
The friends who were directing the management of The Chronicle, viz., Messrs. Umar Sphani and Shankarlal
Banker, were at this time also controlling Young India. They suggested that, in view of the suppression of The
Chronicle, I should now take up the editorship of Young India, and that, in order to fill the gap left by the former,
Young India should be converted from a weekly into a bi-weekly organ.
This was what I felt also. I was anxious to expound the inner meaning of satyagraha to the public, and also
hoped that through this effort I should at least be able to do justice to the Punjab situation. For, behind all I wrote,
there was potential satyagraha, and the Government knew as much. I therefore readily accepted the suggestion
made by these friends.
*
But how could the general public be trained in satyagraha through the medium of English? My principal field
of work lay in Gujarat. Sjt. Indulal Yajnik was at that time associated with the group of Messrs. Sobani and
Banker. He was conducting the Gujarati monthly Navajivan which had the financial backing of these friends.
They placed the monthly at my disposal, and further Sjt. Indulal offered to work on it. This monthly was
converted into a weekly.
In the meantime The Chronicle was resuscitated. Young India was therefore restored to its original weekly
form. To have published the two weeklies from two different places would have been very inconvenient to me and
involved more expenditure. As Navajivan was already being published from Ahmedabad Young India was also
removed there at my suggestion.
There were other reasons besides for this change. I had already learnt from my experience of Indian Opinion
that such journals needed a press of their own. Moreover the press laws in force in India at that time were such
that, if I wanted to express my views untrammeled, the existing printing presses, which were naturally run for
business, would have hesitated to publish them. The need for setting up a press of our own. therefore, became all
the more imperative, and since this could be conveniently done only at Ahmedabad, Young India too had to be
taken there.
Through these journals I now commenced to the best of my ability th,e work of educating the reading public in
satyagraba. Both of them had reached a very wide circulation, which at one time rose to the neighbourhood of
forty thousand each. But while the circulation of Navajivan went up at a bound, that of Young India increased
only by slow degrees. After my incarceration the circulation of both these journals fell to a low ebb, and today
stands below eight thousand.
From the very start I set my face against taking advertisements in these journals. I do not think that they have
lost anything thereby. On the contrary, it is my belief that it has in no small measure helped them to maintain their
independence.
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Incidentally these journals helped me also to some extent to remain at peace with myself for, whilst immediate
resort to civil disobedience was out of the question, they enabled me freely to ventilate my views and to put heart
into the people. Thus I feel that both the journals rendered good service to the people in this hour of trial, and did
their humble bit towards lightening the tyranny of the martial law.
V.35
Sir Michael O’Dwyer held me responsible\fn{ In a book entitled Gandhi and Anarchy} for all that had happened in the
Punjab, and some irate young Punjabis held me responsible for the martial law. They asserted that, if only I had
not suspended civil disobedience, there would have been no Jallianwala Bagh massacre. Some of them even went
the length of threatening me with assassination if I went to the Punjab. But I felt that my position was so correct
and above question that no intelligent person could misunderstand it
I was impatient to go to the Punjab. I had never I been there before, and that made me all the more anxious to
see things for myself. Dr. Satyapal, Dr. Kitchlu and Pandit Rambhaj Dutt Chowdhari, who had invited me to the
Punjab, were at this time in jail. But I felt sure that the Government could not dare to keep them and the other
prisoners in prison for long.
A large number of Punjabis used to come and see me whenever I was in Bombay. I ministered to them a word
of cheer on these occasions, and that would comfort them. My self-confidence of that time was infectious.
But my going to the Punjab had to be postponed again and again. The Viceroy would say, “Not yet”, every
time I asked for permission to go there, and so the thing dragged on.
In the meantime the Hunter Committee was announced to hold an inquiry in connection with the Punjab
Government’s doings under the martial law. Mr. C. F. Andrews had now reached the Punjab. His letters gave a
heart-rending description of the state of things there, and I formed the impression that the martial law atrocities
were in fact even worse than the press reports had showed.
He pressed me urgently to come and join him. At the same time Malaviyaji sent telegrams asking me to
proceed to the Punjab at once. I once more telegraphed to the Viceroy asking whether I could now go to the
Punjab. He wired back in reply that I could go there after a certain date. I cannot exactly recollect now, but I think
it was 17th of October.
*
The scene that I witnessed on my arrival at Lahore can never be effaced from my memory. The railway station
was from end to end one seething mass of humanity. The entire populace had turned out of doors in eager
expectation, as if to meet a dear relation after a long separation, and was delirious with joy. I was put up at the late
Pandit Rambhaj Dutt’s bungalow, and the burden of entertaining me fell on the shoulders of Shrimati Sarala Devi.
A
burden it truly was, for even then, as now, the place where I was accommodated became a veritable caravanserai.
Owing to the principal Punjab leaders being in jail, their place, I found, had been properly taken up by Pandit
Malaviyaji, Pandit Motilalji and the late Swami Shraddhanandji. Malaviyaji and Shraddhanandji I had known
intimately before, but this was the first occasion on which I came in close personal contact with Motilalji. All
these leaders, as also such local leaders as had escaped the privilege of going to jail, at once made me feel
perfectly at home amongst them, so that I never felt like a stranger in their midst.
How we unanimously decided not to lead evidence before the Hunter Committee is now a matter of history.
The reasons for that decision were published at that time, and need not be recapitulated here. Suffice it to say that,
looking back upon these events from this distance of time, I still feel that our decision to boycott the Committee
was absolutely correct and proper.
As a logical consequence of the boycott of the, Hunter Committee. it was decided to appoint a non-official
Inquiry Committee, to hold almost a parallel inquiry on behalf of the Congress. Pandit Motilal Nehru, the late
deshbandhu\fn{Friend of the country} C.R. Das, Sjt. Abbas Tyebji, Sjt. M.R. Jayakar and myself, were appointed to
this Committee, virtually by Pandit Malaviyaji. We distributed ourselves over various places for purposes of
inquiry. The responsibility for organizing the work of the Committee devolved on me, and as the privilege of
conducting the inquiry in the largest number of places fell to my lot, I got a rare opportunity of observing at close
quarters the people of the Punjab and the Punjab villages.
In the course of my inquiry I made acquaintance with the women of the Punjab also. It was as if we had known
one another for ages. Wherever I went they came flocking, and laid before me their heaps of yarn. My work in
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connection with the inquiry brought home to me the fact that the Punjab could become a great field for khadi
work.
*
As I proceeded further and further with my inquiry into the atrocities that had been committed on the people. I
came across tales of Government’s tyranny and the arbitrary despotism of its officers such as I was hardly
prepared for, and they filled me with deep pain. What surprised me then, and what still continues to fill me with
surprise, was the fact that a province that had furnished the largest number of soldiers to the British Government
during the war, should have taken all these brutal excesses lying down.\fn{ W says that over 1,000,000 Indians served in
the British armed forces during World War I, of whom nearly 75,000 lost their lives. }

† Khudadad Khan (1888-1971), of Dab Village (now in Pakistan), Chakwal District, Punjab Province, Pakistan, the first member of the Indian Army to win the Victoria Cross. The official citation reads: “His
Majesty the KING-EMPEROR has been graciously pleased to approve of the grant of the Victoria Cross to
the undermentioned soldier of the Indian Army for conspicuous bravery whilst serving with the
Indian Army Corps, British Expeditionary Force:
4050, Sepoy Khudadad, 129th Duke of Connaught's Own Baluchis.
On 31st October, 1914, at Hollebeke, Belgium, the British Officer in charge of the detachment having been
wounded, and the other gun put out of action by a shell, Sepoy Khudadad, though himself wounded, remained working his gun until all the other five men of the gun detachment had been killed.” †
The task of drafting the report of this Committee was also entrusted to me. I would recommend a perusal of
this report to anyone who wants to have an idea of the kind of atrocities that were perpetrated on the Punjab
people. All that I wish to say here about it is that there is not a single conscious exaggeration in it anywhere, and
every statement made in it is substantiated by evidence.
Moreover, the evidence published was only a fraction of what was in the Committee’s possession. Not a single
statement, regarding the validity of which there was the slightest room for doubt, was permitted to appear in the
report. This report, prepared as it was solely with a view to bringing out the truth and nothing but the truth, will
enable the reader to see to what lengths the British Government is capable of going, and what inhumanities and
barbarities it is capable of perpetrating in order to maintain its power.
So far as I am aware, not a. single statement made in the report has ever been disproved.
V.36
We must now leave, for the time being these dark happenings in the Punjab.
The Congress inquiry into Dyerism in the Punjab had just commenced, when I received a letter of invitation to
be present at a joint conference of Hindus and Musalmans that was to meet at Delhi to deliberate on the Khilafat
question. Among the signatories to it were the late Hakim Ajmal Khan Saheb and Mr. Asaf Ali. The late Swami
1734

Shraddhanandji, it was stated. would be attending and. if I remember aright. he was to be the vice-president of the
conference, which, so far as I can recollect, was to be held in the November of that year. The conference was to
deliberate on the situation arising out of the Khilafat betrayal, and on the question as to whether the Hindus and
Musalmans should take any part in the peace celebrations.
The letter of invitation went on to say, among other things, that not only the Khilafat question but the question
of cow protection as well would be discussed at the conference, and it would, therefore, afford a golden
opportunity for a settlement of the cow question. I did not like this reference to the cow question. In my letter in
reply to the invitation, therefore, whilst promising to do my best to attend, I suggested that the two questions
should not be mixed up together or considered in the spirit of a bargain, but should be decided on their own merits
and treated separately.
With these thoughts filling my mind, I went to the conference. It was a very well attended gathering, though it
did not present the spectacle of later gatherings that were attended by tens of thousands. I discussed the question
referred to above with the late Swami Shraddhanandji, who was present at the conference. He appreciated my
argument and left it to me to place it before the conference. I likewise discussed it with the late Hakim Saheb.
Before the conference I contended that, if the Khilafat question had a just and legitimate basis, as I believe it
had, and if the Government had really committed a gross injustice, the Hindus were bound to stand by the
Musalmans in their demand for the redress of the Khilafat wrong. It would ill-become them to bring in the cow
question in this connection, or to use the occasion to make terms with the Musalmans, just as it would ill-become
the Musalmans to offer to stop cow slaughter as a price for the Hindus’ support on the Khilafat question.
But it would be another matter and quite graceful, and reflect great credit on them, if the Musalmans of their
own free will stopped cow slaughter out of regard for the religious sentiments of the Hindus, and from a sense of
duty towards them as neighbors and children of the same soil. To take up such an independent attitude was, I
contended, their duty. and would enhance the dignity of their conduct.
But if the Musalmans considered it as their neighborly duty to stop cow slaughter, they should do so regardless
of whether the Hindus helped them in the Khilafat or not,
“That being so,” I argued, “the two questions should be discussed independently of each other, and the
deliberations of the conference should be confined to the question of the Khilafat only.”
My argument appealed to those present and, as a result, the question of cow protection was not discussed at
this conference. But in spite of my warning Maulana Abdul Bari Saheb said:
“No matter whether the Hindus help us or not, the Musalmans ought, as the countrymen of the Hindus, out of
regard for the latter’s susceptibilities, to give up cow slaughter.” And at one time it almost looked as if they would
really put an end to it.
*
There was a suggestion from some quarters that the Punjab question should be tacked on to that of the Khilafat
wrong. I opposed the proposal. The Punjab question, I said, was a local affair and could not therefore weigh with
us in our decision to participate or not in the peace celebrations. If we mixed up the local question with the
Khilafat question, which arose directly out of the peace terms, we should be guilty of a serious indiscretion. My
argument easily carried conviction.
Maulana Hasrat Mohani was present in this meeting. I had known him even before, but it was only here that I
discovered what a fighter he was. We differed from each other almost from the very beginning, and in several
matters the differences have persisted.
Among the numerous resolutions that were passed at this conference, one called upon both Hindus and
Musalmans to take the swadeshi vow, and as a natural corollary to it, to boycott foreign goods. Khadi had not as
yet found its proper place.
This was not a resolution that Hasrat Saheb would accept. His, object was to wreak vengeance on the British
Empire in case justice was denied in the matter of the Khilafat. Accordingly, he brought in a counter proposal for
the boycott purely of British goods so far as practicable. I opposed it on the score of principle, as also of
practicability, adducing for it those arguments that have now become pretty familiar. I also put before the
Conference my viewpoint of non-violence.
I noticed that my arguments made a deep impression on the audience. Before me, Hasrat Mohani’s speech had
been received with such loud acclamations that I was afraid that mine would only be a cry in the wilderness. I had
made bold to speak only because I felt that it would be a dereliction of duty not to lay my views before, the
conference. But, to my agreeable surprise, my speech was followed with the closest attention by those present,
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and evoked a full measure of support among those on the platform, and speaker after speaker rose to deliver
speeches in support of my views.
The leaders were able to see that not only would the boycott of British goods fail of its purpose, but would, if
adopted, make of them a laughing stock. There was hardly a man present in that assembly but had some article of
British manufacture on his person. Many of the audience therefore realized that nothing but harm could result
from adopting a resolution that, even those who voted for it were unable to carry out.
“Mere boycott of foreign cloth cannot satisfy us, for who knows how long it will be, before we shall be able to
manufacture swadeshi cloth in sufficient quantity for our needs, and before we can bring about an effective
boycott of foreign cloth? We want something that will produce an immediate effect on the British. Let your
boycott of foreign cloth stand, we do not mind it, but give us something quicker and speedier in addition”—so
spoke in effect Maulana Hasrat Mohani.
Even as I was listening to him, I felt that something new, over and above boycott of foreign cloth, would be
necessary. An immediate boycott of foreign cloth seemed to me also to be a clear impossibility at that time. I did
not then know that we could, if we liked, produce enough khadi for all our clothing requirements; this was only a
later discovery.
On the other hand, I knew even then that, if we depended on the mills alone for effecting the boycott of foreign
cloth, we should be betrayed. I was still in the middle of this dilemma when the Maulana concluded his speech. I
was handicapped for want of suitable Hindi or Urdu words. This was my first occasion for delivering an
argumentative speech before an audience especially composed of Musalmans of the North. I had spoken in Urdu
at the Muslim League at Calcutta, but it was only for a few minutes, and the speech was intended only to be a
feeling appeal to the audience. Here, on the contrary, I was faced with a critical, if not hostile audience, to whom I
had to explain and bring home my viewpoint.
But I had cast aside all shyness. I was not there to deliver an address in the faultless, polished Urdu of the
Delhi Muslims, but to place before the gathering my views in such broken Hindi as I could command. And in this
I was successful. This meeting afforded me a direct proof of the fact that Hindi-Urdu alone could become the
lingua franca of India. Had I spoken in English, I could not have produced the impression that I did on the
audience, and the Maulana might not have felt called upon to deliver his challenge. Nor, if he had delivered it.
could I have taken it up effectively.
I could not hit upon a suitable Hindi or Urdu word for the new idea, and that put me out somewhat. At last I
described it by the word “non-co-operation”, an expression that I used for the first time at this meeting. As the
Maulana was delivering his speech, it seemed to me that it was vain for him to talk about effective resistance to a
Government with which he was co-operating in more than one thing, if resort to arms was impossible or
undesirable. The only true resistance to the Government, it therefore seemed to me, was to cease to co-operate
with it. Thus I arrived at the word non-co-operation. I had not then a clear idea of all its manifold implications. I
therefore did not enter into details. I simply said:
The Musalmans have adopted a very important resolution. If the peace terms are unfavorable to them—which may
God forbid—they will stop all co-operation with Government. It is an inalienable right of the people thus to withhold
co-operation. We are not bound to retain Government titles and honors, or to continue in Government service. If
Government should betray us in a great cause, like the Khilafat, we could not do otherwise than non-co-operate. We are
therefore entitled to non-co-operate with Government in case of a betrayal.

But months elapsed before the word non-co-operation became current coin. For the time being it was lost in
the proceedings of the conference. Indeed when I supported the co-operation resolution at the Congress which
met at Amritsar a month later, I did so in the hope that the betrayal would never come.
V.37
The Punjab Government could not keep in confinement the hundreds of Punjabis who, under the martial law
regime, had been clapped into jail on the strength of the most meager evidence by tribunals that were courts only
in name. There was such an outcry all round against this flagrant piece of injustice that their further incarceration
became impossible.
Most of the prisoners were released before the Congress opened. Lala Harkishanlal and the other leaders were
all released, while the session of the Congress was still in progress. The Ali Brothers too arrived there straight
from jail.
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The people’s joy knew no bounds. Pandit Motilal Nehru, who, at the sacrifice of his splendid practice, had
made the Punjab his headquarters and had done great service, was the President of the Congress; the late Swami
Shraddhanandji was the Chairman of the Reception Committee.
Up to this time my share in the annual proceedings of the Congress was confined only to the constructive
advocacy of Hindi by making my speech in the national language, and to presenting in that speech the case of the
Indians overseas. Nor did I expect to be called upon to do anything more this year. But, as had happened on many
a previous occasion, responsible work came to me all of a sudden.
The King’s announcement on the new reforms had just been issued. It was not wholly satisfactory even to me,
and was unsatisfactory to everyone else. But I felt at that time that the reforms, though defective, could still be
accepted. I felt in the King’s announcement and its language the hand of Lord Sinha, and it lent a ray of hope. But
experienced stalwarts like the late Lokamanya and Deshabandhu Chittaranjan Das shook their heads. Pandit
Malaviyaji was neutral.
Pandit Malaviyaji had harbored me in his own room. I had a glimpse of the simplicity of his life on the
occasion of the foundation ceremony of the Hindu University; but on this occasion. being in the same room with
him, I was able to observe his daily routine in the closest detail, and what I saw filled me with joyful surprise. His
room presented the appearance of a free inn for all the poor. You could hardly cross from one end to the other. It
was so crowded. It was accessible at all odd hours to chance visitors who had the license to take as much of his
time as they liked. In a corner of this crib lay my charpoi\fn{A light Indian bedstead} in all its dignity.
But I may not occupy this chapter with a description of Malaviyaji’s mode of living, and must return to my
subject.
I was thus enabled to hold daily discussions with Malaviyaji, who used lovingly to explain to me, like an elder
brother, the various viewpoints of the different parties. I saw that my participation in the deliberations on the
resolution on the reforms was inevitable. Having had my share of responsibility in the drawing up of the Congress
report on the Punjab wrongs, I felt that all that still remained to be done in that connection must claim my
attention. There had to be dealings with Government in that matter.
Then similarly there was the Khilafat question. I further believed at that time that Mr. Montagu would not
betray or allow India’s cause to be betrayed. The release of the Ali Brothers and other prisoners too seemed to me
to be an auspicious sign.
In these circumstances I felt that a resolution not rejecting but accepting the reforms was the correct thing.
Deshabandhu Chittaranjan Das, on the other hand, held firmly to the view that the reforms ought to be rejected as
wholly inadequate and unsatisfactory. The late Lokamanya was more or less neutral, but had decided to throw in
his weight on the side of any resolution that the Deshabandhu might approve.
The idea of having to differ from such seasoned, well-tried and universally revered leaders was unbearable to
me. But on the other hand the voice of conscience was clear. 1 tried to run away from the Congress and suggested
to Pandit Malaviyaji and Motilalji that it would be in the general interest if I absented myself from the Congress
for the rest of the session. It would save me from having to make an exhibition of my difference with such
esteemed leaders.
But my suggestion found no favor with these two seniors. The news of my proposal was somehow whispered
to Lala Harkishanlal.
“This will never do. It will very much hurt the feelings of the Punjabis,” he said.
I discussed the matter with Lokamanya, Deshabandhu and Mr. Jinnah, but no way out could be found. Finally I
laid bare my distress to Malaviyaji.
“I see no prospect of a compromise,” I told him, and if I am to move my resolution, a division will have to be
called and votes taken. But I do not find here any arrangements for it. The practice in the open session of the
Congress so far has been to take votes by a show of hands with the result that all distinction between visitors and
delegates is lost, while, as for taking a count of votes in such vast assemblies, we have no means at all. So it
comes to this: that, even if I want to call a division, there will be no facility for it, nor meaning in it.” But Lala
Harkishanlal came to the rescue and undertook to make the necessary arrangements.
“We will not,” he said. “permit visitors in the Congress pandal\fn{Pavilion} on the day on which voting is to
take place. And as for taking the count, well, I shall see to that. But you must not absent yourself from the
Congress.”
*
I capitulated; I framed my resolution, and in heart trembling undertook to move it. Pandit Malaviyaji and Mr.
Jinnah were to support it. I could notice that, although our difference of opinion was free from any trace of
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bitterness, and although our speeches too contained nothing but cold reasoning, the people could not stand the
very fact of a difference; it pained them. They wanted unanimity.
Even while speeches were being delivered, efforts to settle the difference were being made on the platform,
and notes were being freely exchanged among the leaders for that purpose. Malaviyaji was leaving no stone
unturned to bridge the gulf.
Just then Jeramdas handed over his amendment to me and pleaded in his own sweet manner to save the
delegates from the dilemma of a division. His amendment appealed to me. Malaviyaji’s eye was already scanning
every quarter for a ray of hope. I told him that Jeramdas’s amendment seemed to me to be likely to be acceptable
to both the parties. The Lokamanya, to whom it was next shown, said,
“If C.R. Das, approves, I will have no objection.”
Deshabandhu at last thawed, and cast a look towards Sjt. Bepin Chandra Pal for endorsement. Malaviyaji was
filled with hope. He snatched away the slip of paper containing the amendment, and before Deshabandhu had
even pronounced a definite “yes”, shouted out,
“Brother delegates, you will be glad to learn that a compromise has been reached!”
What followed beggars description. The pandal was rent with the clapping of hands, and the erstwhile gloomy
faces of the audience lit up with joy. .
It is hardly necessary to deal with the text of the amendment. My object here is only to describe how this
resolution was undertaken as part of my experiments with which these chapters deal. The compromise further
increased my responsibility.
V.38
I must regard my participation in Congress proceedings at Amritsar as my real entrance into the Congress
politics. My attendance at the previous Congresses was nothing more perhaps than an annual renewal of
allegiance to the Congress. I never felt on these occasions that I had any other work cut out for me except that of a
mere private, nor did I desire more.
My experience of Amritsar had shown that there were one or two things for which perhaps I had some aptitude
and which could be useful to the Congress. I could already see that the late Lokamanya, the Deshabandhu, Pandit
Motilalji and other leaders were pleased with my work in connection with the Punjab inquiry. They used to invite
me to their informal gatherings where, as I found, resolutions for the Subjects Committee were conceived. At
these gatherings only those persons were invited who enjoyed the special confidence of the leaders and whose
services were needed by them. Interlopers also sometimes found their way to these meetings.
There were, for the coming year, two things which interested me, as I had some aptitude for them. One of these
was the memorial of the Jalianwala Bagh Massacre. The Congress had passed a resolution for it amid great
enthusiasm. A fund of about five lakhs had to be collected for it. I was appointed one of the trustees. Pandit
Malaviyaji enjoyed the reputation of being the prince among beggars for the public cause. But I knew that I was
not fa,r behind him in that respect. It was whilst I was in South Africa that I discovered my capacity in this
direction. I had not the unrivalled magic of Malaviyaji for commanding princely donations from the potentates of
India. But I knew that there was no question of approaching the Rajas and Maharajas for donations for the
Jallianwala Bagh memorial. The main responsibility for the collection thus fell, as I had expected, on my
shoulders.
The generous citizens of Bombay subscribed most liberally, and the memorial trust has at present a handsome
credit balance in the bank. But the problem that faces the country today is what kind of memorial to erect on the
ground, to sanctify which, Hindus, Musalmans and Sikhs mingled their blood. The three communities, instead of
being bound in a bond of amity and love, are, to all appearance, at war with one another, and the nation is at a loss
as to how to utilize the memorial fund.
My other aptitude which the Congress could utilize was as a draftsman. The Congress leaders had found that I
had a faculty for condensed expression, which I had acquired by long practice. The then existing constitution of
the Congress was Gokhale’s legacy. He had framed a few rules which served as a basis for running the Congress,
machinery. The interesting history of the framing of these rules I had learnt from Gokhale’s own lips.
But everybody had now come to feel that these rules were no longer adequate for the ever increasing business
of the Congress. The question had been coming up year after year. The Congress at that time had practically no
machinery functioning during the interval between session and session, or for dealing with fresh contingencies
that might arise in the course of the year. The existing rules provided for three secretaries, but as a matter of fact
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only one of them was a functioning secretary, and even he was not a whole-timer. How was he, single-handed, to
run the Congress office, to think of the future, or to discharge during the current year the obligations contracted by
the Congress in the past?
During that year, therefore, everybody felt that this question would assume all the more importance. The
Congress was too unwieldy a body for the discussion of public affairs. There was no limit set to the number of
delegates in the Congress or to the number of delegates that each province could return. Some improvement upon
the existing chaotic condition was thus felt by everybody to be an imperative necessity.
I undertook the responsibility of framing a constitution on one condition. I saw that there were two leaders,
viz., the Lokamanya and the Deshabandhu who had the greatest hold on the public. I requested that they, as the
representatives of the people, should be associated with me on the Committee for framing the constitution. But
since it was obvious that they would not have the time personally to participate in the constitution-making work, I
suggested that two persons enjoying their confidence should be appointed along with me on the Constitution
Committee, and that the number of its personnel should be limited to three. This suggestion was accepted by the
late Lokamanya and the late Deshabandhu, who suggested the names of Sjts. Kelkar and I.B. Sen respectively as
their proxies.
The Constitution Committee could not even once come together; but we were able to consult with each other
by correspondence, and in the end presented a unanimous report. I regard this constitution with a certain measure
of pride. I hold that, if we could fully work out this constitution, the mere fact of working it out would bring us
swaraj. With the assumption of this responsibility I may be said to have made my real entrance into the Congress
politics.
V.39
I do not remember to have seen a handloom or a spinning wheel when in 1908 I described it in Hind Swaraj as
the panacea for the growing pauperism of India. In that book I took it as understood that anything that helped
India to get rid of the grinding poverty of her masses would in the same process also establish swaraj. Even in
1915, when I returned. to India from South Africa, I had not actually seen a spinning wheel. When the Satyagraha
Ashram was founded at Sabarmati, we introduced a few handlooms there. But no sooner had we done this than
we found ourselves up against a difficulty.
All of us belonged either to the liberal professions or to business; not one of us was an artisan. We needed a
weaving expert to teach us to weave before we could work the looms. One was at last procured from Palanpur, but
he did not communicate to us the whole of his art. But Maganlal Gandhi was not to be easily baffled. Possessed of
a natural talent for mechanics, he was able fully to master the art before long, and one after another several new
weavers were trained up in the ashram.
The object that we set before ourselves was to be able to clothe ourselves entirely in cloth manufactured by our
own hands. We therefore forthwith discarded the use of mill-woven cloth, and all the members of the ashram
resolved to wear hand-woven cloth made from Indian yarn only.
The adoption of this practice brought us a world of experience. It enabled us to know, from direct contact, the
conditions of life among the weavers, the extent of their production, the handicaps in the way of their obtaining
their yarn supply, the way in which they were being made victims of fraud, and, lastly, their ever-growing
indebtedness.
We were not in a position immediately to manufacture all the cloth for our needs. The alternative therefore was
to get our cloth supply from handloom weavers. But ready-made cloth from Indian mill-yarn was not easily
obtainable either from the cloth-dealers or from the weavers themselves. All the fine cloth woven by the weavers
was from foreign yarn, since Indian mills did not spin fine counts. Even today the out turn of higher counts by
Indian mills is very limited, whilst highest counts they cannot spin at all.
It was after the greatest effort that we were at last able to find some weavers who condescended to weave
swadeshi yarn for us, and only on condition that the ashram would take up all the cloth that they might produce.
By thus adopting cloth woven from mill-yarn as our wear, and propagating it among our friends, we made
ourselves voluntary agents of the Indian spinning mills. This in its turn brought us into contact with the mills, and
enabled us to know something about their management and their handicaps.
We saw that the aim of the mills was more and more to weave the yarn spun by them; their co-operation with
the handloom weaver was not willing, but unavoidable and temporary. We became impatient to be able to spin our
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own yarn. It was clear that, until we could do this ourselves, dependence on the mills would remain. We did not
feel that we could render any service to the country by continuing as agents of Indian spinning mills. .
No end of difficulties again faced us. We could get neither a spinning wheel nor a spinner to teach us how to
spin. We were employing some wheels for filling pearns and bobbins for weaving in the ashram. But we had no
idea that these could be used as spinning wheels.
Once Kalidas Jhaveri discovered a woman who, he said, would demonstrate to us how spinning was done. We
sent to her a member of the ashram who was known for his great versatility in learning new things. But even he
returned without wresting the secret of the art.
*
So the time passed on, and my impatience grew with the time. I plied every chance visitor to the ashram who
was likely to possess some information about hand spinning with questions about the art. But the art being
confined to women and having been all but exterminated, if there was some stray spinner still surviving in some
obscure corner, only a member of that sex was likely to find out her whereabouts.
In the year 1917 I was taken by my Gujarati friends to preside at the Broach Educational Conference. It was
here that I discovered that remarkable lady Gangabehn Majmundar. She was a widow, but her enterprising spirit
knew no bounds. Her education, in the accepted sense of the term, was not much. But in courage and common
sense she easily surpassed the general run of our educated women. She had already got rid of the curse of
untouchability, and fearlessly moved among and served the suppressed classes. She had means of her own, and
her needs were few. She had a well seasoned constitution, and went about everywhere without an escort. She felt
quite at home on horseback. I came to know her more intimately at the Godhra Conference. To her I poured out
my grief about the charkha, and she lightened my burden by a promise to prosecute an earnest and incessant
search for the spinning wheel.
V.40
At last, after no end of wandering in Gujarat, Gangabehn found the spinning wheel in Vijapur in the Baroda
State. Quite a number of people there had spinning wheels in their homes, but had long since consigned them to
the lofts as useless lumber. They expressed to Gangabehn their readiness to resume spinning, if someone
promised to provide them with a regular supply of slivers, and to buy the yarn spun by them. Gangabehn
communicated the joyful news to me.
The providing of slivers was found to be a difficult task. On my mentioning the thing to the late Umar Sobani,
he solved the difficulty by immediately undertaking to send a sufficient supply of slivers from his mill. I sent to
Gangabehn the slivers received from Umar Sobani, and soon yarn began to pour in at such a rate that it became
quite a problem how to cope with it.
Mr. Umar Sobani’s generosity was great, but still one could not go on taking advantage of it forever. I felt ill at
ease, continuously receiving slivers from him. Moreover, it seemed to me to be fundamentally wrong to use millslivers. If one could use mill-slivers, why not use mill-yarn as well? Surely no mills supplied slivers to the
ancients? How did they make their slivers then? With these thoughts in my mind I suggested to Gangabehn to find
carders who could supply slivers. She confidently undertook the task.
She engaged a carder who was prepared to card cotton. He demanded thirty-five rupees, if not much more, per
month. I considered no price too high at the time. She trained a few youngsters to make slivers out of the carded
cotton. I begged for cotton in Bombay. Sjt. Yashvantprasad Desai at once responded. Gangabehn’s enterprise thus
prospered beyond expectation. She found out weavers to weave the yarn that was spun in Vijapur; and soon
Vijapur Khadi gained a name for itself.
*
While these developments were taking place in Vijapur, the spinning wheel gained a rapid footing in the
ashram. Maganlal Gandhi, by bringing to bear all his splendid mechanical talent on the wheel, made many
improvements in it, and wheels and their accessories began to be manufactured at the ashram. The first piece of
khadi manufactured in the Ashram cost 17 annas per yard. I did not hesitate to commend this very coarse khadi at
that rate to friends, who willingly paid the price.
I was laid up in bed at Bombay. But I was fit enough to make searches for the wheel there. At last I chanced
upon two spinners. They charged one rupee for a seer of yarn, i.e., 28 tolas or nearly three quarters of a pound. I
was then ignorant of the economics of khadi. I considered no price too high for securing handspun yarn. On
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comparing the rates paid by me with those paid in Vijapur I found that I was being cheated. The spinners refused
to agree to any reduction in their rates; so I had to dispense with their services.
But they served their purpose. They taught spinning to Shrimatis Avantikabai, Ramibai Kamdar, the widowed
mother of Sjt. Shankatlal Banker and Shrimati Vasumatibehn. The wheel began merrily to hum in my room, and I
may say without exaggeration that its hum had no small share in restoring me to health. I am prepared to admit
that its effect was more psychological than physical. But then it only shows how powerfully the physical in man
eacts to the psychological. I too set my hand on the wheel, but did not do much with it at the time.
In Bombay, again, the same old problem of obtaining a supply of hand-made slivers presented itself. A carder
twanging his bow used to pass daily; by Sjt. Revashankar’s residence. I sent for him and learnt that he carded
cotton for stuffing mattresses. He agreed to card cotton for slivers, but demanded a stiff price for it, which,
however, I paid. The yarn thus prepared I disposed of to some Vaishnava friends for making from it the garlands
for the pavitra ekadashi.
Sjt. Shivji started a spinning class in Bombay. All these experiments involved considerable expenditure. But it
was willingly defrayed by patriotic friends, lovers of the motherland, who had faith in khadi. The money thus
spent, in my humble opinion, was not wasted. It brought us a rich store of experience, and revealed to us the
possibilities of the spinning wheel.
I now grew impatient for the exclusive adoption of khadi for my dress. My dhoti was still of Indian mill cloth.
The coarse khadi manufactured in the ashram and at Vijapur was only 30 inches in width. I gave notice to
Gangabehn that, unless she provided me with a khadi dhoti of 45 inches width within a month, I would do with
coarse, short khadi dhoti.
The ultimatum came upon her as a shock. But she proved equal to the demand made upon her. Well within the
month she sent me a pair of khadi dhotis of 45 inches width, and thus relieved me from what would then have
been a difficult situation for me.
At about the same time Sjt. Lakshmidas brought Sjt. Ramji, the weaver, with his wife Gangabehn from Lathi to
the Ashram and got khadi dhotis woven at the ashram. The part played by this couple in the spread of khadi was
by no means insignificant. They initiated a host of persons in Gujarat and also outside into the art of weaving
handspun yarn. To see Gangabehn at her loom is a stirring sight. When this unlettered but self-possessed sister
plies at her loom, she becomes so lost in it that it is difficult to distract her attention, and much more difficult to
draw her eyes off her beloved loom.
V.41
From its very inception the khadi movement, swadeshi movement as it was then called, evoked much criticism
from the mill-owners, The late Umar Sobani, a capable mill-owner himself, not only gave me the benefit of his
own knowledge and experience. but kept mw in touch with the opinion of the other mill-owners as well. The
argument advanced by one of these deeply impressed him. He pressed me to meet him. I agreed. Mr. Sobani
arranged the interview. The mill-owner opened the conversation.
“You know that there has been swadeshi agitation before now?”
“Yes, I do,” I replied.
“You are also aware that in the days of the Partition we, the mill-owners, fully exploited the swadeshi
movement: when it was at its height, we raised the prices of cloth, and did even worse things.”
“Yes, I have heard something about it, and it has grieved me.”
“I can understand your grief, but I can see no ground for it. We are not conducting our business out of
philanthropy. We do it for profit, we have got to satisfy the shareholders. The price of an article is governed by the
demand for it. Who can check the law of demand and supply? The Bengalis should have known that their
agitation was bound to send up the price of swadeshi cloth by stimulating the demand for it.” I interrupted:
“The Bengalis, like me, were trustful in their nature. They believed, in the fullness of their faith, that the millowners would not be so utterly selfish and unpatriotic as to betray their country in the hour of its need, and even
to go the length, as they did, of fraudulently passing off foreign cloth as swadeshi.”
“I knew your believing nature,” he rejoined; “that is why I put you to the trouble of coming to me, so that I
might warn you against falling into the same error as these simple-hearted Bengalis.”
With these words the mill-owner beckoned to his clerk who was standing by to produce samples of the stuff
that was being manufactured in his mill. Pointing to it he said:
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“Look at this stuff. This is the latest variety turned out by our mill. It is meeting with a widespread demand,
We manufacture it from the waste. Naturally, therefore, it is cheap. We send it as far North as the valleys of the
Himalayas. We have agencies all over the country, even in places where your voice or your agents can never
reach. You can thus see that we do not stand in need of more agents. Besides, you ought to know that India’s
production of cloth falls far short of its requirements. The question of swadeshi, therefore, largely resolves itself
into one of production. The moment we can increase our production sufficiently, and improve its quality to the
necessary extent, the import of foreign cloth will automatically cease. My advice to you, therefore, is not to carry
on your agitation on its present lines, but to turn your attention to the erection of fresh mills. What we need is not
propaganda to inflate demand for our goods, but greater production.”
“Then, surely, you will bless my effort, if I am already engaged in that very thing,” I asked.
“How can that be?” he exclaimed, a bit puzzled; “but maybe, you are thinking of promoting the establishment
of new mills, in which case you certainly deserve to be congratulated.”
“I am not doing exactly that,” I explained, “but I am engaged in the revival of the spinning wheel.
“What is that?” he asked, feeling still more at sea. I told him all about the spinning wheel, and the story of my
long quest after it, and added,
“I am entirely of your opinion; it is no use my becoming virtually an agent for the mills. That would do more
harm than good to the country. Our mills will not be in want of custom for a long time to come. My work should
be, and therefore is, to organize the production of handspun cloth, and to find means for the disposal of the khadi
thus produced. I am, therefore, concentrating my attention on the production of khadi. I swear by this form of
swadeshi, because through it I can provide work to the semi-starved, semi-employed; women of India. My idea is
to get these women to spin yarn, and to clothe the people of India with khadi woven out of it. I do not know how
far this movement is going to succeed, at present it is only in the incipient stage. But I have full faith in it. At any
rate it can do no harm. On the contrary to the extent that it can add to the cloth production of the country, be it
ever so small, it will represent so much solid gain. You will thus perceive that my movement is free from the evils
mentioned by you.” He replied,
“If you have apditional production in view in organizing your movement, I have nothing to say against it.
Whether the spinning wheel can make headway in this age of power machinery is another question. But I for one
wish you every success.”
V.42
I must not devote any more chapters here to a description of the further progress of khadi. It would be outside
the scope of these chapters to give a history of my various activities after they came before the public eye, and I
must not attempt it, if only because to do so would require a treatise on the subject. My object in writing these
chapters is simply to describe how certain things, as it were spontaneously, presented themselves to me in the
course of my experiments with truth.
*
To resume, then, the story of the non-co-operation movement. Whilst the powerful Khilafat agitation set up by
the Ali Brothers was in full progress, I had long discussions on the subject with the late Maulana Abdul Bari and
the other Ulema, especially with regard to the extent to which a Musalman could observe the rule of non-violence.
In the end they all agreed that Islam did not forbid its followers from following non-violence as a policy, and
further, that, while they were pledged to that policy, they were bound faithfully to carry it out.
At last the non-co-operation resolution was moved in the Khilafat conference, and carried after prolonged
deliberations. I have a vivid recollection how once at Allahabad a committee sat all night deliberating upon the
subject. In the beginning the late Hakim Sabeb was sceptical as to the practicability of non-violent non-cooperation. But after his scepticism was overcome he threw himself into it heart and soul, and his help proved
invaluable to the movement.
Next, the non-co-operation resolution was moved by me at the Gujarat political conference that was held
shortly afterwards. The preliminary contention raised by the opposition was that it was not competent to a
provincial conference to adopt a resolution in advance of the Congress. As against this, I suggested that the
restriction could apply only to a backward movement; but as for going forward, the subordinate organizations
were not only fully competent, but were in duty bound to do so, if they had in them the necessary grit and
confidence. No permission, I argued, was needed to try to enhance the prestige of the parent institution, provided
one did it at one’s own risk.
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The proposition was then discussed on its merits, the debate being marked by its keenness no less than the
atmosphere of sweet reasonableness in which it was conducted. On the ballot being taken the resolution was
declared carried by an overwhelming majority. The successful passage of the resolution was due not a little to the
personality of Sjt. Vallabhbhai and Abbas Tyabji. The latter was the president, and his leanings were all in favour
of the non-co-operation resolution.
*
The All-India Congress Committee resolved to hold a special session of the Congress in September 1920 at
Calcutta to deliberate on this question. Preparations were made for it on a large scale. Lala Lajpat Rai was elected
President. Congress and Khilafat specials were run to Calcutta from Bombay. At Calcutta there was a mammoth
gathering of delegates and visitors.
At the request of Maulana Shaukat Ali I prepared a draft of the non-co-operation resolution in the train. Up to
this time I had more or less avoided the use of the word non-violent in my drafts. I invariably made use of this
word in my speeches. My vocabulary on the subject was still in process of formation. I found that I could not
bring home my meaning to purely Moslem audiences with the help of the Samskrit equivalent for non-violent. I
therefore asked Maulana Abul Kalam Azad to give me some other equivalent for it. He suggested the word baaman; simi~arly for non-co-operation he suggested the phrase tark-i-mavalat.
Thus, while I was still busy devising suitable Hindi, Gujarati and Urdu phraseology for non-co-operation, I
was called upon to frame the non-co-operation resolution for that eventful Congress. In the original draft the word
“non-violent” had been left out by me. I had handed over the draft to Maulana Shaukat Ali who was travelling in
the same compartment, without noticing the omission. During the night I discovered the error. In the morning I
sent Mahadev with the message that the omission should be made good before the draft was sent to the press. But
I have an impression that the draft was printed before the insertion could be made. The Subjects Committee was
to have met the same evening. I had therefore to make the necessary correction in the printed copies of the draft. I
afterwards saw that there would have been great difficulty, had I not been ready with my draft. None the less my
plight was pitiable: indeed, I was absolutely at sea as to who would support the resolution and who would oppose
it. Nor had I any idea as to the attitude that Lalaji would adopt. I only saw an imposing phalanx of veteran
warriors assembled for the fray at Calcutta, Dr. Besant, Pandit Malaviyaji, Sjt. Vijayaraghavachari, Pandit
Motilalji and the Deshabandhu being some of them.
In my resolution non-co-operation was postulated only with a vjew to obtaining redress of the Punjab and the
Khilafat wrongs. That, however, did not appeal to Sjt. Vijayaraghavachari.
“If non-co-operation was to be declared, why should it be with reference to particular wrongs? The absence of
swaraj was the biggest wrong that the country was labouring under; it should be against that that non-cooperation should be directed,” he argued. Pandit Motilalji also wanted the demand for swaraj to be included in the
resolution. I readily accepted the suggestion and incorporated the demand for Swaraj in my resolution, which was
passed after an exhaustive, serious and somewhat stormy discussion.
Motilalji was the first to join the movement. I still remember the sweet discussion that.I had with him on the
resolution. He suggested some changes in its phraseology which I adopted. He undertook to win the
Deshabandhuior the movement. The Deshabandhu’s heart was inclined towards it, but he felt sceptical as to the
capacity of the people to carry out the programme. It was only at the Nagpur Congress that he and Lalaji accepted
it whole-heartedly. .
I felt the loss of the late Lokamanya very deeply at the special session. It has been my firm faith to this day
that, had the Lokamanya been then alive, he would have given his benedictions to me on that occasion. But even
if it had been othervJise, and he had opposed the movement, I should still have esteemed his opposition as a
privilege and an education for myself. We had our differences of opinion always, but they never led to bitterness.
He always allowed me to believe that the ties between us were of the closest.
Even as I write these lines, the circumstances of his death stand forth vividly before my mind’s eye. It was
about the hour of midnight, when Patwardhan, who was then working with me, conveyed over the telephone the
news of his death. I was at that time surrounded by my companions. Spontaneously the exclamation escaped my
lips,
“My strongest bulwark is gone.”
The non-co-operation movement was then in full swing, and I was eagerly looking forward to encouragement
and inspiration from him. What his attitude would have been with regard to the final phase of non-co-operation
will always be a matter of speculation, and an idle one at that. But this much is certain—that the deep void left by
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his death weighed heavily upon everybody present at Calcutta. Everyone felt the absence of his counsels in that
hour of crisis in the nation’s history.
V.43
The resolutions adopted at the Calcutta special session of the Congress were to be confirmed at its annual
session at Nagpur. Here again, as at Calcutta there was a great rush of visitors and delegates. The number of
delegates in the Congress had not been limited yet. As a result, so far as I can remember, the figure on this
occasion reached about fourteen thousand. Lalaji pressed for a slight amendment to the clause about the boycott
of schools, which I accepted. Similarly some amendments were made at the instance of the Deshabandhu, after
which the non-co-operation resolution was passed unanimously.
The resolution regarding the revision of the Congress constitution too was to be taken up at this session of the
Congress. The sub-committee’s draft was presented at the Calcutta special session. The matter had therefore been
thoroughly ventilated and thrashed out. At the Nagpur session, where it came up for final disposal, Sjt. C.
Vijayaraghavachariar was the President. The Subjects Committee passed the draft with only one important
change.
In my draft the number of delegates had been fixed, I think, at 1,500; the Subjects Committee substituted in its
place the figure 6,000.
In my opinion this increase was the result of hasty judgment, and experience of all these years has only
confirmed me in my view. I hold it to be an utter delusion to believe tpat a large number of delegates is in any
way a help to the better conduct of the business, or that it safeguards the principle of democracy. Fifteen hundred
delegates, jealous of the interests of the people, broad-minded and truthful, would any day be a better safeguard
for democracy .than six thousand irresponsible men chosen anyhow.
To safeguard democracy the people must have a keen sense of independence, self-respect and their oneness,
and should insist upon choosing as their representatives only such persons as are good and true. But obsessed with
the idea of numbers as the Subjects Committee was, it would have liked to go even beyond the figure of six
thousand. The limit of six thousand was therefore in the nature of a compromise.
The question of the goal of the Congress formed a subject for keen discussion. In the constitution that I had
presented, the goal of the Congress was the attainment of swaraj within the British Empire if possible and without
if necessary. A party in the Congress wanted to limit the goal to swaraj within the British Empire only. Its
viewpoint was put forth by Pandit Malaviyaji and Mr. Jinnah. But they were not able to get many votes.
Again the draft constitution provided that the means for the attainment were to be peaceful and legitimate. This
condition too came in for opposition, it being contended that there should be no restriction upon the means to be
adopted. But the Congress adopted the original draft after an instructive and frank discussion. I am of opinion
that, if this constitution had been worked out by the people honestly, intelligently and zealously, it would have
become a potent instrument of mass education, and the very process of working it out would have brought us
swaraj. But a discussion of the theme would be irrelevant here.
Resolutions about Hindu-Muslim unity, the removal of untouchability and khadi too were passed in this
Congress, and since then the Hindu members of the Congress have taken upon themselves the responsibi!ity of
ridding Hinduism of the curse of untouchability, and the Congress has established a living bond of relationship
with the “skeletons” of India through khadi. The adoption of non-co-operation for the sake of the Khilafat was
itself a great practical attempt made by the Congress to bring about Hindu-Muslim unity.
V.44
The time has now come to bring these chapters to a close.
My life from this point onward has been so public that there is hardly anything about it that people do not
know. Moreover, since 1921 I have worked in such close association with the Congress leaders that I can hardly
describe any episode in my life since then without referring to my relations with them. For though
Shraddhanandji, the Deshabandhu, Hakim Saheb and Lalaji are no more with us today, we have the good luck to
have a host of other veteran Congress leaders still living and working in our midst. The history of the Congress,
since the great changes in it that I have described above, is still in the making. And my principal experiments
during the past seven years have all been made through the Congress.
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A reference to my relations with the leaders would therefore be unavoidable, if I set about describing my
experiments further. And this I may not do, at any rate for the present, if only from a sense of propriety.
Lastly, my conclusions from my current experiments can hardly as yet be regarded as decisive. It therefore
seems to me to be my plain duty to close this narrative here. In fact my pen instinctively refuses to proceed
further.
lt is not without a wrench that I have to take leave of the reader. I set a high value on my experiments. I do not
know whether I have been able to do justice to them. I can only say that I have spared no pains to give a faithful
narrative.
To describe truth, as it has appeared to me, and in the exact mariner in which I have arrived at it, has been my
ceaseless effort. The exercise has given me ineffable mental peace, because it has been my fond hope that it,
might bring faith in Truth and ahimsa to waverers.
*
My uniform experience has convinced me that there is no other God than Truth. And if every page of these
chapters does not proclaim to the reader that the only means for the realization of Truth is ahimsa, I shall deem all
my labour in writing these chapters to have been in vain. And, even though my efforts in this behalf may prove
fruitless, let the readers know that the vehicle, not the great principle, is at fault. After all, however sincere my
strivings after ahimsa may have been, they have still been imperfect and inadequate. The little fleeting glimpses,
therefore, that I have been able to have of Truth can hardly convey an idea of the indescribable lustre of Truth, a
million times more intense than that of the sun we daily see with our eyes. In fact what I have caught is only the
faintest glimmer of that mighty effulgence.
But this much I can say with assurance, as a result of all my experiments, that a perfect vision of Truth can
only follow a complete realization of ahimsa.
*
To see the universal and all-pervading Spirit of Truth face to face one must be able to love the meanest of
creation as oneself. And a man who aspires after that cannot afford to keep out of any field of life. That is why my
devotion to Truth has drawn me into the field of politics; and I can say without the slightest hesitation, and yet in
all humility, that those who say that religion has nothing to do with politics, do not know what religion means.
Identification with everything that lives is impossible without self-purification; without self-purification the
observance of the law of ahimsa must remain an empty dream. God can never be realized by one who is not pure
of heart. Self-purification therefore must mean purification in all the walks of life. And purification being highly
infectious, purification of oneself necessarily leads to the purification of one’s surroundings.
But the path of self-purification is hard and steep. To attain to perfect purity one has to become absolutely
passion-free in thought, speech and action; to rise above the opposing currents of love and hatred, attachment and
repulsion. I know that I have not in me as yet that triple purity, in spite of constant ceaseless striving for it. That is
why the world’s praise fails to move me; indeed it very often stings me. To conquer the subtle passions seems to
me to be harder far than the physical conquest of the world by the force of arms.
Ever since my return to India I have had experiences of the dormant passions lying hidden within me. The
knowledge of them has made me feel humiliated though not defeated. The experiences and experiments have
sustained me and given me great joy.
But I know that I have still before me a difficult path to traverse.
I must reduce myself to zero.
So long as a man does not of his own free will put himself last among his fellow creatures, there is no salvation
for him.
*
Ahimsa is the farthest limit of humility.
*
In bidding farewell to the reader, for the time being at any rate, I ask him to join with me in prayer to the God
of Truth that He may grant me the boon of Ahimsa in mind, word and deed.
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† Rabindranath Tagore in his earliest known photograph, taken in 1873, when he was about twelve †

† Rabindranath Tagore on a visit to England, c.1879 †
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† Rabindranath Tagore with his wife Mrinalini Devi, in 1883 †

† Rabindranath Tagore with his eldest daughter, Madhurilata, and his eldest son, Rathindranath, c.1890 †
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† An autographed picture of Rabindranath Tagore, taken c.1896 †

† A photograph of Rabindranath Tagore taken by the poet and artist Sukumar Ray (1887-1923) c.1901 †
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† Rabindranath Tagore (center) with a group of eminent Bengali writers, photographed in 1912 just before
a trip to England.
Sitting in front of him, from right to left: Satyendranath Dutta (1882-1922), Jatindramohan Bagchi (18781948), Karunanidhan Bandopadhay (1877-1955).
Standing, left to right: Prabhat Kumar Mukhopadhya (1873-1932), Manilal Gangopadhya (1888-1929),
Dwijendra Narayan Bagchi, and Charuchandra Bandopadhya (1876-1938). †

† Rabindranath Tagore in Calcutta, 1915, the year he was knighted by the King-Emperor, George V †
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† Rabindranath Tagore in Gujarat State, 1920 †

† Tagore with Albert Einstein iin 1930. He had ealier received the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1913
"because of his profoundly sensitive, fresh and beautiful verse, by which, with consummate skill, he has
made his poetic thought, expressed in his own English words, a part of the literature of the West". †
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† Tagore hosting Gandhi and wife Kasturba at Santiniketan in 1940, the year before he died †

† His regard for Gandhi at the Gandhi Memorial Museum, Madurai, Madurai District, Tamil Nadu State †
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